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For the Calliopean.
2The Droeam of Death.

BY XUS8TICUCS.

“Aad she t the stars, the moon, she sun!

And she forgot the biue aboxe ths treen;

And sbe forgot the dells where waters run,

And she t the ehiliy Autuma breeze?
£he hiad no knowl when the day was done
And thea.w morn she saw rot!*’---Keare.
Exc-SEHTIT: of mustt, low and sweet,

‘That tole softiy on the car—
As gentle as the falling dew
That trembles in the moonbeam clear.

She dreamed of castle, strong and high,
But built upon 2 viewless 1slo;
And cver from its turrets fell
Thoso notes that bound her sou) the while,

And from its windows flowing, flowing,
Like the music of tha sca,

Came again, still softer, softer,
That undying melody.

And still she dreaméd—tho music hingered
Round the isle she could not see,

And tloated oer tho fairy waters
Like a cloud sbove tha sca.

The angel guard that watched her sleep
8till fanned her with his downy wings—
And deeper ailt the vision grew,
And sweeter yet tho music sings.

And underneath the castle wall

A mermaid combs her soa.green hor;
Aund Jike the music of the watcre,

‘Trills 2 sad and plaintive air.

And still the angel fanned her cheek,
‘That burned so high with hectic red—

And etili she dreamod the cooling brreaze
The castle’s airy music shed.

But lower, softer, grew the strain—
And slowly melis sway rthe view—
A mist o’orspreads the closing eye—
Her cheeks grow pale—her Iipa grew blue.

The aogel kissed ber palo cold hpe,
And warbled a celestial uir ;—

A smilo was gathering on her checks ;—
Tho brenth is past—1the smile :5 there!

The angel's song renoived bor breath,
And melted in the airy leaven ;—

*Twas the last note she beard on casth—
It was the first she heard in heaven!

St. George, Duwfrice, October, 1848.

" change of ounc sweet thought, or one heartfeit word ?

For tbe Cslil 1N
THE SUMACHK. opes

Amip the varied beauties which adorn the American forests, the
Sumach stands forward in vivid coloring and” graceful folinge.
Its firm, yet pliant growth; s clustering leaves, changing theit
hues as the orb of day glances on their polished surface ; and
its bright scarlet berries looking forth so cheerfully upon: the
azuro sky and vordant earth, hdve ever intercsted me deeply ;
and since I first gazed apon it on the banks of the wild Mohawk,
I have dcemed it no unsuitable emblem of a vigorous, warm-
hearted young man, on whom fond hopes are laid, and of whom
high expectations are cherished by admiring and affectionate re-
latives.  If the opinion of my readers coincides with my own
in this particular, I purpose to lay before them a slight sitetch of
a much-endeared friend, who bore no inconsiderabie resem.
blance to the graceful tree I have selected as his type.

My firat interview with Rollin I took place in his native
village, a lovely spot on the Western Reserve. [ was then re-
cently arrived from old England, and my spirits were somewhat
depressed by the new, strange nspeet of things around me; but
his fervent greeting, and bright smile, when he heard me intro-
duced as the daoghter of his future pastor, assured me, that sin-
cerity and affection possessed a dwelling place in western wood-
lands equaily with the sylvan retirements of polished Europe,
and I returned his salutation with a feeling of confidence which
I never had reason, during the whole of our subsequent intimacy,
to deem misplaced. And herc { wonid remark a fact, which
has often come beneath my observation, with regard to what are
termed by professors of nataral philosophy, “afiinities” and *re.
sistances;” and 1 believe hat the idea may be carried out in
moral philosophy, also—fur what human heart is there, which
has not as it were loaped into an immediate and permanent
friendship with some individual, even on a first introduction ;
whiist they have trod the dusty road of hife for years, side by
side with beings of different temperament, without the inter.
It is even
so. Qur Heavenly Father has formed us as He has the lovely
flowers at our feet—each with some peculiar excellence, but
none precisely alike in form or foliage—and as well may we
expect the fragrant woodbine to twine its beauteous tendrils
around tho deadly opas, as endeavor to assimilate minds of &
totnlly different caet. Yet are we still one fumily, though we
differ “cven as one star differeth from anatlier star in glory.”
But to return to the Sumach, and him:whgiforms its antitype.

Rollin waz of & peculinrly cheerful #ildtkappy temper. ~ Like




