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WH e OD&ROU r.
R.M. cAHSN f Australia, tbe dlonor of the
Gold Medal awarded ini the final year ini Mediclje,

selids us the following description of the fearful drouglit
that prevails lui the region wliere lie resides. 8carceîy
any ramn bas fallen there for tbree years:

Oh, wbat is worse thanl that dread eurse, a long9 continu-
eti drouglît ?

The ricli will fail, thie brave will quail, andi tbinnclr grow
the stout ;

hi vain the strong their work proiong-in vain tbey
carly risc

It will iot rain-tben ail ini v'ain the wisdoln of the
Wise ;

And far on bigb froin eartli dotb fly P>allas, J ove's great
dlaugliter.

Pleasure is dlemi, anti hope bath fled, now timere"is ne
water,

Some nien blaspherne the (led supreime aui loud their
ourses yell;

Soîiie in prayers their touls anti cares to Hinî on ili
they tell,

And ail cry ont ; but still the uîrouIgllt -tue awtfol demoi
strities

0cer ail the land, by dry wimds fanncd, rouglishod lie
hienlîsi rides

His breatlî dotli scorch like burimmng toi-ci and siay tbe
liariniess stock;

is awful gaze the grouudt doti blaze anti barden it like
rock

Before bis oye the waters dry ail nature trcmnbling
kncels;

His dreatiul strengtlî grows witb bis iength and every
creature feels;

But few, I ween, save those wlio've seen, eau ever
îunderstanti

The fearf ni siglît, the dreadful bliglit, that deserts ail the
land.

The valîcys green ne more are seen--ne more the waters
briglit;

The inouiitainis brown witbi sterile frewn are painful te
the siglît;

Cattle and sheep but s]owiy creep witb low and piteous
inoami,

Whbile soniie dlown lie, waiting te die, and inest heart-
rending groan,

Hope deferred, as yen have heard, it makctli the heart
sick,

Bat prolong,,cd drouglit, there is nio doabt, dotli turm it
aimost brick;

Bat somne there are, thougli few and far, whose licarts
ean ne'er grow oold,

Till StiR in death from want of breath they crumbie into
mould.

'Tis bard for manî the skies to scan and see the clouds
on hligli,

Like spirits, fly o'er bis bead, aud tauniting ]eave Iilmi dry,
With miocking sucer the wind dotli veer to every point

that's knowni
Anîd inakes it plain that siguls ini vain ini times of drought

are shown,
Yes; mail will ini fear tremble; *tis littie that hie

kiiows
0f e'en what's clone beneath tbç sun and what the skies

dîsciose,
The more lie learns, andi knowledge earns, it only tends

to show
That somne at Ieast, are frein the 1bca"st, but a (legree

or so.
______________M. AI,

VARNO THE: BRAVE:
A TALE OF THE

BY THE LATE D. X., P'ERTHi, N. B.

ï-c ALMLY the yellow sunl sunk bebmdii the billeds
tanut Gr iampuianis as if smliling a blessing, anticn

scious that it ef t the fair earth il, peace ; and SIOWlY the
cloutli began to ci est the bis aîîd the lnist to spread its
do'wny di'apery uer the landscape. Varîu amif SpobilaIî.
ka sat on the western rainpart of tlle csi nicjy
in silence the beauties spread ont before tbleir eyes. S<>
wistfully andi long tit the fair lajdy gaze on cverythiing
arund that lier spirit seemnedl to mnlingle with the ele.
iients. But Varno's ".yes luoknl as if tbey recognized
ott wiîat tbey gazed on, save Whou the note Of a born

sonndceil at tinies ini the directionî of Abernetîîy. Theil
wouid lie start with a bialf-forînedj sulile, andà a sudden flush
would pass over bis counitenance, whieli vanished as hoe
recollected tbat sncb sounids were commun,' anti tolý of
nothing save the pleasuire of the bomeward herdsm3nan.

At lengtb Spoldanka, breaking the silence, asked,
"Did Varno ever sec a niglit so lovely ?"

'Su Iovely !" was the ulnconscious reply.
"Ycs, " said sile 1 "see wliat a gorgeons gate the pa-

lace cf the sun bas. Oh, I think I sboulîd like to enter
it; andi look at tbe dark cloIuds that top the Girampians5 ,anti thece littie ones, like boats, floating on a sca of gohi,
alonig the sumu-nits of the bine 8ilaws. See tbe ivr
Tay, glidiug like a dreain along its dark banks.Coîne il0w, say to wliat y'on conld compare it? Nay, dIo
îlot smîîe; is it îlot like- ;" she said Playfully, at the
saine tirne iniprinting a kiss on bis forellead ; ''îîow, tell
me, is it not like a silver belt shilling amnoug the raven
ringlets of Spoldanka ?"

Silc attemlpted to langli, but conldl net, for a faint, aim-
less sinile only passed like a shadow acress the face cf
lier lord.

"Nay, now," she continned, "Wîîat means iny bas-
baud? Miust Spoldanka's wit not have its due reward ?1"


