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w‘\l‘ ot his hands and knees down to me, to help
- How would it be with your priestt  The
m‘y man—he would recommend your unhap-
ul to God—lift up & cross before the abyse,
8028 he cane,
H@: Baron looked thought(ully, and serious. .
e w"m Willwitz put out his hand, with all
Your Amth of friendship: * You know I love
“
%‘:Iy friend I and the tearsstood in the Daron's

“«

i of ?‘Qﬂ listen to me.  You have just implored
“E-\in’-‘:lth the noblest warmth, never togo down
il © a cavern, Ilerc is my hand, T never
ly lore Ut now comes my turn. Now, let me
| Wiy Y% never agnin to meddle with books
4 %%st down from their throne God and Pro-
" Remain in the clear daylight of common

% Instend of hanging by a rotten cord
consciousness,

AN a{:‘: embraced his friend, and promised

——

THE DISOTPLES CALLED.

: Df_tlin:m? had passed, and gently toward the west
! %llh '“ihlxe fun.  Soft, fleccy clouds, tinted
()'lﬁ‘»‘\'a\- "W hues, followed his downward path,
N the oy ¥ outlines pencilled on the blue

Wty " sky, in forms of matchless grace,

', it Artist's hand,

‘

Delicious airs
erog while in the deepening shade
0 e oo, trees, and thick o'cr-mantling vines
%‘_}‘Qit 0‘:“8 _dwelt, birds, brilliant as the clime
mr j“FOUg Orient, poured in liquid strains
P“tient :"ngs. Set free from tail, there stood
‘h‘lie X ; and from the limpid stream,
m::":lhwaters they the fragrant cud
: g’myhne ot hours had chewed, the milky
?%::rdelctrged, Pressing with careless hoof
%! n i,
%
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N °tfreshly up,
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g :w‘“'d, to crop their flowery food. -
; Toof, sx"“‘_ﬁng rays of the red sun .
Qr“ite]y ’N tfld DPinnacle, and lofty dome

; A:‘mee‘, ées, clustered on the shore

f by hm“_d sca. Capernaum there,

N Me.:"‘gﬂ, glittered in his beams,

; N " “itl‘:o lslhcd shafts, and sculptured walls
\ ia p, f gold,

flung like a ing emile
\‘Tie:imb. ¢ partng
I3

A -

by Bstead of Jdosing yourself in those dim -
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- And gently swelled,

Touched by that metlow light with dolphin hues,
The dark, full waters of the heaving sea,
Whileo'eritaglowing wavesthe land-breeze swept,
Its cool delicious breath Jaden with swects,

Spicy and rare, pilfered from dropping balm,
* And odorous nard, and from the delieate cups

Of those bright golden lillics, which outvied

(So said His blessed lips, who drew instruction
From the humblest herb in nature’s realm),

The pomp of Solomon’s most gorgeous robes.

On those calin waves, and near the shelving shore,
Two humble barks, their white sails closely furled,
At anchor lay—while at the curved prow

Sat the “hard-handed fishermen,” who plicd
Their daily calling on that glassy sea,

Now, for the morrow’s use, their broken nets
Mending with care.

But at their humble toil

As thus they sat, those fishers of the deep,
In their rude bark, close moored beneath a rock
Rifted and high, where the wild olive grew
In clusters thick, thoughts which werc naught akin
To sordid gain, were stirring quick and rife
In each full Lreast,—thoughts which free utter-

ance found .
Ere-long in words—for they had wondering gazed
Upon the spotless One—the Son of God,
Whose voice of love and hand of healing power
Such marvels wrought,—had, at his word, beheld
The sightless cycball raised with joy to gaze
OUn heaven's blue arch—had heard the dumb

break forth
In songs of praise, and seen life’s kindling glow
Re-light the glance, re-tinge again the cheek
Which death had chilled,—amazed and wondering
Had they silent gazed on the poor cripple
Who, with strength endued, unfelt before,
Cast from his hand the crutch so long his stay,
And with a bounding step, rejoicing leaped,
Eager, with childhood’s rapture, to explore
The paths his childhood loved.

, Humble the lives

Of those poor fishermen, unlcarned their minds
In worldly wisdom or in lettered lore,—

Yet in their souls, that spark of the divine

By God bestowed, was kindled into flame

By their high theme, as marvelling they talked
Of all the wondrous aets daily performed

By him they deemed the Jewish peasant’s son,—
Told of his meckness, aud the love divine

With which he pardoned e’en his bitterest foes,
Till, as they talked, his spirit warmed their bearts,
And purificd from the low dross of carth

Their heaven-aspiring thoughts.
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