. And girdles -round her,.brow with leuves.

‘ “The pnmroso and weod-vidlét

Q‘o sing : her aome swcct. cmxzonet.

* "0'Radh] thy growing’ lontliness - :

THE EDUCA

ATIONAL1ST.

"SPRING.

A *flush of green is on the bough,
A warm breath pasteth in tho air,
Anl in the earth a heart pulse thero
Throbs undc.rucntb her breats of snow.

Ll(‘o'is'nsﬁr among the woods,
And by the moor, and by the stream,
Tlhe ytar as from a torpid drean
Wakcs in the sunshine on t.hu buds ;

Wakcs up in music as tho sonjr
- Of wood bird; wild, aud loosen’d rill,
- More, frequont froxu.,tho windy lnll
Lomes grccmug forest aisles along

AVakes up in beauty-as tho sheen
*Of woodland pool’tlid ‘gleams raceives’
“Phroughibright tlowers, ovordbraided leaves,
Of broken suulight, goldeu green.

She sces the- outlaw'd winter stay
Awlills, to gather after him
8now Tobes, frast-crystall’d dindem,

- Aad rthen-in goft showers pass awny.

Bjta would not ‘lnve rcugh winter well,
Yet,cavnot. .choose \but moutn hijm now ;

o wears awhile on licr, young brow
His’ gm—a g]cnming iclclo )

Then turns her, lmﬂng to ﬂm sun,
Upheaves hor- bosaw’s swell ‘to Lis,
And, in the joy of hig first kiss,

I’orgou for .eye that sterner onc.

‘0ld winter's pledge from her he reavés—
That ice-cold, though glittering spar—
Aud zones her withh o green cymar,

He tangles in her'shiidug 'hy'r,
' And tenchcs Ml breeres fiir

All promxsln« long smnmer houn, .
‘When she in his embrace shall lie,
'Undér the broad doom of Lright sky,

Ou niossy couches starr’d wizh ﬂowem

'l'ill ale ﬁm‘{leq ‘back again to him

+ The beauty. beaming. from. his face, - .
And, robed in Jight, glows with the grace

N

.0! Bdcn-palacet. chcrubnm.

Mrount our very hearts has thorwn
..An.undxmmedjoynnce all itk own,
And sunn'd us o'er, with happiness, , .

R e e

"MARIAN: CROSS.

All that dark, cloudy Kovcmber day I
had been listlessly gazing out at the sullen
looLmv sky, vainly hoping to get a "hmpse
ofa single ray of sunshme, or at least one
little, bright cloud to re]levc the general

" dreariness,—but no, it still kept raining,

raining. Turning moodily from the win-
dow, I caught up the fragment of an old
m.wspapcr and as I read the words, blot-
ted and almost effaced by age and use, I}

forgot the day was “ durk, and sad, and |

dreary.” In thought I went 'bnéL to the,
time when I made one of the merry group
at the old red school-house upon the hill.

I had scen the fading leaves of only twelve
Auiomns then, the-days all seemed bright,

aud very joyous to'me, yet Thad’ leamedi
that it was pot so ‘do all, T kney

.among  the youthful band who gathered

‘there day after duy there were some who
trod the life-path weanly—de.,palmwly
And as I read

“ Sho wvas not beautiful, poor girl,
Her figure ur her face

‘Had none of all the charms that givé
To maldenhood its grace,—

Ono of thoso boings upon whom
All sorrows scem to fall,

“Dyformed qnd homely, . |mor and sad,
‘And mind to feel it all,

the pale, sad, thoughtful face of Marian
Cross, came up beforo me, ng, seated alono
at her desk, she Industriously committed
‘to-memory lesson after lesson, heedless of
the busy nuin around her ; or, standing a
little apart, watched us in our noisy sporty
at play hours. Now and then our lively

sallies would cause a-fiint smilo to light

ap her face, but it quickly faded, and the
same mournful look would again tdke its
place. We sowetimes wondered why she
was sad, yet never paused to consider
whether we could do aught to make her
life more pleasant,

Once, at her request, I went with her
to her home, and from ¢hat hour her sad
face was no mystery to me. ‘T will ‘not’

| attempt to deseribe " that home,—I felt
if that its very atmosphere was cnough to

chill every joydus hupulse. I wondéred if
the sunshine cver cntered there,—-suro
was I that the sunshine of love never did,

| or it would-kave'béen a happiéf one. -

-HMer harsh, unfeeling, ' ‘initc'z’n_p‘oﬁ,oabe

futher; rough, clownish brothers, and
careless, selfish “sisters, had no sympathy’
for the timid; sensitive-'child; and her
patient, over-tasked mother had wuo time:

1to devote A het, and from 0{hers’ oy

She ncwr sought a umlo
To chccr her lopely heart
But by herself, with shrm‘llmg step,

~8he stmggleé on apgrt' <
After a time the,.gloomy old houée she

had so long: called her home!-wis ex-
chanfred for 4 pleas:mtcr one, but ‘more’
(rrce.z’olt. associations, or all the -rlomn"
beauties of earth that surrounded her, had
no powét to'bring happiness to hér dé-
sponding heart.” “There came also 2
change in the household some had found
other ]xemcs de'xth had' 'rcmovcd the
thitt once gat.hercd at the homestead only
‘Marian and her father,
Maiy 2 long, long du:y—yes, even
yeeks,—she épent them " alone, sorrowful
and disheartened:”" Friends ‘endeavored
to chccr “hef With words of hndncss and’
cncoumgement yot her palg cheok grew
paler, :her--step :slower, and ber slender
foqn boived bcncath tho sb.mg WCI"ht
of -orrow wvhxch rosfcd upon her’ young

heart slowlyq «urcly weariog herlife away:

The look: of yuict, pationt copdurance -
whieh was ever upon her face, we felt,"as
we stood beside her last resting plage,
camo not from & meeh, forbearing spirit,
or she would have waited patiently until
God called her to a happier world.

Poor Mariun ! she was slono in the
Lour of death; noue knew
came,

when it
A friend hearing that sho had been
many dnys alons, and wishing to spend a
little time with dier, cutered the house on
a beautiful autumn morning, and found
her  sleeping—slecping  the  penceful,
dreamless-slunber of death. By her'side

‘stood the cup that had contained the

deadly druught ;- the hand that prepared
it yet remained clasped over the heart,
which had ceased to beat; arownd the
cold lips still lingered a smile,—the weary
one was at rest.

In tearfol silence friends gathered as
they learned the sad story, but there waa

‘none that could answer tlio hulfuttered

words of inquiry that rose to every ip—
none but the Searcher of all Hearts knew
how deep was the anguish, how strong,

Jhow alluring the temptation which caused

her to commit the dreadful decd. Slow-
ly, sadly they bore hor to her last resting-

» | plice, gently they laid her down to réposo

‘beueath the green turf, and now but fow
can tell® - '

'thro bloqms the c1ovcr, white and red,
" That atine kindly' rears

‘To guard the slumbers of the child
d,: Of povcrt.y aud {eari,

T VERY Toucm\c. —Mr. Backus, the
editor of the C.ma.]ohane Radii, is a deaf
‘mate; bat how e]oquently he glves fvoice
to the language fof gru.f in 'the fullgwing
passage from his Tast paper; - 1

W’c cannot_this wock ‘Bl our usual

, colu.mn-—every time hitherto, before this,

that wo have sat n the'old place, to the now
re«rul.n- rccurrmfr duty, we have had dear
htﬂq ﬁnﬂcrs ramblmv along our “knces, or
making stray- snatches at the paper. A
little hcad nodding, ag it shook ifsicurls,
a mock o by-by, papa,’ " and turning back
sgain to ‘the eweet childish teasing.. But
now, alas! tho little fingers are no’ longcr

o here 1o little cyes ave dim with & din-

ness that shall neyer know tho old lustro
again,and the littlecurls are yonder,beneath
that sod that fvlemm so greenly ‘beneath
tho types and tho glunmerm wlnw tomb-.
stones,

3 .
PR

;I? Value the fnendshxp of him who

.k i

‘stands by you in tho: storm; swarms of

inseots will surrousid you inithe ayashine,



