UANADIAN SUNDAY MAGAZINE. 11
“T'empt me no more,” the maid replied ;.
“ My life I frecly give.”
Higher and higher rose the tide——
Salt tears stood in her cyes;
They saw hier haiy, like bright sen-weed,
On the billows fall and rise.
_Once more they struggled through the sea ;
# GHve in—give up 1" they cry;
#The tide is strong=—five minutes more,
And you must surely die1”
But in that Iastand bitter trinl,
® Above the storm, and clear,
Her mother's last and dying words
Were ringing in her ear.
A radiant smile lit up hor face—
She wisl'd, she long'd to go;
And rising her bright eyes to Heaven,
ﬁhe firmly answelcd “NoIn
'l‘hcn bent her head bencath thc flood—
A str uf,:glc—nll is done,
And ler pure spiiit wing'd its flight
o rest beyond the sun.
—— O ————

THE WOLF CHASE.

Duning the winter of 1844, being ongaged in the
northern part of Maine, I had much leisure to'devote
to tho wild sports of a new country. To none of them
was I more passionately addicted than to skating. The
decp and sequestered lakes of this State; frozen by the
intense cold of the northern winter, presonts a wide field
to the lover of this pastime. Often would I'bind on my
glkates, and glido ayway on the glittering river, and wind
cach streamlet that flowed beneath its fetters on toward -
the 1)"1'1'01'1'{; ocoan, forgetting all the while time and
distance in the luxurious sense of the easy flight, but’
rather drc‘umn as T looked through the tmnsp'u-cn(,




