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But yields the fruits of Chirist's own life once more
Eachi spot seenis eniptier now wvhere lie did corne,
In office, street, or place of trade, or prayer;
But O, hiow mnuch more empty seeins the home,
Wlhere the loue widow sees bis vacant chair!
The streams of life will still kieep on thecir flow,
And sumuiiier songs wvill follow w%,inter's psahn;
But not agyain to hier wvill come the glow
Since that Ilgcoodl ni(yht,> and then the settled calm-
So sudden-"« lie mvas not, God took himn;"
And far up lie heard the Il \1elcome," and, Il well donc."
His doubts were over, liçihwais no more dlir,
His figlît, w'as £oughit, the Ilvioto'ry "* was wvon.

W. IL. PORTER.

*The last word that in rcadIing( lie liad ever undlerscored, -%vas ])r.LGorlIon',s

lust word, " dcto>ry."

AoeDE.

(POEsY,-loqttitui.)

A body of beauty is mine.
O poet, miaker of me,

Witlihold not, the breathi divine,
The soul of truthi that, niales free.

Fair forin in repose for a day
(Tie body of bcauty of me)

Withi the pulse beats of life a~wy
Is wvell, for beauty and thiee.

Yet give to nme life ail aglow,-
Not ïa dcvii o-f darkness to bliglit,

But a love-lit soul pure as snow,-
Beckon mnean angel of ]ighit.

Abody of beauty is mine.
O poet, naker of nie,

Inbreatlie withi breatlîings divine,
Or body alouîe let it be.

TiEODOXE H. PRAND.
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