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and reeds pass tbrough a deries of vivid tones, oulminating in
tnwnuy gold and deep orange, against whioh ;the silver-fretted
vio1et* blue-greexn of the Mediterranean assumei a inagical spien-
dour. S3maIl, ahaggy buffaloes with feroolous eyes, and some -
times a peaanxt as wild-looking as the1 y, are the only inhabitants
o! this wilderness. The machicolated tôweris of Castel Fusano,
amor'g its grand stone-pines, stand up from the maýshes, and
farther seaward another castie with a sinýgle pine; but they only
enhance the surrounding loneliuess. (5stia, the anoient port,
whioh the sea and river have both deserted, is now a oity of the
dead, a Fonipeii above ground, whose avenues of tombs lead to
streets of human dwellings more desolate still. It is r,% longer by
Ostia, nor even by the Tiber, that one eau reach the sea; the way
was choked by sand and silt seventeetu centuries ago, and Trajan
caused t*he canal to, be miade whioh bears bis name; a-ad this 18
still the outiet from Rome to the Mediterranean, while the river
expires 'among the pestilential rnarshes.

"ITO ÊVERY CIREATIIRE.>

BY ÀRCHBISHOP TYtENOIF.

I SAY te thee, do tbou repeat
To the firet mani thon mayest meet
[n laxie, highway, or open street,
That hei ar,-d we, and ait men rngve
U'nder a caxioly of love
As broad as the blue sky above.

That doubt and trouble, fear and pain,
And anguisb, ail are sbadows'vain;
That death itself will neot remain;
That weary desexts we niay tread,
A dreary labyrinth niay thread,'

*Through dark ways unddrground be led.

Yeti if we wilI one Guideoth;;,
The dreariet patb, the darkest way,
Shall issue out iu beavenly day,
And we, on divers shores now cast,
Shail'mett, our' perilous voyage past,
All -i out F ather's bouse at last.
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