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HIAWATHA'S TOBOGGANING.

(()milled b), I on.,fe).'au'.

Give me of your truink, 0 Elm. Tree,
Ml your trunk, O Towering- Elril Tree.
1l will cnit il frotn thxe forest,
I will strir f rom it the branches,
t ivili sîilit it into picces,
Itito tlîiiî and pliaîît pieceq,
Make of it a new toboggan,
Wbjcb will bear me down tbe hll-side,
Tbirougîi tbe snow-encrusted valley,
Der fle broad, ics-overed river;
XVlicb will glide as swiftly dowiîward,
As the eagle from bis eyrie,
Wbeîî bo swoops tipon luis victiiîî."

Thlis demand made Mlawatba,
As he stood ons winter's ni;orning,
In' the bosoin of tbe forest,
LOokinlg on the trae around bim,
W'isbing for a new toboggan.
And tbls sturdy, solid Elm Trec,
Ileinig this from Hiawatba,
'book througîî ail its pliant branches,

iremblcd to the breeLe of mq5rninig,"
Saying. witli a wail of sorrow, -

"Take Mny trink, 0 tliawetha!
lOOW1n he bewed the toweriiîg [Am Tres,
Ilacked iiway the sprea'liiig brantche!,
('ut it into seveou pieces,

1loSeven e(Ini pieces,
Made tluem long and tblin and slender,
Jieont O16 end and cîîrved it upwards,
That it iiight glide osr thes snow.banus.

Give ne of your roots, 0 'Iamaiack,
()f YoUr librouso roots, 0 Larcb Tree.
1 Will fasten my toboggan,
Bina1 togetlier all the iices,
'Lace them îirmly all together,
That it -n-y not break beneaili me,
Nor ita the snow-drift tbrow ife."

Arud the Larcli Trae in thîe forst,
Till thea in rosignat ion,
Andî th Snowv felI from its tassels,
Andi Il answer softly whispered,

Bih gentle, patient murmur,
Take "'y roots, () Uiawatlia."

Ponthe grotind ha tore thîe flbres,
Tore the long9 and slender fibres.
Wkh1' th. bouîiîl bis sied togetlier,
Louod tIl, one the savonî icces,

l'hug Illi firiiîly to cadi otlier.
ail h uild5 j ilus tobogganu,

' trOlig, andl liriii, anud stea<ly,iat nigît flot break beiîeath liiiii,

T.' lie citmbere(l up flic unoîîntaiîî,
W.tli lîu Xiniielialtzt,' ng ùî,, Water witil lim,

sh i:- "Y xunted the toboggan-

Trned lOt, andi ho bebiid lier-

Il t5 had tOwardsl ie valley,
Aa it Offa adouil tlic bulîside.

tilî (Ps soVsry swiftîy,
lorth We iftly every moment,

Tat the"" ir g breatîîî g iowoti
Anld t lhi e ai aletWelit froii tbsîîî,
tike t} treeB aîîd rocks flow Past Iiem,

a gos; î soins wild visioni,
T11118 it l ore etin ohîadow'.
1v lo hn 1, inward, dowîuwarul,
?aî toppui nover sladlig.
1Tiîî i tee days ail nîiçdits it trav<,llod,5c la certîtiu Wigwam,

In the land of tbe Dakotabs,
Where tlere dwelt the arrow-malter,
Miiinehaha's it.ged tather

'rhen Ille sied drew nip andi halted,
At the entrance le the wigwvam.

ilere it wits that Hje\tbaiii
First bcd seenIiils Latighiiig-WaVecr;
Hore it xas that lie lied won lier,
WVlen, ini atiswer to lus wooig,
Siloe had said in toiles of sweetiiess,

I will follow 'eu, iiîy liiisbt)iid.''--
And they uow carne back to sec iiiiii,
Came to sec the arrow-rnaker,
After f ull four years of absenice,
since the Clay ou1 wilich tlucy leit inii,
Standing et bis door se loinely.

And lus lieart xvas clieed withiu îirn,
As he saw agaiin bis daîîghter.
And ho looked with joy tupon lier,
Saying, as lie balle bier enier,-

IYou are welcome, inuiiielualia."

Then he turned t0 nuset lier bus,id,
-Broughit lîim, f00, withiiî the wigwam,
Saying as lie bade ht enter,~

IYeti are wvelcome, Hiawatha."

'[hus it w'as, the new toboggan,'
Buit of Elîn, and bouîîud witlî Liirch-roots,
\X itli a bear.skiîi for a ctisliioi,-
Brougbt tiieri swif tly oti tlîei v jourîîey,
To the land of the Dacotalîs,
Never stopping, îîever alackiig.
ibus it bd swiftly oîîward,
Like thîe ea-le frein is eyrie,
Wben lie >woops tipoiî bis victim.
Full tliree deys aild îîiglits it traeslled,
Stili niors sw~iftly svery miomenît,
Yet iA did nlot break beneatli tliem,
Did nlot throw ilieni ini the siiow-drift.

THE BiAY 0F NAPLES.

The nost subtie brushi dipped in the ricliest colours of
beautiful and melancholy language, could flot express upor.
the canvas of the most sensitive imagination, the form
and colour ot this wonderful spot. It is beautiful, it is
historic, it is melancholy beyond description. Think
yourseli for a moment in a beautitul tileatre. The curtain
has flot raised yet, and the eye seeks out its surroundiîîgs.
The dome abuve us deep bine sky, whiere Vie suni han gs
like a golden chandelier. The walls are aglow with a
magnificent fresco. Far away to dt left rîse the twin
peaks of Vesuviuis, crowvned with ant ever-changing cloîîd
of smoke ; at its base the traveller is besieged witiî beggars
of the must ragged description, old anîd yoiung, wîth ii-
sicians, dark-eyed and bîown, wlîn sing and play their
soit, dielicious Italiati mnusic; 'tarther on, the sinîx' is hounn
with a girdie of brilant spring flowers. Then tlic fllwers
cease, and the tuinultuotîs coils of lava begiîî, cnîlîîîg aiitl
clinging together like serpents ; hiere and there a rustie is
busy wîth lus hoe, preparing the littie patch of groutid
for a vineyard, so do the ihabîtarits hug tlîis fertile but
treacherous niauntain. Hlighier ini the mnists and long
windîîîgs of road tilt the station ot the funîcular raîiway
is reachied, which lanids the sîglit-seer withîrî one hiundred
and fifty yards of the crater, up the steep black cone of
ashes. Gluides are at the top to lead thrnugh the chc>king
clouds oi suiphur. i3linded and liait smiothered, wvîth the
learfîil agitation of the oarth and thunders of the fires
strikuîîg uipoî the ear, dt uninîtiated is liurried to the
verge ni the precipitons crater, angrily groanîng, and
tuînîng, and înoinentari!y bursting iorth into a nOltenî
colui of haine witli a ticifiendous explosion that flings
ont blazing masses of lava, wlîîch l'ail tpouî the sulphuirous
shiore uit iic precîpice lîke lain tromn a sea of lîre. A

bec. 24, 1887.


