
EXCEL,ç'OR.

Tiliere wvas a tMine w'c dicdn't care,
Wlîeu ý%eavei *tud earth ana ail wcefair,
Wlîeiî free as flccy Cluuds 011 high,
Swi 't :,rumxzig clowil the sapphlire skcy
VVc tracocd the balsani-soented ways,
Thlat tunuelcd dlcep flc rcIwe(' mazc,
Aud( feit the tiixîgliug, heaithy bloot
EHf-at Ilighi eaohi fibre wvit1î it2 finood.
Ii're lia'ipcredl wit! the whirris of çlress,
Ere ve had studied to in-press,
.04re beauty's thd,:ll, ce sorrow's tour,
There wvas a tirne wet- didn't cure.

VVe hiave left bis poemn on "Labottr" to the Iast. It is truly
the vork of a genitiz. In it we find exalted thought ,lothed in
purest English ; the ide"-s are original and the language Choice
and exprecîsive. To ful!y tale in ail Ats beauty it xviii fot do to
read it over hurriedly. Everv iine abounds in deep thought, and
every thought is original, ami expressed in terse and beautiful
Ian guage.

LABOUR.

The cost of life is labour: menî are born
To workc, ilot live: to act, flot to exist.
Our errand herc is writ on. c. 'ry hiand;
Eachi sun proclaims not day but work begnu;
Tho costîrv liglit is wove for labao t.'s dress.
A blush didl ne'er betray a baser deed,
Nor penalty. prirsue more daring- fraud,
Thati abject shirking c~f --le coininon fee
Whiclh Nature lave on thio3e xvho sit around
The çýreen-.4pread table of our Father-God.

A straw for des*iuy 1 It is a st.reumn
XVhoz2 course lies thirong'i the present and inay be
DirectecI as we xviii. Our zicts forecast
A surer futuire than the horoscope
Toil gives a. fortune atrgurs durst not tell,
And fate is w£itten as our deeds dictate.
What realni where Labor's crechit is nat good?
What current 'iîigs'doth lack his signature ?
What pealis his airy footsteps have not pressed?


