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MISCELLANEOUS MASTEIJPIECES.

Once more on the deck I stand,
Of my own swift-glMiiig craft:

Set .-iud ! furewell to the land
;

^Tho gale follows fair abaft.'
We shoot thniiigh the Hparkling foam,

Like an ocean-bird set fri'o, •

Like (be oceun-bird, our home
Well lind far out on the sea.

The land is no longer in view.
The clouds have begun to frown

;
But, wiih a stout vessel and crew,

We'll .say, •' Let the storm come down !
"

Athi the song of our hearts shall be.
While the winds and the waters rave,A bom;> on the rolling sea !

A hi'e on the ocean wave!
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THE BLUE AND THE GRAY.
BY F. M. FINCH.

Born in Ithaca, N. Y., 1827.

nobleTe.H[n!^n,7r'"'" I'*"
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''''"^" themselves impartialin t eir otrcrings made to the memory of the dcul

1 hey have strewn flowers alike on the u^n ves ol' ieCoulederale and of the National soldiers.

y the flow of the inland river,

Whence the fleets of iron have fled.
Where the blades of the grave-gra.ss .miver

Asleep on the ranks of the dead:
Under the sod and the dew,

Availing the judgment day

:

Under the one, the Blue,
Under the other, the Gray.

These in the robings of glory.
Those in the gloom of defeat.

All with the battle-blood ijorv,

'

In the dusk of eternity'mee't :

Under the sod and the dew.
Waiting the judgment day;

Under the laurel, the Blue,
Under the willow, the Gray.

'

From the silence of sorrowful hours,
The dcso'ate mourners jjo.

Lovingly laden with flowers,'

Alike 'or the friend and the foe:—
Under the sod an(i the dew,

Waiting the jndirment day

:

Under the ro.ses. the Blue,
Under the lilies, the Gray.

So, with an equal splendor,

The morning sun-rays fall,

With a touch impartially tender,
On the blossoms blunming f »r all ;—

['micr the sod and the dew,
Waiting the judgment day;

Bmidered with gold, the liluc.

Mellowed with gold, the (iray.

So, when the summer calleth,

On forest and held of trrain

With an eijual murmur fulleth

The cooling drip of the rain . -
Under the sod and the dew.

Waiting the judgment day;
Wet with the rain, the Blue,
Wet with the rain, the (Jray.

Sadly, but not with upbraiding.
The generous .leed wa^^ done;

In the storm of the years tli.it are fadin"
No braver battle was w(m :—

°'

Under the sod and the dew.
Waiting the judgment day;

Under the blo.s.soms, the Blue,
Under the garlands, the Gray.

No more .shall the war-cry sever.
Or the winding rivers be red •

They banish our anger forever
When they laurel the graves of our dead I

Under the .sod and the dew.
Wailing the judgment day;

Love and tears for the Blue.
Tears and love for the Gray.

ROLL-CALL.
BY NATHANIEL V. SHEPHF.IID.

Born in New York, 1835 ; died 1869.

ORPORAL GREEN !
" the orderly cried

;

"Here
!

" was the answer, loud and clear.
From the lips of the soldier who stood

near

—

And " here I
" was the word the next replied.

"
^JJ^^ P^^'^ "—i^c-^ a wlence fell—
This time no answer followed the call;
Only his rear-man had .seen hitii fall,

'

Kdled or wounded, he could not tell.

There they stood in the failing light.
These men of battle, with irrave, dark looks,
As phnn to be read as open books,

\V bile slowly gathered the shade.s o.f ni;^!'

The fern on the hillsides was spkshed with blood,
And down m the corn where the poppies grew


