YOL. 2.

WOLFVILLE, N. 8, APRIL, 1876.

No. 8.

Oriymal Poetep.
THE 'POET'S DREAM.

Qnco when I was fillod with sighing, wid carth’s dreary
mares lost,

Feém the decp, mysterious sl'ence, o'or my spirit
tempest tost,

Softly fell a tranco'd slumber, fell as from the heights
. etemal
BRavishment of thought and fecling, ravishment of sizht
supemal,

And my spirit was onkindled, as a ceaseless altas fire,
And strango chords of sphoral musle, bore my yearning
being higher.

And T saw with sight prophetic, barning vislon of the
Beer,

Forward, backward througk the cycle.of life's swift
revolving sphero,

Saw with slmplo- childliko wonder, vislons of high
< ~dmeplration, - =~
Unpercelvod by grosser
And atlast wy form grow brighter, ‘neath the rags ot
my hew sun,

Falntly past doath's foatstaps cchood, and Immortal life
" begun. *

P LT g

sonses; ol lessreined crostion. -

Fow, no longer-was I iidon, with the heavy moving
years.

And 1o longer wag my vision dimmed with quickly

falling tears.

And my itep was light and buoyant, with an andecaying
youtbh,
And I saw my Being traversing with God's eternal truth

A!l the mighty realms of tancy, and the latest ficlds of

L time,

All thought's cells of ellent labor, and the helghts of
heaven sublimo.

And my heatt by discords aching, to the juring damor
slept,

And In higher homes 1dea), by tho hand of song was
swept.

And my trembling tongve mado effortto transmit the

- spirits fire,

‘And my trerlitng hands ran wildly, o'er mp lolty
sounding lyre.

Bat th’ embodied sound flew sxiftly, floaled down on-
‘wingod sposch,

4nd "tho nations st0p-20 ligtan wheresoe'er s echoes
Toach,

1had waiked withman:ny brother, through the winding
. waysof Me, .
Thad minglod with the worlé, and £lt its slera relente

© . purified!

I had seon tho rale of passion, felt tho Despot’s fron
sway,

8etn the hopesof souls concentred, In the lmits of a
day; .

And the onergles mmortal wasted in the raoce for gold,

And the secthing flames of Manunun, o'er tho
spirlt rolled.

htagtad

Sooa tho strained cyc seck » beacon fame-fanied dres to
heaven roll,

Tidsal waves of mad ambition dashing free £rom pole to
pole.

,Lhad leamed men’s ways and manners, road hislife’s
mysterious talo,

Stood withia thoe sacted sflence of the svul's sscrotest
vale,

Oft haa thrilled my heart with sadness {or a burdened
brother’s tears ;

G had wept my plalntive dirges for his endlass woes
and fears.

.As a read upan the x2ountain answered to the changivg

wlnd, . .
pwsittrd, my Tt S oIEsE to-tHs passlons of the-
“mind.

Lo the dawn! 1{e's might; currents onward, opward
over roll, )
And thls a0 of wild tnreason rushes forward to its goal,

Break from swinging gates of orlent changing waves of
living light,

‘And the burnished bars of sunlight falling on retreating
night,

And the lines of wido convercenco meet In unity at Iast,
And the Syophunios oternal drown the disconds of the'
past.

Fot I trembled and exulted, for I £o't the dreamer wise,
As I saw the glowlag sealth, and now glorics that would
rise.

And my vislon wasnot ended on the dimhorizon's verge,
Nor my plumed soul backward basten by a mortal
refluent surge,

Lo! tho world red d forover® franchizod {rom long
bonds and fears,

TRaug through paths of high progressionup the mighty
yound of years.

Lovo the song of Saint and Angel, sang the deepvoleed
stellar cholr;

.Love upon tho glowlng heavens turned in chiaracters of
fire.

ADbd tho alr was filled with musle, ‘throbblng trom the

-harps of Gold,.
-alelodies of tho eternal through cach huart responsive
- .rolled.

Oh: thou glorlous Ago of Reawn, cimson swathed’

SKETCH FROM THE STUDENTS
PILGRIM'S PROGRESS.

It was only a fow evenings ago; the
vision is still fresh in my mind. It wag
in the sane roont whero often before tho
Fard lot of the student had been proven.
The slowly moving hours seened meving
doubly slow that evening. Books were
piled 12 disorderly leaps and ircegular
rows on- tho table.  Scratched and half-
written papers lay scattered about pro-
fusely. The comforable stove sang its
best ovening lay, as the greedy flame de-
voured the wood. The blind dropped
and sbut two students in, and a dark
rainy night out.  Work ! work! work!
O! hill of knowledge, thou art hard to
climb! But never mind, think not-of
this, before-us lies the hill. The nightis
datk and tho air damp and it affects the
systemr. The.heat. of:the lainp too makes. .
.the head weak, and the eyes of the travel-

Jer long for rest. A’ fow moments easo

may invigurate a weary pedestrian, up the
hill of literary difficulty. Thinking such
things, and half-dissatisfied with-the pros-
peet of such a journey, your student fell
asleep reclining upon-hislounge, and soon
what occupied his mind as ‘thought be.
came tho source of a peculiar dream,
Your student saw the hill of knowledge,

.and himself a weary traveller up its rug-

ged steeps.  Two principal guides were
given me for the journoy. These guides
had different offices assigned them by the
company who managed the afiuirs along
the road. The third guide (for there was
ono principal) we only saw occasionally,
and then ho addressed ws in such terse
language and Dbetook himself away again
so soon that e pever knew much about
the man. Tho moon shone clear on that
night, for it appeared night, and the Hill
was covened with hard stunted trees and
great unoven rocks, and ono could scarce-
ly pick his way along and not fall and
kil himself, o keep continually knocking
his chins against the sharp projections.
This scenos scemed :strange to e, and

| more s0 as I noticed that upon flat. por

tions of these xocks wereall sorts of strangoe
figures and -characters. s we: entered
upon this very discouraging rodd -T:broke:
silence with my guides, who bad up tc

losestrifa

*Art thon but apoct's vision T-Answes thou the Crucified.

this fime evinced very little symoathy for



