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Some few with tempered pleasure took their share
Of bliss, and bore their pain with fortitude,
Improved the paltriest trifies, and whate’er
Fell to their portion’ turned it into good.

And these behold their benefactor flee

And ¢he flushed boisterous young pursuer press
Hard on his track, with equanimity ;

For them no years can injure—all must biess.

W, M. MACKERACHER.

DAVID AND ABSALOM.

“Alas!  my noble bov, that thou should’st die !
Thou whao wert made o beautifully tair!
That death should gettle in thy glorious eye.
Andleave his stillness in this clustering hair!
Tow could he mark thee for the silendt tomb,
My proud Loy, Absalom!

.
“Cold is thy brow, my con; and T am chill,
A= tomy bozom 1 have tried to press thee,
How was I wont to feel my pulses ihrill
Like a rich harpstring—yearning to caress {hee ;
And hear thy sweet * My Father” from these dumb
- Andeold lips, Absalom !

“The grave hath won thee. T ghall hear the gush
Of music, and the voices of the young ;
And e will pass e in the mantling blash,
And the dark tresses o the soft winds flung;
Jut thon no more, with thy sweet voice, shalt come
To meet me, Ab=alom !

“And now, farewell. Tis hard {o give thee up,
With death <o like a gentle slamber, on thee,
And thy dark sin:—0h ! 1 could dvink the cup,
11 from thiz woe its bitterness had won thee.
May God have ealled thee, like a wanderer home,
. My lost boy, Absalom 7
—N. P. WiLus,




