
flLINDNESS-WVE WVERE TOO POOR To PAY.

XII.

Since then, a grenier hero foughit and perislied,
Within a silent room ;

A.nd, as our Goethe foit that ail he chcristhcd
Was sinking into gloom-

As, o'cr his features stole the fatal pallor,
Hoe looked abovo and cried-

In echo of that prayer of Grecian valet-
"More light, 0 fLord !" and died !t

XIII.

That cry is mine, my friend! but uttcrcd vainly-
The car of Heav'n is dcaf !

And 1 may perscvcrc in prayer, insancly,
And win no truc relief !

Close up the books-for grim and gliastly darkness
Fias scttlcd over al-

Mly seul is wrappcd for evermorc in starlincss,
Within this funeral pal!

XIV.

Farewell, once more, spice-islands of my childhouat
Where 1 have lingcred long!

Farewcll the glories of the vale and wildwood-
The laughter and the song !

Farewell the sunny picasures you inherit- -

For 1 am driftin g forth .
My hclm descrted by my Guardian Spirit,

Mly prowv unto tho Northî

JOSEPII BRENAN.

New Orlcanis, October 6tb.

"WE WERE1 TOO FOOR TO Pi Y.">
Yes, it was a lovely spot-that village graveyard ! such a one,

I fancy, as inspired the 41E!egy in a country church-yard."1
There was less pornp and show than in our city burial places, but
what of that-as Jeremny Taylor says, clWe cannot deceive God
and nature, for a coffin is a coffin, though it be covered with a
si-mptuous pail." So a grave is a grave, though it be piled over
with sculptured marbie.

T'aen that little girl ! Hlow her image cornes up before me-

t The dying words of Goethe wverc-"i More light! 1 More Iight !"-tlie stublirnest
idetth-Utterance 1 arn acquaintcl vith.


