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THE FARMER'S ADVOCATE.

—
Daybreak.

A wind came up out of the sea
‘And said, “ O mists, make room for me.”

It hailed the ships aud cried, * Sail on,
Y e mariners, the night is gone.”

And hurried land ward, far away,
Crying, “ Awake! it s the day."

It said unto the forest, *‘ Shout !
Hang all your leafy _bsnners out!”™

It touched the wopd-hird’s folded wing,
And said, ** O bird, &wake avd sing.”

And o'er the farms, ** O chanticleer,
Your clarion blow ; the day is near.”

It whls(ferod to the fields of corn,
* Bow down, and hail the coming morn

It shouted through the belfry-tower,
» A waks, O bell! proclaim the hour.”

It crossed the churchyard with s sigh,
And said, ** Not yet, in quiet le."

Longfellow

Third Prize Collection sent by Miss M. R. Ferguson

The Worship of Nature.

« It hath been, a8 it were, especially rendered wnio me and
made plaine and legible to my wnde rxlandyus}c that a great
of God.™

worshipp &8 going On amony the thyngs
The Ooean looketh up to Heaven,
As ‘twere a living thing,
The homage of its waves is given
In ceaseless worshipping.

They kuneel upon the sloping sand,
As bends the human knee,

A beautiful and tireless band,
The priesthood of the Sea!

They pour the glittering treasures out
W“nch in the deep have birth,

And chant their awful hymns about
The watching hills of sarth,

The green earth
gends its in
oense up

From every
mountain
shrine,

From every flow
er and dewy
oup

That greeteth
the sunshine.

The mists are lift
ed from the
rills

I'ke the white
wing ef pray-

#r,
They lean above
the anoient
hills
As doing hom
age there.

The forest topsare
lowly cast
0O'er breexy hill
and glen,
As if & prayerful
spirit passed
On Natare as on
men

The clouds weep
o'er the fallen
world

KE'en a8 repent
ant love ;

Ere to the blessed
breeze un
farled

They fade in
light above

The sky i8 a8 &
temple’s arch
The blue and
wavy sir
Is glorious with
the spirit
march
Of m e ssengers
of prayer

I'he gentle moon—the kindling sun
The many stars are given,

Ag shrines to burn earth's incense on
The altar fires of Heaven!

John Greenleaf Whittier, the Quaker poet, one of the most
ted States, has been the suthor of
aring on the abolition of slavery.

The above is & fine example of the work of his pen, ex
hibit'ng as it does the ghrs(mful diction and absolute purity

eminent poets of the Uni
numerous poems, chiefly be

which characterized all his works.

The Goblet of Life.

Filled is Life's goblet to the brim ;
Aund though my eyes with tears are dim
I see its sparkling bubbles swim,

And chant a melancholy hymn
With solemn voice and slow

No purple flowers,—no garilands green
onoesl the goblet's shade or sheen,
Nor maddening draughts of Hippoorense,
ike gleams of sunshine, flash between
Thick leaves of Mistletoe

This goblet, wrought with curious &l
Is filled with waters, that apstart
When the deep fountains of the heart
Hy strong con vulsions rent apart

Are running all to waste
And as it mantling passes round
With fennel is it wreathed and crownet
W hose seed and foliage sun-imbrowned
e in its waters steeped and drowned
And give & bitter taste
{ ® L6 IOWLY planis 1\ OWe
he fennel. with its yellow IloWerE
1 in an earlier age than our
Vas gifted with the wondro
Lost vision to restore
gave new strength arx
1 gladiators, flerce and
VMingled in it their daily food
. 1 he who battled ‘nn\i.)»

A wreath of fennel w

Gratt

W haittwer

|

foremost poets of the nineteent
| are Evangeline, Tales of a Ways
Golden Legend.

“ Then in Life’s goblet freely press
The leaves that give it bitterness,
Nor prize the oolored waters less,
For in thy darkness and distress

New light and strength they give.

* And he who has not learned to know

How false its sparkling bubbles show,

How bitter are the drops of woe

With which its brim may overflow,
He has not learned to live.

“ The prayer of Ajax was for light;
Through all that dark and desperate fight,
The blackness of that noonday night,
He asked but the returns of sight,

To see his Toeman's face.

“ Lot our unceasing, earnest prayer

Re, too, for luiht.—-for stren to bear

Our portion of the weight of care,

That crushes into dumb despair
One-half the human race.

* 0, suffering, sad humanity !

0, ye afilic ones, who lie

Steeped to the lips in misery,

Longing, and yet afraid to die,
Patient, though sorely tried!

* | pledge you in this cup of grief,

W here floats the fennel's bitter leaf!

The Batsle of our Life is brief,

The alarm—the struggle—the relief
Then sleep we side by side.”

H. W. Longfellow.

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow may well rank with the |
h century. His chief works
ide Inn, Hiawatha, and The

(]i)ﬂtilja.

I waited for the train at Coventry ;

I hung with grooms and porters on the bridge,

To watch the three tall spines ; and there I shaped
The city's ancient legend into this:

“IN LOVE.™

Not only we, the latest seed of Time,

New men, that in the fiying of & wheel

Cry down the past, not only we, that prate

Of rights and wrongs have loved the people well,

| And loathed to see them overtaxed; but she

Did mors, and underwent, and overcame,
The woman of & thousand summers back,
Godiva, wife of that grim Earl who ruled
In Coventry : for when he laid a tax
Upon his town, and all the mothers brought
T'neir children, clamoﬁns. “If we pay, we starve! "
She sought her lord, and fo
About the hall, among his dogs, alone,
His beard a foot before him, and his hair
A yard behind. She told him of their tears,
And pray'd him, * If they pay this tax, they starve.”
Whereau he stared, replying, half amazed,
* You would not let your little finger ache
For such as these?” * But I woul die,” said she
He laughed, and swore by Peter and by Paul
Then filip'd at the diamond in his ear;
“ Oh ay, ay. &y, you talk!™ *“*Alas!"™ she said,
* But prove me whab it is I would not do.”
And from & heart as rough as Esau's hand,
He answer'd, * Ride you naked thro' the town
And Irepeat it,” and nodding as in scorn,
He parted, with great strides among his dogs.

So left alone, the passions of her mind.
As winds from all the compass shift and blow,
Made war upon each other for an hour,
Till pity won. Shesenta herald forth,
And bade him eory, with sound of trumpet,
The hard condition; but that she would loose
I'he people : therefore, as they loved her well,
From then till noon no foot should pace the street,
Jo eye look down, she passing but that all
Should keen within, door shut and window barr'd
Then fied she to her inmost bower, and there
Unclasp the wedded eagles of her belt,
The grim Earl's gift: but even ata breath

She linger'd looking like a summer moon
Half-dipt in cloud : anon she shook her head
A nd shower'd therippled ringlets to her knee
[Tnclad herself in haste; adown the stair
Stole on ; and, like a creeping sunbeam, slid
From pillar unto pillar, unt il she redched

The gateway ; there she found her p:lfrey trapt
[n purple blazon'd with armorial gold.
hen she rode forth, clothed on with chastity

Her bower: whenos
To meet her lord, she took the tax away
And built herself an everiasting name.

with grac, eand clothed
His artistic culture has

Memoriam * is, without doubt, th 'mhltulgiou
our age. He was essea vo:n‘n poet without m":
as he conosives

und him. where he strode

The deep air listen'd round her as she rode,

And all the low wind hardly breathed for fear.
The little wide-mouth'd heads upon the spouts
Had cunning

to see : the barkirg cur
flame :

| And one low churl, compaot of thankless earth,
‘word of

— Tennyson.
Lord Tennyson, has been styled the * Melodious

Poet,” indeed poetry to him was almost the supreme
mo‘ lite. He has treated romantioc, antigue and domestic

th skill; history, solence and soocial
“:l'lus subjeots wl‘t:-ﬂno mm
rarely ever been surpassed. His ““In

for woman,

her in his * Princess,” is the element of humanity,
pm-ltoy}ng

the supreme friend man.
- lh.ll"ud"la:thhyndlsim Years After "
are pictures passions of e
hnqlep.adundunmo nations of either
of the and universal torTow wae e w
was cabled . laureate was no more.
' last poem has become almost “Mutbddwm' b

pair of young
people old-
fashioned en -
ough to be in
love—(does
that fashion
ever change,
we wonder?

that, even if
would be very correct! Her thougha‘:tmi:'ﬂs;:l;
on that young man opposite. As for him, he as-
sumes an attitude of extreme ease ; but for all that,
succeeds in looking very uncomfortable, and as if he
wanted to say something! Has the proposal been
made? We fancy not; but woul?i venture to
wager that before another hour (or even less) has
gone by, these two will be sitting side by side,
perho'ra on that quaint old seat around the tree,
and the work will have dropped to the ground
for the little hands will be otherwise en ged'
Perhaps, too, some wicked dicky-birds in that same
old tree will, at their very next afternoon tea, go
and tell tales to most of their feathered friends of
all the silly things said by this old-fashioned pair
who are ‘“in love!”

The Universal Route.
As we journey along with a laugh and a sor
We see on youth's flower-decked slope, -
Like a beacon-light, shining fair on the sight,
The beautiful Station of Hope.
But the wheels of old Time roll along as we cli
Adnd Tt.ll: uth a&oeds away on t.he' o:rs : -
And, w earts that are numb, with life’
To the mist-covered Station of Tears. T
8till oo ward we pass, where the milestones, alas !
Are the tombs of our dead, to the west
Where glitter= and gleams in the dying sunbeams,
The sweet, silent Station of Rest. 3
All rest is but change, and no grave oa (3
The soul from its Parent nbo%e s e
And, scorning the rod, it soars back to God,
To the limitless City of Love Ella Wheeler Wilcox.

American Inventors.
Little Boy—** Papa, what is an inventor?"”
Papa—*He is & man who invents something
that everybody else manufactures, and then spends
all his money trying to stop them.”




