
Tlic ^^pyp (Icsccndiiit; t'r«»i;i tlir liill surveys"

W'licrr Minas 'mid its vjirioiis cJiHmK'ls strays.

That, placid |K>iid in wliicli the fishes hid,

And IioiuM'in^' (Jlnoseajxlid as they were hid

l»V us, "njost loved of all the ocean's sons.

True to his sire," to his enihr'ace runs,

"Hastini^ to j)ay his t,i-il)Ute to the sea,

liike mortal life to meet (dernity."

Oh, could r flow, like thee, and make my stream
My ^reat example, as it is my theme;
Though deep, yet clear; though gentle, yet not

dull,

Strong without rage, without o'ei'flowing, full.

Th(^ stream is so ti'ansparent, pun^ and clear,

That had the self-enamored youth gazed here,

So fatally deceived he had not ))een.

While he the bottom, not his face had seen.

15ut his proud head the airy mountain hides

Among the clouds, his sh«)ulders and his sides

A shady nianth^ clothes; hiscui'l'd hrows '

Frown on the gentle streams, wnicli calmly Hows,

While winds and storms his lofty forelu'ad heat.

The common fate of all that's high or great.

And in the mixture of all these appears

Variety, which all the rest endears.

W. M. Lock HART.
Lockhai'tville.

LINES ON LIFE.

Life, mortal life, this short and fleeting span
Giyes grief and joy alike to every man;
The captive chained within the prison cell

Has oft a gleam of hope, a gladsome spell;

The lonely widow dwelling by the shore,

Who ga/es on the self-same stream that bore

Her loving partner to his fate unknown,


