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To thee- palest Phantoms
raiment, not like unto a gho
grave- lothes to appeal, but lik
ing from the skies to bless-
dare to speak, as through the 1
comles thy yet uifaded beas
while w-e canniot chjose but w
saie vision that ofiten glid]v-d b
ago in the wilderness, and at
voice vould pause for a little w
by, like a whte bird froi
unscared close by tic shepler
ing to trim its plumes on a kn
gl»i ! Death seems not to
face, pale though it be-life-li
of those gentle hands-and th
music which now we hear, ste
lips hushed by the burial-mo
the power of love, she stands
stood of yore. Net one of a
golden head was singed by
shivered the trec under which
for sielter froi the flashing sk
ment the blue light in her dew-
-and never igain did she b
or star. Yet all the images
she had loved remtained hl lier
distinct as the things themselv
tinguished eyes-and ere th
flown over her head, wihich, li
some fair perenînial flower, in
dew and surbshine, acnh season
higher and iigher in the lig
ber sinîging way through the N
by ber jy fuil self, led, as all b
they in so believing, by an ang
the primsir-ses peeped througi
upon the vernal braes, they se
selves into her Land ; and 't
hung longer unfaded round hc
than if they l.:d been left to
their native bed. The linne
lays, though lier garment to
stalk on which they sung. T
threaded lier way ilrough th
to croon in ber darksome tr
although just dropped from
cheerel h bher presence int
songZ, 11n1u isoutnted over lier h
b iir t ntn:hymnu. Al the

and ar maietyloved the
Wilderness-a ais for hums
namt ,. in their pity, their
deiglit, the U!iid Beauty of th

48o

S,11 iva- ant essly ehild, amnd lier mnîther 11O
TIHlE MOOR. divd iiing ier Lis-di. And now ber fther

1wru's olen'liuany cruel diseuses.' th"t
-eloth2d in white h tbe lives of the shepherds on the ills,
st risen with its wo, le ,-as poor. 0f ail word5
e a seraph descend- ever i l human lips, the M054 bIOscd
unto thee will we is-claritV. No manna now in the vilderneSS

rrtst ef'years batk rained ri crk laven -oy hi, mouths of the hdgr
dS, iieed it gving this our Christian land. A fer

-p, nuL tic AUlf- goats, feedir oneiof the rocks, gave thin 1ses 's ;
t-thore us Innt long ad the le for thein in echd neghils

th(, suns of' oar louse- eihbi tsoybl mides afir-as the saCredhile, and then pass dubty ane ro hevn--fr the muths o e

tye s-a, floating tie grateful c ild asay vish their prayerS.
p's head, or alilt- gOne eeding, rétrning to the but witblk

)II far up an inland usual song, she braned up tiher father's face 01
have touned that bis rushy bcd, and it oas oild in death. If she

lie is the waving s hriked-if sdc e fainted-there was but pooe S
e seaf, sweft, lo that heulr, ee Eye that saw her in ber s.V
als not sure from Not now floating light like a small moving cloud
uld ! Restored by -unwilling to leave the flowery braes, though it be

before us as she te melt in heaven, but driven along like a sbroud
Il the hairs of her of flying mist before the tempest, she came upo
the lightning that < us in the midst of that dreary moss; and at the
the child had run seund of our quaking voice, fell dow "'
y. But in a mo- clasped hands at our feet--" My father's dead

y eyes was dimmed Had the hut put on already the strange, dare
eold either flower desolate look of mortality? For people came
of all the things walking fast down the braes; and in a little wbile

memory, clear and there was a group round us, and we bore her
es before the unex- back again to ber dwelling in our arms.
re sumers had could she have lived-an utter orphan-in such c
ke the blossom of world! The holy power that is in iinoenc

heaven's gracious would forever have remained with ber; but in
lifted its loveliness cence longs to be away, when her sister, joY,
it,-she could trip departed; and 'tis sorrowful to see the One
vide wilderness, all earth, when the other bas gone to heaven! ThiS
elieved, nor erred sorrow none of us had long to see; for, thOugh
el's hand ! When flower, when withered at the root, and doo
the reviving grass ere eve to perish, may yet look to the carele5 e)

emed to give them- the same as when it blossomed in its pride,
was thought they leaves, still green, are not as once they were,
r neck or forehead bloom, though fair, is faded-and at set of $un' the
drink the dew on dows shall find it i decay, and fall unfelt on all its

ts ceased not their petals. Ere Sabbath came, the orphan child W
uched the broom- dead. Methinks we see now ber little fuiners'
he cushat, as she ler birth had been the humblest of the burnble;
e wood, continued and though all in life had loved ber, it
ee-and the lark, thought best that none should be asked tO the

the cloud, was funeral of her and ber father, but two0r three

o a new passion of 5 friends; the oli c!ergyman himself walked at the
e-td, as if it were head of the father's coffin-we at the head of the
creatures of earth daughter's-fortis was granted unto our exceed
Wanderçr of the ing love;-and thus passed away for ever t

au bei.gs, she was Blind Beauty of the Moor
monder, and their
e Moor !


