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Durnt-out its transient, dull, terrestrial fires,
- : ; .
Expended all ity darkling, dense desives,

It perishes in dust.

To be re-fashion’d in some farther sphere,
Orb after orb and space o’er space, heyond

The wasting bands of finite being here,

The clay-cold forms of kinship once held dear,
Or fellowships more fond.

Are then Earth's kinships dead !—In very

truth,
There was uo Karth 5 for change is Being’s
law,

So kin with kin shall meet again, and youth
Renew the old time pledge of love, in sooth,
Love’s ring without one flaw,

We come, we know not whence ; anon, we go,
We know not where, nor choose we time or
place ;
We know not how the seasons ebb and flow,
We kuow not how the blossoms, fragrant,
blow,
Nor whence the sunheam’s grace.

Swift falls the snow, its flakes are number'd
not,
yreaks the chill blast on purpling peak and
plain,
Blooms clothe with raiment rare some desert
spot,

Leaves of the wilderness bud, hourgeuan, rot,
Descends the vippling rain.

But who t'interpret Nawure’s varied change,
Reading the Sphin like (idipus of old
Or, sapient, counsel souls that outward rangs
To read with eyes seraphie themes less strange

Than earth’s brief tale when told !

Croeds carmot foree the constant guarded gate,
Their votaries grope feom dark to dismal
dark,
Each deems itself the oracle of Fate,
Yet fails to solve the mystery ;—too late
Man feels his sense embark.

For further voyage to a viewless realn,

Erst deein’d a possible yet far-off dreamn,
But who to hold the now relinguished hehm,
Mid strifes that vrend and seas that overwhelm,

And tires that downward strenm

Reason alone with Hope the pilot stav,

To guide across the ebbing tide of doubr,
Pointing the path o’er storm-toss'd waves afay,
And sheddinglight on breaker, heach, and bar,

That clse had faded out :

Out to the blackness of the night profound ;

“CWeare” the guarantee that “ we shall be,”
Another eyele of life’s mystic round
Holds in its wider, yet concentric bound

No deeper mystery
Than “ Now '-=Am T not man? The wowmb

of hours,

Pregnant with life, had waited for my birth
From out the everlasting vales of tlowers,
Shined on by suns, and wet with dews and

sliowers :

Of some nnending earth,

Karth ' Whatis earth 7 "Tisheavin—and yet
1t holds within its husk the germ of hell,

The Sun of joy is in the zenith set,

But ¢’en the lids of pristine day were wet
With tears that somewhove foll.

And heav'n is carth ; no paradise move fair,
Mope tull of love and deep contentiment's
plan
Can hourgeon in the empty fields of aiv;
Nor minstrel anwels passive, vacant stare
On nobler work than man.

Ay, nobler work than man !—His giant heart
Pulses in space upon God's anvil shaped,
Temper'd by time in fievce contention’s mart,
Angel and man he stands, and still in part

A godin glory draped.

In His own image fashion’d, deathless great,
Omnipotent — shall death or hell destvoy,
Or fetters chain him to the wheel of fate
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That rolls through black Oblivion’s gate,
Annihilation’s toy ?

No, no' There is no death, another strand -
Awaits the earth-worn spirit, formless, fled ;

One central life, with ever varying hand

Of constant souls that fluctuate hand in hand ;
But no, there are no dead !

For what were death but end of Nature's all,
Sunbeam and starlight, dusk and dewy
dawn,
Heavi’s mantling blue hut a funereal pall,
As I, alone, on this revolving hall

[

Am living, sentient, born !

For life is but a universal I,

Each in himself, commingled, one and one;
When Being’s pageant, finite, passes by,
And I, impassive and insentient lie,

The universe is done,

Fiiernity s dead ; the present, nall ; the past,
A broken web, by brict sensation spun ;
But if one soul in life’s conception cast,
Rises supreme o’er dissolution’s blast,
Al life is but hegun,

Aud Faith survives, with joy and changnless
Hope,

For Doabt is render’d harmless of ity sting
Buoyant the spirit Hlights successive cope
‘Giainst destinies, where weaker iledglings

grope

As yet with untried wing.

But soon to be translated, true and strong,
Steadfast in fix'd triumphant trast of vight,

Ahove the sordid scencs of wreek and wrong,

‘Borue by the dvift of deathless days along
Through an unending light.

Brehold the sign to faltering. fainting souls,
To-day, the morrow's loud, resistless plea,
Poubt, dark and death are but life’s transient

gonls,
The everlasting Future somewhere rolls
Into a sentient sea !
A H. MORRISON,
297 Church St., Toronto, Ontavio, Canada.
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THE FOG ON THE BLUMLIS ALP.

Though there was a tragedy to be played
out prosently up therce beside the dawzling
snowtields of the Blumlis Alp, Loth the players
were unaware of it ns yot, and only one of
them knew that the ground plan of a tragedy
was lanid.  George Heriot knew this, it is true,
and Basil Gordon's wife, who was waiting for
them below at Kandersteg, knew it also ; but
Basil Gordon himgelf knew nothing.  If any-
one had come and told him that Lis companicn
and friend whom he trusted had done him the
wrong that a man must not pardon even it he
will he would probably have knocked him down
first, and asked for an explanation afterwards.
So 1o one did tell bim, though many guessed
the tratly, and, it may he, he would never have
diseovered it, had not wn accident revealed it to
him, and a steay pull of wind amony the moun-
tains caght up the written proof of Ela Gor-
don's shame, and laid it Huttering at hiev hus-
band's foet.

The two wen had come down together over
the Dunden Pass that leads to Kanderstey from
Lauterbrunnen. 1t is quite an easy pass ; there
ave no snowfelds to plemgh through, no yawn-
ing bevg-schrunds to eross, no tangled ice-falls
‘to thread, no narrow ledges of rock to croep
alony,  The only difticulty congists in choosing,
townrds your journey’s end, the one particular
grass slope among many which does not lead
over a thousand feet or so of precipice into the
Oeschinen Sce. Tt is a pass, indeed, that you
can make quite easily without a guide, provid-
ed thar the weather holds zood, and you know
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the way. Otherwise, no doubt, there mli‘.:."
trouble.  But George Heriof knew ¢ o8t
there were fow Alpine high-way® o Gl 6
that he did not knew by heart—at ol ¥
don had trusted his knowledge 8¢
make the journey with hinm. ad

They had crossed the pass itself elatef*1
sitting dawn to rest on the ridge O i by
moraine that towers above the Bl and *
glacier. The hour was growing
white mist was blowing up towar¢
the lower venches of the valley s
were tived, and as George Heriot
able to find the way down to the e
Oeschinen See blindfold, it did t h\'leﬁ‘v‘l‘
them into hurrying. And it ‘Y:Ls “thsp;
sat and rested there that the acc‘dcﬂ“A 1
ed through which Basil Gordon Jea
truth.

The last of the cold
cheese, and Alpine honey wa
last bottle of white wine ew
lilled their pipes to smoke. for-
Heriot was fumbling in his side- ,
matehes he carried loose there 8’ i ol
pulled out a letter and dl’”PP?d or o
A cust of wind blew it chee #
V‘msil Gordon sat. d‘ rt"‘wkl e
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vround.
place where
his arm and picked it up, ¥
noticed (hat it was in his W o m

There was nothing cxh‘el”“d”m‘{].L.[ut"fm
Gordon would almost certainty hmvbvi w*
ever SUPVOS“Ii tf“’m
ion to lune? " g

it

it, without comment, n
anything but an old invitat e
ner, or some other vually inn“c,e]‘ put ™

written at Lis own dcalru]‘e u!bt"‘”‘
(uick, percmptory tone in which t'l,‘.' »lr“d'y
claimed, ¢ Gordon, give e that l't.*ﬂ‘ ) e

. . : ilys
impelled him, ahnost jnvoluntart

cation,

&
casual glance over it. s de:":‘
The few words that just ¢ i
sufliciently surprising to i“d,ucc i\ mniﬂ“
further, more especially @8 his €
poated his demand
“ Govdon, T agked youto 8 "
letter.™ .
| have a right to read this}
he answered, *“and T menn to N ‘
Pasil Gordon was @ stl'ung"‘“f; cmll“‘
indifferent mountaineer, and ]‘f’ :1", th"‘df
physical struggle for the p“ﬁﬁf”"m"
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ment, there was not
get the hest of it Georgt Herw® T
of this, so he made no yesistanc® okt w
terror for the inevitable thund?! st 2
Slowly, from the first line to ) v
(Glordon read the lotter throud ‘er}' W
wore a forgery—and for such # o
tive was hmaginable—it Jeft b1t 'Ilideo“'ﬂ,;s
room for doubt.  The truth—" :cdor 8
that he had never so mucl 88 ‘v",‘w_l“ L
ed of—stood out before hit " ll o,
nakedness, Ie felt like ? ‘.”_21‘:0‘ g
pressed his haud against his for* put "
the evidence of his own sensed o P
had read it throngh a secont Y e I
realized the fearful discovery tt
Then lic tore it in two, and ,Pu, ath ?
up in h1# )

e xid
l‘n}'“d hy .,
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his pocket, and stood
the man who had bet

thickening around them- qi\,ors"‘ ll‘#
they were standing only some '”;i ot
apart, they could barely distns
figures in the dimmess.  her b o
Basil Gordon wasted llel.iminﬂ“U
time in veproaches OF l’écl
bluntly and passionately bey

e .
“ You scoundrel *
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