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I stzod on thte hili nt morning
Ere the sur was in tuie scy;
Thu light 'wind kîssea me tn the check
As it was iitting by_;
Tho turf iran ernorald 'neath My, feqt,
TLhe enst was a ruddy flame,
And the brown haro rant liko a pbantorn fleet
Across my Éath as 1 camne.

1 stood on the bill nt morning,-
1 Etood and lookeél below;-
1 t-aw the slvcr-winding etrcau
Along the Valley flow:
I suiv the 'village windows lire
With flanes froma tho rising suri,
And a golden future coming nigher,
And a glurionis life begtrn.-

1 atood on ' tho bill that morning
Watching the day-spring gLeain;
My hecart ivas perfect hurmony,
My ]ifé iva ail ii dreamý-
No sombro clouds to meet my sight,
No trouble my heart to wcigh;
Oh, -. hiy should r, dreanier dreaxa of fliglit
At the very daivn of day ?

Aiea I ror the heurt is bitter
Whou it finds ite drtams are vain;
Whou ita propheets are Shown to t4o
The fruits of an idbe brin;
Ala wheu the light shal fade awuy3
And the cherishadi hope sliall die;
When the gold.of the cloud lias turned te gray
In the omtohagig a'ky.

I utood on the bill ut morniog
And the ytilow lea-ves ivero there;

.r&rnil'thiroples rustlebare;
My bopà were partedl then. and gonc,
Tliey 'werc as lest year's flow.ers;
And 1was a sadlund a wur.onxe
O ver tho exopty battrs.

1 etood. on the bill nt evcuting,
A&nd the airs of hecaven ivero keen;.

The uioon hung in tht sparkling ekcy,
And nota <5Iboud 'waa seon;-
And the sulow laid ghostly on the fira,
iv hlic, vlien tht wlnd did bbow,
leodded their dark tops te the stars,
A&àd the dend iliat alept below.

-But the dreams ha floiva forever,
And .the ni1glt had deeper groiva,
Tht h-açt frora fonoy's eye bail passed;
Tlit renl li-ved. alone;
Tht future Iooked not as it. did
In the Iie>ht of tho moraing flame;
But a field before my feet ivas spreadl
Jor worlr, and nlot for fame.

The older' gathers routid me
W~ith its dimu fainiliar look-;
IL cornes like tho wind that rustles
The alders by the brook;
Ànd the moon ahines on tho bill-ide,
And the*npringmorn brealis the Same,
But they seo no more tho boy in bis prido

Tthe ightof the Morning Dlame.

1N!cacauIay and westmiinster AbÈoy.

Thiniking of the opposite tides -of tendeiney
that flow foreUcr through the human breast, of
the strange inconsistencies and contrarieties of
the soul, and of the inijumerable -and diverse
elements which niake it up, m py lumd ieverted to,
the d:eep desire of England's great historian-
a sepulchre in Westminster Abbey.

( fow, 1 saïd, is it possible, that-to, find repose
amddst the dust, evtii of sùèh. heroes and dignitari-
es, could ever be auch a gl.ory-beamning goal for the
aspiration of a mani like M-aeaulay ?" Yet I k-now
not if such aspiration be inconsistent with the
higle. 3t geulus or unwoithy a soul of profouadest
emotiom. To lie dowu ivith kcings and prophetco
oI a glorowh past, to repose within the sauctuary
of a nation's pride aud love, to be united, even
in the tomb 'witl. the dust inhabited by Iofty souls
of kindred po'wer and erzcellence, might have ni) il
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