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B i o e —
¢ The Land Thou gavest unto our Fathers.”

“Toord, wlhile for all mankind we pray,
Of every clime and coast,
O heat us for our native land,—
The land we love the most.

Our fathers’ sepulchres are here,
And here our kindred dwell ;

Our cluldren, too ;—how should e love
Another land so well ?

O guard our shores from every foe,
With peace our barders bless ;

With prosperous times our cities crown.
Our fiels with plenteousness,

Unite vs in the sacred love
Of knowledge, truth, and Thee ;
And let our hills and valleys shout
The songs of liberty.

Lord of the nations, thus to Thee
Our country we commiend ;
Be Thou our refugde and our trust,
Our everlasting friend
[Wreford
=== o

“IT MIGHT MAVE BEEN.”

“We mourn in secret o’er some buried love

In the far past, whence love does not return,

And strive to find among its ashes gray

Some lingering spark that may yet live and burn;

And when we see the vainness of our task,

We flee awdy, far from the hopeless scene,
And folding close our garments o'er our hearts,

Cry to the winds, ‘O Gud ! it might have been !”

““Come, darling, sing my favorite, and then I
must leave you!”  And drawimg bis betrothed
gently forward, Arthur Falkner seated her upon
one of the low wicker chairs, which was almost
concealed by the clinging star jismine and scarlet
¢éypress, shading the tiny bird-nest affair of a porch.

She bad followed kim to the door, and they had
both stood in the doorway, silently, for several
minutes, watching the fair moon, as with her mel-
low beams she cast many and fantastic shadows
upon the broad walk, and peering shyly through
the (wining vines up.a the lattice, played “bhide
and seck” on the snowy floor,

"I'was a sweet picture. “Yes, sing ‘ma petite,
Ts0 long to bear my song to night.” And seating
himself at the girl's side, looked upon the pale face,
with its sweet mouth and full red lips, dark gray
eyes and heavy brows, the low but intellectual
forehead, and small beautifully-shaped head, with
its crown of black hair, with a world of admsiration
in bis dark‘ epess No, Carrie Leslic was not Béad<
tiful, not even prefty, but she appeared to her be-
ttothed, Arthur Dean Falkner, as infinitely lovely.

The gray’eyts were raised for a moment, and
fiioeting the ardent gaze of those dark ones” bend-
ing over her, a rosy-flush suffused check and brow,
and bastily withdrawing her band, she pressed it
%0 her forebead, marmuring softly, “Don’t Arthur;
you will spoil me by your flattery.”

With a merry Yaugh, which so well idfmonized
with the bright manly face, be caught ‘and carried
the little trembling hand to his lips; then, with
a gentle caress, kept it a prisoner, as he listened,
almost breathlessly, to the sweet words of that
beautiful song, “Twenty years ago.”

““Thanks, dearest ; I must hiave a kiss for that.”
And rising from his seat, he passed his arm gently
about the young girl and drew her up beside bim,
at the same time pressing a kiss upon lier lips.

Why did ber cheeks, but a moment before crim
son with blushes which his words had called into
them, blanch so suddenly ? Why, as with a shud-
der, did het head sink upon his arm, and deep
sobs shake her slender fiame ?

“Why darling, what is the matter ?* he ex-.
claimed, looking down upoh 1he tiny figure, scem

ing Iuvclicr.’uul almost ethereal, in the soft moon-
light. “W hat is it, dearest, tell me 7"

The young girl lifted her tearful face to his, and
the expression written there was one never to be
forpotten. Such deep agony upon the fair brow,
and in the deipths of thase tearful eyes; and the
lips, those bright red lips, were no longer red, but
a Cold purple ; and the sweet mouth twitched
convulsively. She did not speak for some mo-
ments, but at length, with a strong effort, she re-
pressed her tears.

“Arthur,” she commenced, agitatedly, but gather-
ing cal as she pr ded, “dearést Arthur!

S0
weeping willow thar hung its long feathery-like, ling to forgo our useless vigilanee. On the

bracches o'er the broken column.

Why did the solitary mourner, who knelt
at the grave, struggling with all bis bitter
gief, start and press his hands upon his throb-
bing brow ?

Oh Carrie, Carrie! moaned the stricken
man. Thwenty years ago you were at my
side, in the ealm moonlight, pleading, angel
that you were, with one unworthy your lo.\'e.
How boastingly Ifgave that pledge, sealing
my own doom. If Ishould Lreak this sol-
emn vow, may I, iny Carrie, lose your sweet
Jove forever ! And | bave lost it, ard fors

| forgive me, but I fear that I may offend you in
what | am going to say ; rest assured it can gi\-ul
Y®u no wore pain to hear, than it will give me lofI
say the words that #ill trouble and perhaps offend !
| you ; but remember itis the very intenseness ol'!
my love that impels me to speak. O, myown r\r-'
[ thur ! will you not thrust aside this great enemy |
which is winding its strong fetters closer and ye::
closer around you ? Will you not declare eter-'
nal war against its ipsidj infl ?, 0 Ar!
thiur ‘Look fot upoh the wine whenjit is red, |

itself aright ; for at the last it biteth like a ser-
pent, and stingeth like an adder I'”

She pdused, clasped her small hands closer
about his arm, and looked pleadingly into his face.
‘That low eager voice, iliose pleading tear-filled
eyes, were appealing to his heart almost as irre-
sistibly as the words she had spoken.

Ile unclasped ber hands and held them tender-
ly in hisolrn. His face grew grave and thonght-
ful ; and there arose before him a picture of the
brilliantly-lighted saloon, the sparkling wine and
card-table, the merry company, whose favoritc he
was fast becoming, and his heart became sad, rest-
'less; he felt and acknowledged that all these
’llningl possessed a charm for him ; and the words
:of his betrothed sauk into %% heart, awakening

doubts as to his ability to resist evil.
|  Soddedly wilhdrawing bier hands from his, sk®

clasped them, and raising her eyes to heaven, con- and at last it bit like o serpent and stung like |

tinued : !

“Atthur, never was there a heart fruer, purer |
than mine. All my aflection would I sacrifice to
you ; but by the fair June moon above us, and

the whispering breeze around us, I Lad rather!
look upon this loved face no more, hear that voice '
with its matchléss music call me endearing nawes |
never again, than have you continue in the path!
you are now treading. “Promise, Arthur, dear
Arthur, that you will abandon the evil, that these

ever.!

The head with the gray hairs which sorrow
and reworse had scattered 8o abunduntly amid
the dark locks, sank upon the marble ; and
tears, such as only u strong man may weep,iu
agony, coursed down his pale cheeka.

‘Tbe worm that knows no dying is wearing
away my heart ! I placed her in this untimely
grave! 1, who should have guarded and pro
tected ber through u long life, broke that ten-
der loving heart, and laid the bright form low.

How bright, kiow beautiful this life might

: e
when it giveth its color in the cup, when it moveth bave bees, O God ! might have been, but for |

me.
A fair brid, a broken pledge, an intoxicat-
ed bridegroom, a broken heart and a foldiog

| right the river flows like a river in a vision,—
,Moisloss, swift and strangely calm. On the
left the bLills waltz and reel, bearing down on
‘the track like an endless avalanche. Above,
{ the tiery clouds betoken the close of & brilliant
day, but it makes us dizzy to loo at them. It
i« pleasanter to study the steady poise yof the
driver. Alert, self posses-cd, unpretending, he
sces every inch of the track by flashea of ob
servation, lets out all restrains (he heedloss en«
ergy of his all but lisxing engine, and holds
the lives-of up all with a gra<p as true as it is
m'omingly unconicious. - - We plunge 1nto the
shadow of Kittations Mountaifiy picree the
point of rocks that projects into the river, and
stop amid a confusion of backing trains, shriek
ing encine+, and the shouts of trackmen. Wae
are at Bridgport, and as soan ns the bridge is
clegr we shall cross to Harrisburg

I sball have a realizingspense of my obli-
gation to fhe engineer driver, after this, re-
marks thé untraveled man, as we climb down
from the locomstive ; ‘and a wholesome respect
of his skill and courage.’ [“Traveling by tel
egraph,” by James Richardson.

—esere

MORALS OF MOTTOES.
ICH DIEN, 3

of the fuir cold bands over a breast from which!| VU0 does not know the ostrich feathere and

the life strokes bad fled ; a wanderer, mad
deuved by grief and remorse, a lapse of twenty
years, and the wanderer kneels beside the bro-
ken shaft—how emblematical of & broken life
—and crics, ‘Kly God ! but for te, it might
bave been,’

A bright, bright home; a vine wreathed
porch, beneath tue shiade of which might rest
the loved and lost ; children's feet might
wander over the door-sill and climb on the
futher’ kuee; loving arms might twine eboit
the neck of Soth tather and mother ; sweet
musiéal voic-& migh murmer words of love
But 1o ; the picture fades, for T looked upon

| the Wine when it was red, when it gave -its!

color in the cup, when it moved itself aright ;

an adder.

Fie mocking Yird hushed its gush of mel-
ody ; for sounds of mogruing struck strangely
upon its joyous hesrt. ‘The moun veiled her-
seif in the high flcecy cloud, weeping with the
grief siricken one.  The white rosebush rust-
led faintly in the sweet night _breeze, offering
& wealth of snowy buds #nd delicate fragrance
to the wanderor. ;

The silent hours went ofi apace ; yet the
bowed form remained, and dow and then the

the Ich Dien, “Iserve”? Litile thoughtithe
blind king of Bohemia as Le buckled on his
| armour that morning so long ago, for the bat-
{tle of Crecy. that his three ostrich feathers
" woull be lower.d to the dust, and Lis notable
[ motto be transferred to another'iprinee before
the day was done. Still less thought he that
for generations and ceuturies the feathers and
the sentiment would come to belong to the
(eldest sons of the Knglish sovereigns as a
{birthright for future time. It is now more
{than five hundred years ugo since the Flack
| Prince fought and belped so signally to win
"that great historical battle, and since Icu Di-
N and the ostrictrfeathers passed from Bo.
heniian kings to English princes of Wales,—
Five hundred years ! And oMl this time whaf
| eff-et b tEe moftd’ find dpon the long line of
iprinces?  Some effect, ceriminly. Some of
the good princes of Wales bave perhaps Lieen
, better for the motto, and vome of the bud ones
have bren voi so bad; perhups, s but for the
motto they would have been A motto that
"suzgests i8 often more effictive than a motto
that d-clares. And thia motto suggests many.
s duty, many a virtue, many a Christian grace
and deed. ¥

| “I sgrve I"

What do I serve ?  Ilave not

: ’
haunts shall know you no more ! and prove to this | pale brow wo d writhc with anguish, the trcm- ™#*"Y Princes of Wales asked themselves that

loving, trusting heart your love "
| Aid as tears filled _his softened eyes, he an-
swered, earnestly : '
“I will, Carrie, my darling [do you doubt me ?
{1 do not think there can be much danger ; but
;-im'u you wish, and for your sake, my darling,
, your gentle soul shall never be so pained again. I
" do prowise you to-night, by our beautiful love and
bright bopes, that never again shall you have,
| cause to fear ! No, if I should break this solemn
_pledge, may 1 lose your sweet love forever ! Let,
me seal the pledge thus” And he crushed his
lips upon the twe fair clasped hands.

“My own Carrie, I am not worthy such great,
such beautiful love, {Lead me by thy gentle
Christiam spirit, that I may become a better and a
truer man.”

‘“Arthur, never a prayer aseends from my heart,
but that it wafts (o o#r Father's throne a fervent
petition for you, who are so dear to me. Often,
often, d& I fear that my love for the creature ex-
cels that for the Creator, for which he refuses to
answer prayer. But I pray that he may crown
1 thy life with that bright jewel without which you
cannot ester into life eternal. God bless you, Ar-
thur, dear Arthur!” And the girl lifted the head
bowed upon her shoulder, and pressed her pure
lips to his brow, once, twice.

“Amern !” responded the youfig man, as he re-
ceived the pure benediction. And catching up
his hat from the wicker seat, he quitted the pres-
ence of his guardian angel.

Ab, Arthur Fact¥ier, Arthur Faulkner! If
you had but retraced your steps and been a lis-
tener t6 Carrie Leslie, as dropping upon Ler knees,
beside the low seat, beneath the wreathing vines,
she poured forth hcr pure soul in prayer to the
“All Powerful” for the safuty of her betrothed.

AMas, alas! why could it not have been ? Per-
bapé fountains of bitter tears might not have
flowed ; an ever stinging, goading remorse might
not have taken ufyits abode it one heart’s chamber.

. . . $ . . < -

Twenty winters with their chiil winds and
shuddering rains ; twenty sutimers with their
sweet flowers, singitg” birds and gentle breezes,
had come and gone, eath placing its tribute
‘dpon & grave, on the “broken‘shaft” of which was
graven, “He bindeth the broken heart.” June
moon shed ite soft mellow rays uphn it. “Twenfy
years ago !” It was no human voice trilling that
sweet sad air; no, only ‘a mocking-bird,” which

swayed to and fro upon the pliant boogh™ of“(h,‘

roses were now blooming over it, and'a’ fair June |

bling haud« be clasped, aud the cold lips mur«
mur, 0 God it might have been'!”
Is it ever thus? Do ail bea:fs Uear within
them
“Some hidden place,
Some sccret chamber where a cold corpse lies ?
Thue drapery of whose couch we dress anon,
Each day, beneath the pale glare of its eyes;
We go from its still presence to t < sun,
To seck the pathways where it once was' seen,
Aud strive to still the throbbing of our hearts
With this wild cry ‘O God! jt might bave
been !
“Where'er we go, in su'ni‘igl'at' ¢ér in shade,
We mourn some jewel which the Léaft has
missed,
Some brow we touched, in days long since gone
by.
Some lips whose freshoess and first dew we
kissed ;
We shut out from eyes the bappy li:ht
Of sunbeams dancing on the hillside green,
And like the wapderer, ope them to the night,
Aud cry, like biw, ‘O’ God!
bees !'”

v
it might have

A RipE ON A LocomoTive.
ride with a driver ¥

*You won’t find 1t s0 jleasant as youi #na

give, but you can try it
‘I'he conductor %ﬂls, the engineer gra<ps

one of The-mysterioud, levers which put him
“¢n rapport” with the modern brhemorth,
and the docile monster wisks away as if rejoic
ing in the lightuess of the playday truic be-
hind him  As our rpeed incredtes we become
painfuly awsre that we are not on springs.
The easy swing of car does not pertuin to the
locomative, which jumps to its work with a
rioting, trampling tripshammer energy 1l
disdains the thought of case and soffness We
canuot keep our teet, and _find it hard to keep
the high and narrow elippery seat, with noth
ingjto bold on to. The speed seemed torrific.
Country no longe: glides away from us with
« drifting motion,—it rushes on vs like a thun
derbolt. Trees and housés have a whirling
motion, fierce, wmuliuous, waddening, as
though hurled towards &' vortex from which
we are momentarily escaping. Instinctively
we shrink as the track cuts under us, and the
huge focks by the wayside seem flying by ns,
Ahead is a curve. What i beyoud it 7 We
walch the disclosing line with prculiar fasein-
ation, for texrible po-sibilifies are ever Jjust
out of eight.  Gradually our senses becoma,

*Could we

used to thuir new experience, and ‘we are vﬂ!‘l.'\ﬂ')‘ soul stirrings  “I'serve” iy country !'—]

question 7 And shall not we readers and ob
| serversask ourselves the sime? *[lis ser
vauts ye #re-to whom ‘ye obey.” Most men,
| perhiaps all men, have masters, and are in
either base bondage or honovurable service.—
Some people vaunt their independ-nee 5f tios,
| restraints, and obligations ; but servitude may
| be unacknowledged aud yot real, denied by
| the servant yet seen through plinly by look-

What » patriofic idea to inspirit a good man’s
life! Aod how many ways there are of sery-
ing one’s country. Desides the teated fiold,
which is in some minds the only or the chisf
area in which tdserve one’s country there are
praceful services as valuable as warlike 'ser-
vices. We are not slways, thank God, at
war,  Although the reign of peace -has been
sorely interrupted, it is, on the whole, s rvign
more valued and longed for than in former
centuries.  Instead of smelling the buttle afar
off, nations, and peoples, and kindreds, and
tongues are grieved by war demonsirations,
and not always to be moved by the prospegt
of glory and reacwn  The trophies of pesce
wre held in honour Stateamen may serve
their covntry ae usefully as captains and com~
manders ; 80 way mifgistrates, civic fupction-
aries, jirdges, publié speakers and writers.

. Alld so may private persons, both positive-
ly and negatively. When soms active mind-
ed people came to ask, “What shall wedo P
and we, and we?" one of the replies was,
“Do no violence, neither accuse any falsely.”
By abstinence we can all serve our country,
and by aciivity most of us can do the same.
Abstinence from evil and activity in good
come within the scope of Ich Dien. i
Aguin, what & wood:rful view of service,
the Lighest of all s-rvice, is opened upjin Mil<
ton’s sonvet cn his own blindness !—

“God dath Lot need

Either man’s work, or his own gifts; who best
Bears his milc yoke, they serve him best : his state
Is kingly ; thousunds at his bidding speed ;

And post o’er land and ocean without rest ;

They also serve who only stand and wait!”

What consolation and encouragement in

this thought for the afflicted and the humble

minded, who thiuk they can do no service for

the Master ! 5

But—aund this i3 another meaning, sin for-

bidden but in the princely motto—some men

serve their lusts  inclivations, and passions.

Good of country i« wiih them 1o be postponed

1o gratification of self. I believe thoroughly

in the virtue and goodness of the public men of |
the present day ; but t° was not always so.

What a crime to secrifice. or to be willing to

sacrifice, the interests of a nation to a lust of

vower and place ! And what a “pnll back’"
on the wheels of civilization when kings and

princes have eercised no seli-denial for their

country’s. good, over the other lusts and pes-

sions th:t are in Satan’s Liands so ruinous to &

country's characer. A king's cxample may

be a coun'ry’s ehicfest bl-ssing; and yet
kings have, in sonile cases and in some counts
ries, “not restrained themselves.”

bis mite at l-ast 1o the pubi: good by negae
tive abstingnce, as most meu can by posiive
uetivity . It is difficult to conceive, indewd, of
a drunkard, say, who wou!d for his country’s
good, as a servant of his country, give up

intemperance that clings to him in the face of
waning honour, eredit, and respeciability ; bus
yet “I serve vy country™ is un clem-~nt of his

{erson.  So far as the litersl application of
the motto goes, every one in the world might
truly say * Ich Dien,” because every one in
the world “serves "

But the motto means more than that. Sore
ol its possible m-anings Mmay be readily tabus
lated.
| It may rignify, and I have a strong impres-
sion thatit did andaloes gfanify, bumility of
mind. It is equivalent (0, “I am content
" with the lower place. If some one comes and
| tlls me to go up high-r, well and goud ; But
| ¥ do not seek great things for myself.. I de_
znire to bo as one that serveth.” Such tes®h-
ing is good ia itself, and if earried out, would,
80 to speak, “grea<e the wheels” of social pro-
gress. Il every one seeks the lLighest places
‘—nnd it cannot be denied that, as :hé years
roll on, more and more poople are Suger can-
didates for such fplaces— what coufusion and
disorder must bé, what bitterness and illswill
may be, the consequence. Every one cannot
be leador. Some must serve. The question
! comes, Who is willing to aceept this necssity
meekly 7 Sarely, it we all tool this motto as
a guide. it would cause  fur less disorganiza
tion and di*nfr-ngom-m and ¥actly less bad
command ¥ I gerve,” is ind=¢ a love caus
ing not an anger-crusing motto

“Bu its universal adoption would ¢inse con~
fusion. Somebody must command.” Undoubts
ly ;' and"the very people wlo most humbly
utter “I serve,” are often the very best rulers
and guides. Themen whose wottois *1
serve,” are often men %of high character and
principle, who, when duty bids them forward
to the higher places, discharge the functions of
those places more scrupulonsly and ably” than
others who seck the high places. Thai king of
Boberhia was, according to his light and know
ledge. doing good feervies to his country as
kiog and leader. And when retiring Chiris-
Flinlli, who have acted up to the first meaning
-;uf the Bohemian moito, “J seek no high place
of comurand,” find that the motto Las other
ghod mitanings as well, they/act up to whate-
ver méarfihg soems calculated best to promote
God's glory and fellowman's advantage.

Alnd 'sone of these other significations are

)

ibility in this particalsr selisgovern-
ment, gainsuy it who may

Another application of the motto is to dos
mestic servants. “l serve It is true my;
‘naster and mistress are not the kind of master
and mistre-s I should have chosen for mysc!’;

them and therefore to serve them faithfully
Sometim=s when I try hardest [ please least ;
but then they do oot know I have tried hard,
or they would appreciate my strivings. I will
serve on, and on, and on, whatever may be
lie result. Ohe gfenter, than auy son of
man, took on Him the form of a servant.
Surely service, or the service of self, is good
and honourable, and I will pray for conteute
ment and success:
L eeese
Tar Roxance or LoNDox.— A late

Nell Gwynne lived in the city of London bas
been converted into an_infirmary.” “In 8,

wer, and Audiew Mervell,"the wit and pae
triot, whose poverty Charles the S-cond could

Jorcolf, 7z the swme strain, “5olds a crowd of
delightiul associations. ‘It is not the queen’s
bighway, it is thit of Johnson and Goldsmith
and all their goodly fellowship. Ths genius

<-lden the Inner Temple ; Voltaire a pears
in Maiden Lane, Cuvr‘:ut Garden ; Cov?gruvn
in Surrey Street, Srrand’; Jobo of Gaunt, in
atton Garden ; a¥’in all the wits of Queen
Anne’s time in Russell Street by Drtify Lane.”

would see other houses : (hat which Thackd
eray built, and in which he died ; the house

In his last days at Pisn oue of * his neighborg
thouzlit him’ an  Ed_ fishman.
(answered, sndly ;' “I wn an ltalian; but L
have lived for forty years in England »

‘The essential romance of London js fully
suggested in %o work o Gustave Dore and
Blanchard Jerrold, which is repr-duced in
this couvtry in “Harper’s Weekly.,” Aud as
[coucluded on Iast page |

Every citizen of the world can contribute

but, for the present, duty calls me to serve ’

newspaper says : “The old house in which

Giles's Chureh,” says Laigh [funl, “lis Chap- '_
mur; the éarliest and Lest tmoslator of He- |

wol brib~"  “Fleet Sireet,” says Blanchard 4

of"Lord Bacon haunts Gray's Inn; that of 4

With the same eyes the street loiterer of to-day

of Dickens ; and that in which Mazzini lived.

“No,” he -




