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How poCr, how rich, h1oiW abject, how august,
Ilow complicate, hlow wonderful, is man !
low paszing -wonder He, who nade him sucli

Wio centr'd in our inake such strange extremes
Ferom different natures marvellously mixt,
('onncetion equisite of distant worlds!
Distinguished lidc in being's endless chain!
itidway froni nlothi7g to the Dcity J
A beam ethereal, sullied and absorpt !
Thorgh sullied and dishonor'd, still divine!
Dim miniature of greatness absoluteL
An heir of glory ! a frail child cf cdust!
.Ye7pss, immortail ! insect. infiite !
A worin! a God !-I tremble at myself.
And in niyself ani lost ! at home a stranger,
Thouglt wandcers up and down, surpris'd, aghast,
And wondering at lier own». How Rcason reeis!
O, wlat a miracle to iman is mai,
Triumpiantly distress'd 1 what joy, what dread,
.Alternately tr.insported, and alarmd !
Wlat can preserve iy 'lifc ? ur what dtztroy •

\n angel's arm can't snatcli me froin the grave ;
Legions of angels can't confie nie there.

--Young's .ighlt-Tought.

ANT OPEAN. •

Who can tell the first realization of ihese words, An Orpian.
Tiere w:as a time wvhen I lad a home, ivien motler's briglt smîile
ligted up our iouseelxdd, wlen fahter's evening returu brou:it
gladness t the hicart. But when I look back it secems but a dream.
Sweet images of the past recross mixy mind, faint outlines of what
ocve was,wiat night have been,but wliat can never be enjoycd by nie.
'Plie portraits of those dziarted have been almost effacedi by the rude
hand of tine, but never will their love be forgotten. Can I evcr

fogct the cold and dreary day when lie wvho bore nie was catried in
solemîn pall fromii the home she hiad once made so happy l Can I.
forget the nighîts of weeping, of long. of childish sorrow 1l ow
often did I wonder if lier spirit form hovercd near me; wvonder if
heli loved nie stili; wnder if shec would"kis me goodnight" once more
if 01e could. I slal not soon forget the tears of manly sorrow ny
fatîer sh~d ;not snon forget hearing lis heavy groans, and wonder-
ing if ie w-as thinkii of mamma. But only another year hîad
passed away, and lie tee wvas gone froi me,and I was alonc; no one
te talk çith me, no one te confide in, ne onu to weep with, no one


