
LABOUR.

The cost of life is labour: mien are horui
To wvork, not live: to act, not to exist.
Our errand here is wvrit on ev'ry hiand;
Eaclî suni proclainîs not day lutt work beguni
Tue cost]y liglît is wove for labour's dress.
A blush did ne'er betrav a baser dleecl,
Nor penalty ptirsue more daringy fraud,
Than abject shirking of the coinion fee
Whicli Nature lays on thiose whio sit around,
Tue g-reen-spread table of our Fatlher-God.

A straw for destins'! It is a streaiin
Whose course lies throughi the pre.seint and inay 1e
Directed as we w'ilI. Our acts fdrecast
A surer futtLùe than the horcscc.pe.
'roil gives a fortune augurs durst not tell)
And fate is w'ritten as our deeds dictate.
Whiat mealin wvhere Labour's credit is not gooçl?
XVhat cirment things doth lack his signature?
WxVat peaks biis airy footsteps hav'e notprse?

This is the Power that did wveld the worlds,
And fathoni .dowvn the star-lit gulfs of ight.
Tall as ambition lie, strolig as thîe force
That drives thîe circl'ing planlets on thecir course.
Als fromui the sterner regions of the iuortli
The chifly Mississippi issues for-th,
F1owvs, wvideiiimg, down 'muiid scenes -where Natture's biaud
Forever raised doth bless the siuiling land;
So toi], froin biarsh privations that distress
Thie winter-world, tends onward, to success.
And as the gyulf streaîui's felt far ont at sea
Our labours hiere affect etermity.
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