
I9ARKER'S C4NADIAN MAOAZINE.

TO V. A. H.

Oh! thou art beautiful!
Thou with thy snny haïr!

And in thine eyes, so spiritfu,
Hope hath a lovely ]air;

Making a covenant with our bearts,
That each day strengthens as it parts.

Into the void of TIme,
The voicelen Future's waste,

How like, (as o'er a drowned world's elime
The dove went forth,) we hasts'

Too, the eager heart bath pressed,
Nought, nought, whereon in troth to rest.

It is a vain emy,
And love alone may tell,

As it knits, fom day to day,
Its strong bonds fast andwel-

The fate that shal be in its plies,
The secret of the future lies.

Shall there be bruken hearts?
Look to the days of youth,

Deep, ere the plastic hour departs,
Grave the sting lines of Truth;

Then it b.y be the soul shal bear
Thy tracery, despite life's wear.

Like fresco puintino,'re
The hand may add a tone,

The heat turns cold and sere,
And on,Dot in, the tons

We add the rest, and but in vain,
Th first storm leaves it blank again.

Oh! beautiful indeed
Are the pictures Hope pfortrays

Of the smiling ones that plead
For peace amid our ways;

But, of those arnny seepe, bow few
Win lat ife's bighting changes through T

The rust eats though the steel,
And the wo: the iron wood,-

Poor frailer thin we fed
That tbey well witstood,-

We feel who yet hath cloed is eyes,
Undimmed by tea o'er brkei tiçe.

Thon rather lot w pray
That we raay seek mo MrdM

Of hearts that a but clay,
Thsai eay hath-held befr-;

Sa shal we love and pity wheS-
A lofier musmse would cedenm.

Oh! betutiful thou art,
And loving s, ytstill

Thou wilt play out thy part,

And we mut apours or mmile, es that may bo,
But Still cling oU uudoabtingly tu thes. T.
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