
For ten long years, a wrotceld lot
The Grecian warriors there did sq.uat.
Before the city, fiercely fighling,
Trojan and Greek the dust oft biting
Till one day fron the city gate
HecLor, chief prince of Troy's proud state,
Comues to defy the brass-clad. Grks ;
And as lie ners theni thus lie sþeaks:
" Ye stag-cyed Grp.eks, ye .rew of bunners,.
Hore stands a main of thirty suminerâ,
Who vows lie can in deadly bout, .
The eyes of any Greekpunch Ôut."
Achilles, thten,.witi strides trniendons,
Advances, cries, " e'unt-, defend ùs."
Lift's high lis gleamirig spear,'and'flings'-
Loudly, 'gainst Hector's thöfax; rin* ifI'
The warrior fals ; starsilit befo"d iùti .
Achilles, when lie thus did floor hin;
Still brandishing his brass-tipped sear,
Shouts in the prostrate hero's ear,
"n-y wilt give Helen back or no 1"
Hecter, faint whispers, "not for Joo."

My limping Pegasus here shuddering stops,
So, o'er the harrowing scene, the curtain drops.

The gtar That 1nvr o; Bts.

(From the "Sheaf.")

There is one star thàt will never disappoint the hope it awakens;
its ray is never dinmed, and it knows no going down; its cheering
light. streams on through ages of tempest and change; earth may be
darkenea, systeùis convulsed, planets shaken froitheir spheres, but
tiis star will still pour its steady, undiminished light. The eye that
is turned to it will gladden in its tears ; the countenance that it
Iights up, su'rrow can never wholly overeast; the footstep that falls
in its radiance finds no gloorm even at the stormy shore of the Jor-
dan, or when it enters the portais of the grave. It is the Star-

Firstin night's diadem, i
The Star, the Star of B3ethlehem.

1 exist ; what does the wobrd mincm ? Teach me, O G.-- Gregory.


