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HERE'S TO TRE SPJUNG 1

Ilore's te tho Spring
In a long c..iep draught
Of air froin wvest and 8nuth 1
Life's in 1(s depths-
Lot the rising foain
Dash on the engor rnouthi.

Drink, drink!1 life and love
F11 the cup to the rim aboya:

1Drink, drink 1

Ilero's ta, the Spring
In a dewy walt
0f adora nowly born 1
Earth le a child,
And her breath as sweet
As the waking breath of morn.

Drink, drink I speed the hours
Drown their cares in the breath of flowcrs:

Drink, drink!1

Here'e to th3 Spring
In a thousand songe
A thousand throats set frocel
How the ear thrills,
And the blood leaps strong,
And the hoart laughs in its glee 1

Drink, drink!1 pours the sound-
Hlo fbr Spring in the merry round!1

Liink, drink!1 BÀCI IHP

A 8TJRANGE LIFE.

Wo had been reading the life of' Mrs. Shelley, and
were quite delighted with the circumstanees under
which she conceived the story IlFrankenstoin;" se
with that inspiration oneo f aur number wrete the
following stery:

Edward Everett was just graduated *fron an
American college of' note; and with bis Bachelors's
parcliment was journeyix;g te his honme. The son
aof wealthy parents, ho lad ail the opportunities for
improvement that one would desire. As ha rode
alongy, ho 'was thinkiuig of the future as it lay befere
liai, arnd the lifo tînt lie would land. Suddenly, he was
interrup.ed in his meditations by a jerking motion
of the car, and then a hait; a bridge was drawn and
further travel was impossible, se the passengere found
themselves left in a smali country village te while
away the day as best they could.

Edward Everctt sauntered along the quiet rond
until ho came te a green bank whero ho throw liai-

soelf down undor a spreading trc and gazcd up Into
tho ecear sky; his thoughta wnnder,-d acroes the
ocean to the orags and ivoocs cf Scotland, where lio
was going to epend a few menthe in restflul travol.
The cool breeze that gently fanned his cIheek was as
Ù6o breath cf roses se laclen was it with the sweet
perfuines of' early summer. A slow, nioving proces-
sien attractcd his attention ; it came along the quiet
street, and as it movcd, lie saw ite mournftil sadness,
a strong contrast ýo Viîe calai nnd joyane summer
day. It was the ftinoral of eome lovcd inhabitant,
hoe kziew at once fromn the general sorrcw of' thc
crowd. AUl the while, a bell in the little cliurch wuB
telling, and, when it reaclied thc twentieth stroko.
the procession passed through the littie gato and
inte the village dhurch.

Out of curiosiby, and parliaps frei a feeling of
sympathy for bis fellow boinga, young Everett went
'with the people and listenod te the service: the gray-
haired pastor prayed for the atricen friend8 who
thnt day were forced te bury thoir young daugliter
forever from their' siglit Re spokia touchingly of
the blighted prospects cf the young maiden whioso
romains were tIen befere him, raid urgcd the young
ta prepare for deati. AUl this Everett heard in a
dazed fashion, fer lie was thinking cf his own brigît
future, and ho foît almost defiant as it fshed threugh
hie mind that Death mught wrench ail from hin.

Hope was high withia him, and he loc'ked forward
te a hanppy tud prospereus career. The service
ovor, according te the local custoni, ail were invitcd
te take a last glilpse nt the fair forai which used se
often te move among theai. On ho 'went with the
rest and leoked in the narrow caskct. What he saw
there was burned on hie brain te bie dying day; a
young girl fair and lovely, the bloom, aif health scarce
gene froas lier rounded chock; lier long fair liait
envcloping lier like a voit; robed in white and
cevered with sweet and beautiful flewers; traly a
vision for another world.

Hie gaze was riveted on tînt face and forai. "O0n
that body have ne ife?" he thought, "ocaathe seul
have fied aiey ?" "Oa I have boen led liere by
Fate ta love a breathless pioce of dlay ?» Se lis
thoughts were running pn. Hib whole passionate
seul was areusod, and hoe loved, madly loved the
forai 'that Iay before him ; and, to the consternartion
of the people, lie bent down and pressed his lips on
hier cold brcw, then quietly passed out.


