Wsr gyuo OBC

RIM‘"E AGETUR

VOL. %

WOLEVILLE, ¥. 8, SEPIEMBER, 1875 -

No, 1.

Y <
ry Aper

Original Poetrp,

VOICES OF THE NIGHT, - -

“Oh for the tquch of a vanishad hand,,
And the %.nd of & voico that js still]”
v . —ZTennysoit.
At homo in the silent even,
I commune with my soul alono ;
And tho oldtimre music comos floating by,
With its sweet, familiar tone.

And my spirit burns within me,
Ard my cyes aro filled with tcars
As mem’ry glanoes adown the aisles
Of tho misty slumbering years.

Dim shadows risc from tho buried past,
Tho loved of the long-ago.

Not dosd are they but lyi

With tho nations that sleep below.

How oft in youth aspiring,

Wo dreamt of a lifo sublimo, *
From tho skics tho lamps of seraphim,
Tllumined their path and mine.

Tho river of lifo was spangled,
‘With pearls from an opaliao sca.
Swect singers of earth and heaven,
Seemod chorring to thom and me.

We threaded tho beaming Faturo
To tho gates of the Evermoro,

And strewod tho amethysts of hope,
On tho sands of the star-lit shore.

Anad over death’s darkened portals,
Abovo all carthly desires, |

.Our souls leapt u‘q o a Saviour’s love,
Like quenchless ltar fires.

But tho sun of tt* carth was darkensd,
Tho stars voiled ¢ eir tear dim oyes;

And tho pearls wore peboles on tho shore,
Under tho midnight skics.

Alas for the Zolian,

That barp of a thousand strings,
winds of memory clashing,
Bat wilder discord brings.

As on tho spirit's threshold,

Expozed to the winds of the yoars,

It weeps o'cr its own heart's sorrows,
d moans o'er its heart's own toass.

From tho shadows of that cloudiand,
1havo merged to a bnghter day,

And tho chastening haad of a higher love
Hzs purged tho dross away.

Moonboams are lingering rovnd me;

R A holier spell is mine,

With » soul imbathed in & sea of light,
4 radianos divine,

R Tho shadows fade in tho distarce,

%xt;loeﬂ:hnm over the N
aving their palms triumphan

And beckoning to me, *

Lifting my life forever,

Above Time's Tostless sirifo,

And filling my sonl with longi

B For that deathlces, pecfect life.

TALK ABOUT OUR LIT TURE.
_.megfci[ ]

Tox only standard of a nation’s mental
character is its literature, an absence of
which indicates a race to bs in tho most
degraded state of uncivilized existonco.
If we go back to man in his primitive
state wo are sure to find—wherever he has
learned tw cummunicate ideas by means
of language—tho germs of a literature
huwever rude and wild, the faint promise
of what progression and knowledge are
sure to develop and perfect.  Perhaps
wo may, have to except—so faras our
knowledge at presont extends—the lowest
and most degraded of our race, represen
tatives of which are & be found in re-
moto parts of Africa, and which according
to accounts received from travellers, bear
a vast resemblance to the moro intelligent
specios of tho gopus monkey. --Teking
man at his lowest and most undeveloped
mental condition we see this principle, so
general asto be nearly universal, proving
its existence in wild fraditionary legends
and uncouth tales, handed down verbally
from father tv son. In this tvay Mac-
Pherson collected the different fragments
of his “Ossian,” if his own story be
true, and that it i, thero seems to be
good proof.

One would hardly think that the spirit
of poesy ever found its way to the bleak
shores of Iceland. Vet if wo would learn
their national pecularitics, their disposi-
tions, the mould of their mind, we can
find it all in tho classics of the Scandin-
avian people.  Wo have fabulous stories
of herves-—halfhuman, halfgod , mythi-
cal personages fill up the pages of their
ponderous cpics. A grotesque but pow-
erful imagination which expatiated in the
air of a Valhalla, which directed super
stition itself to centro a belief on Odin
the Axch-Deity of the Universe, whose
voice resounded in the brazen Jang of
battle, and tho shriek of tho ocean-storm,
Theso runic measures of Edda and Saga
lead us into the inncr sanctuary of that
strong Teutonic bosom, which theobbed
for a time pent up in dark Northern
snows and forests until it burst from its
confinement to form the great <world
democracy on the ruins of the old forms
of tyranny. XNot more conspicuous does
tho polished Athenian stand out in the

tragedios of his great dramatists than does
the great répresentative Teuton .in tho
grandl, imaginative Epic of,Scandinavia.
Perhaps it would not be irreleyant to out
subject, nor uninteresting to the reader
who traces his ancestral line back tp dim
Germenic forest or marshes of Sleswick,
whence came Sason and Jute, to subjoin
a spucituon taken frum the oldest of
Eddaic Epics called Voluspa—Song of
the Prdphetess—having for its subject the
Scandinavian mytholugy and origin of
the world :

Hrym from the ¢ast comos, floods swell around him 3
Jormungund rolls with glant rage and occan smiteth.
With lurid boak screams tho corpee-pocking cagle.

Surtur from tho South wends. With seothing firo

Tho falchion of the mighty ono & sunlight flameth.

ountains together dash, gisnta beadlong Tush

Men tread tho paths to tHel and heaven rent In twaln.
's now tho San,

Arcund time's rurse, =
Avd ﬂkkcrlnﬁ flamos
With boaven itaclt play.

‘Wbo does not see even in such an im-
perfect and disconnected fragment as this
the promise and potency of that rugged
grandeur which we seein Goethe, Milton
and Shakespeare. The Muse whoso
most familiar walks were amid the war
ring elements, the fearful and sublime of
nature, and who naturally made Betaphor,
Simile, and Hyperbole, the expression of
her weird and stormy cunceptions.

Lot uscarry thisprinciple down through
the Sparfan and Athenian literature.
Comparo the barrenand frigid productions
of tho soldiecr—the moral machino—with
the cupivus children of the poetic, phil-
osophic Athenian mind. The same is
stdl seen in the bolder vutlines of mudern
literature. In each several one the great
distiactive features of national intellect
are bodied furth. Tho Jash and sparkle of
the Ir ach, the metaphysical subtlety of
tho German, the grandeuar and aniversal
power of the English, are all displayed in
thoe national libraries.

We seo, then, that the literary clement
of tho mind is what we would concludo
from it s nature, unconfined, diffusive, uni-
versal. Wo have scea that it 18 tho
watld's intellectual mirrur,  Bat wo como
to a sccond proposition : the diffusion of
literature marks the condition of tho

Tgut sarpent.  § Not the hell of popalar theology I8
eTe moAnt.



