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fog and niist, to solve a problem
îvhichi cati be of no possible tise if
attained, and while we admire the
courage of these strong northerrn
races wvhich produce sucli men as
Peary, Nansen and1 Jackson and
the others, it always seenis to mie
that they are tenipting Providence
wvhen tlîey venture upon such a
b)ootless quest into these dread re-
gions wvhichi Henrv Kirke White
clescribes as follows

Wl'1ere the North Pl'oe in noodv Solitude
Spreads lier Ilige t raiets and f o1.cîal wastes

arounld '
.%liere lie~vCi Sotiuxd

starLedl dîili Silencc's ete car veni Pro0.
fouudit

The sitiokce-frost iniuttered :there drear
Coid for ages

'llronied inî andi fixed on blis prixncval
aioluid

Rin, the giant sits ;whiio Stern Disînay
Stalis like soine woe-struck mnan along

the desert way.

Ini thiat drear spot, grint Desolation's lair,
No sweet reniains of life enchieors the sighit

The dancing licart's biood in an instant there
Wouid feeie to rnarbie. Mingiing day

and nliglit,
(Sweet interchiange wbliehi inakes oui' labours

Iighit)
Are thiere unknovn ; whiie ini the Suin-

mer skies
The siin roils ceaseless round Ibis lieavcniy

bceighit,
Nor ever sots tili froîn the scelle lie flics,

And leaves the long, bleak uiiglit of hiaif
the vear to 0 ise.',"

A U'RAGM]ENT.

Th'le stars of the old 3'ar Silone iast niigit,
Andf briglit were the beains tliey cast,

Buit mny spirit iikened ecdi btur.niug ray,
To the tor-cli-liglit of the Past;

Foi- nxcethoughit that, inany a bieart wouidl chili,
STo gaze on that glowing sphierc,

ýý11oul1? .Meioîy'Vs cliords thiat evenling thril),
To the dreains of the oldeni year!

To the garlands liunig over H-ope's gay slirine,
Wlieti the hours of that year %vere nlew,

And 'vo iooked itot for frost iii the suinutier prime,
Iii t he place of the early dew;

Ohi ! the stars shuid shiine wvith a pale, pale iit,
Wieii jov lias been thus o'crtlirowni;

And the iniottrier iî'ceps iii the sulent, niglit,
Foi' bis h)eauitifxdl-alonie

The stars of the old year siione last nighit;
They wcrc Iinked Nvitli thouglits of pain,-

Like niisic we've hieard in sonie liappier hioux',
But %'oidt nover list again,

Like flowers the biaud of Love bath plucked,
That wlhin parted wc dread to sec;

Precious yet tiied witli ail mnournifui thouglits,
WTcrc their dying beanis to ine!

The stars of the liew,. year slinie to-niglit,
Thiere is hope in their faintest, gicanis,

Thcy corne to iny lieart, witli their speils of liglit,
As linked ivitia its angel dIreamns!

Swcet voices bave broke on tic îveary day,
1 turn frointh iieavy Past;
ile thc stars of the niew year softiy sa,,
Weam'ied omie, x'est at last!


