
28 ,,rHE ACAIYIA ÀTIIENAUM.

Liglit its lier atep in the cottage,
A&nd sweet lo ?her volce, like a bird;

.And utt in the pauses of labor
lier ilute-liko gong la board.

Iler cyce were liko pools of the mountaius,
And 'neat;khobr hoznely go"'îî

rer beart boats truc nnd tender,
As any ln Boston Town.

1have told et tho flush of inaanizod
Andi girlhiood'r. wluning grace,

You need ne higlier calculuas
To help yen selve the case.

For the golden wand tl:at scatters love,
May let its bleselng fail,

As well beside the hovol door,
As iu the marble hall.

And the hearts of the loyal cousins
Who had shared in clîlldluoode joys,

WYho bent abeve the sanie tomn book
In the old sclîool room as boys.

Aw ok o, a strouger throbbing,
And a new pleasure came

When tlîey caught lier glane@ by the way.iide
Or heaud lier speak their naine.

lier words were àweetCand tender;
To bier girlieli nature truc,
ie was kind te ]Roland Fraser,
Yet srniled onHBarry, tee,

Till the new love, warr and glewing,
And beatingr deep and strong,

Cast eut the quiet friendahip
Tlîat lield their heurts se long.

And the flaming breath of passion
Erad scerched each nienîry gieen-

Yoù kuow liow bitter friendls.ruay gro%'v
'Wlen a girIls love cernes botween.

Side by aide ln the cutting
Their picks ring eut as one,

But the theuglits cf their hecarts aîo bitter,
- Ail the old days are donc.

Yeni iwep, ye wivcs aud mothers,
Yeu weep, ye sisters truc,

Toeu vring.yeur bauds, ye damscîs fair,
For those who cherished yen.

And tIre' year's tears cry strongto God,
Ifyen have leamned te pray,

A, hoavier vioeceau neyer corne.
Than sautes yeur seuls this day.

ÀAthousand heirts are still witli droad,
.A. tousand checks are white,

The sound tînt minore ýknow tee well1
11a told its message rigît.
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And ali tho villages boyond,
Frein Drummond te the son,

Knew ivell that voice, It wakes ngain
Tu blast of 'sovenity-thiroo.

Tu ail the citles ef the land
Ilitvo passoci the awyful linos,

That tfi ty mon are lying clead,
Deep doivu In Albion Mince.

The first Nvild flood of grief lins ebbecl,
Tueo flrat great liTor fled,

The broi liearted nieuruers,
Go dovwn to seek thoir doad.

Lylng thore, whero tlaey labored
Sie by Bide to tho close,

Lay the bodies of Roland Fraser,
-And lus cousin, Barry Montrose.

With their armes about enicl ether
iii a brothieils cloqa ernbraue,

And a calm and a quiet beauty,
On eneli dead, pallid face.

For Nwhen the death-blast shook the mine,
qAad they knew that nover more

Tlueoî* eyce sliould liail the liglit of day,
Save on the golden shore;

Thon woko again theîr childliood's love,
Tlîoir boyliood's friendship strong,

'fli warm, heart currents leaped te life
That liad been bound se long.

.And frein that common love they bore
Te lier, whose face no more

Shotild bld thein, in the eventide;
A ,v elcorne at lier door.

rhere sprangr a hely tenderiioss,-
There rose before their eyes,

The land tliat knows ne wooing,
No lovors tender tics :

And for fier days of raourniug,
There rose the zemmon prayor,

That God wvould lot 'hie Comfort fli,
Into the shadow there.

And hand in lmand li1ke brotiiors,
They passed te the liglît aboe,

Wldgthe dloser togretlier
]Jound by the conîron love.

'But Lucy sits ini tho Éshadow,
To lier girlieli nature truc,

:She grioves for lier iover Roland,
Yot wceps for.Fiarry, tee,

Yes, tlîe stroots ,ue poor and dingy
And the bouses low and brown,

But love aîîd grief nîay tarry there,
As well u. ini Boston Town.


