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SMILES.
I wa a lmue, a eeting mle,

ILike a faint gleam through Autumn's shade,
That softly, sweetly, did begulle,

As it around her dimples played.
What are smles, and whence their sway;

Umiles that, o'er the features stealing,
To the gazer's heart convey

AU the varied world of feeling?
What are milles?

o they dwell in beauty's eye ?
N! n h l

There isa a mile--the smille of joy,
Bright s glance of Mays fresh morn;

Apd one, that gleams but to destroy,-
'Tis the lightning mile of scorn.

There in a mlle of glow-worm hue,
That glimmers iot near ses of folly,

Pale and strange, and transient too,-
The smlle of awfol melancholy.

Like to the &ad and silvery showers,
V. "' o"""k, Faling in an April sun,on wavy lip-tihough nigh Is the smile that pity pours8eema the glancing charm they seek. O'er the deed that fate iia done.Where do they dwell?

ere ?-their home is in the mind; Dear In friendship's meetlng look;
8liles are light-the light of soul l As moonlight on a sleeping vale,Cht of mnany tinta combined, Soothing those the sun forsook,
And of strong and sure control. So does that o'er care prevail.

Smiles are light.


