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The Poet's Fuge,
—Wﬁ:m;;:‘w..
Twilight.

BY ALYRED DAVIDEOX,

Beautiful twilight, how short thy veaper
reigaf

Boarco gmmifcst to view when thou doth
“wane ogain ;

Mantling tho szure domo ono moment to
[resid®

Wlthidbnntil)ing power infant of eveu.
tide,

Then nsturo amiling acems to be on all
around,

Wrapped in msjestio garb serenely and
ptotountd,

Whattb infucncing power i it belongs to

ee,
What in thy gentlo light isit we love to

ste?

tBeautiful twilight!" Lips breaths the sen-
teneo oft,

Whispt'md to solf alone with admiration
aoft,

9] Jlove to watch shee apread like some
seraph s wing,

Tho%s!:t pure and holy thou doth to fancy

Ting,

The f;mmred songster seemingly. waits for
thes, B

Then “rom some rural perch swells forth kis
notes of gloa,

?.‘clli;g his joyoas tale until I seem like

0,
C'nxmei by beauty's Iyre singing & praise
£0 thee 3
Peace ateals upon myeoul, and I forget that

life
In & vast field replets with torrow, painand

atrife,
Joy £ls my breaat, and 1 dream on,nor heed
the rade .
8hsdtow; that gather ruthlessly to in.
rude.
And thon art waning, sweet moment of de-

light
Dasper tho gloom descends, alas! this form
1 night.

—Writen for Truth,

A ravilled ra’nbow overhead

ots down to life its varying thread,

ove's blae, joy's gold, and fair between
Hope's abifting light of omerald green,
With cither side in deep rolief
A crimson pain, o violet grisf,
Bat bathon sare what tint 30 e'cr
Tho broken wreath beneath may wear.
It needs themnall, that broad .ond white,
God's lova may weave the perfect light,

Lost in the Corn.

A TRUE STORY,
IY U, ASHWORTIH TATLOR.

There are lilics pale and $all,
Pamnsics pu:ple, §old, and white,
Roses on tho garden wall,
Suminer blowsoms blooming bright.
What cares Molly for sl thesa
G:rden flawers? WEat are they,
‘When in harveat-ficids she sces
Colouzs twice ay fair and gay?
Marigold and mcadow-swoet,
COorn-flowera blus and poppies red ;
Axnd the golden o0rn ears meod

Over Molly's golden head,
Ah 1 the ficlds were ripo immﬁn‘g“
~Nhere they {ound thar 1088 oluld slecping.

Thoy aro calling Molly aow
In the garden, by thegate.
Where the heary aucflowess bow,
**Molly, Molly, it ix late I”
Far, far off thair voices soand.
Through high walls of waving wheat,
Molly wanders round and ronnd
Oa her littlo achiog foet 3
And tho cventog ahadows {all,
Aud the pay lark’s voics is damb 3
Faint and funter growa their call,
“Molly. Molly, Molly, coxmel”
And the ficlds wera ripa for respin
YVhtrs thoy found thesr loat chi?d ping.
It is harveat timo to-day,
And the poppies 3roop and die,
And sho lark haz flownsway,
And the reapiog folk go by.
Hmhl Amongtlogtlden whaas
Lica a tangled golden boad,
Folded handsan aniot {oet,
Faded Sowera, blus and red;

-

And in vain your kisnos fall,
Lily palo hor lips and dumb,
And gre wakes not though yeu ocall
“Molly. Molly, Molly, come 1"
Ah, the fielas wero rips for reaping
Yhere $hey found thoir Jost ohild sleoping.

Life’s Changes,
BYJ. M, C,

Of dear loved triends and distant bome
Tho shipwreoked mariner will dream.

8o turna the hoart whose hopes sro toss’d
By darkening teinpeats, and are loat

On life's meanderiog atroam,

On fanoy's wings my spitit soars,

it %charilhed xcenua to grest—

} Yeard s mother's gentlo voloe,
aat made sach kiudred hoart xejoioe,
B counsel mild sud swect,

T 2e6 ench dear fomiliar face

A= in youth's heppy day,

When gathered rourd the cheerinl hearth,
And bearts were full of joyous mirth,
Swift flew the houra away,

Tho playmate of these golden hours,
The ?riondlbi doep and true,

That gave to life & zest, a charm,
Whioh kept the youthful spirit warm,
Arise instrong revisw.

Butah ! the wind of oold deceit
‘Has withered mavy a flower

Of brightest hue and rarest bloom,
That shed Its lustre round the home
0} lile's firat vernal boar.

The same bright stars still deck the'sky,
With radiance ever bright, °

The moonbeams too atill a0°tly play
Q'er-all the earth, yet even they

Shed not so sweet & light.

The rippling stream though mourafally
Parsues its ample ravge ;

Those voble cedars of the grove,

‘Where sung the birds thelr songs of love,
On all is written—Ctango.

And ono by cne tbose fricnds have fisd
From home, perchanrce from carsh,
And vair delusive Hopo no mo-e

Can weave their garlands ss of yore
With joya of heavenly mirth,

A Waif from the Wreck.
S, k. Q.
There was a atorm last night; the minate

gan
Boog::hod like a knell along the startled
076 3
Hither tho tompest Laie
Weird ories which romsed from alumber
many & one:
AnAd yet 20 gloricusly roso the sun,
¢ might have been a dream, and nothing
more,

It might kave been, baut the roocks werc

higb,
And whers slie foundered there the brave
abip lay,
heir own dismanticd prey ;
Majestio atill, aud aa if 1cth to die,
Reoaring her riven mast agaiost a aky
Bright with the dappled clouds of early

Down cams tho fiaher-folk, awestrack and
And ;:d:v the aun-kissed ripples round her
o,
And men and womes sghed;
Bat tﬂ; fair moralng mudo tho childre:
]lsd;
Yor ;h;%m' the distant wrock small meanicg
Until ogo aimple token they espied;
Jaly a wave.-worn doll! which mautely
Fe )

Tidioge of death that apanad not iapoowncs,
Bat rathless dragged it henos,
There is a tie whan the wmoet trifling

ingn
Spsak to tho heart, and toach its inner

pring
With a atrange power, a piteons cloquence.
“o theas poar pappoet lips kavo muoh %

ny,
Even the children krow their atery well;

Do they rot drmbly tall
Of othor, lips, :aave rig'd now than they !

Lips that were Inughter-loviog yesterday,
Overwhtﬁmed and baried in the treacherous
awell,

Qocean! Thov dost resemble cruel earth ;
Thy wiles our dearest and our best do-
ntmig .
They atitis hopo and joy,
Then hide the act with mnockery of mirth.
Taon takuh t that which bhath the greater
wort
Taou givest back, perchance, a broken
0.
And thers aro those who in the Jdark
abyss
O & mcre mighty, more myaterious soa,
Brunding oternity,
Wrecked all too soom, their goal untimel)

miss ;
Thoj; leave bohind them some such walf
18,
And only ruin marks their memory,

Alas, for lives thus wasted ! lives laid low,

Eoanered by sudden terror of the nightl -
Qod olaimeth as a right

That for our time wo something better

shovr,

Earth's hoarded baubles crumble erse we
g0}

Good deeds alone are lasiing in His aight,

The New Birth,
BY HERMAN MERRIVALE.

God spake in a voice of thunder,
Of 0ld from Sinai'abill ;
And the myatic worCs of wonder
Tarill the belisver atill ;
Ho sces in the vaalt akove bim,
With the eye of faith alone,
Gemmed round by the souls that love him,
Tho great Creator's throne,

He nees,~—in the day of danger,—
Tho colomn of clond that led
Fr.m¢the and of the alien atranger,
Hi« Iiriel whom He fed s
And knows,—tho' his footsteps wander
Astray in a twilight laad,—
Thas his home is building yonder,
By the one unerring hand,

He s2en,—1n the night of peril,—
The piliar of fire that shone

Fsom toe balla of poarl and beryl,
To light God'a children on ;

And feels that straight fiom heavan
When the eye of sense grows dim,

8till & grander sight be given
To all who frust in Him,

QOa the pags of the mighty Ocean
Ho reads the mightiar stil),
‘Who carbs its resticss motion
By the law of 1lis royal will
Aug while ia its courss diornal
It murmurs, or -ing. OF Taves,
He lists to the voice Eternal,
Io the larguage of tho waves.

Ho marks the plants arouad bim
The throts ¢l a Lifo their own,

Whils the wordless worlds that bound bim
Whisper their undertons,

From the hawk ard the hoands yet cliarer
Heo hears the secret fall

‘Which nearer to bim and nearer
Briogs tho great God cf all,

To the leavea that blow an3 perish
In the space of a ainglo bor,

As the loves that most we cherish
Dio liks tho frailost flower,—

Ia tho living things whese living
Withers cr o'cr they bloom,

Ho reads of the great thankagiving
\Which breathos from the open tomb,

The bright spring lcavea rttnrn'm'g
To tho atem whenes sutuma's foll,
And thoe hoart of summer burning,
To changs at the winter's ypell,—
Tho yoat that sgain repasaes,—
Too grain that agiin revives,—
Are aigoa on the darkencd glasses
That bar and bound cur lives,

I know tho glass must dazken
To my visicn more and mcrs,
Yrhen tho wazk car atraina to hearken,
Yhea the faint oye glases o'er;
an the glmdxlgﬂl ux:no}i: ;nd shiver,
noe kisecd by the fightiog breath,
Ana thoe light bayond tgbo Bazvor
Shine full in the facs of Death,

Strong.vet in & strong affection,
Walook to the gnlden priwe,
When a mightier Rusurseotion
8hall burst on the doabts of Time ;
And the thoughts of all the sages,
LUike tho waves of the fretful main,
A% (Lo baze of the Reck of Agea
Shall foam and fumoin vain,

———

Wintes,
BY 0, C. AURINCGER,

O winter ! thou art not that haggard Lear,

With stormy Leard and countonaunoo of
woe

Ravirg Qmm’n. or dumbly croucbisg low,

1n hoary desolation mccked with fear.

To mo thou art the whito quecn of the

year,

A stately virgiu in hor robes of snow,

\Vith royal lifliss crowned, andall aglow

Withl holy charms and gems oclustial
clozr,

Nor dost thou coms in harron mijesty,

Thon hast thy dower of sunbeame thrice
reficed ;

Ver toagless, but with cheerfal minstrsley

Raung {rt&m the singiog harp-strings of the
wind,

Angd ah, with auch awset drcams—such vis.
ions bright,

Of flowers, and birds, and love's divine de.
ligat 1

—[Century Magazine,

B

ALBUM VYERSES,
Comprising] Choloe Footical Aelection
for Autegraph Albums, Christmas
and other Cards, amd
Valentinos.

C ing to those whao oling to you.

In the end there'd bo but precions few
Wi en they aro tried and truo;

3o cling to thoao who oiirg to you,

——

Dear girl, I will mate 1n voy beet one

3

'Tis l(:r:xl'y to show you my frienc hip is
thine ;

Ax lozg as the heart in my bosom ahall

beat,
The throb of pars friendship for thee 'twill
repeat,

Farewell: bow oft that sonnd of sadoess,
Like thoroe of a-rrow pierce tho heart,

And hush the barp tones of its gladness,
Aund toar the bleediog chords apart,

Farawell ! and if by diatance parted
Wo see cach oiher’s faca no more,
Ah | may we with tho fatthfal.hearted

Meet Leoyond this partirg shore,

Hnurs arsgoldea lioks, God's token,
sachicg heaven bzt ono by ono,
Tako them laas the charm bs broken
Ere the pilgrimags ba dene,

B coutent with thy lot,
Though it meay bo 1mall,

Each must bavotheir share,
Ono cannot have all,

If we only doall the gcod wa can.
Thongh our ways lay far asunder,
1f our sonls grow purcr and ourlives more

grand,
We aball aurcly meet up yender,

I moast s'noerely with that you

May havo mapy fricuds, sod who

No matt:r what you're pasaiug through,
1Vill atick as clcae as good strong glas,

Lile's a jeat, and all thiogs showas,
I thoushe to caco, and now 1 inow it,

1Will ons wandericg thunght of thine
Reat its rapid fight on me?

Or to forgetinlness conrigm
The lricnd that loves to think of

thee.
Ahtsuro thy fancy oft will dwell
On scenes wkich orco wore dear 8o

theo;
And when these lines you chanos %0

Yon u'niling will raxomber me,

Indusiry is icrtane’s right band,
And frugality its companion,




