
THE OIVL.

No buisy bee nowv greets dhe eye-
Alas!1 hiov brief bis golden hours!

No bnirnislied wingecl hutterfly
Survives to niourn thie lifeless flowc(rS'.

Th'is gi ooniy season thus recalis
'O thloughltless mnlan til- grave's chili breath-

Reilincis imii of hioi thin die %vals
That tott**ring, stand 'twvixt life andi death.

Reïtniinds lmi of the v'outhfül blooni
That tinged the check of one lield dear,

WVhose asies fill an early toiib-
Whlose spirit begs his ferve prayer.

'Tis sad for mortal mari to, se
Fair nature'.- beauty thus decay.

For death shiall corne as ruthlessIv
And snatchi his youth and l1ooli awaly.

Fait1I, standing on lifc's stornly iwa"e,
A shiffing star of hope lias givcnl,

That dibt ic glooin bcyond thc grave,
And shows dhe patli thant lcads tu hea-ven.

But die we shia-for die %ve must-
Th1ough,1 for existencc stili ve ycarn;
"RcnenllCrilan, thoul art Iut, dust,

And into dust thou shaht returii.Y

C. C. '91.


