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divine illumination which makes hlmn
the appreciative reader of God's great
poems.

Whether, therefore, we look within
or without for the existence of God~, or
take the broader view of His universat
presence; and whether we search for
Him in the moral laws within us, or 'in
the physical laws without us, we me.st
perceive that the source or miedium of
our knowledge of Hlm is that portion
or counterpart of Himself which He has
placed within us, and through the pos-
session of which we are made only "a
litie lower than the angels."

CHARLES M. STAIBLER.

%VHITTIER*S LATEST POEM.*

The fallowing poemn by Jolhn Greenleaf
Whittier was read at the Haverhili quartcr-
inillenial celebration:

HAVERHILL, 1640.1890.
O river winding ta the sca i
We cail tbe aid lime back ta thee;
Froni farest paths and water-ways
The century.waver. -- il we raise.

(;ane sîeepied town and cuitured plain,
VTe wilderness returris azain;
The drear, untradden solitude,
The gloamn and mystery ai the waad.

Once mare the bear and panther prawl,
The wolf repeats bis bungrv bawl,
And, peering tbrough bis lealy screen,
The Indian's copper face is seen.

We see, their rude.built huts beside,
Grave men and women arixiaus eyed,
And wistful yauth remembering stili
Dear hames in England's Haverbill.

We sumnmon forth ta martal view
Dark Passaqua and Saggahew-
Wild chiefs, wha awned the niighty sway
0f Wizard Passacanaway.

Weird memaries ai tbe border town,
By aid tradatian banded dawn,
In chance and change belare us pass,
Like pictures in a magic glass-

The terrçrs of the nidnightraid,
The death.cancealing ambsiscade,
The winter march thraugh deserts wild
Of captive mather, wife and child.

Uh i hieeding hands alane subdued
Thec sterri and savage solitude,
And every srep the settlers trod
Witb crinisan staîned the virgin sod.

Slow front the plow the woods mithdrcw,
Slawly cacb year the corn lands tgrew;
Nor lire, nar frost, nor foc could kill
The Saxon energy of wlll.

And neyer in the hamlet's bound
Was lack of sturdy nîanbood, found,
And neye: failed the kindred good
0f brave and helpful womnanhood.

That hamilet now a city*ls.
Its log.built buts arc palaces,
The cow.path which the fvuniders knew
Is Trafflc s hrick-wailed avenue.

And far and wide it stretches stili,
Alang its southward slaping hili,
And nverlook-, on either hand,
A rich and many-watered land.

And gladdeiting ail the landscape, fair
As Pison was 10 Eden's pair,
Our river to its valley brings
The biessings of its mauntain spring.

And nature bolds, with narcwing space,
From mart and crawd, her old-time grace,
And guards with fondly jealous arm%
The wild growths af outlaying farms.

Her son sets on Kenoza fali,
Her Autunin leaves by Saitonstai,
No lavibh gold cari richer make
Het eloquence of bul and lake.

Wise was the chaice which led our sires
To kindie here their tbausand lires,
And share the large content of al
W~hose lines in pleasant places faîl.

More denr, as years on years advance,
We prize the aid inheritance,
And ieel, as fat and wide we roani,
That ail we seek we leave at home.

Our paims are p;nes, our oranges
Art apples an our orchard trees;-
Our thrushes are our nightingaies,
Our iarks the blackbirds of our vales.

No incense which th Orient barris
Is sweeter than our hilÊside ferris;
What trapic spiendar zan outvie
Our autumn woods, auir sunset sky?

What if th,! old idyllic ease
Seenis loL in keen activities,
And crowded warkshops iii replace
The hearth's and farm fleld's rustic grace?

No duli, mechanic round of tail
Life's marning charin cari quite despoil;
And yciuth and beauty, hand in hand,
Will always find enchanted land.

No task is iii where banri and brain
And skill and strength have equai gain,
And each shall each in honor hold,
And simple mnanhood outweigh gold.


