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(OR UŽ'TR01)DEN WAYs).

By ' FI)ELs'l INGSTON.

WHERE close the curving- mountains drew
-WTo clasp the streain iii thecir einbraee,

\\ith every outlin.e, curve and hue,
lieflected in its placid face ;-

The plougbiman stopped bis tearn, to watcll
The train-as swift it th)undcred by;

Sone distant ghimpse of life to catch
He strains his eager, mistfül eyc.

iHis glossy horses mildly stand
«With wonder in their patient eycs,

As, througli the tranquil mouintain land,
The snortingi monster onward. flics.

The morning, fresliness is on him,
Just wakened from bis bahny dreamis,-

The wýayfarers,-all soiled and dim,
Think longingly of mountain streamz.

Oh for the joyous mountain air,-
The long delightfül Autumn day

Among the bis ;-tbe ploughiman thiere
Must have perpetual hioliday

And lie, as all day long hie guides
IHis steady ploughi with patient hand,

Thinks of the flying train that gfides
Into soine fair enchanted land,

Whiere-day by day-no plodding round
Wearics the frarne and dulis the mind ;

Whiere lufe thrills keen to, sight and sound,
Witl plough and furrows left behind.

Even so, to each, the untrod ways
0f' life are toucbed by fancy's glow,

That ever sheds its brighitest rays
Upon tIe page ive do noi know!1
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