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SELF-DEPENDENCE.

MATTHEW ARNOLD.

Weary of myself, and sich of nskin{;
What I am and what I ought to be,

At this vessel’s prow I stand, which bears mo
Forward, forwar?, o'er the star-lit sca.

And a look of passionate desire
U'er thoe sen and to the stars I send :

* Ye who from my childhood up have calmed—
Calm e, ah ' composo mo to the end !

* Al fonco more,” I cried, ** yo stars, yo waters,
On my heart your m.ghty charm renow ;
Still, still lot me, as I gaze upon yoa,
Feel my sonl becoming vast like you

From the intense, clear, star-sown vault of heaven,
U'er ths ht sea’s unquiet way,

Io the rustling mght-air cams the anewer .
“ Wouldst thou he us theso are ? Lire as thoy.

¢ Unaffrighted by the silenco round them,
Undistracted by the sights they ace,

Theso demand not that the things withont them
Yicld them love, amuscmnent, sympat®hy.

¢ Aud with joy the stars perform their shining,
And the sea its long moon-silvered roll ;

For sclf-poised t*uy live, nor pine with notg
Al the fover of come difforing soul.

‘* Boanded by themselves, and unregardful
In what atato (lod’s ather works may be,

In their cwa tasks all their powers pouring,
These attsin the mighty life you sce.”

O air-born voice ¢ long siuce, soverely clear,
A cry hike thine in mine own heart I hear;

‘‘ Resolve to bo thysclf ; and know that ho
Who finds himscli, loses his misery,
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In Sicilin’s nver-blooming shade,

When playful Preserpine from Ceres strayed,

Led with unwary steps her virgin trains,

O'er Etna’s steeps and Enna’s golden plains;

Plucked with far hand tho silver-blossomed bower

And purple mead—herself a fairer flower ;

Sudden, unseen amid tha twilight shade,

Rushod gloomy Dis, and sevzed the trembling maid,

Her startled damsels sprung from mossy scats,

Dropped from their gauzy laps their gathered sweets,

Clung rou d the struggling mymph, with piercing cries

Prrsued the chariot and invoked tho skies,

Pleased as ho grasps her in his iron arms,

Frights with soft sighs, with tender accents channas.

The wheels descending rolled in smoky rings ;

Infernal Cupids flapped their demon wings ;

Earth with decp yawn received the fair, amazed,

And far in night celestial beauty blazed.

Proserpine was the daughter of Jupiter and Coves. Tho
favourite residence of Ceres was Scicily, and thero she bronght up
her tenderly boloved daughter, who wandered over the Valley of
Enna with her young companions, In Attica she was woishipped
W.ader the name of Coro (the daughter), aud sho and her mother,
Cures, woro called *the mother and the daughter.” Homer de-
scribes her as tho wifo of Pluto, and ¢ tho formidable, venerable,
and majestic Queen of the Shades.” One day when Proserpino was
enjoying her favourite pastime plucking roses, viulots, crocuses,
and hyacinths, sho beheld a Narcissus of great size and beauty,
having 100 flowers growing from a singlo root, sho was just
plucking the flower when suadenly the Earth opened 2nd Pluto
(Dis) avose in Lis golden chariot, drawn by two horses black ag

; arch of Eleusis, for their son Demophoon.

ehony, and seized the maid and carried hor off shricking for aid;
but all in vain wore her cries—shoe was unheard and unscen by all
gavo Hecate, tho duughter of Porsous, who sat in her cave, and
King Helius (tho Sun), whose oyo nothing on Earth escapes. At
length hor mother heard, and, frantic with gricf, sought for nows
of her; but nono could give her the intelligonce sho nsked for.
She lighted two torches at Etna, and for nine days and nighta she
wandored ovor tuo Barth seoking her child by their fluming light.
Or# the tenth Hecsto mot hov, and togothor thoy went to Holius,
and the sun-god told Coves that Pluto had taken her tovge Ins
Queon by pormission of her futher J upiter. At this Coeres Was 50
offended at Jupiter that sho f-~s00k tho society of the gods and
came down among men, und lived under the gnise of an old
woman, and was employed us nurse by the wife of Celeus, mon-
Under her cavo the

. child ¢« throve like a god.” He ate no food, but Ceres “breathed
" upon him as he lay upon her bosom and anointed him with am-
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brosia, and every night hid him beneath ti. fire,” intonding to make
him immortal. Meteniva, the mother, watched one night and
saw what the nurse was doing, and serenmed in horvor, when sho
dropped the child and told the mothor what she had lest, but that
tho child would still bo an honored man. Sho wuen told who she
was, and divected the people of Elousis to raise an altar and templo
to her without the city, on Callichorus Hill, which was done, and
thoro she took up her abode, but she allowed tho Earth to yield
no produce. Jupiter, pitying maunkind, sent Iris to Elousis to
invite Ceres back to Olympus, but she refused to go. All the
other gods were sent also, but in vain, and finding she wounld not
allow the Earth to bring forth till she had scen her daughter,
Jupiter sont Meicury to Pluto to coax him to let Proserpine retura
to tho light. 1le gave consent—the goddess sprung up with joy,
and heedlessly swaliowed some grains of Pomogeanate which Pluto
presented hor. Then Mercury conducted her to Eleusis and te
her mother. When tho joy of meeting was s little over, Cores
anxiously nsked her if she had tasted anything while below—if
not, she was freo to spend her whole time with her futher and
motlier, but if she had she would be compelled to pass one-third of
the year with hor husband. Proserpine confessed she hud tasted the
grains of Pomegranate, and then told the whole story of her ab-
duction to hor mother. Jupiter sent Rhea to invite thom buck to
Heaven. Ceres now complied, and once more fertility prevailed
over all the Earch.

Proserpina is supposed to signify seed-corn, which is enst into
the ground and concealed for one-third of a year (from thesowing
till the ear is produced). In works of art Ceres is represented in
full attiro, around her herd is a garland or wreath of corn ears,
and in her hand is a sceptro and sometimes a torch, while she
liolds a mystic baskot of grain. Pigs are sacrificed to her. The
property of tinitors was often mado over to her temple, and tho
decrees of the senate were deposited therein.

‘¢ On Ceres's sacred floor, the swain .

Spreads tho wide fan to clear the golden grain,

And the light chail beforo the breezes borno,

Ascends in clouds from off the heapy corn,

The gray dust, rising with collected winds,

Drives o'er the barn, and whitens all the hinds.”—Hoxer.

FREETHOUGHT AND WOMEN.

The question of Freothought and its cultivation amongst the
vomen of our day scems to be just now kept somewhat out of
wmght amongst the prominent Froethinkers, but why it should boe
so is not always apparent. Thero is a strong feoling, (perhaps
unconsciously), in the minds of many men, w!m, themselves,
ignore the nccessity of divine rales for human guidance in mat-
ters moral, that women, from their groater lilility to act on
impulse, reyuire some restriction, outside those which man deems
sutlicient for himself, to provent her from following the bent of
any puassion or sudden inclination that may at the time haveas
slight ascondancy. With a sousible woman there is no more
necessity for tho “fear of hell” before her eyes, to prevent her




