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" . Why.do I Drink?

* zos0 highwup: abovg-the-waters... +Lhe poar. fellow
wttesod p.shrill and pier cmg’Sbnek—a hrielt \Rhggh = You drink becanso your tn'nd cannot
soomed.to bo.the yery embodiment of horror, and whigh , Upon ftecif rely ;
rang-in the oars o”!ig“ghipm{}teﬂ for days, and mo_x}\hs - Becnuse you hava not strength of will
“and years afierwards,  He then sank beneath the wh-f 0"1‘;: paieon élu%hs;n": f:{s:) e
iers, and wag niover séen again. v ol gond R bt
The maid top-sail was laid aback—1he fuarter boat And sy, docs pesce and culm o'er come
‘was lowered and. manned. Mr. Ringbolt himsell Amid wine's eparkling flow ?
" sprang into the stern seats and scized the tiller, and the
-boat was shoved off and pulled in the direction of the
ship’s wake whore Amos was last seen-—-but no trace
of this miserable victim of tntemperance could be found.
The waters which had parted to receive him, were
now closed -over him—aud not a rippls remained to

mark the-spat«

You drink becauso you wish to drown
Tho thoughts that inwnid goad;

Because you'd fain destroy the thorns

* That wonnd around life's rond ¢!

But are there not upon that puth
Some sweet and lovely flowers,

Whose fragrance nnd whoso loveliness
Might cheor your lonely hours ?

Such.&\{ns»l);e»fdtq.of,Amds Chauncey !

N e e,

led Flowers,

Y RoBERT NICOLL.
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" Beautifu) children of woods and fields!
- That bloom by mountaih streamlety 'mid tho heather.
Orinto:clusters, ? nedth.the bazels-gather,
Or whers by hoary rocks;you make your biclds, .
" And sweetly flourish on through summer weather—
RS I )ove ye ail?

- Beautiful filowera ! to mo ye frostier socm.
From the Almighty hand that fashioned ali,
Than those that flourish by a garden wall:
‘And'I can imegine you as in e dream,
, Pair, modest maidens nursed in hamlets small—
- I love yeall!
Beautifal gems ! that on tho brow of carth
* Are fixed,.as in a queenly diadem:
Though lowly ye, and most without a name
Young hearts rejoice to sce your buds come furth,
Aslight erewhile into the world came~—
an 1 love yoall !
e k)
Boautiful things, ye are, where'er ye grow !
< The wild red roce —the speedwell's peeping syea—
* _Our own blucbell—the daiey, thet doth rizs
Wherever sunbeams fail or winds do blow § .
Aud thousands more, of blessed forms and dyes—
. .. X leve yoalll
Beautiful nurslings of the eatly dew !
Fannedin gouc loveliness by every breezo,
And shaded o'er by green and arching trees :
I often wished that 1 were one of you,
Dwe@ing afar upon ihe grassy lcas—

2 loveyeall!)

Begutiful watchors ! day and night yo wabke!
The evening star grows dim and fades away,
:&n.d mornieg comes and gors, and then the day
Within the arms of night its rest doth take ;
But ye are watchful wieresoever we stray—

1 love ye all !

Beeatifv! abjocts of the wild bee's love !
The wild bird joys your opening bivom to ses,
And in your native woods and wilds to be,
All hearte; to Nature true, ye strangely movo;
¥e are 80 parsing fair—s0 pacsing free——

I love ye all

Beautifal children of the glen and dell—
The dingle deep~the moorland stretching wide,
And of the mussy fountusin’s sedgy side !
Yo o’er my heart have thrown a lovesome spell ;
And thoogh the worldling, scorning may dertde~
Iloveyonllt -

. ———— e

Tako heed, lest plucking out the thorns,
The rose be scattered tvo,

And chrushing thug the beautifu?,
Thy paine begm anew ;

Aro there no lies upon the earth, |
Savo those whose joy has fled, R

To win from you the gnblet’s power,
And vobler feelmgs cthed ?

You drink beeause tiie revsi’s mirth-
Imparte a sodial glow;
Because your mind can then forget .
lis agony of woe! -
Becaus vou deem 1t brave to think
You thus control the strife,
The mitery and the sufferin
That ever haunts your Jife !

But in the watches of the night,
In silence and alone,

O comes not memury then to fill
Her ever potent throne ?

You cannot quench the burning flams,
That tortures then your heart,

It only burns mure bright and fierce,
For being crush’d jn part !

O ! montal, who would bravely stand,
To sce your life blood gush,

Yet meekly buw your spirit’s might,
Belore the bowl's foft flush !

O ! coward heart ! gird up your strength,
Dagh off this tyrant cham,

And by the conquest of youraelf,
Be godlike once again !

¥ou drink, because the glowing hopes
You built on woman’s faith,
Have turned to ashes in your heart,
And darkness worse than death ;
Because the altar of your love, .
Is now no holy shrine;
But think you that its holineces
Can be restored by wine ?

if sho {ou loved be fulse end vsin,
Will it not trivmph be,

To sze you on yuur downward courss,
And watch your honor flee ¢

Will ehe not know she atill can wield
Her power v'er your soul,

When e’en her imnge makes you seek
For comfort ia the bowi 7

And theto are some upon the earth,
That o'er yuur weakness weop,

Fou have no right therr lives to shade,
Their hearts in rorrow steep!

Take courage ! never ’neath the storm,
Bow down your suff'ring head ;

For though the =louds be thick and dark,
The sunlight is not fled !



