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Into bis car the beautiWul herald peurs the sweetest sounds of love. ',You are
weicurne here, and wortiîy. Yon have eariy w-isdum te break the bounds of super-
8tition, and te seek these grounds where suinier r.cver ceases, ai-d sorrow neyer
cornes. Ilail!1 and weicerne te the house of picaisure.> There seerned te be a
response to these words. The bouse, the tree.q, ani the v'ery air scemed te echo,
" liail! nad welcom-e." In the stiiiness which foiiowed, liad the victirn been lesa3
intoxicated, lie mighit have heard a clear and soiern voice which seemed te fall
straighit down froni heaven: " Corne net riigh the door ef her bouse. Iler house
is thic way t ibell, going down te the chani bers ef 1)eath."

It is tee late. Ile lias gone in-wbe shall neyer return. " le geetii atter her
straiglhtway, as an ex goetii te the slaughter, or as a tedl te the correction of tbe
stocks . .and knoweth net that it is fur lus lifeY'-II1. I. Beeclier.
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Tic changi ng seisons, as tlîcy pass c'cr earth,
Thern blooxa, brightness, beauty, ai-d decay,

Tewinter's chili, the suinnier's festive mirth,
The autumn's sadncss, and spring's verdure gay,-

Tiiese ail are iniaged in the inncr world;
In the mind's unknovn depthis their sliadows lie;

As a clear lake, by careicss breeze iîncuricd,
Refleets thc changes of the varying sk-y.

Hope is the spring-tinme ef the sou], wien lite
Wakes into beauty, biossoins scent the air,

And gives tlic promise ef a seasen rite
WXith nature's ciîoicest bounties, richi and rare.

Joy is thc sumnier, whien the hope füifiiied,
Giaddens the nuind, and bids ail care depart.

Beams in the eye, and, witli rich pleasure thrilled,
Sunslîine and nmusic overflew the iueart.

.Merory is autuinn, shiedding softened ligigt.
OVer the dear scenes et other happy years-

Robing c'en sadness in a vesture brigit,
And decking xirith ivitii hait regretfti tears.

Sorrow is winter; wiien tlir- flowcrs die,
The leaves are scattcrcd by the wind's rude brcatiî

And white and pure tic falien snow-flakes lie
OVer field ai-d vaiiey, like the robe et death.

Tt may be that soi-e tender flowcret ides,
In its wariîn covert 'neath, the nuantiing snoi;

Tiîinc oye perchance, sonie straying sunbearn guides
To look on iigi, frouin these drear reais below.

Thus sorrow keeps soine gcrm of future good,
To beonixi in beauty at somne hiappier day;

Tins lighit trom hecaven, in tiîy glooiny xnood,
Sheds o'er thy spirit its inspiring ray.

And as tue sunshine melts the winter snowv,
Se hîope's briglit rays revive the cirooping licart;

As spring's young buds ini fresher beauty giw
Se joy awav.,kes,z>a-nd grief ai-d care depart.

And if not hiere tixe xinter's chains arc riven,
Ther< is a land where they iill meit aNvay;

Perpetua.l spring and surniner dwell in heaven,
And autuin's brightness freed froni its decay.

Anon. Z
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