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Tsandwla.

BY ALBAN GLREAVES.

“8trike!” Butthe arms wero weary that obeyed:
“Charze!”™ It the many who so valiantly

In the proud eatdy hour of tattle strife

Reapoedal to that ery now liear 1o more :

“ Rally1* Alas! In serrial beaps they o

Upon the bleeding ground, And they whose fate
Ja yet 10 stay Ueho'd frooh maser flock,

Lile vultures to the prey actoas the plain

0f Irsandula. “That devoted tand,

Stiil 1eft a nation’s houour to sustaln,

The burden bore uati) beoeath s welghite—

Thelr steength, not salour, falling--they ok down,
K'ou as the tizress brardad 1o tho den

Where slcep her Junglo whelps doth bare et fangs
More territly than when shie roamis slone,

S0 st1ore the men who fought for forest homesn.

‘Tisdono! Oturn away thy eycs and weep
To think of those whote Jife-blood dyes the ground.
Here would the father and the brother tend
In sllent awo; the mother’s love would shed,

In sorrow, tears that ance frotn Joyful hiojwe
She dropped on yonder soldier’s Infant brows
The wifo would know the Uiterners of thuse
Who flad tircy’se boped I valu, and closcr press
The lttle ones, now fatherless, whom eho
Alone must send to tneet the tatiliog world,
Allke the slster, and perchance tho tnsld
Aore dear than sister, would be prove ujon
Rome face 00 tears or kits could move,  Alas)
How many a home would pour its sorrow here
And hope ace quenchad In yonder gory pile!

But, Jo? who yonder culs his way and rkles
Frozo out the confics toward the rock-sct phaln
With such Serce valour, and what It he bears
So precious that. despite its hindering many,

He scenus ¢n bold a Mugdom in bis hand?
Meanwhile spring forwand to arrat bis SNt
Parsuing tends of rwarthy warriors, one

Rlack mass of scrraming rage.  Rut comrades Licar
Thono sheuts a3 they llo wounded, and rise up
That with their latewt glances they may note
The fagitlse’s career, then Glling, pive

One falnt burmah, and casder accm thdie.

Tbo Zalus come thick, swarming o'er the laln
Lile ravencns wolres t1pon the Russlan steppes
Which hour by bour pursue some haglers Lonst
TI 1ts endorance yickls o thelrs at last,

Tha object now of many a acomling eyo
He rides, the r3ark for many an arrow bard,
While spears—oow this shic, now o that~fy past
Like winged sezents.  On he specds, 8 alar
Of hopw woto Lis comrader who behald
TBat wondrous A4cht: for white be ridcs there Hves
The hope that all may B so Litter bo
As fint did scem —that 3t may that be zared
TWailch cach true woldicr valocs as hls life
Of which despoiled be #0ldier acers po more,

- - * -

° L3
Thben on? grod horme: let not thy footstepe fall:
On, ol bear wearlnes to-day, for thou
Hast cotlier bunten far than all the streds
That low encurabered pass thes §n tdeir Aizh1.
But vow wokindly Nature ‘gios to turn
Her hand agalast the rider, binderlng
11is coarse with tangled bombh and dippery rocks
Tet nsabdued be tolls, with censelers care
Ooarding those precions emblenas, heedlog nanght
Bat that dear troasre—tbore where men would cast

Qold and rich gems away to puschase ajend.

And many followed st 1)at laden stenl—

Some uigh alovpdde—till the river gleaus

Acroes lis path,  The rider pausee not

To ponder on the brink, but plunges in ;=

And Melrillo's work was finlelin).  Therd then began
A battle with that streany, the tuffalo;

But none s1ay tell that atrugzle, for the iwo

That knerw 1t hald the sllence of the dead

And sleep the slumtar unrecontable.

Bot there was one—aa truc a roul as drew
Sword on that day—brave Coghill, who had stayed
Necar Mellville all tho filLhit, s steed had galocd
The further Lank when, looking lack, hie saw
H1is comrade’s strength wae spent, and plunged once more
1uto the rushilng ficod 10 Lear rellef
To Lim, 0* cateh thoso Laypers éaved o long
Which unretaloed, wero being swept away
Updn the streamn & prey fop savaze hands,

Dot with tho rspid current frullleasty—

Not alnaye do the worthicat Ucar the crown—

He strove for them © the hrave attempt ¢l fail, N
And strength was barely thelra to galn the ahore.

They'd done thelr Lest ~duty was more than done:
And moaning o'er that toil, though valnly spent,
They crawled unto safe hiding jlace, and there,
Falnt and untended 1o the solltude,

Thelr weary limba Iakl down to rest ~and dle :
For none was near 1o whisper to them wonls

Of §rabse and gratitnde, oy Inar away
Theltdslnz wonls and mersases of Jove,

Theugh oftentimes theie fagling glanees turned
Whence ald might cotne, Lot ever turned, alasl
With vafo expectancy. Where were your thouglis,
Ye iwo, in thoae xad omenta? Faraway?
Away leyond the notth Atlantic fam,

Once more within the okl familiar home
furrrunded by lovod facen?  There meanwhile
The tudly 8re of Winter gn the Leatth

The English jarlour cheerfully Hlumes,

Round which your places by fond hearts are still
Kept empiy—places tote glie) Ly you

On earth, alae! yo mora. Thus Jid ye Duso,
While rourd the lireezes oof the desert ang
Your requiem, the song that’s chanted o'cr

The dying forms of thowe whoee grates shall own
No manuzaent but thelr gamd fame. “Twas not
Tatll thelr nolle splrila had cast ol

The bapdenlog elay that joyfol comrmades found,
Amid the stream suspendad far telaw,

The coloors whkch 20 vallantiy 1hey bore

From freman’s grasp. "Twas Dot for them 10 see
The larvest of the tall themselves eadored

ot othern lire xho bless the names of two
\Whose boncs in Afric's keeplng bilen Ha.

A patlon from dishoorur foul they rateds

He thelm for ago a Datin’s grateful pralse!

——

ROMEO AND JULIET.

——

BY B. GREGORY (OX, N.A.

———

While witnessing the recent repre
scntation of Shakspere’s plays, I was
strongly reminded of Charles Lamb's
dclightful cssay in which he maintains
that Shakspere is better suited for the
closct than the stage.  Much scom
hasbeen wasted of 1atcon this opinion,
yet I imagine that it eXpresses the
ultimate view of most Shakspercan
students. At first, no doubt, it is the

general experience, that the skill of
an accomplished actor touches into
life, and gives a reality and substance
to the poet’s dreams. Hewever this
may b, it is not uninteresting to note
the mutilations which  Shakspere's
plays arc subjected to in their adapta-
tion to the modern stage. The audi-
ences, who had the distinction of being
written for by him, must, in some
respects at least, have had a truer
feeling for dramatic art, than the
crowds who applaud with more energy
than discrimination, the graces of Miss
Ncilson. In keeping with the prac-
tice of carlicr dramatists, Shaksperc
always continues the action of his
tragedics beyond the culmination of
the catastrophe. Hamlet dics, but the
play docs not close until we hear the
announcement of the English ambas-
sadors, that the engineer has been hoist
with his own petard, that Rosencrantz
and Guildenstern have gouc to their
richly-merited doom ; and then, with
a few words of grace, regret and digni-
ficd culogy of the ill-fated Prince, the
bodics are borne from the stage, while ¢
 The soldicr's music and tho rites of war
Speak loudly for him.”
Justice has been done, crimes have
been avenged, and the uncventful
coursc of human life is resumed in the
cleared atmosphere.  So it is with all
his tragedics, and the reader finds in
these calm cndings a restorative, which
the ways of a2udicnces of to-day, and
the conditions of scenic representation,
have thrown away. In Romco and
Julict, the concluding scencs have not
merely the artistic effect of soothing
tlic same emotions, which the horrors
of the tragedy excite, buf contain a
most important part of thc moral
lesson of the play. That which the
friar’s little schemes could not cfiect,
fate has accomplished by their frustra-
tion, and over the dead bodics of the
star-crossed lovers, the insanc enmitics
of the rival houses at lengtharc recon-
ciled.
Prince.— Capulet ! Maontagno !
Sec what a scourge is laid upon your hate,
'l'h:ti l:c.\:'cn tinds incans to kill your joya with
ove
('a‘,mm.-o. hrother Montague, give e thy
Ths ‘i‘;m...:, daughter's jointare, for o morp
Can 1 demand. Je
Montague. —But I can give theo inote;

For I will ruse her statac in pure gold,




