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THE GATHERING TIME.
Ezbron of ars Indusiry of all Naions, IS3],
D el

They come! they come!

From (e far-ofl ssics, irom she wrnd plamny

Thiey hasten o pies o'er the billtwy main

They areborhie nlong the teett sda's foamn,

B3t the Wikl winil s aweep u £f 198 wiocch Jdlone’s lome,
Ny the Weree vraado tn his prun,

T-ashlug the waves to a Qery tide.

With the mitht ~  _.onson thelr hrow,

Wiih the wealth that hath taught the world to bow;
The wealth of the mind in its e‘km(m might,

The tporls of a thousand thoughts of light |

Thé rainbow gleams of the spirit's trings,

As it revelsin buss sond glorivus uungs.

‘They have gathere] the apoils of the earth and seat
They bave pierced (he shines of iheis myatery
Unvell'd the glory of earth’s bright tings,

114 music fow from her long-sealed srnngs.

Til the worki doth statt rom human lips

To heay 9{3ha dright apocalypse.

They have been 1o (e depths of ocean's caves,
*Mid tha murnaring resonance of waves ;
Aud many a pearl and jewel bright

Flash out in pride on the wondenug sight,
And the clreling coronet hath caught

d light from the gifis the waves hava drought.

They tiave bhen to the depths of nature's shrines,
Where gleam rich treasures Iin hoary mints;

. Aadthe shaplcss block at & hnman word,
Hath scattered its drosa ne a moulting bird
And sprang up in beauty, and streagth, and might,
Asaspirit-wand badevoked sts bight,

They. have trod the shotes of a sunny land,

Where tho feaihery palm irees clustering siand,

And the bright coroons of the pale worm gleam
a the mulberry boughs, ns a starry :

And a thousyod Labncs rich and rute,

From tho golden threads grow brightly fair.
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eir lofty pride, to [tallan ekfes;

}{‘nld the aclﬁ;?(or’a'mnd hath wrought its might

On the p ed marble's stamless white,

Tilille -Qb conld see in ts spirits glean,

The Life of Lis dearest, proudest dreams.

And tho forests hase yielded their lordly dower,
And.tho isles that afar thelt fragrance shower,
Exrth, alr, ard sea hith their tribote brooght
To swell the stream of the syondrous thought,
That seeks in our own loved land to shnne

The world's great soul, e a thing divine.

And’hail to the workers on lard and sea!

All Lall as they meet in the land of the free!
Tha volité gifts oh the shrine be laid

Of the hollest One, in the mercy ahade;

And earth’s hosannas to Jlim be (nven‘1

'Who on haman souls sheds powers of heaven.
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‘b WHY IS THE SEA BALT?
FROM CHAMBERS JOURNAL.
Whr is the sea sak.? .
_ What a question !—and what n time and
place for it!  You never beforo sat on turf so
green as this, Marjun—bordering the yollow
sands of o bay so small, so delicately curved,
so beautiful, so lonely. Sec, on ono hand,

but too far off to disturb the idea of solitude—

ot near cnough to leave unbroken the ties
{bat}c: nect \ﬁ! with the humunities of life—
isa litSe, rustic, ,9ld-fxishioned town, cluster-
ing. jtself upop  peninsula which stretches
edgerly out info the sed, as if determined to

obtain by right the name of an island, which
it ‘:lxily yenj%js by courtesy. On the other
%a;id. re the green, swelling shoulders of the

gﬂqﬁd.\qhich we segiising in the. clear

33
bayy

the most beautiful of names—Abendour.
bay from the world, solemn and rastcroias tho

nun, 1s a broad belt of forest, trasorscd by
hermit pathas, leading to hidden fouptans,
 holy enough to wash awsy from tho eoul G

foulest stains of the world. And before us
Marion, look at that oxpanse of calm blue wa-
tor, whoso ripplos kiss tho ycllow sand at our
feet, but whose farther edge {s lost in o silvery
haze, above which riso dim towers and cas-
tled steeps, and beyond thom shadowy proci-

imself may scem to louk duwn from his
throno upon the world of rumanco!

But why is tho scasalt? Tush! Docause
it licks up the saline particles of the carth it
washes; or because thero are mountuns of
rock-sdlt resembling colossal lumps of sugar-
caady in its doiths, which molt so gradually
that thoy and the world will be uscf up toge-
ther; or for any other nonsensical renson
which tho ignoranco of scicnce pleases.
This 18 not a ime or place for such fablos.
But if you will have knowledge, let us take
it from the men of old, to whom truth was
handed down by tradition. How should we
knuw eo well as thoy who were born so much
nearer tho event? Tho vencrable Edda tells
everything in & pago that modera philosophy
urgt},kmg_.m, eart 1o £oL.6; _rdoea not
tho light, and boil {t, and evaporato !2 and

retend to discover the secret from the dregs,
Fike un old woman roading & teacup. It re-
lates the circumstances historically, namin
distinctly the individuals and the places, an
explainiog tho reasons and the results. What
moro would you havet Nothing is wanted
on tho part of the learner But faith. Listen
believingly, and you will understand in five
minutes how it came to pass that the water of
tho sea turned zalt,

Before the reign of Frodi, a near dgscend-
ant of Odin, the ocean was fresh; but that
powerful Xing of Gotland (called in modern
times Denmark) was fond of novelties and
experiments, In his dominions there were
two millstones, the upper and the nethe{,
forming an engine of extraordinary power, if
it had been only possible to set it going. No
map, however, was strong_enough to tumn it;
and steam being not yet invented, por even
water or wind powez, they stood whore thoy
were—vast, ponderous, and motionless, a mar-
vel to the country.

Tho owner of this mill, whose namo was
Hengikiapt, which signifies Hanging-Chops,
presented it to King Frodi, telling him that 1t
possessed the proieny of grinding out—grist
or no grist—anything and everything ordered
by the grinder. But the gift was a mere cu-
riosity, only fit to be put up in somo public
place to be looked at; and wondered at gratis:
for nations had not got the length of charging
themselves s0 much a head for seciug their
own mopuments. So Frydi was little the
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air somo fimsy smoke, which tells of tho
nostling place of that beautiful village, with
Be-
hind us, eccluding and hemming ta our little

Eiccs, and a towering seat whoro King Arthur | 8

bottor for his acquisition, til) ho had the

fortuno to stumblo upon tho only individuals
in the world who could act as millera to thess
extraordinary stones.  ‘This occurred when
ho was on & visit to tho Klag of Sweden, ay

convent walla that encloso some charmiug | whose court ha obtained two female elaves,

Feuia and Menia by sainc, who cyuld do,—ae-

, §od could tell what they could do.

| s aon a8 hy gt hame ho tried thom at

tho mully and, lo! rvund went tho hoge stonos,

as {f by & hundrod horse powor,
+Gnnd Gold!* cned he, and

at onco o California,

¢Grind tranquility!* and overy man twok
tho pledge, and subscribed to” the Poacy
oﬁcly.

*Griad goud-luck!® and Frodi might have
been teken for a colonial munster, su prudent,
so rational, so prosperus did ho becomo all
on a sudden. ﬁut, alas! tlie moto ho got out
of his charmed mill, the more he wanted,
¢Grind this! arind that, grind tho other
thing'* was Dlis constant ery,  ¢Grind,
grin !* when ho lay down to rost at night;

Grind, grind !’ when ho rose in the morning,
o mado a rule at last that the female slaves
should never rest at ono timo lonFor than g
cuckoo doos between hie notes, ‘I'hen sang
tho female slaves tho {amous Grotto sonyr
which is still known in Sexddinavia, It des
scribed the services they porformed, the
ceascless fnﬁguo they cadured, tho sleep that
every now and then overpowered thom at thoiy
task, the pain with which.thev started from
tho cuckoo’s song.

Put Frodi was incxorable in his covetous-
ness. ¢Grind this! grind that! grind t!le
other thing 1 cried ho.  ¢Grind— grind |
Aund at lonpth tho fewmale slaves, findiog re-
monstrance. vain, and warning unheeded,
ground war and distress. That very night
there landed in Gotland a sea-lklng whoso
name was Geysing, who marched direct upor
the palace of Frodi, plundored it of its trea-
sures, elow the unhappy king himself, and
carrying off the mill aud its slavos, se$, sail
with his booty.

Served him right? True, Marion,
lessons of history are never to be des iscd,
For my part ] would have been satisfio with
grinding gold, peace, good Juck—-

Beauty, fashion, power? True; and health,
strength, swi{tness——

Po knﬁ, oparag, dress?

iles, kiseeg— .
smBu:’ why is tho ses #alt? Wo are just
coming to that. Geysing was not satisficd
with ms treasures any more than Frodi; and
lio bethought himself of o very valuable com-
modity which the Phauicians—who probably
dug 1t out of tue carth—were accustomed tg
exchange with the British islanders for thg
produce of their country. ¢ Grind winte sait
crnied ho, And tho slavee Jaboured, and the
aul! turned, and the stream of white salt filled
the hold. At midmght they asked their tagk-
master whetber lie had enough: but ho or-
dered them to go on grind—grind—grinding ;
and oy the time they reached the Pénth {

Gotlaad was

The

Yes; and lore,




