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OUR EARLIEST SORROW.
DY CATHERINE PARI.

Rt earliest sorrow ! the grief of our youth, The flowers that twined round the temples of yore,
hO latest remembered, the sternest we prove, From the height of the colunu looked down to théThe one that first staggered our sweet faith ln trutb, ground;

(Ur sorrow of sorrows, the heart's blighted love! , But loi when the faith of the pagan was 'er,
Who will deny that it oft times doth throw And bis *hrine of faise worship was scattered around,

The die of our future, for weal or for wo? Although from the wreck, they might never be riven

hFrom earth's lowly bosom, they looked up go heaven.>When the heart bath been chilled, when the one we loved '
best And though it be vain, O how vain, that we are told

l tauglit us a lesson may ne'er be untaught, To loose from the past our fond clinging regret,
r<Pust of fair seeming, dark words of unrest 1 Albeit as faise as the temple& of old e

se are the moments with destiny fraught; Wu the shrine of our love and our worship; O, yet
spirit shall rise, or shall sink ln the blait, Though we cling to the heart's ruined fanp to the last,

811%lia future be troubled or calm to the last Lt the eye of our faith be to h-aven upest.


