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. I.
A word went over the hilîs and p laina
0f the scarca-hawn fields that theTiffin drains,
Throughi dena of awamps sud jungles of trees,
As if it wera borne by the buzzing bees
As somethimg awaat for the sons of men
Or as if the blackbiu-d aînd the wren
Had iouîîged about aach ragged clearinîg
To gossip it iin the settiara' hearing;
Or the partridge drnm-corpa of the wood
Had made the word by mortala heard,
And Diana unade it undartood ;
Or the ioud-bilad hawk of ginit swaap
Wcre toid it as something ha must keep)

As non-, iin the biaif buiît city of Lana,
Wbara the sons of the settiers strive fou- gainu,
\Vbera the Indian trail ia graded wall,
Aîud tîhe anxious ring of the angine-hall
And the Samsoiis Steaî's deep, stuttering wîord
And tha factory's dinnar-horn are heard
Wbara buu-gbems flght, iin friandiy guise,
Witb spears of bargains ami shielda of lies
Whera the sun-aioke(l farmier, eauly a-road,
Rides into the town bis higrh-built load
0f Nvood ou- wool, ou- corn or wheat,
And stables bis houses iin the street;
It seams as to eaclb sud to eveu-y one
A deed w-are knowi eu-e it ni-eh hae don-,
As il;,in s1 ite of ronds or- weather,
AIl minda weu-a wisperiîig together
So over the glana and rougb bill-aides
0f tha fruitful land where the Titiîî glides,
AVant the startling whseutlvar and plIainu,

''There's ea cîrl by i;orerr et

Now any tiine(, fl-oni iniglit tîli norn,
Or morn tilli ught, for a long time-

liad the patient squaw-s their child-
ran borne;

And many a callow, coppeu-y wigbt
Had opened bis eyca to trea-flecked

iglît,
A nd grown to the deptbis of the wood-

land del
And the bunt of the toilsonie huIs as

wel
As thougb at bis soul a bon-, were

sinng,
And a war-whoop tattooad ou bis

tonigue;
But neveu-hefora, in ttbeTiffini's sighit,-
IIad a travail blooîncd ith a bloa-

som of white.

And the fira-tinied logger îîo longer
ressad

1lis yoke-bound steeds and bis fur-
uiace fire;

Andthte grav-lînked log-cbaiu droop-
cd to reat,

Andlie hid fac softeiied witb swvet
desire;

And the settleu--houscwifa, rudely
'vise,

With the foraat'a ahuewdness in bier

Yaarnad, witb teuderly wonderiîîg
buan,,

For the naw-bou-u baby over at Lana.

And flha mother lay in ber langnid bed,
Wlhcn the flock of visitors had fld-
Wliau the cu-owd of sattîcrsa ah had gone,
Aid left the yoting lioness alona
With tha tiny cub thay bad coma te se
1 n the rude-buit managarie;
When grava Baw Bease, the Indian chief,
As courtly as aveu- rince in bis prima,
Or cavalier of the o dan tume,
Making bis visit kiud as brief,

Had haadéd the neck of the pale-face misa,
And dimpled bau- cheak with a fau-awahl kiss
Whmm the ruogh-clad roorn wss stili as leek,
Save the deaf old uurse's naedle-click,
Tha hast of the grave dlock in its place,
With its hall-tipped tail and owl-like face,
And the iromu tea-kettla's droniug song
Thu-oughi its Roman rose so hla ck au d long,
The mothar ifted lheu-baby's head,
Aud gava it a cliuging kisa, aud said:

Why did thon coma so stuaight te, me,
Thon quacu- oua ?

Tn mgthaegnewe-ercue a

Thy every tear's as pure a peari
As if thy father was an cari,

Thou neat one, thou sweet one!

And thou shait have a queenly îîame,
Thougrndone :

A lassie nn's h aif her fame,
Thou bland one!

And may thon live so good and true,
The honor wilI but be thy due;
And friends shall neyer be ashaxned,
Or when or where they bear thee named,

Thou bland one, thou grand one!

E'en like the air-our raie and sport-
Thou meek onie,

Thou art my burden and support,
Thon weak one !

Like manna in the wilderness,
A joy hath corne to sooth and bless
But 'tis a sorrow unto me,
To love as 1 ani loving thee,

Thou weak one, thou meek o11e!

The scarlet-coated child-thief waits,
Thou bright one,

To bear thee throngh the sky.blue gates,
Thou liglit ona!

His feverish touch thy brow niay pain,
And while 1 to my sad lips strain
The shaath of thase brighit-baaming eyes,
Thle blade nay flash back to the skies,

Thou liglit one, thon bright one!

And if thon breast the rnorning storm,
Thon fair one,

Ani gird a woman's thrillixag forin),
Thon rare 0one:

Sly hounda of sin thy 1 ath iili trac(-,
And on thy unsuspectîng face

Since we'va had the young Professor here,
Have not had inuch of yon !

But loyers, ba loyers wbile earth endures
And once on a tima, be it-known,

I helped a girl with eyas like yonrs
Construet a world of our own);

And we laid it ont in a garden spot,
And dwelt in the midst of flowars,

Till we fonnd that the world wvas a good-sized
lot,

And inost of it was't ours

Yon're heavier, girl, thaîî wlîen yon on
To us one cloudy day,

And seerned to feel so littie at home,
We feared you woulu' t stay;

Till 1 kuew the danger ivas passed, because
You'd struck so niortal a track,

And got so. indeî>endeîît an' cross,
CGod îîaver would let you hack

But wlho vold ever ha' had the whiîu,
When you iay in my arrus an' cried,

You'd sonie tiîne sit bera, pretty an' prini,
A-waitrn' to be a bride!

But lovers bc loyers wlîile earth goes o11,
And marry, as they ougbt;

And if you would keep the lieart yon've won,
Remembher what you've been tanght ;

Look first that yonr edded lives be truc,
With nanght from each other allait;

For the flowers of truc love neye rg(row
111 the soil of d faithless lieart.

" E'EN IN YOUJR DESOLATION YOU ARE NEIT QUITE L'NBLEST;
NOT ALL WHO CHOOSE MAY C017NT THEIR WOES 1'1'0'% A 'M<IER'S 1IA'"

Hot bast will reat its tarnished eyes,
And thon wilt need ha worldiy-wise,

Thon rare one, thou fair one!1

O that the heaven that smiies to-day,
My blast one,

May give thea light to see thy way,
My hast onea!

That when around thea creepa The Glooni,
The gracions God will cali thea home,
And then, incraased a huudredfoid,
Thou proudly baud Him hack His goid,

M y bet one, my blest onle!

IL

A word weut over the inany miles
0f the well-tilled land whare the Tiffin sîniles,
And sougbt no youthful ear in vain :

There's a wedding a.coming off at Lane 1

They stood in the shade of the western door-
Father, mother, and daughteu- on-
And gazad, as they oft had gazed hefore,
At the downward glide of the western sun.
The raye of bis never-jealous ligbht
Made aven the cloud that dimmned him bright;
And iowar ha haut, and kissed, as he stood,
The lips of the distant hiue-eyad wood.

And juat as the tiu-ad sun bowad bis head,
The sun-brownad farmar sighed and said:

And so you'll soon ha goin' away,
My dariing littia Basa ;

Aud you ha' beau to the store to.day,
To buy youu- weddin'-drasa ;

A nd so yonu- dear good mother an' I,
Wbose love you long have known,

Must lay the light o' your presen ce by,
And walk the road alone.

So coma to-night with miother snd ina,
To the porch for an hour or two,

And it on your old' father's k naa,
The sanie as yon usad te do ;

For we, who ha' lovad you for many a yaar,
And clung to yon strong and trua,

Look next that the buds of bealth shaîl rest
Thair blossoma upon your cheek;

For lifa. and love au-a a burden at hast
If the body ha sick and weak.

Look next that your kitchan fire ha bright,
And your banda ha neat and skilled;

For the lova of mant oft takes its flight
If bis stomach ha not Weil filled.

Look next that your monay is fairly earnad
Ere avar it ha spant;

For coînfort and love, bowevar turned,
Wiii na'er pay tan par cenmt.

And, naxt, due care aid diligence kaep
That the inid ha trained aînd fad

For bleasings avar look shabby and cheap
That iight on an aînpty baud.

And if it shahl please the gracions God
That childran to yon heiong,

Reinember, iny chiid, and spare the rod
Till you'va tangbt tham right and wrong;

And show 'arn that though this ]ife's a start
For the hettar world, no doubt,

Yat earth an' heaven ain't so far apart
As many good folks inakç ont.

A word want ovar the broad bill-swaaps
0f the listaning land wbeu-e the Tiffin creepa:
IlShe rnarried, lwlding on high her head ;
But thme groomn ua.s false as thme vowcs le said;
Wifh lies and crimes hi8 days are cweckei ;
TUm girl i8 alone, and hcr life is wvrecked."

The midniglit rasted its haavy au-m
Upon the grief-encumhared farîn ;
And hoars-voicad Sorrow wanderad at will,
Like a mnoan whan the aurmaer's night isastili,
And the spotted cows, with bellias of white,
Aud well filled teatsalal crowded awry,
Stood in the black atalîs of the night,
Nor herded nor mlkad, -and wondered Why.
And the bouse was gloomy, atili, and cold;,
And the iard-painued fariner, nawly old,

Sat in an unfrequented place,
Hiding e'en from the dart bis face;
And a solanin silence rested long
On ail, save the cricket's dismal song.

But the mother drew tha girl to ber braast,
And gave to har spirit words of rest :
Corne to my lap, my waa-grown baby ; rest tbee

upon mny knee;
You have been travelling toward the liglit, and

drwnaway froin lue;
You turneT yonr face froîi n y dark path to

catch fu iigbt o' the sun,
Aud 'tis no nmort nor less, my child, than cebidren

ever have done.
So you joined hands with one you loved, whien

we to the croaa-road came,
And weut your way, as Heaven did say, and wvbo

but ileaven to hiarne

You miuat îot waap that bini you chose wvaS 1il
the tinie untrue,

Or stab with hata the man wvbose heart yon
thoughit was made for you.

The love God holds for yonr bî-igbt soul is nmore
to get and give

Than ail the love of ail the men whiie He inay
bid theni live.

So let your innocence stancli the wolnnd hv
anotber's guiit;

For Vengeance' blade was ever made witb îîeitber
gîîard nor hilt.

Who wiil a%-eîîge you, darliiîg ? The slun that
alunes oi, liigh.

He w Ill ai" the picture of your wrongs bafore
thie g-ea',t world's eye.

He wi oo 1pon your sweet soul, iin its Pluri
mantie of white,

Till it shine npoîî your eîuenies, and
dazzle alfheir sight.

He'll coma each day to point bis
fingar at him who played the
knave ;

And 'tis denied from 1dm to bide,
excepting in the grave.

Who wili avenge you, darliîîg ? Your
sister, the sky ahove.

Each clondf she flats above yon shahl
be a token of love

She wili bend o'er you at nighit-flil
ber pure broad breast of bIneu,

- Anîd every gelîx that glitter-s ther'e
shall flash a smila to you.

And al ber great wide distances to
your good iname belotig;

'Tis not so far froin star to star as
'twixt thie rigbt and wrong.

Who will avenge you, dariing ? Al
the breeze that blow.

They will whisper to each, other your
tale cf guiitless iNoe;

The parfumas that do load thein yonr
innocence shahl bless,

Anîd they wiii soothe your acbing
brow with pitying, kind caress.

They will sweap away the black veil
.that hangs about yonr fame:

Thare is no cioud that long eau
sbroud a virtuons wonan's name.

Who wiil avenge yon, dariing? The
one who proved untrue.

His neînory îîîust undo him, whate'ar
bis will may do ;

The pitch-blaek iîigbt wiil corne whcn bhe must
meet Remorse aioue ;

He ivili rush at your avanging as if it wera bis
own.

His every sin is but a kuot that yet shahl hoid
him fas't;

For guilty hands but twine the strands that fetter
thenui at lwst.

Lay thea asida tby grief, darling !-lay thee aside
thy grief

And Happinesa will cheer thae beyond ail tby
balief!

As oft as wintar cornes aummer, as sure -as nigbt
cornes day.

And as swift as sorrow cornath, so swift it goeth
away

E'en in your desolation you au-e not qnite ni.lest;
Not ail who cboosa may count thair woes upon

a imother's breast.

Catarrh is a common diseasa, so common that
suufing, spitting, and biowing of the nose, meat


