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LIPE, LOVE, DEATHF-WHAT ARS THE!?7
The firet i8 but "la vapor, which appenreth for a littie season

and then vaniaheth avay." We open our eyes on the glorious
sunlight, and- revel in the beauteous tinte of nature, Sudden)y
clouds overshadow us, and anon ail ie gloom. Then the world,
whih had appeared so beautiful,seems dark indeed. But, amid
the cloude and the darkness, ehadowvy forms of strange beauty
haver around us, and sweet voices greet our ears, Then Love
salutes us; saoft, starry eyee beam kindly through the darkness;
the cloude vanish, and again ail ie briCght and joyous.

Thus we journey on, and on,-now in Iight, and nowv in
shade,--until nt lat, just as the r6se.hues are gathering ini the
horizon of life, Penth, like an ever deepening sunset, epreads hie
pall over the fresh green boughs, and fragrant blossoms of Love.

EDLA.
Montreai, Dec. 29, 1853.

(For the haR>lo Les!.

8 UN 8 HIN 9.
I{ow glorlous on the iaughing earth

My gotdett mangte faits;
How many e. toreiy thing to birth

My touch, lite msgic, catIs.
1 snter flot the loneliest'spot,
- The gloorniest recesa,
That, in an instant, teemeth not

Witb life and loveliness.

There's a wailing sigh in the summer breeze,
As itisweeps o'er the parched-up plain;

Theres a mosning voice through the foreat. trees,
To teit of lhe corning tain.

It cornes with a crash and a thonder peal,
And a flash tram a lurid sky,

Till the broad earth seemeth to rock and reel,
And quiver in agony.

My touch hath scattered the thunder cloud,
And the dartesome veit is riven

That hung eawtite, tike a mtuky shroud,
0'et the fait blue summrnr beaven ;


