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<j ias sixice cross'd o'cr the river, Thougli to othier lands 1 ivandor
* Aid left us, whio are here below. Aid no more t]îy beauties sec,

Still nover shial be forgottenl
HeU lias eoile where liîere's no twilighit,JostaIhvekonnth.* Bu+ ail is wozîderoub day, osta1hvekwnitec
Where Chirist hiimsoif is the risîng suit, To tlhy dells *shial meinory bind ine
Aaid the streets are gold, ilot dlay. Evormore-withi nystie sped;

k. e trworhis grave rare iw'sSadly nlow I gaze behlind me, -
We mnoistei tlic grass withi mu' tears; aeo uvxfr he ellt But oir lmer lias been transplantcd >______of ____________________ll

ý To the garden of et3rntal years.

I{ow many homes are desolate, (0 U MAISLTRIYJUtA.
JXoiv maxîy hiearts tlxat nmlourin HENRY GDDFIELD'S WIFB.
V )er the iieniory of loved omies calcd away,
And laid in their liîeiy bourmie, WyCale l redhwd oBut weep, not as forever, Wm Chriodfedow oyu

God iasa pomis giendu \Vhaýt a strangeryou are !Haven't
if wu but se~rve hii liere beliw, -seen. you for y eurs. When did you corne
We ail shall meet in Heavemi. to, town ? Where are you stopping V"

Anmd wvhen wev're safeiy amchored cried _flarry Oddfield, as lie unexpectedly
On tuerock f Everioremet his old friend, Charles JIasiig, ih

Ve'il send tlie boatuian baek agax, liad just rteturiied fromi far-distaûit India,
Fur those wlio are on the shiur<. 'v1îere be had been for several years, ad-
Anld when they, too, have lamîded, ding guld to gold, iii mecrcantile pursuits.
To maeet the ioved ones gone before, Hie liad been very successful, and had
And to join the anget band. now returned to hisnative town, to, enjoy

* LILLIE 'VAILE. his wealth among early friends and as-
sociates.

THE VALE OF 2MUR EN. Amsern lis friend's questions, as
rap~idiy as they were asked, lie, in lis turii,

ni- G. V. L. hlad iiany iliquiries to, niakre, as they
In tlue -"overiasting sumîisîie," -walked do,,ni the street together. Ilarry
vVitlî its bri-glit aid geiinal skies, wvas on lus way to his store then, but

Breathi? gaeChsiy weîes Garlos aeceptedhis invitation to cali and
Yon green vale of MNIorvenl lies. talk ovèr old times at hi.- home. I arn

1-oZ[lvD ht pto euy anxious to introduce you to rny wife.Tlongule fmoal se'er o eau til Did you know I -%as rnarried ? Oh, yes, I
YetI g imdlld b duy,-have got the dearest littie wife in 'al

Vale of _Morven, fare tluee weîl. Christendom, said Harry Oddfiold, as they
partod.

Sleeping iii the clouds of Ucavon, Yes,' Charles IHastings knew hoe was
Are thy inountain sumiuits sec», mnarried. L had heard fromt a friond.
And thy nurin'ring, waters-dlowing that llarry Odilunforttulate man
Midst ineadlows of fairest grecn, that lie wa's; liad mnarried a liter-ary wvo-
Land of aromatie bow ers, 0man. Oh, how hoe pitied hini ; bound for
Shady nlook and summny delI, lîfe to one 'who, niegleoting hoer hoine and
(4orgeous fruits and fragramît floweri,- lier houselîold duties, devoted ail hertimio
Vale of Morven, fare thlee well. to books aîîd îapors.

IEn imagin ation, h3 lad alreadypioturedl
Thiero thme lovely mmaid of Lora that home, oheless aid uninviting, that
Softiy tunes lier sweet g.îtar, wvife, untidy iii attirc, carimîg nothing for
\Vhile licr blue oye rioh iii beauty, lier hiusband's Coniort or happiness, only
Twinkies like the eve*immig star. big]iing for the admuirationî and praise of
As the motion of the billowr the outside, wonld.
ILS lier b)osomîii's gentie sweîî, Hie should like. to caîl on Harry; it
There let miy hecad fid a pillow.- would be pleasaut to go back wnith 1dma,
Vale of M-ýorven, fare tîîoe well, in thouglit, to the old days, with their


