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R? UIINED CITIES.

WHiEz in the paiing of the western skies
The roseate hues are flittingr far and near,

And restful sounds froin ail the earth arise
With soothing, influence on eachi listening ear,

I view in swveet content the gathering night,
As o'er mie steal the thoughts of life long past

0f hopes on hopes, whichi whirled iii quickening, flighit
To sundown lands, and shadows only cast.

Cast shadows ail, some briglit, soine Stygian dat'k
Somie lingering long upon the youthifui .sky

Sorne pleased as doth the warbling of a iark,
And soine thiere were begat the withering, sigh.

1 dwelt me then in Iduntiean lands,
And bujît strong cities fromn the rocks of Soir.

They quickiy cruinbled inte wafting sands-
_My Petra provcd a wvastc of ruins drear.

Each city that 1 built in turn fell low
And crumibled to the earth beneath my eyes

Each marble hall was burst; eachi brilHiant glcw
Front gilded turret paîlud 'nieath darkened skies.

1 110W recaîl a Tiiebes, Luxor grand,
And thickly populous Pipeiian streets;

An Athens, brighit, by ;1'Xzean breezes fainned-
Ail, ahl decay whichi now iny vision mieets.

And childitood's cities, citi es built ini youth,
Yet (laished in ruin ore the adult yoarg,

Stili lie on yonder sands, iii nouiîds u ucouti,
And scorching sun their stugigverdure sears.

1 would miot bid then rise upon their dust,
Nor wear againi the splendleurs wii they wore:

Let thein decay ; let swords and seaijbar1s rust,
And battles whichi they fouglit be feuglit no more.

Toronîto. W. IL TiHUlSTON.
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ETERNAL V1Cie
0f Passiocn's dross divest,

That bids our seuls rejoice
111 laniguage of thre blest.

That softiy sootites our serrow,
j Vhiist Hope iii brilliaîit key

Foretelis the bright to-inorrcov,
V/heu joy will ever bc.

That shows ou seuls the wvay,
By hiappincess and înîrth,

To buret tire filnm of clay
That binds themi to dulI carth.

Then soaring earth above,
That bears us on its wvings,

Into the mealins of love,
To God: the King of kings.

LA CHA UMIERE.

(A sketch in Normaudy.)

A DIP in the Cliannel, a few whiffs of the sait breeze, and the fatigue of a
niglit journey froin Paris was forgotten. V/e buckied on or knapsacks,
and in a few minutes Granville, with its inonotoîmous stone lieuses and
sentinel fortress, tvas behind us. V/e intenided,jith ail the independence
afforded by the possession of our owr meaus of locomotion, to tramp
througli Normandy in the direction of St. Malo, to live amiong the people,
and thus te obtain a genuine picture of the country and its inhabitantsq
sucli as is only revealed to the loungingy lover of the beautiful, and must
ever escape the momentary glance of the raiiway tourist.

Normandy lias been for agtes the son,, and vision of French poets and
painters; and worthily deserves to continue to be. Alon g o ur route were
alwaya the magnificent hedges, grand masses of flowering shrubs, rising
from grassy mounds, sending forth even in htot summaer the sweetest per-
furne ; the ditches thick with hollyhocks, poppies, and marguerites. On a
level, the hedges interposed a green waii to our view of the fields ; but
ccmiflg 8001 to the brow of a hli we could look down over a smiiing
country, Ail the verdure is suffused with a fresh, deep green, such as with
us is only seen in early summer. No one generation, 1 suppose, lias done
much to beautify the country, but eadh lias done soihething; and the
accumulation througli long centuries iii therefore considerabie. Trees
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line every field. Here and there a little hut nesties in the mnidst of its
c.lump of green. We sec our road winding along, down into the valleys,
up the huils, lost froin siglit for a whule, thon reappearingi 11 tîte distance
liko a siender silver boit on, the mnantde of eartit. To our righit is one of
those petits chemins which brauchi off every utile or so, littie roads over-
huug, anti shaded witlh sltrubs and trocs, in the caliR twiiight of which there
is always

A bcmver qjuijet for ns, atnd a ple
Fiffi of sweet dreais.

As we cornte to tite foot of the hli, wliore a little streanm meanders, we
hear the sound of voices, and a turn in the road reveals a curious scorne.
A score of women were gathered togetho r, with the sociability everywhere
characteristic cf the French, busily wasiting clotiies oni tire banks. Soine
stand knee-deep itn the water; mest, however, knut heside the brook. Asi
they pound the clothes with their wooden bats, tire inototonous clap, clap,
uniting witli the ieelotiy of a simple Normnan ballatl, gvsa singrular
effect to the scorie.

A little further on the quiet aspect of a chaumière attracted us, and we
deterinied te investigate the interior. Froin an artistie distance the Nor-
mnan litts are inost beautiful. 'fle pictttresque absence of architecture, the
rougii-iewn limiestone xvalls, weather-wortî and tinted, the rich coiour of
the thatci, wvith a harniony in rose-colour growing eut of it, and ail iii a
setting of delicieus green, m ko up a clîariiiing lanilacapo. Biut as one
draws near, the l)ovterty, ignorance, misery of the inhabitants throw a
giasti y shadow on tr picture.

Passiug dowîî a littie laite we tiîtd ourselves in the courtyard. On two
sides run thte low, irrcglLrily-b)uiit atone bouses, pier'eu liere aitd there with
suiaîl wiidows, utestiy witiîout "i as.. Te our rilti anr open kiie wit
rutde implenients ; te onu ieft a weii witlî curiotns hoed-shaped top of niosa-
covercd stone. l3ofore tite buts is a pool of stagnant wator. On account
of it wu kinow that cite part of the bîuildintg is a salbut catnne by
exterîtai (videlice deterntîne whichi. Ilowever, tie. appearanco cf a womnan
relie ves our eibarrassiîîeitt. V/c coinsîder the uiversai tlinand cf seine-
tiîing te ('ut cur best exctuse ; tmuster cur best 1Freiich ; niako known our
wants. Cousiderabie hesitation ; deliberatien insitie the imouse t inaily anr
invitation te etnter. Over the door was a littie crucifix set iii the wall. On
entering' we couid is',tinguish nothing except wltero the ligltt was streamitîg
tbrougi a narrow wiiîdow, iuakiiîg a picture like the Rcmnbrattdts on the
waiis cf the Louvre. B3ut littie by littlo the details of the scoîte corne eut.
'rhe ficor is cf beateri eartit. A pool of water, boere and tîtere, toills of the
]eakiness cf tue thatch above. Seine iittle cltickens run about hunting for
a stray miorsol. Above us the rafters disappear in tire darkness. There
are tituce lieds in the rocîîî, itnurtaînouq te ascotid, crowned with V-shaped
ctirtains. At oeen uo f the recîn rises a liuge chîimney, whici the littie
lire cf twigs des nothiîtg more titan illuminate. On eachi side cf the
ciiney is a low bencit. A paît siîmîîîers on thte lire, whici a (log cornes
tmp new and again te snifr.

XVe hati seated ourseives ou a bemtch by a broken iine table. Our
hostess protinces soute mnîlk, a fortreas icaf, aînd a ciasp-knife, and seats
lierseif by the tire, ler dress is tue, usuai Normtan dresa cf blue, witli
whîite inusiu cap and wootier 4hees. She talks te us iii a language the
ecito cf the tommîe cf our Caniadianl-French brotmers. V/e gather fren lier
reitarks a conception cf lieu narrew life, cf the ceaseless struggie for
existence, of the itcpelesîess cf its conîdition, inte whieb happy thouglits
enter culy like the lighit into the but.

A grcanl attracts our attention te eue cf the beds. Peering down from
the darkîtess is the face cf a sick wemran. ler head is bound up witli a
baudkeucltief ; bier face lias tîmat horrible tarsbness that înisery alone can
produce. Site is sitting up, bending eagerly te gaze oti us, whose appear-
aice and accent was so foteigil, listenimîg auxiously te the broken conver-
sation we were carrying oui. Fiîtally sire fails bîîck witb a groanl cf pain.
We can bear it no0 longer. Our bill was five cents. V/e give more, and
hurry into the open air.

The sun shines brighitly, the fields are still smiling, and the delicicus
green cf the liedgcs and pastures rejoices the eye. But there is a sliadow
over everytlting, the shadow of those Nornmandy huts, the abiding-place cf
poverty and misery in a country beautiful beycnd compare.

F. Hl. Syicis.

ArFR Curran's elevation to the bencit as Master of the Relis, a gleoom
sems to htave fallen upen lis spirits. Hie disliked lis position, for whidli
lie felt huînsolf unquaiified. As lie said, 1'When the party witlb which. I
had acted so fairly lad after long proscription corne ait hast te their natural
place, 1 did net expect te have been stuck inie a iwindoiw, a spectator of
the procession."


