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POVIY.Th !only thinig !NO, I alu wroî1g.

"1FAINr ANi% FAUIt
1 listenedi iii a raptître and 1 huard
Much sweetuî* thalt -Eolian Iîarp or bird.

0f parailise, that sings both iliglt antd tlay,
A lot'er's soîîg, Fio 8weet îniy s8-1l was stirred.
A lover's song, th1<t treînblinig through the air
Carne b)rokun iiritnkud and inissilng hure and there

The gentiust nlotes lied ied't UltIi tlie WUy,
Andi u'e the others lingered fraiit witli calet.
Boit in nty heart 1 hurd anothet' onig,
Whosu ecijoes shall resounl -oY Wholu life long,

Whosu ecijous shali îot die tli<ugiî in the toînbj
My hody lies ini ceil aînd fetteuis 8trong.

For in iny huart the Over-solol O>f lovu
Revealed Hiiseif in mnusic froio above,

So sweet, the inealiing of its glitduiess fnid its glo<tin
la ouly by the angels whispered of.

Andi what aithoughi the ielody bu tost
Upon thu deelp unkn'>wîî andi gonetintus iost?

Withjit a narrow soni there is tiot rooni
For ail, or for the pain wiuicl ail wouid eomt
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1.
C)Huait of hualrts '1 ,hu tendter, troue,

The loviltg alid the faittfi fLi jnt,
Thu oilly brother that 1 knuew,

Is titis thinue end

Struck down, wbi lifu jUst toUceui the flo<îd, -
We thoughit thy work was boit begunl,

B3egull;-a<( yet the onhy (4ood.
Hlath writ-'Tis doue !1"

Done, when the down was on thy face
Done,-.~wlîile the tlawit yet i)athied thy brow

Done,-.with tlîine owit aîtd itatühless grace,
Well do0ne,.. anti n0w

A louk of hait',-the oilly thing
0 brother, lef t to me of thee,--

By right of Mida iy soill's sole king,-
The kingliest heart of ail that be,

Or beat, benleatit the broad sun'8 raya
'Neath any soni, it axty sphere,

Tîtrough any nights, or any days,
In aily înoîîth or yuar!

The tendler lip! ihe lovuly uye,
The godlike breadth of brow above,

That voiced, buyond tise wild. world's cry,
A brother's deathiess love!

Anti show titue living ini tlty soltg,
Witit life tîtat grows Blot Old.

it.
i Thu pout !--ait, that tells it ail,

Thîou, heing this, c<tlii'st flot be less
1'than duar to nie, and dear to ail

i Who love true lovelinuas.

Yea, wltun mny work and I aru gone,
And dtou-e witlî Tinte,--its thumes anid things,

The eternal tiioughts shaîl still live on
That uchoed front tiîy striungs.

Ami meni will own the ilopuritti mliiî
That spaku insperial ti'uths, ani gave

Eartli hopus whuuh desplots shal Itot binti
XVitli edjut, gy e, or grav~e

VARNO THE BR4AVE:
A TALL c r in

îîxT''irLATE D). M., P'ERTH, N. il.

Ilindrtut bardls wuru it thtu hall$ tîf BItiduhs to Nvel-

itest oi feul i tue battle-fild. BlIt tlii sntgs, thongît10-1tt aind exultant received no fini ruspotise. Tue kintg,sittue liu lef t tîtu capital. liad 'ost lus dangliter. ait onîycîtili, andi inne coutld tellil aglt of bier fate, uxcupt that
sieiati 'tot buen seuj' front, tue îlay tituy iaul iiosteretitiercotittry's struîtgth to rupel tue fou, The bartds soolipurceivud titat the gunural feeling was il, sy'npathy witlstue r'oyal griuf, and, tjnickiy 4tuned their itarps to soundsof sorrow, But scarcely liif(1 tltuy stniîck a softer keytitan Brîtdus, waving bis l an id deîîîanding siluheée,

thus addrussed tisent
"Lut your song bu tif jo ttititixutl Priv~ate ilîsniiistt iit Clainti attenttiont Wieit tîîousands ssoîtld. qu-aif

tue cup of gladituas."
Again the harpa weru raiseti, antil agaits war's wiiImnlody slîook tîte halls. iThe (il,, deer oit tise (listantLonioiids utuiglît the soumd, ani bolixuded. away to, deepersolitudes. 'rTe Sontg was of'the usighty tieds of theuhiefs of olti, wlîo beat the Britoîts lpolit thteir Own fieldsaind conspeiled. the hanghty Roînlait to sink ]tis ureat bufo)re

thu lits spar. Brudus anîd lis eltiefs bent forwar<îanmi listenedl -ith pride toi the gallant ilucts Of their sir'es,ani, whunl tIse music euasud, raptu. 1 1 lai(it itespoku
thegent-a stisfactioit of cli. Agauît tîte kiîîg wavetîbis cri, antd addressing onue wvlo stood. itearest tise r'oyalseat, said, ' 'Corne ttow, E rie ; lias iny aged bar'd nothingîsew with wltiuh to, greet the retumu of bis lord ?"

Thte old mani started, titrew back itis grey louks anti


