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Did my son- of the summner breathe
xîolught but gie?

Did the voice of tixe captive seeml swect
to tixe ?-

0 ! hadst thou kixowu its deep) xllaxxig
wvel 1,

It liad tales of a1 burinilg licart to tell].

"'Prom. a (11-.111 of the forest thatt miusieC
s])ran-g

Thiotigl its notes the peal of a torrent

And its dyixxg fidi, whiei if Srxothcd tice

sighied for ivild flowers andILa leafyxes.

"Was it, w'ith thev thuis, xy bird ?
Yet thixe cye flaslicd clear and bright!

1 have seexi the~ glance of sudden joy
In its quîek and dewy lighit.

It fla.shed ivitlx the firv of a tamecless
race,

With the soui] of the wild %wood, MY
native place 1

With flic spirit that panted throughi
1)eaven to soar-

Woo nie not back-I retuirt no more!1

My home is hligli, amîidst rocking trecs,
My L-indred thixxgs are the star and the

breeze,
And the founlt unelîcckcd its luncly play,
.And the odours that wvander afar away!'

"Farewell, fatreiwoll, thoen, iny bird!1
I have callod on spirits gono,

And if mnay ho they joycd like, Ilce to part,
Liko, thc, that ivcrt, ail my own 1

'If they wvore captives and pined likze me,
Thougli love may guard thcm, thcy joyed

tohbc froc!1
Thoy sprang froin the earth with a burst

of p)ower,
To tho strength of thecir wings, to thoir

triuinph'ls hour 1

"Cal]1 them not back wvhen the chain is
rîven,

When tho way of the pinion is ail through
heavenl 1

Farowell !-wvith xny song fhrough the
clouds 1 soatr,

1 pierce flic blue skies-i arn earth's no
more.',

It is an old saying, but a vory pretty
one, that a blush is like, a pretty girl,
for if becomes a woman.

ABIUTII'UL ILLUSTRA-
TIO0N.

Short.ly hefore the dopiirture of tîxe la-
mented lihrfor- India, he preachied aL
a Sermon wvhic1x containcd this beautifull
sentiment:

44 Lite bears uis On lik-7e the streain of a
xnighty river. Our hoat glides clown the
narrow channel, throuigli tho piayfful mnur-
iiwiring of the littie brooki and the wind-

ing of ifts grassy borde rs. The trees shed
their hiossonus over our young hcads,
the flowers seenli to otièr thenmselves
f0 the yoxxng ix:mds; wùe arc happy
!ni hope. and ive grasp eageriy at tho
beauty' rouind us-buit the streani hurries
01n, ind stili our bauds «ire cmpty. Our
course in youth anîd inanhood is along a
ivider n!xd (lecper flood, aini(l obiects
more striking anid xnagnificcut. Ne, are,
aiiniatedl at the iinoving pictures, and on-
joynieuts, andi industry ar-ound is; ive
-ire excited ,it somei short-livO(l disap-
îýointniext. The streain be:xrs us on,
aînd our joys and griefs arc adike left be-
lhfid ut,. We rnay he shipîvrecked, but
wve cannot ho dclaycd; wvhcther rougi or
smooth, the river hiastens to its home, fil]
the roar of the ocean is in our cars, land
fthe tossing, of tUe( wvavcs is beneafli Our
foot, arnd the land lessens from Our oyes,
and tixe 1100(15 are around us, and irve fakze
our leavo of carth -ind its inhabitants,
until of our future voyage thore is no
îvitncss save the Infinite and thoe
Eternal.

Moncy ln your puise ivil, credit you;
îvisdom ia your hea(l ivili adorii you;
but hoth, in your necessity, ivîhl serve
you.

IIIDOOo PROVEau.--SWeCt is tho MUSie
of the lute f0 hiu îvho bas nover heard
the prattie of his own chiidreii.

LITTLE GIas.-A philosopher with an
unusually tender licart recontly dcclarod:-
"9 Tre is sonîething inexprossiblY sweet
in littie girls. Lovoly, pure, innocent,
ingenuous, unsuspeeting, full of kindness
to brother, babies and evorything. They
are sweet lit le flowcrs, dianiond dew-
drops in the breath of mnorn. Whata pity
that they over should become -%vomen,
flirts and heartless coquiettes i
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