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keep on to the east from here: 1 must be off north to thos
mounitains you see over there."

So saying, Skrymir picked up the provision bag, threi
it over bis shoulder, and turned away iuta the Wood, afte
expressing the hope that they rnight ineet again safe an(
sound. DAVI]D SOLOAN.

Forth was 1 carried on the wings of nighit,
The trackless wastes of space were upward fanned,

Until from one long van tagc-ground of light
In mute surprise the fields of Time 1 scanned

Far, far below saw stately feons spread
Their rnoving maze of red and black and gold

Witnessed the paths where gibing centuries led
The world's dumb van of fate ;the wealth untold

0f kings barbarie couinted ; round the toit,
The fret of years, beheld Death's ebon foil.

The patriarche of primai days espied
Wand'ring as Isaac underneath the stars,

Seer-like, before hie weut to clasp hie bride
Alone and fuit of calm content, nor wars,

Nor fond ambition luriug, in their vales
0f Asian plenty, fioek-encircl'd, viewed

Iu awe the tloating spiendour sanset traits,
Their joy the lustrons orient night renewed

These were the sons of Nature, this the clime
Where lives were poenis and no need for rhyme.

Tbenceforward as the palmy worltl waxed oit]
Men lest the sight of heauty and of bloom;

Red rose the heams of war, and sullen rolled
The noise of races clashing in the gloomn;

From age to, age grew the Cimmerian shade,
Obscured the frantie hasters after lame,

The pedestals by bloody tyrants made
To hold tbemn up to everlastiug shame

Stili Poesy maintains ber gentie sway,-
A tbousaud hbis hier sacred tires display.

Along the mounitain peaks of Time tbey stand,
Ilomeric bards, who ever strike the strings

That thrill aud soothe, the music of the lant
Ethereai aud dlivine; each poet brings

To souls grown dark aud torpid in the clay
A bol ytire, tbe light that lingers long

About tL coasts of empyrean day ,
H1e handetb down the golden gifts of song:

Andi ail mens' sorrow-cries, and bells that toll,
AndI love and 1if e are echoed in bis soul.

Bright stream the strouger watch-lires fromn the steep
0f every age, the sentinels 1 mark

Limned clear against the blaze, the tireless sweep
0f hands across immortal strings, aud hark

The heaven-tauglit voices of those hlessed few
Surge tbrougb the upper realms of air to God,

The voices cf the night, and like unto
Tbe nigbtingale's, full-tbroated, froin tbe sod

Springing triumphaut, stîrring fartbest skies
\itb passion.songs and glorious symphonies.

WILLIAm T. ALLISON.
Toronto.

The Thouglits ot Cliaornen-d'airan-
Lavar.

MANY thousands of years before there appears anyMrecord of departed time there dwelt among the xnoun-
tains of Northern Hindostan, if Indian legends may be be-
lieved, a sage whose wealth of wisdom lias been unparalleied
in the intellectual. history of the world. is birth is so
remote in its antiquity that it is toid of him that lie remem-
bered tbe time when our planet was in its prime, when the
bighest peak of the Himalayas painted tawards the northern
star, and wben the equator circled the globe through wastes
of ocean f rom pale ta pole. For so many years did he live
that we are informed he beheld with Wonder the mighty
panorama of the frigid zone descending the Himalayas, rail-
ing slowly to the northward over the mountains and waste-
lands of Asia ; dying, 80 the legend runs, when the great
sea, dividing the Eastern and Western hemispheres in tbe
nortb, became in its turn tbe region of eternal frost and ice
and snaw. Through ail these innumerable ages this vener-
able seer (iwelt niear the boundaries of China and Ilindostan.
Phenomena, aluiost tragical in their mystical significance,
formed the abjects of amusement for bis leisure, while the

e unfoldiug of bis bouridless intellect, displaying ail the WO l
ders of perception, thougbt aud action, cdmposeèd the burdenI

v of bis daily toil. Climate sud temperature, it seefflS, exer-
r cised no influence on bis being,; for wrapt in conteePlatGI

jhe pondered and meditated as the cycles chang-ed and as the
ceuturies aud ages burried past. We are told hewa
father of ail thouglit; and it is frorn bis oracles that 111
eru times were compiled the aphorisms which abounid in the
Bible and in Shakespeare. 'îalrn*

This great Eastern sage, whose name, Chaomnen- &î
Lavar, indicates that lie wvas the " creator of thought,"tO
little pains to preserve any of bis meditations. One liun
dred polished stones, whose surfaces were rendered of 'roll
dursbility, are said to have been prepared for the pev
ation of bis tboughts, and on these bundred stones are 88i
ta have been inscribed the records of a million meditatODsl
Yet of these srones there remain to the labours of discOvery
scar,ýely more tban the fragments of a single tablet, contaili«
iug, perhaps, the hundredtb portion of this tremiendous Co'
lection. To these sbattered fragments the wisdoifl Of dthe
worid is indebted ; the greatest of the oracles disco vere On
those fragments beiug comprised in the twa comPilato 8
just mentioned. But recent explorers amiong Indian ri1%'
have succeeded in expasing to the world a few fragments o
flinty surface ; and from the interpretation of the hiero'
glyphics and writings an their surfaces it can are b
of the that they are reaîîy remains of portions cfrceîY er

oftelong burie. tablets of the seer Chamen-d'alira"*
Lavar. h

In presenting a few of tiiese interpreted thoughts tahh'
consideration of our readers it seeins fitting ta say t
thougb many of tbem undoubtedly prcded in the abstIac
their representation in the concrete, yet it should be 138i
berel that the abstract is merely the perfect forai of the co'
crete. Truly is that intellect great which creates wh8t '0'*
violable law cannot approach, much less imprave. It iiy'
too, be said that there appears abundant reiisô O f the

future fragments will reward the patient toîlig ofthd
together and learned linguists aie rendering the Sge"orn
hieroglyphics in the language familiar ta the world of sPeeo l

of thougbt and of action. We add no commentarY ~
significance of those utterances wbich we bave bad trhav
,nîtted ta us imd atlon their interpretation ; nar haveywe endeavoured ta classify tbem according ta their u
their abutractness, their veracity or their profundit.v o

The following comprise the camplete collec 6ti
apharisms, wise thoughits, oracles, proverbs, and weiVdslil

ments preserved through ton thausand chaýnges, on the frag'
ment of a siligle tablet. Like the mystic collectîoD th,%
haros no tible until it was grathered juta the leaves t"Biblos," a Il Lible," or IlBook," sa these remain wi the 6d
namne until thoy taa will at soa future time be gatherbr
inta a collection whose formi wiit give tbem a tll
title.

Says the seer Cbaomen-d'aliran-Lavar:

2. There is no difference between truth and an 1
covered lie.

3. A hypocrite wouid always make a priest. 1
4. Were there no crime nor wrong there 'were

thougbt.
5. Be wise witb some, for ail men are nat foals.
6. Fear is nat the anly preventative ta desperati. jve
7. Thouglit behold the birth of ail language, it vl

when language dies.
8. There is no paetry in priosts and no fancy in oi

ticians. beï
9. A crevice may admit a lie, but truth Willb

tbroughi wails of steel,.hs
10. There is no limit ta the greatness Of hie'

ambition oquals bis opportunity.
11. The iatest hour will teachi us sometlîing new.
12. Let the mast foolisb suhject be the king-
13. A priost mnay be a virtuous man.
14. Neither love nar ignorance can be coninced,
15. We caîl hiîn virtuaus whose vice is hid.
16. Though slander have a silver tangue itsnoe

brazen ail the saine.
17. Thero neyer wag a thaught upan a throaie
18. Soine surgeons can cure as well as kili.
19. Thero is no reason whore tiiere is na th 1Ought'
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