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wam vanished away ; whiledark night liz upon
4z sacrad tumull, and from the dim, haunted
prest, that secemed to tremble at the sound, a
iad voicerephied : “nerer!’ When theecho
sl away, Arginiou lay stretched upon Was-
saicheul’s grave—the heart of the Sagamou
'sss broken.  Old Tonea's prophecy was ful-
Wied : the white gull kad jlown orer all!?

Peace to the red men that are gone!

faeir children are the pale sirangers’ scoff's
Tee heritage of their Fathers is a mournful
thought;

122 memory of their glory--a broken song !

cr @B
Written for The Amaranth.

CHILDHOOD.

Faeut vision of childhood, return yeagain,

[nen calmest my sorrows, and soothest my

pain;

Pa! bring me again the wild gladness of vouth,

Poen hope was my banner, arrayed in bright

truth.

é.::um yeagain! let me thoughtlessly rove

5 the mecandering streamlet that wound

through the grove ;

L2t me pluck the sweet flowers that grew wild-

Iy zlong,

b-1danceto the notes of the nigntingale’s song.

Lame, come and againletmewande ‘adreams,

-4 revisit in fancy the loved youthful scenes:

Faen my childhood passed sweetly, my days

were as bright

s the calm summer morn's gentle pate hght

*‘a! bright joyous hours—how swiitly ye

passed,

[otouched by misforiune, unfeit earik's cold
blast;

2en my heart beat as hghtly, my voice was
as gay [ter's law.

3 ihe sweet evenng notes of the wa songs-

ot ye, retutn ye, Oh ! bring 1o me now

¢ soft balmy zephyrs which fanned my
young brow ;

2! bring me the lost ones, which oft with

me roved,

more let mehear the sweet vorces Toved.

talas! they have fled, and iy childhood s

gone,
»more shall 1roveo'cr my youth's treasured
home—

ymore shall T list to the swedt evemng bell,
szt vimon of childhood, farewell—0l!
farewell !
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A TALE OF INTEMPERANCE.

“Thy drunkenness. v. uose vile incontinence

Takes hoth away the reason and the sense;

Tl with deep flowing cups the mind possest,

Leaves te be man, and wholly turns 1o beast ;

Think while jhou swallowest the capacious
howl,

Thou lettest in scas to wreck and drown the
soul.”

It was a bright and balmy morn in the
flowery month of June—the pesrly blossoms
of the hawthorn wreathed with the cnmson
buds of the wiid rose, flunz their rich odours
on the breeze as it swept the glittening dew-
drops from their leaves ; and the sweet melody
of birds rung forth from every spray, mingling
with the merry rush of sparkling waters, as
they sped on their paih, bearing, as 1t seemed,
in their glad waves, a song of love and praise
from every creature of the fairearth. Thesky
was clounless, and the Solden sunhght beamed
on all; cven the rugged.mounieins scemed
softencd inlo beaut¥. and the lovely valliey of
Glenallon looked loveher than ever, in the
brighiness of that glorioussabbath. Although
‘twas not yet the usual hour of prayer, already
tae kirk of Glenallon was throaged evenio the
very doors, and among the green hillocks of
the grave-yard were gathered old men whose
white hair and trembhing Limbs, told that ‘ere
long they would be lad by those who slept
around them; and children, their laughing
eves calmed nto serousness.  And the strong
and the beaunful knelt there with the chastan-
ed brow and mien befiiting those who are met
to hallow the chrnisuan sabbath.

It was 2 day of mingled sorrow and joy in
Glenallon. Their beloved pastor, the friend of
the aged and the guide of youth, he who had
long aliured and led the way to brighter worids,
avercome by the infinmues of age, was ts
day to resign the munistry 1010 younger and
abler hands. Sixty vears had passed since he
first stood there to serve ;n the temple of God.
Few who locked upon lum then, were yet
dwellers on the carth, sull there were some.
Sweet and holy were the words of the 2ged
pastor o the pilgnms of his own days—they
had secn the brightesi and thedeavest treasuzes
of their hear:s fade from before them ; the green
moss grew over them they had Joved, and the
days had come whea they had * no pleasurein
them.” But far beyond the things of time did
the pastor point—1o that brighter land. where
the blessed dwell in the fulness of that love,
whos: pcace passeth the undersianding of e
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