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P R EýrAc E.

DO not, propose to intéodiice tbi.4 little book W'ith

clàborate, remarks on whàt 1 *conce-ive to be its

its or defects. That task,*l ani quite willing to leave
erc it belone, In more competent liands.

N-either shail I say anything of my liopes or' fcar$
cerniùg the treatment à inay rective, sliould it ever

to the dignity of fornial, criticism. The nsual'com-
t on that head, prâxed to work-s *of this nat.iiýc, is
ays insipid, often unnecessary and sonictimes worse

useles".

:Eyery writer of verse, who deetns his performances
thy of public"regard, is justly supposed to put into

ni his best effort. They go forth to speak for them-
es, in such spirit and voice ,vi lie has been, able to

ow theui with. If they are fi)uii(l, by .a fair audience,
*les*-,ýly dull or insufférably harsh, no preliminary.
rish in prose cali rescue theui -from diat limbo which

ly swallows an enornious niass 'of futile literature.

Let nie observe, however, ill,-justice both to inyself
to those who iiiay honor witli perusal. the following

ection, that it was too Lastily preparéd for publiéation
le free from certain' faults, which have been
ided had circuiiistý-,tnides,-periiiitte(I me to hestow '11101le

e tipon it. The pieces it coiit;tiiis.'-411itlly of theili the

uctions of extrente youtlijý liad lcyng lain ùi rgotteil



iv. PREF.ACÉ.'

manuscript, without revisioii or the slightest atteinpt tc

impro" thein, till within - it few days of their going tf

the press. This fact may explain, if not excuse, the ijiort

obvious' -imperfections. With. anipler opportunity, tliert

would have been a wi:er selection, a better arrangemen-,

and perhaps less ruggeduess of language. But if litemi,

merit, even in its crudest, state, is entirely lacking ; tliei

I shall not, like many others, lay the - blame on ad,%-er,

circumstances, but frankly admit that the highest advau

tages of leisure and learning-both - of which were deffie

me-could not have availe.d to supply-the deficiencyý

CLARK'S HARBOR, THE. AUTHOR.

April 23rd, 1392.
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ýg Une of firat .1,4tanza at . top oýf -page. 2M was -

led for foot-noté "', referring to Skelton, in the text.



/2i



RO\LS OF TH E COASTa

------- 0-FERTUBE.

are the sea-waifs gathered in my stro. Along the sand-paved beach
uller shells of pearly clusters'Tolling

Beyond my depth and réach.

ve I watched them from dark caves em ergm&
leam brightly and depart;

e the-wild waves through all my veins were surging,
breaking at my heart.

in pleasing peril, never pondering
e way my steps should go;

orious morn shone not-to guide my wanderin&
ut to impart its glow.

e no danger lurked within'the oce-an
t clasped, the -passive land,

majesty in-ev.ery sound and motipnt
.So free, so strong, so grand.



FRAGMENT.

What radiant dreams since then have risen and 1
Into, the Mist of tears,

While the cliill flood has ruthlessly invaded'
The swiftly.wasted years!

Yet the first spell they wove shaU be unbroken
Until my latest hour.

These carols are a faint and fleeting token
Of their abiding power.

FRAGMENT

OF A JUVENILE ESSAY IN VERSE..

ALL things revolve with ceaseless ëha'nge.
Through- nature's teeming,.boundless rang

Fer since trom, eldest night
The fat of the eternal mind
Impressed chaotic matter blind

With motion, form. and light.

Adhening particles were mixed
And to, their various functions fixed

Within the mighty scheme.
Light poured its vitalizing heat

creation was complete
And order rose supreme.
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FRAGMENT.

But though the primal elements
Incombin'ations rare and dense

Through endless; cycles run,
No particle to all the globe
Or to, its vast ethereal robe

Has, e'er been-lost or won-.

The very essences that mould
Our frames-at first inane and cold,

Dispersed throùgh air and earth,-
Aré yet coeval, with the spheres
Whose chorus'ravislied angel ears

With joy o'er naturès birth.

Th * rough rolling years, each race remains,
But like the summer-ripened grain's,,

The individuals pass,
Dissolved to nourish other. forms

Of future life that ever swarms
FrOln out the general mass.

Proof, too, that universal, law
«'Vnie-h overwhelmed the sage with awe

Its secret to unfold;
That marvelous law can thus alone
The worlds, through space eternal sown,

111 hold.



FP.AGMÈ ý-,

If but a single atom lacked,
The solar charm. would cease to attract

Our darkened, wandering world
One atom more ývouldadd. a fo rce
To send, this planet-from its course

To fieryý ruin hurle»d.*

T'he changes palpable to sense
AU furnish ample evidence-

. Germ culminates in germi;
The, sea, the mis4 the cloud, the rain,
Are links in observation% chain

To hold, this doctrine- firm.-

And is the animating soul,
With powers angelie at, control,

Self-bounded and distinct 1
The higher faith alone can see
With all that's pâst, with all to be

Its life forever linked. -



FIROI TER SHORE. W

FROM THÉ SHORE.

wm piping loud,

Tim soùthern. inds are
All into spray th é--'ýbi-eakers shiver;

Fast flies, 0'èrhead, the black-winged cloud
Whose flaming ton' es in fury quive'.

Yon ea*pe that lifts it awful form,
So dreaded by the ocean-ranger,

Surveys the progress of the storm,
Exultin in the hour of danger.

The spirit of the rocky caves
Where dark the sea-weed curtain flutters,

Now like the ancient sibyl raves,
And what mysterious thi nigs he utters

God pity now the ha'pered ship!
One fearful chance is open for her

To wear her canvas, though she dip
Her yard-arms MI the foamy h-rror.!

Ah strength of soul, however gra n'd,
When in our course, wherè faults mi"hape it,

Whirls the dread vortex close at hand,
It «bends us lowly to escape it.

9

ýà5



DARK HOURS.

DARK HO URS.

Ois dark is the hour
On the refugeless main,

When the tempest hath power
And maD's efforts are vain;

When stricken with dread ,
Are the strong and the brave,

And deatli!s chilly bed.
Is the white-sheeted wa ve

That hour, too, is dark
When within.his lone cell,

The captive must hark
To the summoning knell

When terror appears
Dressed -in ciolors so strong,

That the momeat ' which ' nears,
Seems t6I>*_-ýér'too long.

But dark as the paU
Is that hotir when the heart

Is destined, from all.
It had cherished, to, part;

Whe'n for hopés once in bloom.
But now withèred by'woes,

The. breast is à tomb
. Yet without its repose 1
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THE VIIJiAGE CRRS«US.

THE VILLA GtE - CRRS US.

To see him you would scarcely think
He was so very, grea4 -

Till you hear his tumid pockets clink
To his self-important gait;

Then other people's pockets shrink
For six months after date. »

At church what meekness does he wear;
But the home-life lifts the mask

The family. bible on that shelf there-
On this, a whiskey flask ; ,

That closet used for secret prayer,
. go And this for a- smuggled cask

But when the village chapel swarmed
With clergy and with lay,

We saw'him suddénly transformed
That yearly meeting day;

His charities were roused and warmed
IÀke a snake in the month of May.

We saw him near the altar stand
With penitential air,

And hôld an offéring M* his hand
To make theworldly stare

An offéring mrith this meek demand
Five dollars' worth of prayer!



8 AT - PHILIPPI.

Révolting ýhought !, pèihaps the sum
In such,éblation sprent,

Was the clear revenue of rum.
AI, vitrioled cent. per cent 1

Illowe'er it beý it did not come
A worse way than it went.

I thought of Simon Magus' rash
Yét similar desire

But I looked in vain for the answering flasi
Of holy, withering ire

Condemning the, hypocrite -and his euh
To hell's eternal fire.

AT. PHILIPPI.

MIDIMGHT in' the clungeon grim
Where the Préachers of the word

Lay wtth heavy-fettered. limb,
But their souls'with heaven conferred;

And the prayer and chànted lymn
All theïr fellow-prisoners heaýL

Hark! an*earthquakes sudden shocks.
sponsi to, the strain,

Strike re ive
And the shattered prison rocks

Like a wreck upon the main;
Broken are ther bars and locks,

ReC from every hand the chain



AT PinLippi. 9

While the keeper, wild with féars,
Draws his sword and baies his breast,

The-apostle's voice- he hears,
Which his rash arm does arrrest.

Then before them he appears
Trembling with this great request:

That salvation may be mine,
at, oh w, hat must I achieve 1

« Grace- shall be to thee and thine
If on Christ thoudost believe 1

Thus the liberty divine
Did.that captive soul receive.

Ye who are as captives bound,
Ye whom àoubts andlears enthral,

;Such deliverance can be found
In his might, who governs all;

,Such -the grace that does abound
'When repentant sinners call.

M

lit,



FRANCESCO TO. BIANCA.10

FRANCESCO TO BIANCA.

LovÈLYBianca, my heart's dearest treasure,,
Never agaîn thy sweét'face shall I see;'

SÛR m'y dark thoughts, in retracing Iost pl
Wild though they wandêr, are faithful to th

Banished from friendship-e'en pity denied mt
Far from the scenes of our former delight,

Forests and caves in their solitude hide me,
Name,- hopes and life all have sufféred onebq

'When for thy favor my rival was seeking,
Mine was the madness that brooked no control

Blood is the witness-oh, still it seems reeking
Red on my blade as the guilt -on my soul

Long to my bosom delight is a stranger,
Tired of my very existence I grow; ý

Restless insafety and reckless in danger-
Death is but cruel refusing his blow.

Lovely Bianca, my hearfs dearest treasure,
Dire is the doom that has fallen on. me;

AU could I bear, but this'woe beyon'd measure,
Through my own crime torn forever from thee



il,TO THE MUSES.

TO THE MUSES.

YE nymphs who, in oldén time, dwelt
In a sacred recess of the grove

On that mountain, ere yet you had ýelt
th What it is'through creation to rove,

While thousands have accèss so free
M To your presence and mystical shrine,

'Tis enough on an alien like.me
That your smiles intermittently shine.

b
'Tis enough that my spirit is charmed

By the spè Il which they say you prepare,
And oft, as - panoply, armed)n

To combat the demon of care.ing

Then. I crave not the polish of art
Nor wish my rude numbers more smooth-

lf so they but lighten my heart
And its throbs of inquietude soothe.

Whom the wall s of a study immure,
Oft utter your oracles deep,

And the less comprehended, be E#re
The fuller the credefice they reap.

re, Thus the rébin-s plain note in thedeU
;hee! MaY 'be with indifférence heard

But the pedant *admires Philomel,
T4ough he knows not the song or the bird.



12 TO THE MUSES.

No clainis to your favors I lay,
Nor join, in your numberless train

But destiny gave me away
To your transports of pleasure and pain.

Else wherefor','great nine, was, I born
With a heart so erroneously proud,

That the pageant of man ït could scorn
Yet to fémln*e weakness has bowed?

Oh! the tutorless fancy of youth
Can never be brought to perceive

Such -attractions in. wisdom. and truth
As in you a'nd the daughters of Eve.

Hence every wild impulse can urge
Beyond reasoWs'legitimate bo*nd)

Till remorse, with the scorpion-hung scour
Repays every joy with a wound.

For such is the'make of the wight
Over whom. your strange witchery haq

He loses hirnself in delight
And ý awakes, td the keenest of pangs.

Différent passions within bïm are stirred
And lie, readily'yields to their force;

So betwixt the sublime and absurd
]E[e makes but a devious course.



TER MOTEMR-SPBWH-

-th jud « ent, amiss,The wise ones, m 9m
a SOI deem his impetuous soul,

d paiii. Mightý ' bask in the- moonbeams of bliss
Submitting to cautious control.

M But his being they éaý1»ot, improve
dy By prudence that calculates slow.

,orn Should the comet, all slu *ishly -move
wed? 

_ýI 991
'Twould, dimî'isli itéluminous glow.

.,ve.
TEE MO THEB-SPEECH.

scour NAnv, language, mother tongue,
Genfly spoken, sweetly sung,

Ilallowed memories endear it
Till, like some aerial toue

From the seraph-jand, we. hear it
hane. In ýthe desert, and alone.

Sad the mind is and confused,
Where a féreign tongue is used, «

rred Whiéh we tS musýjoin in speaking
WÎth the carehilia of art
And'the wearinem of seeking

Words that dwell not in the heart.



14 SPERANZA.

Hear the stately - Roman speak,
Hear the strong, sdhorous Greek,

Like the.storm-flood rush and tumble;'
Hear the Tuscan's dulcet tide

Let the German torrent rumble
And the smooth. Castilian glide

Let the Frankish step with grace,
In'a quick ' but even pace

And the studious ear may listen
Captivated for an hour

But the eye through life must glisten
At one home words sacred. power.

SPERANZA.

HFut face has the radiance of dreams unsuu
Like that-of an infant newly woke;

Men call her Speranza in that sweet tonap
ich Beatrice in Heaven spoke.

Less frequently, as the yearroll on,
Rave her visits beeii,.-but the very tea

Which mourn s- her now as forever gone
Is the secret gèm that draws her neur.



13THE STORM.

THE STORM.

BEYO-NI) the confines of the west

The day's last, traces flee.

All earth is lying with stirless breast

As in- dire expectancy. -

Deep silence broods o'er the lon'ely hills

And o'er the * snow-clad plains.

The sun has-sunk, but his pathway fills

With the hùe of the - tide that battle spills

From -an almy's burning veins!

Though no white waves assail the shore,
And no » rude gust sweeps by,

Yet a look more boding never wore

The ocean and the sky.

'The night draws on but it does nôt bring

The promise of repose;

-It seems to spread its sable wing

Like the prophefs malison hoverin'9
In the clouds where Babel rose.

'Far other events than the elements,
About to wreak their rage

-With all its wasteful consequence
T-hese omens do presage.



16 SONG.

Avert thine eye from the signs on high
And say, dost thou not discern

That we soon must wage with a'foe malig
A conflict still more stern 1

There shall wailing b-e, where one e was gl(
But the right shall win at last

And peaceful thrîve, as the fields revive
When the storm is overpast.

SONG.

TiiiRouGH all the woods the robins sing
Their madrigals to, soft-eyed spring,
While gentle evening comes to, fling

Iler eastward-reaching shaïdows.

The herds returning often stop
The young and tender blade to crop,
AU gemmed with many a pearly drop,*

Along the qUlet meado'ws.

Come, dearest, let us forth to share
The pleasant time;.this balmy air
Can kiss no other brow as fair

As' that I am beholding.

And see, how éven the loveliest flower
That shelters in your garden bower,
Abashed at beauty's richer dower,

Its blushing sweets is - folding.



17TO J. ATKUNSON.

TO J. A TKINSON.

AGAiNihe suns obliquest ray

To nine diffl hours restricts the day;
And earth is white and heaven is gray,

While gloomy trees
Shudder and wring their hands and pray

On bended knees.

And-still I tread the'humb . le round
That chilher deeps than snow-drifts bound
And ibough some pleasure I have found

To cheer .existence,
The famous fairy-haunted ground

Still keeps its distance.,

When first in lifes bright morning seen,
The, future flaunts in heavenly sheen
But5 when arrived at grave nineteen,

We saffly miss its
Delights, or find them far between,

IÀke angâs' visits.,

Yet 'tis not all a dull surrounding;
I hear the surf its onset soundm*g,
I see the storm's fierce front confounding

Sea, sky and land,
And all -the while my héïart is' bounding

To measures grand.



18 TO J. ATKINSONN.

Then êverv legend, every lay,
Learned in some long-forggotten day,

Gleams on me, as the sudden ray-
Amid the storm .

Paints. on- the heavenýaspiring spray
The rainbows form.

But most unhappy of Iiis kind
Is he whose ever-roving mind,
Impatient purer bliss to find,

With fiery fleetness
Still rushes on and'leaves behind

Untasted sweetness.

His breast is in chaotic state
Where hope and fear and love and hate

Alternately preponderate
And wisdom- fails,

Withholdin(y but not wanting, weight
To right the scales.

As well the traveller might sIake
-His thirst at the. Asphaltic Lake,
As one of such peculiar make

Cou'ld satisfy
His soul with- what men scrape and rake

And sel! a nd buy.

I love the girls, I.1ove a so'g,
I hope Im'right, yet fea- I'm, wrong,



19TO J. ATKINSO.X.

And when the gossips censure strong
My inclination,

I hate and scout the vulgar throng
In style Horatian.*

Their preceptý I wýould fain obey
Whose twilierht heads are cool and gTay,

But dazzling foRies round me play
And fire my veins,

Then resolution all gives way
And passion reigns.

Yet oft I take a view sublime
Of that Lethean gulf-stream, tim e
And. feel convinced no greater crime

Than mere neglect
Will drift us to the torrid clime

That few expect.

.4h ! yoUth and vigor wane and dwindle
Till love no more its flame can kindle,
And life is one inglorious swindle,

Or with sly tread
Comes deatÈ, and from the half-run spindle

Cuts off the thread.

The high, ' the low, the grave, the gay
Make up their quotas'of his prey;
Unlike some statesmen of our day

I could describe,
You cannot 1 turn him any way

By dînt of bribe.

Odi pýofanum vulgus «é . t arceo. "-. Horace.
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-Divines are often wont to treat
Of life as frail, and time as fleet,

To make the sensual sinner meet
For saving gracel

But here's a metaphor complete,
In shorter space:

Life is a sort of fàstening
To time that, ever on the. wing,,

Draws through slack* hands the slender string
Till all is gone,

-Then off they drop without a thing
To rest upon.

They only are the truly Wise
Who bind the moment as it Ries

To'some beneficent emprise;
The elevation,

Which -they at length attain, defies
AU giavitation.

The greatést prudence I have shown
Is just tà purpose and postpone
Though in my temperament were sown

Some virtuous' seeds
The field is rankly overgrown

With flowerïng weeds.

But latterly I have begun
To get the prunm*g process done
And gentle shbwers and genial sun

May yet mature
The fruits and. in the lengthy run

Good crops, secure.



My tedious daily routine Wer,
The mines of knowledge I explore,in balancincr my storeBut7 StÎ14 C

Of that material,
I find it as it was befôre

Somewhat ethereal.

)tring As duty bids, not taste inclines,
1 trace the geometrie ' 'lines,
Or con the algebraie signs,

Though hére, the will-
As that pedantie phrase defines

Is minus still.

For me the sciences abstruse
Possess small pleàsure and less use.
Can sentinient delight to cruise

The bridge of assest
Or angle anà hypotenuse

Help scale Parnassus

With far more ardor I engage
In learning, frèm the classie page

How p.pet, orator aiid*,, sage
Sang, spake ancl'-týauàht,

Or how, with patriitic, rage,
Stern valor fought.

t Pom A.9inorum, thé name facetionsly given to, the fifth
sition of Euclid.

'21TO J. ATKENSOI.



NEW YBAR S MORNING) iris.

The tinsel trickery that adorns
Mogt modern lays my spirit scorns.

They either sound like dinner-borns
Or penny whistles.

Well, grapes will néver grow on thorns,
Nor figs on thistles.

NEW YE-AB'S 31ORNING, 1878.

AROYAL greeting to Seventy-eight,
As he marches through the eaz;tern gate,
Iiflis ruffied but stainless robe of state

With iciéles bestudded.

The sceptre isnot yet in his hand
Pray Hearven it may, not bÈ more grand

Than just'a simple olive wand
For peace and plentybudaed.

We have longed for the regimen to shift,
The. old year's burdens were hard to lift;
May the new have bl ' essings in his gift

For general distribution*;

But whether he carry our' wishes. out,
Give him the benefit of the doubt

And welcome the reign that is- brought ab
By a,'bloodlffl rev9lution. '
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-4 ÙHARA CTEB.

ALTHouGH he could not learn the. common art
Whieh sets the speech at variance with the heàrt,

Ne'er to the crowd his inner life was shown,
Mor was he to him'elf entirely known;

Yet never mortal, by the -%rulgar touch,
Was swayed, by turn--'so- Iittle -and so much.

In keenest sympathy, e'en from his birth,
With each vicissitude of sky and earth,

No fixed condition long his tâte could please,
Re courted turmoil, while he sighed for ease;
And hope, the dove, to him seemed never dear,
3ave when she fluttered in the claws of fear.
[lis mmid, with all.the weeds of fancy filled,
Was harrowed dée0p nough, but never tilled. »
[lis natural diffidle ce oft galled him. sore,
Elis forced. audacity galled o . thers mc;re.
&ctive in sport, in labor indolent,
Ele knew each phaïï se- of- feeling save content.
Plain facts he missed, the, latent he perceived,

Ind trusted most, where most men disbelieved.
ýo in his wildest o'r'his tamest guise
Ele was aparadox to gpod men.'s eyes.
LTnfitted for obedience or command,.

1 peasant's figure, a patýician hand,
ffi 1 dway between a gentleman and boor.



MAJOR BRAY.

MAJOR BBA Y,

OF THE COUNTY MILITIA.

'Tis the day of the drill and the ranks soon fill
With the very flower of the nation.

But the bloodless plain for this campaign
Is somebody's tùrnip Plantation.

But look at, the man wlio leads the van,
An object to, cause reflections;

He is major-in-chief by rigÉt of a leaf
Which he got from the book of directions.

He shows more skill in militia drill
Than in other departinents of -labor

Though his hands -%vere made for wielding the spa
Or aùything else but a sabre!

Yet when he is clad in warlike red
With a borrowed horse to, ride on,

He would, éasily pass as didthe ass
That put the lion's Ilide'ôil.'



THE MAJOR*S MONOLOGUE.

AT-your service and the iiations,
DÉ the gallant Major Bray,

;oon fill With my uniform. and rations
And my fifty cents a day.

War's a gloriou4 profession
For a gentleman to fill,---

Plying it without transgression
Of the law, Thou shalt not kill!

ilons. l was made expressly for it
By my bearing and my voice;

Merî civilians may abhor it,
Making sluggisli life their choice.

the spa'

In a dozen years of drïlling
I have learned upon parade

All fts arts,'except t he, killing-
Not essiential to the trade.

But my maiden sword I brandish
And such antics I perform

I would like to see the Standish*
That I could not take by storm

Presumably Miles Standish, the hero of Plymouth.

4
THE MAJOR 8 MONOLOGUE. 95
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Even now my bravery's iioted
Everybody looks at me;

I'm the only soldier-coated)
Man in all our company.

Hannibal and Alexander!
I perhaps might rival you,

But the modern tongue of slander
Will-Pot give'a mawhis due.

When we march through country places,
'Tis a glorious sie to, see

Windows lined with pretty faces
Smiling loyally on me.

Thon to, think how.. such sweet glances
Of fair lady on her knight
Used to shiver helms and lances,

Makes me.hanker for a fight.

Then if trumpets loud were braying
I could raise as wild a din,

If some shot,,too widely straying,
Might not chance to graze, my skin.

With your corse the ground to, measure
Where the leaden hall eies fast,

Is no doubt, a thri Il i n g pleasure
That i' far too good to last.



THE MAJOR e S MONOLOGUE. 7

For your country nobly dying
Talked about is very nice

But this fact is past denving:
No one can enjoy it twice

Yet in spite of this misgiving,
Death would never me appal,

If, thereafter, to the living
I could boast about my fall.

ces> -I have had à thousand fancies
Of adventure and escape,

And have stood some narrow'chances
From the canister and grape.

9 And if things,. go on in quiet,
If no accident occurs

Li-e rebellion, raid'or riot,
I am bound to win, my---spurs.

Without getting gashed,',and gory-
I. can be a ý son of Mars

Give me gold and gin and glory
And the devil ta-ke the scars!



28 THE GARLAND.

THE GÀBLAND.

ComE teach me now some dainty song,
Ye little Sylphids that preside

The summer long
Over the gard:en's floral pride
Ancl dress the earth as PhSbus' bride.

As softly as the enamored south
Lisps to, the rose in sunliglit. clearý

Frame to, My mouth
Some carol fit for

And sweet, like her, and re.

Oh could she Ziow how
Up to my lips this flowery,-ýbiàý-a

Her treasured gift--
Then she my heart migbt understand,
As I, the sweetness of her hand 1

What matter if these #oven flowers,
'With all my care, can only live

A few brief hours?
Yet to my inmost soul they give
A bloom tha't is n'oit fugitive.

They promise with their dying breath
That when the north winds, rudely bleak,

Have dône to éleath
Their * frail companions, I may seek
More lasting ones upo'n htr cheek.
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FAREWELL

WRIITEX IN A COPY OF CHAMBERS y LnJCLID.

Euclid, farewell! our acquaintance was brief.
St not in anger, we part not in grief
justice compels me to say, as we part,

were dear to my patience, if'not to my heart.

ere you as much as my youth-will permit,
loubt anything save your aid to 'Our wit,

think from -the day-star of nat:ons there shines

better method of dealing with lines.

treat of the upr- ight, the mean, and the base
r life affords almost a parallèl, @àse

minus the first, plus the foolish and vain,
mankind is geometry, rather' miore plain!



30 A MOCK MONODY.

TO A FLATTERER.

RFsERv, that soft phrase for some timelier use.

Let candor inform you A vexes me less
To suffer a. volley of causeless abuse'

Than be lauded for virtues I do not possess.

There is full-blooded vice, there is hollow-souled sl
And the first is more worthy of honest esteem.

My destiny is to be just what I am,
And yours to be all things but what you would s

À MOCK 3fONOD Y.

D-E.&TH, the prayer of hundreds. granting,
Did one èrrand to a -charm, ; -'- - --l " --, -,

And the dirge it set us éhanting
Sounded like afire-alam'.

Then the sexton, red and panting,
With his spade upon his arm,

Came and did the best day's planting
Ever done on. A dam's farm 1
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TO J. À TKINSON.

pathways at length, have begun to divergeý
fortiine capricious is pleased to ordain

till Lethe's dar- waters existence submerge
:iall our souls in the union of friendship remain.

,nder, as 'twere, from. the bad to the worse
n à desert with scarce an oasis in sight.
I cannot complain of a he'avy reverse,
Dr my earthly possessions are notably light.

dom dignifies neither my actions nor looks;
or a hermit, perbal,,.s, I am wholly too young;
a series of lessons, not found in the book-sý

.eeps more busy my thought and more silent mý
tongue.

iat freshness of spirit, vivacious and bold,
7hen we aim at the heiiht, disregarding the mean

)uld give, if I had it, some. thousands of gold,
ot to be what I ho'ed for but what I have been'.

tentinent smiled ori'.us without being sought-,--
. maid by a passionate suit never won;

need was there ' then for distracting the tholight
his thing to attain. and the other to shun.

hearts, were untainted, our heads were unschooled.,
ýur minds no rich-freighted. idea could float «;
a few peopiels conscience we rigidly ruled

ýy the law'of the mischievous stanzas we wrote.



yet j oys more enduring* oft hallowed those ho-tirs
When mirth in the lap- of reflection was hilled,

And, revering, we bent o'er those perishless f1dwers
That spirit aspiiing from Paradise culled.

Or we gloried with him-y- whose Promethean fire
But dazzled the more that its altar W'as dark

At who'm, after basely provoking his* ire,
The whole païck of éritics no longer durst bark.

Not to questions of morals -our thoughts we coD:fineý
Nor measured his lines with mechanical scan,

But we soared on the piniotis sublime of his miný
And admiring the poet, lost sight of the man. i

Through the small but choice- list of illustrious nam
The grave and the tender engaged us by turns;

But the strongest and far the most permanent ck,
On our sympathy came from the genius of BurÈý

Ilis songs that so lively a pleasure impart
Show' nature in simplest yet fairest attire,

More pleasing incleed from the absence of art
For man teaches not what the heavens inspire.

Then our first chanted rhymes, rathe' warm'; I couf
Camé out with a promise that very soon fades,;

Because of their peasant-like maiîner and dress
They flourished and died in their own native shai

Byron.'

32 TO J. ATKINSON.
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.Much that a village our works should discuss,
was more that some, persoils detested the sound
c-ation was never so pleasant to us

the angé'r wh.ich sËowed that our satire could

[wound.

such the amusements that managed*to, steal-,'
leisure,'then deemed at a trival cost

indeed, there are times even now when I feel
at the moments so spent were not.utterly lost.

memory glowing, each juvenile whim
ses from seeming oblivion once more.
a sketch on a slate may in coldness grow dim,

a t the warmth reproduces it. plain as before.

out of this madness ýéme method may rise,
me figures that strike, though not long to exist,ýD 

'e tempest piles up cloudy towers in the skies
at in a dead calm, would have settled in mist.



A RECOLLECTIO>.

-à RECOLLECTION.

O'FP. the white waste of drifted sands unstable
We climbed the sedgy dune,

Where, like a sleeping giant, old Cape Sable
Basked at the feet of June.

-Beneath the summer noo'n, the shore-birds twitte
Aroun'd in glancing flocks,

And, like a fair'display of jewels, glittered
The foam-bells on the rocks.

Deep peace was in the air and on"the billows,
That in smooth slumber lay,

Or gently to,ýsed upon their sandy pillows
As infants wake to play.

The breeze. moved landward, scarcely felt in blo
But such the fisher hails

With joy when, after weary 4ours of rowing,
It swells his spritted sails.

Thé-.brave flotilla then like snowy sprinkles
Far 0'utward we could trace;

The sight was fair and seeiÉed to have smoothed****
From out old o'ean's face. [wrinkles

No envious shadow on the flood descended;
TTnflecked,'the sky's broad sweep

In silent grandeur' with th' horizon. blenled,
Deep callin' unto deep.9 .

34
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every shadow from. my life retreating,
ft free the placid mind;

finite.-%vith the7infinite was meeting
ndimmed and unconfined.

many times my eager gaze had rested
on that sea and shore;

ilever, never had'ýhey b een in-vested
ith such a char* before.

y wear it still in calm. ideal perfection,
hough years since then have flown:
t summ'r days unclouded, recollection
hall ever be my own.

)10 SONG.

'TwAs night, and all was still except
The flow of the summer sea

Love's star alone'its vigil kept
And where the folded flow'rets slept

hed It led My way to thee.
ikles

Our meeting lips and mutual eyes
Drank 'glowing blisses there ;

And full of questions and replies
-Of tenderest import were the sighs

That charmed the dewy air.
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au JOHI; THE SOLDIER.

And',now 'tis night : the sky arrayed
With many a brilliant star

Hangs'o'er me like an endless shade
As if the morning were delayed

With love and thee-afar.

Those lights that play* o'er the glassy tide
From angel-bowers may be

Not one of them my steps shall guide,

.But the thought of a distant green hill-side
Is a ghost that follows me.

JO-UN THE -SOLDIER.

A MEDIEVAL SPANISH LEGEND.

IN Andalusia lived -a youth,
Some half-score centuries since,

Desce'nded, scý tradition said,
From some old- Gothie prince,

As plainly did his noble form
And.gallant soul evince.

His real name I hide, because
From modern tongue 'tis gone';

To speak it right would set one's jaws
Between a gasp andyawn;

A Celto-Go'thic name it was,
But we will call him John.



No title -or estate liad he
His patrimoinial right
the invading Saracen

Had been swept out of sight
And so, as duty bound, he went

.His côuntry's foes to, fight.

There long he servèd and, well he foucrht
On many a bloody field,

And with his good two-handed sword
Which none so well could wield

He. mo Wéd through many a Paynim horde,
.--.--- Through turban, moon* and shield.

But -%vhen two dozen years had past,
The..,wldier sought toIay

His arms aside and live in peace
But judge of his dismay,

When-sixpence and a loaf of bread
Was all he got for pay'l-

They would not hear his plea at all,
'Twas useless to insist;

Pablo la Mierda (Miser Paul)
Controlled the 1)ension list,

And squeezed the shape from every coin
On which he closed his fist.

The CresceiÎt. or new -moou the Muslim standard.

37JOHN THE SOLDIER.
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Of all the euts the soldier knew
This was the most unkind,

And for a certain time he felt
To mutiny inclined

But as he reasoned with himself,
These thoughts rose in his mind:

Caraj o l' what am I to do
I've ,always shunned disgrace,

.But dànger never ; as for death,
I've, dared him to his face.

But now to die for lac'k of food
Would be a piteous case.

But all my life I've hateci care,
Just as a soldier should;--,

And now, to give up to despair
Would surely do no good,

'Twould only help to vex the brain,
And over-heat the blood."

Then merrily he marched along
Unmindful of his lack,

Chanting ai Satürnalian song,
And with ýis.11haversack-

AU empty-strapped, as was his wont
On service, to his back.

At length he- met a holy friar,
In whose apostleship

One sacred'precept was observed
He'd neither purse nor scrip,

And he d' lared that for a week
No food haà7 assed -his lip.p ,



JOHN THE SOLDIER.

Por Dios !" the son of Mars replied,
'I'Tis little I can give;

For all the time 1, served my king,
Your reverence must believe,

A sixpe, ce and this loaf of bread
Were all I did. receive.

cg But) siry it is the soldier's pride
To give tô those in need.
Here's half my rations ; so farewell,
And gaily m'ay you feed."

The friar received'the'food witWthanks,
And started to proceed.

But scarcely had he vam shed, when
Again he showed his nâse,

And finished up a lengthy tale
Of - poverty and woes

By begging for a little,, cash
To buy -him shoes -anà clothes.

The soldier did not heax*tate,
Nor say with lengthened face

That he must first investigate
The merits of the case.

Re puRed'hisl-,.so'ry s' pence straight
From out its hidieplace.

Now," said the friàr, Il my Christian friend,
If. anytbýng you want,

Ask it of me-whate'er it be

1 1 Uave the power to grant.
For having se.rved th.e king so long,

Your recompense i'sýseant.YY
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Then grant me, -sir," the vetèran said,
& 9 That I may have the, knack
To make the thingà I wish for, Come
Into my haversack."
Sea hecho, " said the mendicant
4'You never more shall lack."

The soldier then resumed his march
Andtravelled very fast.

Footsore and much fatigued, hé reached
A little --town ýat last.

As he, was entering into it,
A baker's shop he pâssed.

He swý>gainst the' window placed,
In 'Imany a tempting ýrow,

Coilèd7 sausages and spongy'rolls
As- white as drifting snow.
Into my haversack," he cried,

-And'into it they go!

El Panadero, badly scared
By such miraculous deeds,

Having a long time blankly stared,
Began to tell his beads.

Meanwhil > e the soldier calmly farèd
Upon the be't of feeds.

Tben at th' aicaldeýs office next

..Himself he did present,
With a brief story as to, how

His lustiest years wî ere spent,
Concluding with the mild request
For lodgings free' of rent.
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Th' alcalde toI& him, from the town
A short waý,ý« he would find

A house'unoccupied, but stored
With things of every kind,

And he might take up quarters there,
If he was so inclined',.

But," added he, Il its owner, who'.,*
Un''bounded'wealth did boa;st>"

Died suddenly, before the priest
Could elevate the host;

Now no one daies approach the plâce,
'Tis haunted by his ghost."

The soldier waited for no more,
And soonthe house he found-

Cellar and larder flowing o'ei,,,,
An orange grove around;

Each branch beneath its golden 'store
Was bending to, the ground.

He piled the grapes upon the board
In many a luscious bunch;

And from. the cellar's various hoard
He drew, for mixing punch;

Then up the flue the bright fla -mes roared
To. warm, a little lunch.

But scarcely had the chéery blaze
TJpon his features shone,

When up the chimney's sooty maze. »ý

'Was heard a gurgliiig groan,
And Il May I faU f'.,a voice exclaimed

In no melodious tone.
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Fall, if you like," the soldier said,ý1
"'Twill jEq me not a peg!-.

But as he stretched his hand again
To tip the'genial keg,

Grandios'! beside him on the hearth
There fell a human leg!

At this the honest 'soldier's hair
Began to, stand uprig'ht

He felt the shadow of afear..
In truth, as well he might--
À.-Ifear whieh loosened not his joints>
For he was rather tight.

And soon there fell another leg,
The former one to meet-;

.Next c » ame the body, then the héàcl,
Then all the limbs complete.;

The total took a ghostly shapé
Tbat 'o'e upon its feet.

Awhile the apparition glared
'As silent as the gràve

Then', as if satisfied at length,
A spectral smile he gave,

And muttered in metallic voice,
III see that thôu art brave.V'

My courage," answered John, I've prove&
In many a desperate scene

Who buys it for*a'sixpence now
Gets sold himself, 1 ween."
Thou served'st the king," the spectre, groane(

He served theè--devilish mean
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But follow me and thou shalt see
That I can amp!y pay

The manthat carries out my wish
In one particular way.

The soldier, Bacchus ne'er so'drunk,
Rose, reeling, to, obey.

His ghostly guide led on -and sought'
The cellar's deepest shade,

Where, after a few M*nut,ý,s' thought,
He turned about and said:
Now, valiant soldier, doff thy coat
Aiid dig here -with a spade.,"

Dig there yourself," the soldier said;
MI serve no ghost like'you'."

Thereat the spectre took the épade,
And hard to work hé flew

And from'tlie excavation made
Three - wooden boxes drew.

This box," he said, is full of bread
On which- the poor shaU feast,

And this is filled with silver coins;
Go, give themto, the priest,

That he fro'm purgatorial pains
-May get my soul released.

But this last box, 7 continued he,
Is full. of solid gold.

It shaU be -thine,' with all the estate
ý.Which I in life controlled,

If .'.fhou accomplish faithfully
The* things which I have told."
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That," answered John, is something wortl'
No effort 'ill I spare.

A man can move both hea-ýen and earth
By means of cash and prayer."

The apparition bowed its thanks
And melted'.into air.

The soldier did -as- he was bid,
And- worked the soul's'release
Then, blessed with plenty and content,
He'pa'ssbdhis days in peace,

And saw hisworldly heritage
From year to year -increase.

Now in the realms of endleqs night,
There.was.amo.Dg the rest

A very cunning demon-sprite
Whom Satan loved the best;

He saw his sovere ' ig-ns downcast look
And soon the cause he guessed.

My liege," said he, Il you're'grieved, I see,
And I suspect the cause

'Tis that* vile soldier, who has dared
To counteract vour-laws.

I only wait for your command
Without.a saving clause!"

Thisyleased the master-devil well,
And for it he aggreed

To téach, his favorite all thearts
By - which t ' he great succeed;.

He praised his pluck, he wished him luck
And sent him off with speed.;
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The soldier in Iiis spacious hall
Was seatedwhen came in

With swaggering air and bristly hair,
That graceless spwvni of sin,

Who made his mighty mission known
With many a demon grin.

Abora hablas," answered
The j ourney will me suit!

But firàt PU cro and fetch some *wine
For.thou, must needs recruit

ieanwhileý sit down-regale thyself
With this delicious fruit."

The spirite obeyed, and stealthily
The soldier stepped aside

Into his armory and returned
With milïtary stride,

And then II Into my haversack 1"
With clarion voice he cried.

As quick as thoughtý the- incubus »
Was -eized by magie force,

And thoughthe strove to-scratch and'bite
'He could not change his course,

But in the sack and out o f sight
His yells oTew feebly hoarse.

Incontinent, the soldier g'asped
A mallet made of oak

And dealt upon the struggling mass
With many a vigorous stroke,

Indeeci, he naver slacked-his hànd
Till every bone he broke.
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When Satan saw his favorite come
All beaten black- and blue,

His features, always rather dark,
Assumed an inky hue;

And when he heard the dismal tale,
No bounds'his fury knew.

Then he resolved to go himself
Nor wait a single hour,

Nor sleep, nor eat, nor drink, but seek
For whom he might devour

That is, to get the soldier safe
Within his vengeful power.

ýi F Now John the Soldier, who was w'ont
To be upon his guard,

Awaited Lucifers approach
With every gate unbarred

But with his haversack in hand
He strolled about the yard.

When Satan came, the soldier said
What business brings yeu here?

Know you that I have served my king
And am unknown to fear ?

-His darkness, almost blind with rage,
Responded with a sneer

Now shallyou serve a mightier prince
And get full pay',beside."
xet you into my haversack
The valiant soldier cried

And in he went, in double quick,
Despite. his fiery.pride.
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-And then the soldier swung on hig4
A massive iron club,

,And as the ponderous engine fell
'Twas rough on Beelzebub,

-Whose towering form in little time
Was-battered to a stub.

Even as the wine-press crushes out
The virtie of the grape,

7he martial mill reduced his' rage
And let him out the serape

With not a single vestige left
Of that majestic shape.

'When dim on Satan's blood-shot eyes
His hot headquarters rose,

-4 9 Haste, guards," he cried, " bolt every door
ADd every loophole close.

'Tliat varlet, ne'er shall enter here
To trouble my repose!

.And now all Spain this moral learns.:'
A man, in word and deed,

Who from a foeman never turns
Orffém. a friend in need,

-Çan close the deepest pit.that burns
In any churchman's creed.



ý8" A JOYLESS JUNE.

Be
A JO YLESS JUNE.

T

Nôw when bud and bloom are meeting
In the coronet of June, T

Would that I could goive her greeti-n
In her own celestial-tune. Ti

Heaven -unfolds the choicest drapery
For this darling of, the year.

But the pageant looketh v. '
Viewed through one.remorseful tear.

For the, huinan panorama
With its shifting scenes I see.

1 am nothing to the drama; [Tb
Would it wéré the same to me. etache

whié
ut t

Spotless is the water-lily, d fini

Pière' the sweet whiteTose may blow,
But to one whose * heart is chilly

They are flakes of summer-snow,

0, the frailest is the finest,
. With. the maiden as the flower,

And the light we call divinest
Dawns and dies withi'n an hour.

Yet what marvel, whehthe ages
Cool the suns to sparkless dust,-

If our blood- one moment rages,
And th en mantles o'er with rust
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Beau yýades, 1 've droops his pini,
They are attributes divine,:

Their omnipotent dominion
à been ruinous-to mine.

Thus with Ovid when they strïpped him,
To enjoy the genial heat,

Till the Scythian winter nipped him
And congealed his tears to sleet!

LOVED -AN, D LOST.

[The subjoined songs are attempted translations of three
tached interludes in the first part of Coethe's 6'Faust,".
whieh the unhappy Gretchen first. desires to know more
. ut the polite stranger, then discloses ber love for him
d finally deplores its sad consequences.]

BY THE FIRESIDE.

Lwould give anything to see,,.
Or know where lie is now-

That gentleman who spoke'to nie
With such a graceful bow.

Refined and noble he must be,
'Tis written én his brow

And yet inclined to be more- free
Than prudence should allow.
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AT YHE WINDOW

My joy is doné
My heart i'sore,
My peace is flowii

To come no more!

I loathe the sp-t--
Though once so fair-
Where he.is not;

'Tis cold and bàre.

My* temples ache,
They throb so str oil.,çy.
My heart will break

With waiting long.

Against the glass
I press m. y brows
Tô see him. pàss
From, out the house.

-His sprightly step
i Io' ve - to mark, *
Illis'manly shai,,e,
His eyes so dark,

His words* that flow
With readiness,
His smile and oh;
His fond èaress !
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Before he goes
I. burn' I pine

To clasp him, close
And call him mine;

To kiss and kiss
And hold him fast,
And in such b*.iss
To breathe my last

My joy is done,'*
My heart is sore,
My peace is flown
Forevermore .

HI.

BEFORE AN IMAGE OF THE vinGiN.

Thou sinner's friend,
In pity bend-

Thi le eyes upon a maid un-done.
Thy.gentleheart
felt -every dart,

That pieÉced thine agonizing son

In misery lone
To heaven s th-rone

What. sighs methinks I he àr thee send
But ah, Who heeds
This heart that bleeds,

The pains that this Foor bosom rend?
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The pangs my soul is feeling,
The cýo1dùess o'er me stealing,
Thou knowest and thou alone.
Where'er I go

What bitter woe
Bursts forth with every groan 1

I am-no, not alone;
Through weary'nightsof waking
It * will not let me sleep
For this my heart ig breaking,
I weep'and weep and weep.

The flower-stand in My - Wi'ndoýv
I-bath*ed with tear-drops free,

When from. its blooms this morning
I culled a wreath for thee.

The sun shone in my window
I sâw the light with dread,
For still it found me sitting
In sorro-w- on. my bed.

0 blessed name,
From-'death and shame

Now savé me with thy. holy aid!
Thou -s-inner*s friend,
In pity bend

Thine èyes upon. a ruined maid
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À T JERICH. 0.

The freestone fane had packed, ' ithin

Its solemn walls that host to wh om

The Lord impÛteth ne'er a sin

From-Adam to the, day of doolu.

But they were eager to impute,
for they had* come to, persecute

Young, tender-footed heresy,
Who halted at the ýgtumbling-block
Of ýhopeless, endless misery
Foi all except the chosen flo(--k .

There tingled to ' * finger-tips
A sen'e of .the Apocalypse:
The spectacles ablaze with ire

A sea of mingled glass and fire-

The saints with hea& as white as wool,
The angels with theirý vials full,
Slain heresy-the pink of feasts-

The elders, too, *if not the beasts

By friendly aid,- a man had reached

That place where charity was preached.

A wretched creaturel, lame and blind,
Beside the sacred porch reclined

ihat he might turn to, good ace un't

This new. B:çthesda's troubled fount.

The sky, the, earth were Iôst to him

With sightless eyes and shrivelled limb.
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A placard hung up6h h ' is breast
Was pleading with a mute request,

And thus-the-scrawling legend ran:
Pity a poor, blind, lielpless man P'

0 satire on oui social pride,
. And libel on our art,

Where-charity's soft eloak is tied
Around a stony heart

But those who feél as well às see,
Such line becomes foi- thein

The " lesou, eleeson me'
Grave' on a priceless gem.

-Out where the blesséd sunlight shone
Linking this footstool with the.throne,
In whose stupendous shade they bowed,
.Poured forth the dinner-seeking* érowd.

They trampled past the crippled wretch
Who tried his.trembling hand to stretch
With scornful or averted eye

Both priest and Levite passed him by.
I marked them well, but no one lent
The Lord that day a single cent!

1 said- for I was wicked then
And loàthod the heartlessness of men;
And,. where a poet loves or loâthés,
The one w'ith he clothes,
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The other, with a felon's garb
And pins it with. a rankling barb
1 said: 0 misery's favorite child,
Let.some one bear you to the wild,

There while the boughs, like Jonah"s gourd,*
A screet from sun and shower afford,
The clamorous calls of . hunger stop

WitÉ acorns that the squirrels drop,
Vntil you muster strength to raise
Your voice and cry " yet forty days

Or if indulgent heaven retract
And Nineveh remain intact,

Tfien get yourself transported where
Some prodigal can hear your prayer.
He might be- melted into giving
The remnant of his riotous livinr.z7%

When he reforms, then go and dine
Not on the calf, but with the swine,

But waste no precious time in search
Of bread beside a freestone church
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DEATH OF LOVELACE.

[Richard- Lovelace, ebief of tbe cavalier poets, was 1
splendid figure at the court ofthe unhappy Charles, I.

wit, gallantry, and.personal attractions made him a generî
favorite. Durino, the civil war he served his king fýithfýUy
and - well, for ývhich he was irnprisoned by the v.etorio-m

party. After Èis release he wàndered for a time- obscurt
and friendless. While yet quite young he died in circum.
stances of extreme wretchedness. Previcus to, this, b
mistress, Lucy Sacheverell, whom he had celebrated.under
the name . of " Lucasta, " was married to another persQi4

supposing that Lovelace bad died in France. His soing
moitly a-ciafory, are remarkable, considering the-.age, for

tenderness and purity of sentiment.]

METHOUGHT I saw him- in his last heart-sickness
Alone, and heard above the thunder s roll
Those accents clear tha . t . gave unwonted,.quickiiess
To all the swelling currents of m soul..

That voice-oh ! grandeur once had Est e enecI to iti
While all the poet'sfervor it expressed
But now a deeper,. pathos, shuddered through it
As thus Ee breathed his latest wish to rest

,!Round me theeleinents in fury waken
But-not like human wro'ngs my heart they rend.

To me, degraded, outcast and forsaken,
To me thia tr'ees their sheltering arm>s extend.
As some lone bircl whose mate has been down-stricken,
Nor l'nger calls- him'to the widowed nest,
I've strayed, love's liglit is g one, the shadows thicken,
And- I am. grown so weary-let me rest.
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he .orning's promise now no more can cheer me,

Nor sunsèt's portent chill me with despair.
M, allis past, and nothinom lingers near me

ýave the gréat Presence that is everywhere.
liere was the, desert. One goTeen spot was in it,

ý-7oward' whièh my steps. irregularly pressed.
ýt seemed just now one struggle more might win it,
Sut I am tired and only wish to, rest.

Where are the brilliant honors thatattended
When gayest 'mid the couïtly throng I moved,
By the most powerful in the realm befriended
And by the, fairest in the world beloved?
Howsad it is to think that when least needed

'Such lavish. kindness paid my lightest j est,
And now my bitter groans must pass unheeded

-Cease, cruel thoughts, and let me sink to rest.

Is. this the hand that, when-the clarion sounded
To the fierce onset couched the royal lance ?
is this the heart that in the conflict bounded
As eager 'as the reveller in the dance ?

.Is this the voice that could our -squadrons rally,
When tlie'grim z'ealo'ts smote down helm. and er'est?

is this the voice that Îancr throuah death's dark valley
Now feebly pleading for the hoùr of rest?.

Ah, wretched life What is it but the action
Of drawing, as a task, the painful breath

With not one hope, with not one faint attraction
'To lure my dim eyes froin the blank of death?
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No more thé lacerated chords of feeling
Vibrate with feverish pangs. 'Tis ' best, 'tis best.
The troubled fount of tears is fast congealing
Beneath those cold dark.clouds-but I must rest.

Adored Lucasta 1 Tenderly and proudly
1 sang that name once, but my song was weak.
I've taught ' it to, the storms of night, and loudly

I've heard them call lier when I could net speak.
She; is another's, yet she did not léave me;

'Twas fate forbadé, that we. should be -se blest.
I must no more lanient. It could bereave me
Of every hope sàve that of final rest.

Ah! this will be no fitful. slurnber, giving
One moment's opiate te recurring pain
The ebb and flow of anguish ë và living
In a crushed heart and mad ' ly throbbing brain.

Yèt niight I, ere this icy languer bound me,
Repose my head upon lier faithful breast
And feel once more love shed its dews ar'ound me-
No matter-I amý weary and must rest.

Blow on, riide.l.winds. Yeu cannot make me shiver.,
Why, they have changed theïr howling tone 'of fear.

To dulcet sounds as of a flowin g river!
And whence is that strange melody I hear.?

What lovely star is that? -Can mortal. seeing
Transpierce- the'shade that does these âbs invest
Dim earth, farewelL Forget I e'er had being.

Deai Chtist, forgive and take me te thy rest !
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EUTHANASIA.

When the cup of my years shall be brok-en by death,
And life tremble frail on the last parting breath

A period 1 would not delay-
Let -those be aroi-ind me whose love 1 have knowin,
Too kind to disturb with a tear or a groan

ý1 Jy soul as it passes a7way.

The lamp, ere expiring, more brightly awakes. »
The»lyre, when o'ermastered by transp'ort, it breaks,

Rings out in sublimest of tones.
The swan looks to heaven and sings as she dies;

Btit man only 'm'an casts behind'him. his eves
And numbers past moments with groans.

Oh 1 what are those--days that ye wail for them. so.2
The joyous too fleet and the grievous too slow,

And all -with deception abound.
I never took root in the soil that ye mourn,
The flower is laid low but no fibres are torn,

And no echoes of ruin res*und.
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IV.

'It,*never disturbs my-composure to know
That the spirit of life to its author'I owe,

That my body is due to the dust.
And when nature shall call me to pay the last debt
Let me. cheerfully answer. Who pays with regret.

Is surely unworthy the trust.

Y.
Yet not li-e a hirelincy who labors his day,

While his fraudulent thought is employed but to pray.
For the quick going (lown of the s'un;

I would honestly, faithfully finish the piece-
Nor long for dismissal, nor ask for release

Till the work I was boril for is done.*

But the ev.ery-day 'bjects of en* y and strife-,,
The hopes, the desires and the pleasures of life

All, all could I gladly resign,
Save of spirits conorenial the intercourse sweet,
The tremulous sigh and the ambrous beat

Of a bosoni'pressed warm against mine.'.

VIL

Ah! yes on the youncr blooming cheek to behold
The innocent blush the soft secret unfàý1d,

And from lips so inviting to hear
fhat murmur which thrills through.the regrions above,

Sweet music to m'ortals and- angels' I, love.
Death, spare a remembrance so dear.
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viii.

Yet needless that prayer for the stars which. survey

.I*flame so divinely informing the clay
Absorb those delectable sighs,

-Ud sound them. forever in raptures, refined,
.Inaudible but fo the purfied mind

W hen it follows them up to the skieqý

lx.

Mv soul drank in love when existence was new
And then the emotions within me that.grew

Instinctively burst into voice.
Thus a bird 'mid the branches, all carelessly. rocked,

W>n the wide-flaming portals cf morn are unlocked
By nature is taugbt to rejoicé.

Hàw oft when'a child on a summer -day bright,
Have I lain as immerged-in a sea of Aelicrht

Where, the rushes waved over m-y rest.
And my thoughts and my gaze floateld ùp through,,the,

skies
With infinite -searching, till, closing my eyes,

I could see the abodes of the blest.

xi.

And yet I recall when my joy was intense
In all I beheld it was dimmed by a sense

ýove, Of sbme'brief indescribable gloom;
As when from the s'ýînny cerulean dééps,
Though but for a moment some cloud-shadow sweep's

Ok. a- field in its undulant bloom.
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XII.

I ask not, I care not to leave w great name.
Whose life is engrossed by -the worship of fame
Has beyond it no, brighter rew '

What recks the young eagle when proudly he wingg.s
Towards the full-blazincr -sun if thé- shadow he flïngs

Be traced on earth's mutable sward?

MIL
Inscribe not a lin, o'er my last low abode,-
Nor prison my-dust 'neath âmonument's load;

On the mound in the stiRness of even
Enough that soine, love-d one may piously kneel,

And blest in that hgmble position, may feel
Much nearer to me and to heaven.

BAHAMAS.

SUGGESTED BY THE FREQUENT SHIPWRECKS, ACCIDENTAL

AND OTHERWISE, ON THOSE ISLANDS.

VEXEDis the shipman's way
'Mid ffle Bahamas- gay.
Sea-tigers, sharp for prey

'Neath.the blue surface,
Growling, oft rise and rip
Open the staunchest ship.
Men of the ashen lip,
Ere the salt death ye sip,
Oh could ye only skip

Where the green turf is
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Oft througli the din and dark
Scu-ddeth the naked bark,
As from the pirate-shark

Flieth the dolphin.,
Nor can her course be checked
Though her pale crew expect
Soon to be wholly wrecked,
Where the home reefs project,.
'Which the waves, foam-beflecked,

Dig a death-gulf in 1

Many a gallant band
Under appr'ved command
Stick at, a bank of sand,

Ere they can make that land
Tropic and curious;

Land of melado, buttsX
Dotted with coolie huts>

Dappled with cocoanuts,
Seamed with voleano-rutç,ý,

Wher' the lâidalgo struts,
Grave yet luxurious.

Oft in the mazy strait,
Master and.only mitte,
Lose both their ship à nd freight*
Then by.their wretëhed state

Prove their endurance.
Nobly poor Jack be haves

Rafting o'er, coral-çaves,
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Calm whiLe the tempest ra'es,
Know*lng some landsman saves
From'the engluttiùg waves

All the insurance.

Often the narrow track
Windeth with jibe and tack

As a man playeth. back-
Gammon or checkers.

Then when the keel is stuck
Ere the, pumps fail to suck,
Ere the bunts in.they tuck

Coliieth the captain's'luck
In a good bargain struck

With the bold wrec]keýrs.

Hear f rom our captain's lip,
Saýed from the oozy drip,

Saved on a floatincr'chip-
All his last luQkless trip,

C 4 Some one was J oner.7y
Such is the captain's tale
Cool as a water-pail.
But the truth will prevail:
In that same wrecking sale
There was an ancient whale

Took in his owner 1



JUSTICE.

JUSTICE.

ris well when true desert'is crowned with prai*c-
Lnd uratitu,,Ie, the he-art-felt tribute pays,
fliate'er the form in which it may appear,
'hrill from the tongue* or ýparkle in a tear,
)r,'ere the impulse cool rto stiff design,
)our all its pathos in the flowing line.

ýV1iat pride we feel in him whose matchless tongtie.
Fh(,,ý -nell'of tottering despotism. rung,
,n those heroie days when thoucrht and -speech
[atiorht many a lesson- arnis could never teach..
m-th men arè not to any land confined,
rhey spoke for me and you and all mankind-

No w' when the shallow, factious demagogue
Forcièts the ninth clause of the Decalogue,
And when his party, in* some luckless hour.,
Leap o'er the bounds of decency to power,
And teach.a servile press, that parrot brood,.
To chirp laudations,'while'they crape for foo&

,ý- hat breast but feels, froni slavisline3s exemptý
A hatred equalled only by contempt?
ý)h did the laws but hold to justice ètrict'And for eaeh crime due penalty inflict,
Vie men who bolstering up a party name'

Lve by their heads, should perish by the sanie
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INVOCATION.

YE shades of those who graced the olden time)
And breathed the air of wits inspiring çlÏie
Return once more if Plut's iron gate

Permit transition to, a sadder state-
Charon for his stranded barge would launeh

Your wreath outshines the Troj an's golden branch
Return and viewing with asfom'*shed eyes,

What talents lead, what merits win the prize,
Tell us if in some spheres of great pretence,
(The sure' concomitant of little sense)
The gold *of learning lias not runAo dross
And glitters but with superficial gloss.

Methinks the Stagyrite would view with -pain
His li » e. neglected, treated with disdain
Or blindly heaped upon à'barren brain.
Eveia Ma'o's'mildness . would. -entirely yield

To see how lean a herd profane his field,
Esteem them«elves the master of his best

And. sadly mangle more than they, digest!
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ODE TO IGNORANCE.

A WLNGED yet plumeless creature, like the bat,
Begot of night;

Erring as-much on this side as on that,
For want of light,

In davtime oft 'neath some pretentious bat

,h- Close hid frôm sight. -

Bold sprite not always does it fix its nest
Neath humble eaves;

But 0, ft to mitre coronet and crest
It firrnly cleaves.

'kAnd. éver many and many a S-unday's ve'st
A film it weaves.

Mie antiquarians kilow not when 'twas hatched.
You lift the screen

When some time-honored systems are unthatched;
And I have seen

Its footprints on, some modern records scratched,
Not far between.

Will not the critics, calmly looking on
Witli sight less blurred,

Swear that the bat througbout my lines bas gone
Oer every word,

And what I took to, be a rare white swan
Was that same bird
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may be so. But -%vhat is done is done
And past repair.

My atmosphere henceforward it shall. shun
If all the glarg

Of classic light from Péntheus' double sun
The fowl can scare.

I do not li-e its note-a grating pipe
Not half so clear

As that with which the flushed short-wheeling snipe1 !.Î
Salutes the ear,

And which. the autumn-tide serene and ripe,
Has rendered dear.

Oh let it flit forever whence it came
Where darkness dwells

Where siiperstition, ancientwrinkled dame,,
Her legends tells;

Where bigotry on every other name
Some brimstone smells

And dire old discord drowns the trump of fame
With Tbracian yells!
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TO A FASTIDIOUS MAID.

THEY tell meý,- dear girl, of the vine
That however propitious the skies,

Unless 'round support it can twine,
It trâils on the grâvel and dies.,-

So woman, the animal grape,
'When shP turns. froni her natural trust,

Can scàrcely expect to esèaF'e
Going downward ùnpressed to the dust.

In the sentinel glance of your eye
There ' is fire, when your--anger is hot

But it màkes little cupid fight shy%0, ,
For fear that himself s46,uld be shot.

Nor can the vain flourish-of art
For the absence of candor atone.;

And if e'er vou would capture a heart
You mu't learn to surrender your own.



am not sure that there was any ti uth in the report,
long current, that green wood was nsèd, in the burning Df.
ServetuF3, in order to prolong his agony.

70 OUR TORQUEMADA.

OUR TORQUEMADA.

-7-

T. D. T.

1jPo.xýthatbrowsôhighyet nieek,
TJpon that never-smiling cheek,
T-Tpon thâse lips ordaine'd to speak

The living w-ord,
Intolérance, with one grinly streak,-

God's image blurred'.

And n'ow the heretic must. qýiake
Like poor Servetus at the stake,

When for'his heavenly master's sake,
John thought it good

To start a, sacrificial ,b'ake
With green hardmiood.*
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THE TWO MONARCHS.

THE SAD RENCONTRE OF CHARLES VI. OF FRANCE.

A KINSG on a progress wàs heading his train
AR clad in their armor and gear;

And tbey rode, and they rode till.they came. to a plain
Mlith a thick grove of'cypresses near.

Oiit of this rushed a mail, most goigantic in size,
-Coal-black from his head to his feet

-And visible but to his majesty's eyes,
Made haste the procession, to meet.

He spoke-and his voice ha4 that musical r'n'
Which by cloud-splitting, thunder is made

ahthere! Whither ridest thou miserable king
Turn back, 'thou art foully betrayed 1

That mômelit a page dropped his lance to, the ground,
-Having fallen asleep on his steed,

And the- monarch felt sure that its glean and its sound
Were the signals that doomed him. tobléed.

,In the blindness of fury lie turned himself bacý,
And'a dozen or so of his band,

As fast and as fle'ce as his sabre could hack,
He laid Iow with a very high hand.

They finally bound. hinl and got him. confined
To make him. le's rash in his ýwa's

And thus, in a dungeon and outof his Mind,
He lingered -the rest of his days.
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Then. soon, like a swarm that ha-s lost its queen-bee,
The nation.was t(3tally dazed,

Till an enemy landed from over the sea
And his standard trîuml)hantly raised.

'Twas the sovereici-n. of Hades-so, runs the romance-
Who came from the grove and o'erthrew

The mind of that popular sovereiern, of France
Because he was lionest and true.

Things have chanued. If His Darkness has ever beenc
To ruin earth's roy,iilty since, [known-

'Twas because, like the, Turk, lie could. bear near the
N o rival in nionarcli or prince-. [throjie

THE -POETIC ART.

FOUSDED ON HORACES FMNIOUS LETTER TO THE Tisos.

to give some poeti'c.advice
And each son of - the- muses . should think of ït twice

Ere he writes his first line, if his naine lie would carve
Oýi the colunin of faine when his bine comes to starVýe

Suppose that a painter his canvas shôuld spread
And sketch* you a fine. loo-incr feminine head
But, neglecting to'follow' a natural course,
Should fashion the neck like to thaï.- of a horse
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And finish his picture by orroupinct tocretherC tD C

Some parts of most creatures of fur, scale and feather,
-Until the fair face he liad skilfully put
'At the top, has the tail of a fish for, the foot.

Thouuh his colors -%vere faultlessly to*necl and refilied,
You would tbink the 1-oor painter -%vas out of his mind.

A work so prodigious would soon be pulled down,
And sold-for a carpet-mitt miles out of town.
Yet believe me, a picture like that, is no Nvorsè-
Nay, not half so bad as -those efforts in v*erse,
Wliere,-'the author, no matter how f-airly he s.ta't.;,
Negl'écts the judiefous relation of parts,
»ýt jumbles ideas from farthest extremes

1-ncoherent and wild às a lunatie's dreains,
;,So that unity nowhere appears to prevail
And the whole, as we say, is without head or tail.
The line may be flowinig, high-colored'and sweet
And the measure as light as a ballet-çrirl's feet
'Tis a failu*re, for taste can more safely dispense
With harmonious sound than harmonious sense.

Ah but," says some rhymer, " the whole.M rorld agrees
That poets and painters may try what they -please,
Ànd the standar'd of taste very .often 'ermits,,'

The w.ildest »attempts as original hiti4."
I kifow it. That licen'se I freely allow
I use it sometinies ; I -am -using it now,

.But never to such an unbridled extent
That incongruous things are commincried and Went
And whatever. my freedom, Du careful to keep
The hawks froi-n the doves. and the wolves froin the,

[sheel).



74 TIIE, POETIC ART.

Very oft, to becrinnings for grandeur unmatched,
One or two flashy fragments are awkwardly patchecýv And
For the purpose of makinûr a show this is clone-

It but the show is a ludicrous one. To ii,ý
From the top of Olympus where thunder-clouds frol% Wili

On a spiritless pinion the muse flutters down, An(l:
Then flies to the shady retreats of the grove Care

To hide from the presence of all-seein'g Jove, Biit -i
With a modesty crreater but vainer than Eve's,

For her nakedness shows throucrh the kirtle of leavas.

Or else'she aspiringly puts forth her- power Yet
By e

To catch at the ribbon that binds up the shower-
WIIE

That is, at the rainhow, which fa(les in a wink, At t
Like the best of its glories when painted in ink.

'A se

One more illustration: The faýilt to, my mind, if h

Is like that of a potter who, having designed 011

And started to model a five-grallon juor
Keeps t-perincr off till he turns out a mug,'- ýn

'ThEA vessel in which we can never confide,
For its heart is too small, and ÏtÉ mouth is too wide. ye-t

Nôw this is the moral-your sýubJect should suit Hh

Your abilities first, be they grand o . r minute; Thi

The ' n your ' oem will ta -e ' ith the pu')'lic, no doub4 A

If 'tis uniform, pointed and simple throughout. Th
of

There. remain-s for inost poets a &rreat source. of bcther-, A
By shunning one fault, --we fall into another.ý Tb

Now I often strive to come riglit to the point,
But as oft, put some metrical foot out of joint. Ti
Another one alms at grace, sinoothness and ease Ri

And lands on stupidity's lowest degrees; A



THE POETIC ^NRT.

While a thirâ may attempt the sublime and the vast,
An(i sin- out of siglit in a stream. of bombuýt.

Whoever is botind to produce somethincy rare
To iiia-e all his readers in Nvondernient stare,
Will portray you a dolphin at sport 'mong the trees
Antl a herd of wild boars roaming over the seas.
Care cannot atone for the absence of sk-ill
Biit -uilperveived blunders will hainper'vou stilh

Yet sornetimes a poet egregious1y fails
Bv exhausting his sk-ill upon minor details,
Wheii the trifles appear overloàded with art
At the glaring expense of some weightier part.
'A sefflPtor, at work on the marble so hard,
If he mind not proportion, resembles -fliat bard.
011 the block without form his commencement is - fair

Imitatincr from. life every curl. of the hair,
Antl niaking, with asinin'e instinict, appear
'The. fine convolutions that hirk in.th ear

Yet going astray from. the rules of proportion,
His work is a monster if not an abortion
The features ill«.ýfoTmed, or ý but poorly assorted,
A soifflpss expression, .a posture.
The figuTe thrown into that ele ant pose,
.Of the shape set in cornfields to, f righten the crows;
A goblin sufÉciently borrid to scare
The scavenger-birds which but darken the air,

Then who éan describe how the efligy harrows
The -fluttering souis, of the dear little sparrows ?
Reinarkable beauty all eyes,will attract
A re-niarkable blemish the same way will act;
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Yet I'd rather be gazed at and theme for remark
On account of my eyes heing piercingly dark,

Than to 1-)e mid a inixed crowd of friends and of foeý,
Conspicuous but for my prominent nosé.

If your crenius %vould shine like a new farthincy caiiilk
Your theme should be one you can etisily handle

Then ponde it duly and cogitate deep
And lonor never giving your eyc7lids to s1cep
Till you have in your mind, all as clear- as the day,
The least little ima«e that comes into play
Thus you neer will bie, brouçyht to the énd of your w*tý

in search of some plirase or expiession that fits.

The only legitiniate way to secure
A stvle that -is beautiful, pleasincy and pure-

,TTiiless I ani *greatly one side of niy text-
Is to bind every thought to the one that comes nex-L
All witty conceits that come into your head
But have no connection with what is just said,

Thoucfh still kept in view, put them off till the tii-iie
When reason deniands them as well as, the rhvine.

The author of verse that is fit to be heard
Will be almost fastidious in choosing each word.
The counterfeit j ingle his ear must detect

Befo'e he can' properly choose and rej ect.
The riile must bé absolute: put'neath your feet
The cant of the clubs' and the jlang of, the street;
And thouah words of your coining had better be few,

Make the old onesY if possible, shine as if new
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IN EXILE.

f f0eý. s the exile may wistfuilly gaze Wer the ocean.
That rolls between bini and the land he holds- dear,

nd forget in that moment of ri.,;;lii g- eniotion
The thoughts that ol)l)ress hini by being t'oo iiear.

So when dreams, as if bright froni sorne former existence
That had in this dull state of being no part,.

ay, 'Crowd on ' !ne froin out'the unspeak-able distance,
The things of to-day cannot enter my he art.

Ir W tý

SONG.

What ivarring thoughts disturb my rest
Two -wishes may reveal

next That you Nvere mine, or that this brezist
NVere tempered hard -s steel.

The strong emotions that arise
o pi omise bring to me,ie. But onl waste them'elves in sigh,-;;.y

For that whicli ne'er can be.

Whatever joy our loves impart
'Tis not unmixed with pain

Fdr nothing so,ôthes the restless heart
Where everý hope is vain.

e feýv And yet to chide th e dreain awa y
Would give a pang more deep,

As flowers which. languish 'neath the day'
At day's departure -weep.
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A FEA ST OF FÀ T THINGS.

AN ALLEGORY.

THEtailors made a feast one day
As gay as gay can be,

AnTtuinety-nine sat down to dine
On the ham of'a roasted flea..

Now when they h.,-id discussed the feast
They * felt their legs grow nimble

The. ninety-nùle poured out their wine
And drank it from -a thimble.

Then full of music in themselves,
Without the violin's tweedle,

The -nin'ty-nine danced on thefine
Steel poiit of a cambric needle.

When niglit was somewhat past its noon.
They did the curtain draw;

And the.nin'ety-nine - slept all in a line
-Upon. a single'straw.

But in the middlé of their dreams
A mouse besièle them plumped

The ninety-.pine askédaid divine
.4nd'thr'ugh''the. key-holé jumped!
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NO VA Seo 77A.

90 LANDof the mayflower and birch
Where my sires paid.their homage to God

What time neither schoolhouse or church
Bestudded the wilderness broad,

With Britain supreme in their thought,
They heeded no danger nor toil;

And the tènderes*t affection they broucriit
Took root in thy stoniest soil.

How simple, how few the deliglits
They found in this tenantless coast

Yet the laDd of Arahian Nights
Not deerer contentment could. boast.'

They faced with a Puritan psalm
The rouglres«t encounters'of life,

And bore in theïr bosoms a calm
Through the winds'and.'tlie waters at strif.e.'

Their shades may look down from. above
Forgiving the'%v orst I have done

But the moment I fail thêe. in love
Let them, curse their -deorenerate soli.

Though 'Winter may scoWl on thee rude
And summer be fickle at times,

"'-Thy children, with vigor .end-Lièd,
-Never envythe sun-gilded climes.
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And wherever distinction is souglit,
Thouerh boldly and widely they roam,

Their sweetest and holiest thouglit
ls when'.they are dreaming of home.

Of the pureszure s-y overhead,
Of the close-knitt-d sward 'neath the feet,

Of the glistening waters outspread*
Has earth any picture more sweet?

Of the fragrance afloat on the. breeze
When daylight began to decline,

Of the liand that it thrilled you to squeeze-
Has lieaven any joy more divine?

Ah jio ! to the end of my daysý-
Though IstrCIY to the ends of'the earth,

My song and my prayer and my -rraise
Shall be for the land of mv birth.

1 behold- thee when fairest thou art
M7ith a lover's devotion and pride,

And the cliniate neýr changesthe heart
Ever,.warm with a patriot tidé.

Fen -the deep's unmelo(Eous tubes,
When the crags with the stor 'echoes rang.

Always had the lrave dash-of the, runes
That Thorfinii, saluting thee, sang.

Neitlier title nor lordly domain'
With vassalage cumbers, thy soil,

]But the forest, the. mine and the plain,
Present thee the tribute of toil.
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,And here where the storm-braving cape
Reaches out its white arms to the sea,

Old Proteus puts'on the shape
Of a ministering angel to thee.

Since D * elos called over-the deep
To the farthest Ionian gIçn,

Even lif' has beén reckènetl more cheap
Than honor, with maritime men.

Nova Se* tia, the home of the fair
As well as the' land of the brave,

Those bards fable not who declaîe
That Venus. is born of the wave.

Dear land, May the years as they roll
Still 'iew thy just fortunes increase,

Placed under no harsher control .
Than that which. give freedom and peace.

And may thy inherited tongue
«Which encircles this planet with

In ýleaving no virtue unsung,
With its trinmphs commingle- thy name.



SONG.

SONG.

AND didst thou think I could foroget TacOr lightly* hold the past? INo-till my latest sun shall set
One niem'ry fond must last.

IL

'Tis of a visionary dream Ho,

That blest my gayest hours,
But vanished like the solar beani its

When soine black tempest lowers.

Yel

If only had cause to, mourn,
I might have found relief, It:

But severed hearts have neer outworn
The sense of mutual grief.

IV.

It haunts nie 'mid the faithless crowd, To
And when I'm all alone

And even in my laughter loud,
1 start to hear its tome. Bu

Th
The glow of early passion der

Ilas left a *thered trace,
Time never can the one restore

The other neer efface.
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THE CONTRAST.

TROLIGH 1 minorle with âIl that is mirthful and bricylit
I am treading the win'e-press alone

Ând the bubbles are dancing delusively light
0 ,er a Ileart that is heavy as stone.

How painful the cup, blushing warm to the brim,
Contrasts with the colorless lips 1

Its- spalkle relumes not, a world-that is dim
'Neath a darkly-foreboding eclipse.

Yet calm]y the two-fold affliction I bear
When the happy around-me rejoice;

It rends me to, stifle the groan of despair
And to counterfeit merrlinent's voice.

0 God! 'tis the bottomless bathos of woe
When the hour, that should offer relief

To a Iife of depression, is false in its show
4 And increases the burden of grief

But small is the aid that repining can bring,
Let me set my teeth hard and defy

The damnably double-edgèd torture to wring
From - its victini a tear or a sigh.
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CHATTERTONS PICTURE.

That marvellous ooy,
The aleeplesa soul that perished in hie pride.-Word-morth.

THos, features bear no stamp of grief,
No token that this world's annoy

Had fastened on'. so fair a leaf
Its infant promise to destroy.

And yet sharp misery effaced
That beauty, tender as a girl's,

Ere time, with all his envious haste,
Had touched the wealth ofgraceful curls.

0 genius in its brightest blaze
Too early quenched! The pitying tears

That consecrate this moment's gaze-
Outnumber far his sum of years.

Clear-visioned boy of passions blind,
It cannot make men love him -leis

To search their colder hearts alid find.
What gave his own its bitterness.

Volcanie bursts of feeling shook

ý A.14 all but mad ungoverned pride
Which settled to tliat savage look
By death . forever petrified.

,0 ruin.lamentably rash
Presaged in many a line of fire,

As meteors through the heavens flash
The light which dooms them. to, expire
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REFLECTIONS OF FA UST.

DiRiCE welcome twiliçrlit soft and sweet.
-Mong yon distant grassy sloje

Romance might stra'y with eager feet
Bright with the dews of hope.

But thou, from, passion long estranged,
What brings thee to this sacreý spot?

Unhappy Faust! thou art so changed

I recognise thee not.

The mighty breath of love has mixed
Thy sky with dead emotion's dust.

Gods! is the mind I deemed so fixed

The sport of every gust ?

What frailty rules in every state

Avillage maid Échance to meet-

The, heart which, would not bend to fate

Bows do.wn even at her feet!

Could that to me, one- pleasure bring

Which caused a guileless being shame?

For am. 1 not that eursed thing,,
Without repose, without an aini,

Which, liký the torrent, to and fro,

Is bou'nding to the abyss below?
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ýnd she, the innocent and pure,
Who shelter'ed in this valley, dwells

Within her'little world securel, e

Though near to, where the torrent swells-ý.--

Could I, abhorred of man and heaven,
Invade her, happý dwelling-place,

And all its peace forever riven,
Plunge her in misery and disgrace?

Help, devil! lend your influencg,
Whate'er the end, it cannot be

Worse than this teriible suspense-
Ruin to lier or deatli to, nie

-4 ROMAN MODEL.

Hop,&cE, who lived a thousand years or so
Before the date of spelling-books and rhyme,

In a most pleasing picture lets us know
How schools were managed in that olden time.

When Roman urchins, yet too we.; - to climb
The tree of knowledge, sat aiiid s&ked their thumbs,

The bland preceptor, workinor on the prime
Incentive whency all human effort comes,
Coaxed out their latent taste ývYth. sugar-cake and plums!



The world's voung conquerors, on tlieir patent slate*s-
Those ti4y poplar slàbs rubbed smooth with wax

Then formed their tu's and sicce's, aut's and ait's
Withoût the pressure of a çgrinding tax,
Without the stimulus of cou,ç,,tant whacks

Éor rods were things & yet that only served
To lasli the handle of the lictor's axe,

Yet not one tyro from his tablet swerved
And not a rule was broke and not a spine wu eurved.

Dear nature tutors not with birchen twigs
The chubby Flaccus* in his leafy nook,

Where stock-doves strewed his sleep wit4 mvrtie-spriý,rs,
Learned wonders from the universal book.

And then young Ilaro, with hisý maiden look,
At morn conversincy with the oaks and rills

Or piping till the hazel copses shook
With tremulous joy to. hear his graceful trills
Oh, give me such a field, and take your Seyen Hills

These are the days of culture and of art
Wherein we make a pictured paper prize

The object of ambition from the start,
For which. the iLspirant must sacriÈce

His native- freshne'ss' and his naturaleyes,
And takehisview of thingsthrough Laurance'len.ses

A sad mistake, which he will realise
When the vain.building of a life commences

On ten half-sciences and only four poor senses.nbSy

A ROMAN MODEL.

* Quintus Horatius Flaccus and Publius Virgilius Mais
are known to English readers by their Frenchified nanies of
Homee'au(l Virgil respectively.)lUMS!
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How oft the regent of a brazen globe
ýOn the hard pan of human dulness toils
With patience near akin to, that 'f Job
When sore beléaguered by a host of boils.
But all that learning's dry machinery oils

He rigorously places under ban
And his young chairore methodically spoils

On Wordsworth!s-or somebody -else's plan-
Maintaining that " the child is father to the man."

And 'o he strives to make » s head turn gray,
But will the little slips iture the faster

For being compelled té sit six hours a day
Just like their grandsires--cut in alabaster?

I tell you nay. The prim, pretentious master,
So slow to comprehend, so dull to feel,

Would best be placed where he could teacýh the Shaster,
And see thesucklings by fanatic zeal'

Thrown out to Jacrarnath and crushed beneath his
[wheel!



ODE TO PÀNDORA.

0 LOVELY prototype of all
o murder with the eye-,

Which, if it pierce not like a ball,
Most fàtally can pry

When Vulcan forged, the pretty box
In which thy gifts were hid,

He Shoiild have furnished double locks
To fasten down the lid.*

But thou, didst wantonly unpack
Disease's baleful train,

AU aches and ills that cramp and rack
aster, The limbs the hea'rt the Ijrau*i.

à his And in the most persistent shapes
'They.spread, incréase and rage

There's scarcely orie in, ten escapes
In this progressive age.

They love the loftiest of the race,-
',Tis proved beyond a doùbt

By many a, dignitary's pace
Undignified by gout.

*In the Greék fable, the gods sent presents to Pandora,
with strict injunctions not to open the boicontaining them.

Overcome by eurioctity, she disobeyed. orders, and thus let
loose all the evils which have since afflicted mankind.

89ODE TO PANDORA.
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Yet thy pernicious brood of illsy
Diffused through earth and air,

To antidotal drugs and pills
-l-iýbiit a smalI affair.

The city walls, the desert stones FBear testimony true,
And monument-il piles of bones

Miûrht rise in witness too.

P'nd-ora, nullify thy curse
By this one sa«vincr.clause.:

Shut ev'ery quack within a heir-.ý-,e
And win the world's applause!

8 T 0 R M- ST IA IV Z' S.

LETthe j)edant pore over the page scientific,
Or see«k his delighf in some angular form;

But oh ! Jet me study that grand hieroglyphic
That's writ in the stars and pronouncecl by the -storrn.

Awav with the. les-sons of midnicrht instillincr
Exhausting the soul as the. lamp orlimmers low!

Let me taïk-e fnv instruction all vivid and thrillinu
From Nature s own volume, and feel what* I know.

In the tameness of quiet, tlloiicrht languishes> idly
Beneath the dull weight of mortality's shroud,

But excited, it flashes as fiercely and. widely
As Jove's awful -shafts from the dark-roRing elotid.
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Then. the nage of the tempest, has, wild fasçination
Whieà danq(rer and solitude onlv enhapce

Thé elements utter that mute exultation J
Which swells in the bosoni and (,lows in the glance.

For thi,.ý,, 1 have oft on the lon"ely shore wandered)
And vision's of grandeur stole over me then

A clearer conception of what I had pondered
And longed for in ývain when surro'un-deçl by me*n.

TO V. F. .UcWHORTERI,

-CHARLESTON-, W&ST VIRGLNIA.

toNc may thes6b happy misf4ves tell
My trusty friend is hale and well,
And deep in -phil'sophic dreain
'Still musing on that ripid streani,

Which frets the :\lleçrlianies' side
And swe'Ils Ohio's yellow tide.

Though when he Democrats are in
He joins -the telave% roaring din
Orý IiI.ze, the mothi is bound to gnawknow..

way throucrh bulky tomes of law,
He still eau fan that sparkling wit

Which 'nature in his bosom. lit
For higher use than idle show-

cloud. To cheer a friend and -blast a foe.
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Some cynies always try to mar
The'reputation of the bar,
And now in anger, now in sport,

,Exhibit their contempt -of court
And men who cultivate the knac-
Of arguing that white is black'
But-hear me hurl that falsellood back!
Themffllves the slanderer's brand must bear
While ' 1 can'quote your record fair.

Whatever may'that record sully
'When you have donned the robe of Tully,
I hold you now, as in the past,
A'soul of most h*roie cast,
Since all those sportive -nymphs that glide
Along the Elk's romantic side
Your modest steps could not decoy
To match theni in their wanton joy,
Or pledge them in the flowing cul)

Whieh conjures frolie spirits up.

From birth to death we scarcely know
How much to friendship's-power we * owe.,
But were it once from earth expunged,
In what a gloom we should be plunged
Our hearts would be, like monkish oysters,
SeàJed tight in hard calcareous éloisters ;
Our, warm'st tho-qghts would freeze to stone

Within a moral Jýd zone ;
Our lives woýi1d stagnate to a lake

From which. no streams in gladness break,
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The muse would lose her tenor note
Àmd have.a very tunele& throat.

7is not in festive hours alone
Tliat friendship's highest aid is known
,But when on llife's tempestùous -wave

Where storrns of adveý.se fortune rave,
, lien all a-wt'eck, the last faint hope

Is clinging to, a parting rope,
Then flows its genial current warm
To help us safely through the storm.
So some tall ship from England late
To Boston bound with costly, freight,
Arrived in Nova Scotian seas

What time the coast begins to freeze,
Encounters fùrious northern gales
That snap her spars and split her sails,
Till rudderless and from her course

Blown southward by the tempeâ's force,
She meets the GuIf-stream'--:ý. tepid tides

That free her ice-encumbered sides,
And then, refitted mast and'stay,'
She bravely bears upon her way,'
And soon, though battered, still a ship

Triumphant o'er the dangerous trip,*
No 'More of winds and waves* the sport,

She anchors in the destined *port.

Yet there'is one thing far above
The nàme of friendship-youthful love,

Which, strong, spontaneous, bigh and- pure,
Must live while soul'and senà endure.
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The chiefest bliss of mortal life
lis nearincf your embrace @ a wife

While heaven-approves"«the rapturous union
Of two fond'hearts in è1Ô s e communion,
A brother of the gentle craft As a lar

His- blessing from. afar may waft. Forge
Crimpe(

And

So 1, Si

May thriving offspring, more or less, From
knd tb.

The dear connubial bondage bless.
And as in sylvan haunts Iýve. seen Are
An acred tree yet strong and green,
While growing from. it fibrous root-s
Sprancy up innurnerable shoots, Ras
And clustering round on every side Where
Enshrined it in paternal pride
So may your progeny like tlieni Proc
lionct flourish 'round the, parent steni.

0 freeý
Thoý

The ri-
But

Not ti
Th(

To su
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LARK-SON G-T.

As a lar- on the billowy breezes ul)lifted,
Forgets the dull cage, that so, dismall 'long

Cnimped the vigor of pinion wherewith he, was gifted
And tarnislied his plumage and stifled his song;

SO I, sinc' the fortunâte moment-recalled nie'
From tasks ever liated, at liberty -soar;

And the things which like fetters but yesterday galled
me

Are flung to the winds and remembered no mort.

Necessity-stern and inflexible jailer-
Has kept me too long and too stringently cooped,

Where the eye growing dimmer, the cheek growing
paler

Proclaimed how the spirit continually drooped.

0 freedom! thou primitive inaid of the mountain,
Thou art not confined to the land of thy birth.

The river stays not at the play of the fountain,
But widenà and wanders to gladden the earth.

Not the wýRs of a harem IoDg ti-Me should confine me
Though filled with the loveliest ensnarers of men

To such'a mere phantom the sameness would pine me,
I'd s 1 *-p* through the key-hole.to freedom again.
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TO EA BRIBT BEECHERSTO WB.

ON THE PUBLICATION OF HER INFAMOUS , BYRON LIBEL

My Shnkspere's curft on clown and knave y
Who will not ]et his uhes rest. - Te-nnysen.

THoVGH fiction wear angelic grace. T
When-in the service of the slave,

Oh keep the pigment of its face
From off the hero-poet's grave

His hand proud freedoms flag unfurled- T

Himself the mark for blight and blame.
She yet shall wave around the world H

Her banner blazoned with his name.

And you once nobly urged the cause
That to the serf his right restored;

You spoke the thrilling ývord which draws F(

Or drew-the tear, if not the sword.

When, from the battle-clouds that blazed,
The blast of freedom cleqred the skies, TI

How many Hagars blessed and praised,.'
The anorel in the eagle's guise. B

But you are not the bird of prey TThat bathes in solar light its wing
And thunders'-thiough the liquid way

To pounce upon some living thing.
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-N,.c)-yoit-are of the buzzard brood
That trails a dusk plume o'er the plain

And ever deeins that, festering food
The choicest which lias longest lain

You cannot rend these two apart,
For both to Bvron's fame belong-

The true nobility of heart,
The grandeur of inipassioned song.

You s ' ho'uld, lia . ve by his side,
The potent wand of English speech.

To part the modern Red Sea tide
Plat all the promised land might rzeïach.

Happy his early death whieli sent
Regret even throucrh the, hostile throng

Wretched the life, liowever spent,
Which lasts a single day too long.

For one and all, whose tender age
You tauglit to hate the callous breast,

.Must feel your last and loatlisome page
Has deeply sullied all the rest.

The stain is dark. The mousing bwl
Miglit imp its wing to tear his wreat1r;

But oh! the glioulish deed to prowl
And burrow for the dust beneath

The ublic odium and thé ban,
If justice live, must light on you.

'Twas well to, Preachthat man is man- -
Shall woman not be w- -m'an too

7
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And slander, though it widely roam,
Is certain to return at last,

Like vagrant chickens coming hoine
Even now it travels homeward fast.

'Tis strange-but I have heard or read
Of visiting a heinous sin

Not only\on the guilty head
But on the third and fourth of kin.

The fates, who seldom judge amiss,
Avenge Parnassus on the church

And bid a shady Nemesis
Upon the Brooklyn steeple percli.

AP.A THES.

Mais world is fuH of creatures
With apathy's dull seal

Upon their very features,
Which, shows their hearts ne'er feel

The warmth of kindlier natures
For others, woe or weal. »

The greed of gain encumbers
Their days and nights with care

Their stolid fancy siumbers
As doth the wintering beur

The most enchanting numbers
Awake no echoes thère.
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Oft have I seen thein ç,,hiiiiiiçr
In fashion's trapping deck-e(l,

Seen empty heads incliiiing
To them in deep respect,

While niodest worth wa.,., I)iiiiiict
In want and cold necrlect.

THE BROOK.

FRON THE GERMAN OF GOEME.

THou brooklet, silver-brighý and clear,
That boundest on in glad career,
What wondrous hand thy channel traced
And whence and whither dost thou haste ?

From noo-s that never saw the sun,
O'er moss and matted flowers I ruil
And when in dreaminess I rest,
M heaven is mirro-red in my breast.

Then joyous freedom bids me speed.
-%vither it may lead.

But he who cleft through rocks my way,
Will be my guide where'er I stray.
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THE FIELD-FLO îf 7ER.

BEHOLD) by the peasant's ,;Ilooil uilti*od,
The delicate field-fl(jWer blowing.

lt is -nitted fast to the stainful sod,
But it fills its cup froin the firmament broa(l,
And draws its hues froin the light of God

Throuçsh the boundless Sther flowing.

-And so the uplifted heart that strives
For the purer modes of existence.

It is fastened here 'mid the lowlv lives
Where the lvy creeps add the cockle thrives;

But its color and fraçyi7aiice it derives
From the lieight and the depth and the., distance.

NO VEMBER SONG.

T

NIGHT winds of Ni ovember T
How dreary they whistle 1 B

The leaves are all dead
.î The birds are all fled,

And the light-sailing down
Has all flown fro'm the thistle.
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il. - -

In the liedges and gardens
No red rose is growing;

But one keeps am-ak-e-
And all for my sak-e-

In'the rosiest hues
Of expectancy glowing.

M.

Olt why cannot love
Make this happy niglit longer?

The morning that parts
Our close-beating hearts

Is neither the sweeter,
The nor stronger.

A MO DERX MA XIM

IT sadly derauges one's business p1ai1sý.
To admire the Lord's liandiwork rather than nian's.

Mien lift not your eyes with the heavens to- -converse,
Biit grope on the ground for you'nlight find a purse.



THE CL YDE.*

HAM I LTON 8 FARMý A«LG. 1.411888.

How softlysteals adown the glade
The crystal Clyde, 1 Jý

While alternating light and shade,
Like the changeful glatice of a win-5ome m&

Play Wer its tidý!

Here Summer, dainty rural quee.-n
Of all the globe,

Draw& round her, hau'nts a leaýy screen,
With this silver thread through the silken green-

Her royal robe.

Pure when the dewy eastern skieis,
Are fluslied, yet calm

Fair when the -noon supinely lies,
And sweet when the lilies close their eyes

And bréâthe their balni.

IV.

Ah me 1 the sunnyhouýs are fleet,
But yon are here ;

And since its banks -have kissed your feet,
Clyde shall be pure and fair and sweet

Thr'ough all the year.

*A small strearn in Shelburne coanty, about thirteen
miles from Barrington. There is some fine scenery on it-s
banks, especially at the place caRed Hamilton's Farm. ý
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EPITAPH

ON CAPT. POTTERý OF HUL4 G. B.

TiâE market rose and the mercury feil
At the death of Captain Potter.

'Twas a cold day;ý' for him when he went to, IIÛ11
For his tempqr -was ten times hotter

WHEREFO-RE.

WHY like theýheron's stilted brood
Are the men of shelves and tills 1

Perhaps because they get their food
By means of their lengthy bills&

THE PACHYDERIMS.

ONcE the bard, stern justice dealing,
Held the mightieet rogues in check.

Now they seem. devoid of feeling
Save perhaps about the neck.

One is ignorant altogether
lf he undentandeth not

That the old Behemoth's leather
Will resist the sharpest shot.

Fusilade the alligat«r
e Nile,

rteen Basking on the r dy N

n its And the Nubian nutmeg-grater
Mocks.-vou witha hideou' smile.
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SONG.

COME, dearest, conie out to the agate,
To your sweet little promise be true.

The bird nestles down with it--, mate,
And I am still waitinc; for you.

1 marked, as the suil set this eve,
How his rays did your window adorn,

As if he were takincr fond leave
Of the fairest and best, till the niorn.

.No land now enjoying his beains
Can boast of a treasure so fair

As the shadowy region of dreanis
Contains, when your image is there.

CoMeý n)y rosy-cheeked, violet-eyed muse,
With a beauty surpassing the day

When it blends with the loveliest hue,ý

The delicate odors of May!
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PA RTING.

Vale dulviii, vale cara,
Hora venit nunc arnam!

F-%RE thee Nvell! This bitter hour
Claims me with malignant powér:!,
1 have been the roving bee,
Thou, the only flower for me;
All the past'a summer noon,

Golden'bricylit but fled too soon.

Ali! co u*ld not keep my eyes,
Oil thý2ever-changçrinçr skies,

But, en-hanted to the spot,
;-Lapse of time 1 heeded not
Till, for safety all too late,

'Storm and darkness seal my fate

DISA PPOINTMEYT.

RELENTLESS taimer of our pride,
Stern chastener -of our lives,

Wlio dost not lay the frowil aside
NV hile van ity survives,

Ti,,ý,, thine when, pleasing to the view,
Arise the forms of teffliting hue

For which ambition strives,_
'Tis thine the onward course to bar,
Or scatter the delusion far.
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There i-Qý no sta-te attained by mail
Which thou niayestýnot invade-

And niock, the most sagaclous p a
By liuma ' n wisdoni laid';

In every prospect and pursuit
Are blossoins Ithat produce no friiit,

For at thy touchthey fadè.j
Of common clay thou dost cônv'ince
Alike the peas-ant and the prinee.

The great, who stemirigly controlled
The nations' destiny,

Have seen their power relax its hold
And bow to, thy decree.

And oh! the lowly heirs of toil,
Thou sparest not the ir hopes to, spoil,

For all are doon1ýd to, see
pleasure, deemed almost possessed,

Evanýishinçy at thy'behest.

Btit all imlovely as thou art,
Thou comest to, undeceive

And teach arigght the erring heart,
Too ready to believÀe,-

To riaise and rectiýy the will,
Armed with a nobler purpose still

Its mission to achieve
Ere wooed by pleasure's siren sonçr
And led irrevocably wrong.
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lhen peace, sad Ileart,, time --is not no,%v
For thee to break or faint.

Recall the sh,ttdov-from' the, brow,
And hush the fond complaint

For still the quenchless souluîpires'
Above the ashes of desires

That leave a mortal ta-int;
And, grown familiar with despair,
Though keen to feel, can strongly bear.

The sapling pine, wlien round ýare"strewn
The ruins of the year,

Is rudely tossed but not o'erblowil
By winter howling drear,

And t1rough, be humbing frost-liave chilled
The nial life its veins that tilled

Its hranches are not sere
And there again shall music ring

When milder skies restore the sl)ring.

SONNETS.

I.-THE -TRUE POET.

HE was the bard who, as the impulse grew,
Upraised his pierciner eye and browaugust

Least dimmed, least sullied by the sordid dust
And compassed with a cleary exalted view

The heavenly and the liuman. ' Thence he drew
All images of noble, pure and just

Within harmonious bon(!: a sacred tru't
To teach his race and virtuous life ren-ew.
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How sad, wherie'er his brave perverte(l powers
The argument di'ine do not suîtain,
But, all enamored of earths poisonous flo-er.ý,

Imbibe and then diffii4the moral bane
0 thou brightýgodde-ss ! in 1ýis maddest hours,
Thy humblest vot-ary froin sucli déecl restraiii.

IL-FRANCESCO PETRARCA.

I BOAýT not that he tauaht nie liow to silicil
Or,1ý'tril1 the sonnet's full symphonious eliiiii.,

For'-tliat sweet nursling of the Ausoniali cliiiie
Sti Il shuns- the liarsliness of a Gxothie, striii(r

Yet) if I niay the grateful, tribute bring,
It was the flushing of his suiiiiiier tinie,

Instinct with love and resonant with rh > iiie,
That added war-intli to nïy late iiortherii sl)riii(z.

The gloomy lirs, tliat witW the tenipest roar',
Seein niyrtles, gay by ainorous breezes f-anneý1

If love be ripening in th(--,à I)osoiii',,; eore.
In race in speecli and tinie so far apart,

The Tuscan's strain 1 more tlian uilderstý-iii(l,---
It sets to niusie every passionate lieart!

Ill.__rlWENI'Y-FIVE.

STUPENDOUS thotiollit! that since niv life be"1111
This rolling sphere, wliere no men long abide,

Where night and day the strtiomali*ng' hours (1iý, le,
Has sped so many timez around- the sun!

Not so unerringly my life lias run,
Careles-s of steeracre but of look-out wide,

That hasperchance some distant realins- de.s(-ri(,(I,
Not patent to the gaze of every one.
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In retrosl'ect, SOIlle Sad elllotions riseý
'I'nniixe(-l with friiitless longings to return.
No puer ile fears possess me ; though. iny eyess,

Clearer than aught I)esicle,' thi-ýý truth discern
Ti.i(at the vast flood whereon. I sail or drift

Beconies more violent as the tide grows swift.

IV.-TO TIIE SERVIANS, 1877.
(.),,ç Serviails ! in the name of Czerni George,

Who fell 1) ' y treason's-.foulle,t, dark-est schenie,
Belle'ath whose bannqT,,Ii-e a storrnful stream,

Your hardy sires pourp4t'iiown the mountain gorge.ý
Stri-e ! for the chains yolir Moslem niasters forge-
Botli sliame your manhoüd and vour faith. blaspheme,

AnLI, howsoever bearaible they Z;eelnl>
Tlieir lightest links eut «eeper than the 1 sword.

Your call to arms should ring throucirh Europe's sky-
,A trinnpet gi-ving no uncertain sound,

Down with that fierce, aggre-ssi-ýre Koreish lie.
It,.)Iiall not take deep root on Grecian ground,.

It intist not lift its waning moon as higgh'
s ùat brave, standard patriots rally round

V.-ASPIRATION.

Ay, tliough. no other band in all the earth
Attenipt the lyre w ith ý.u-ch discordant sound
nd tfiernes so, lowly, 'thereto, am I bound

M'ith " feelings ýtrong as are the ties of birth.
Would heaven they showed not such a wintry clèarth

Of high and good but oft the eaus-e is foulid
Not in' the tree...but in, the sterile'ground

That renders ftüitacre scant or little worth.
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The olive, sage Athene's gift of yore, 0 fa

Was« but but "the veriest wilding of the waste D

Till, nurture.1 on the genial Attic shore, siThe temple.s of the inimortal grods it aTace(l. YetOh might one Nivreath of inine-I. ask no niorc- 1
Be for the honor of iny country placed! T

VI.-L > AMORE E 1, AMICIZIA. The

(Sent to the Author by a Ff riend.) B
Lorchè del -serpe ai lusinghieri accenti «Eva die ascolto, ed il fatale frutto, VI
-;Ilstb, una atroce eredit' di lutto

Prepar6 dessa alle future, genti. OF
0 colpa pregno d'infiniti stenti A

Per cui fu condannato il mondo tutto s
Agli affanni e alla morte e fu condutto"
Ai sospiri, ai pianti ed ai lamenti 1 Whq

Ma sullaierra, 1 si misera:, volse y
L'Eterno un sauardo dal celeste trono, T
E pietade di lei nel seno accolse

Ed a sollievo d'un'stato si rio,
D'amore e d'âm'icizia le, fé dono,

Per cui il mortal più s'assomiglia a Dio.
Bu

VII.-LOVE AND FRIENDSHIP.

(Translation of the joregoinýq Sonnet.)

Wiam the dire snake's. delusive.speech pÈevailed
And guileless Eve partook the fruit forbid,
A rueful heritage within it hid ci

Was then on all the future race entailed.
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0 fault, throughout eternity bewailed !
Disaster that the, infant world undid,

While pain and death, all-conquering, stalked amid
Sighs, tears andgroanswhichthedread triumphliailed.

Yet on the earth, so, wretched 'neatb the, -,3trç)ke,
'the Etemal looked from hîs celestial throne
And in her plea divinest pity spok-e.
Then first) to mitigate the afflictive rod,

Were given her love and friendship as lier own,'
By which the mortal mostre-sembles iod.

VIII.'-TO- CAPT. H. C. MCWHORTER, VIRGINIA, U. S.

0 FRIFND,'with whom I had full many a ramble,
And pleasant converse, on Kaiiaxvha's bank-
SereenE&d from the ardent noon by m-illows dank,
Or in retreats close-fenced by flowering bramble,

Where moonlit fairies undisturbed migh't gambol-
Y, our voice and arm were in the foremost rank
To bid vile slavery's chain no longer clank
In mockery of that charter's grand preamble.

Silice, nobly merited, the people's trust
Calls you in legislative -sphere to move,
You will not only hold that axiom just,

But by a. living demonstration p*rove
That, though all men are equal by.their birth,

Virtue alone confers superior worth.*

Les hommes sont égaux; ce n'est pas la naissance,
C'est lý vertu seule qui fait la diffètence. - Voltaire.



112 ýSONNETS.

IX.-FRANCESCOS LOST LOVE.

(J DARK devouring Partli . I envy thee
The treaqure within thy cold embnice!

That loviiig forni and, that excelling grace,
Whieli I no morel oli! nevermore shall see.

1 envv heavenl, where, ever pure and free-
As angels are from any mortal trace,

Her li-appy spirit glads the lioly place
Th,-,it-seeniç, so inaccessible to nie.

1 envy all the sainted throng share
Her coinpany aiid liear lier sweetly spea-

That seraffli voice whÎch I so sadly miss!
But most 1 eiwy death the pleastire rare

Of feastincir 011 410 (lelicate a cliee-
Froni whieli-iii-v lips b;ive ta-eft the farewell kis.q.

X.-MIDNIGHT.
stille

Ruhn obea dieSterne und unten die Grâber.-Goethe.

Tiý,-, the dark hour, whose touch has often froze
Life's pulsincr foiint. Pear God 1 1 cannot sleel).
1 thiiik- upon those cruel Nvounçls and deep
From -ývli(-n(---e the healincy of thenations flows.

He giveth bi:s beloved sleep." They close'
Tlieir eves in peace while I iiiii ' st wak, and weep.
The stars the-graves unpit-irig silence keep:
1 pleaçl in vain-the black air' gaspsý Who k-now.s?

Oh yet the beart recoils with shuddering chill,
As vivid thougglit forecasts the fatal term,
And sho-.,vs the clay" mute, pallid, cold"und still
How-'soon, how sîýdJ And can t he vital. germ

'Survive the worlds- etemal space that fill
Oh let them paýss, ý't let my faith'*be fim
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XL-DESPAIR.

THou art ilot all unçrracious, wan despair
Although I chnnot love the downeast eye,
From long acquaintance 1 can testify

That that no deception ever lur-éth there.
Beauty is false at, heart, or dces but wear

An evanescent lustre; riches fly;
1mbition falters, when the goal is nigh,
And friendship varies like our northern - air.

But thou, -%vho didst iinpress my early years,
T11rough every change, art faithful to ine yet;
And ' this I owe thee, that no craven fecars

Can daunt ine, now, whatever ills beset. -
Thine is the*wisdom pleasure's pampered dears

,Can never learn, nor misery's sons forget.

XII.-RESIGNATION.

()'.NIOTHEReartli 1 to the'e I bend my eyes
Aching and blinded with * tiieir tearful quest.

I beg thy cold, heart for eternal rest,
For thine is not the -worm that never dies.

Beliold how helpless thy lost offspring lies 1
Behold his hot and wasted. chee- is pressed
Close to thy fiosty, unresponsive breast
ln agony which inocks the suppliant's cries

Bid the delirious struggle cease-I yield
And strive no longer-passive and resigned
To meet the -worst that fâte may hé Id concealed

.No hopes, no lears, no will.-But Io ! I find
As quick as light, that the great grief is healed
An(i perfect calm pervades the rescued mind!
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XIII.-='SA.NTA SELVA.

DIM-AISLED' Wood ! no pillared faneý so grand,
So sacred in the old luxurious East

When cushioned kingship knelt-before. the J)riest-
In all the pomp at tyrannys command!

This place is for a loftier worship planiled
The rites mysterious and thesolemn, feast
Are in their purity where bird and beast
Bleed not, but feed -from n- ature's bounteous haiid.,
Hence, ye profane ones ! This is holy ground,

Where througheach quickenedsense wemayimbibe
The balm,' the bloom that make the sick heurt sound.

A thousand leaves here spread their knowledore free -
AU undistorted by the meddling scribe,
All unperverted ày the Pliarisee,.

XIV. .,THE DEAD PRINCE.

[My regret at the traeic death of the young Freinch
adventurer, killed by the Zulus, Juýe, 1818; was genuine,

and for that reason alone, I have retained this sonnet, written
at the time. My views concerning princes and republies have
since become greatly modified.

MOURN for the iniperial sol(lier-son of France 1
But never can-barbarian crore atone
For that high blood. All nations even his own,
May well lament blind war's accurst mischance

Yet rests the red stain of this sad romance,
Noi on the savage assegai alone,

But on the edict which against his throne
And birthright sternly bent the civil lance.
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Capricious land, divided to deny

Thy prince the hope he now surrendereth,
Unité, once more; his banishment is by

He rules thee in the, majesty of deatli- .
V More hearts are moved by his 6xpiring sigil

Than by the proud republic'.s, living breath

Xv.-TO THE CITY OF HALIFAX.

SHE sits not in the splendor of reilowil
.\7or girt with grandeur, lik-e some cities old,

e Nor teeming wide with multitudes untold,
nd. Yet prestige gathers to hergranite crown

That daunts invasion with a thundâous frown
While, malitled 'neatli the, British banner's fold,

For'higher triuniph and witli fearless hold,
Peace waves the olive o'er our mother-town.

»ý Nor shall.she froin that better* contest shrink
That calls the vigorous mind, the skilful hand

Deh To forge in history's chain the brightest link:
ýne,
"ten The keen-eyed genius'of my native land
ave Still fosters on this noble haven's brink

Such hearts as filled Cornwallis' pioneer band.

XVI. TO MISS

Du bist uair nah und dort so fern.

VEIL nOt thatglance beneath the tender lid
For in the azure of those queenly eyes
Thé rarest do wry of -indulgent skies
I still ado're whaî my repose nndid.
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With N,-ourý dear imagé in my bosoin liid,
The secret of our iiiiitual passion lies,
W -h time nor chance

hi(, the less has made ille 1)rize,
Nor cold discretioii from its place has.chid.

Ah! ne'er a(yain, as heretofore, we meet
Yet life is not all cheerless and forloià,

While oft otir fervent looks each other greet,
As zephyr greets the blushing rose at morn;

Full light he passess, but her spirit sweet,
Caugl# all unsèen, away with him. is borne.

XVII.-GRANDEZZA.

DEH 1 foss' io qualche cosa nello stato
Ove si mostra una sontuosa festa,
Mentre la Nuova Scozia é tutta mesta,

Almen sarei dal ggregge mio lodato.
Quafe un tauro di notte errando in prato,

A Porto viene, e colla sua testa
Crollar fa sasso e lecriio e non s'arresta
Finch'abbia ognuno frutto e ' fior mangiato

Cosi, talor, fhnno i più degni eroi-'
Il paladin Giovanni e if gran Topero
C apaci poliar il Canada e poi

Rubare- questo nobil emispero
Ma tuttavolta, viengo innanzi a voi,
Sprezzan'do.l'opere del sert)e nero.

XVIII.-TO A YOUNG LADY.

How. rarely are those precious gifts combinéd-,
The playful wit and the exalted thouýht,

Staid wisdoms look on brows so smoothly wrought)
Like flower and fruitage in one wreath entwined.
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"e 
Froni siich ti'nited charnis of foriii and inind

Methinks the Greciaii sages must have caucrlit
Their brightest inspiration wlien they tanglit
That loveliest spirits loveliest lodgenients find.

Some happy planet blessed your natal hour
With liglit to cheer misfortune's cloudy days,
Chancring, by charitv's benignant power,

The voice of sadness to the note of praise
As when, uprisen froni the crushing shower,
N ew lwuuty blo-ssonis in the vernal ray-s.

XIX.-THE SAFEST GUIDE.

N-o star was lighted in the shiverinor air;
All round was dark as woods at nicrlit-,èan be;
And the trees laid their ghostly hands on nie,
As wondering whether mort-al ventured tliere.

M*V thoughts were all within me, clusterincy where

The blessed dews of human sym'athy
Had fallen and refreshedabundantly

Wliat late had been'a desert parclied and bare.

And I Passed O"nward, . though the path was lost--

A blackèned maze- ünto a -place secure,
Nor could"discern wliat served me as a guide.

j
So have. I learned-but ah, wha't pain it cost

.Thatreason'sday-cannotm stepsassurey
Like love's eliéheering whisper by my side.

XX.-CARISSIMA.

QUEGLI occhi non."'velino il splendor loro

Sotto il bel ciglio, tener c'bine il frondo
Vero è che lor beltà cacciè dai indn(lo
L'a in ia pace anzi caldo l'adoro.
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Siccom e un avaro nasconde l'oro,
La memoria del nôstr' amor nascondo,
Colla tiia senibianza, si profondo
Nel cuor, che niente tocci il gian tesoro.

Ci manca adora il dolce abbracciamento,'
Il bacio piii céleste, ed altra cosa
Tanto soave al voler giovenile.

.11 vederti mi gode: sono un vento,
Chi passa furtivo, la fresca rosa
E seco porta il suo spirto, gentile!

SUPERSTITION.

INSCRIBED TO SWINBURi';E.

Tia, mailèd giant stalks the fieldý
His ensign pieced with many a Éall.

His goTeaves, his helmet a'nd his shield

,Are dismal proofs of reason's fall.
His challenge chills the blood of all

Till every brow is white and damp,
And even the goodly.frame of Saul

Sits cowering in the huddled camp.

Who is yon supple, ruddy youth?
He comes W'ith laughter on his lip;

He brings that pebble, polishe'd smooth
By waves of -song, withinýhis scrip.

And, from the sibila'nt line 14 slip,
It' parts the spectre's cloud-built'brain.

Then truth, advancing, siniteth hip
And thigh the whole infernal train.
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THE HUMBLER Eý7rOTISH.
1%

TO

Si-.Nc, you and I have been so long acquainted,
It needs no ]Rafael's brush, no Dante's peu

To get myself in each particular painted .
So you wiH know me when me meet again.

Too much be-devilled or too sadly-sainted
Are the extremes which mark the sons of men

Who rise by notes upon Apollo's fiddle.
Now place me anywhere but in the middle.

I arn, in fact, a creature -of-emition,
Earth-born and on. her lines exactly plann'ed.

Five-sixths of me is feeling's mobile ocean,
The other sixth is reason's solà land.

Vibrating'twiit aversion and devotion,
'Twixt Greenland's bergs and Afrié's golden sand,

Th' unstable element's evaporation
Clothes. the, bare rock with comely vegetation.

Ah 1 this will make their stolid systems prickle
Who frown on sentiment, severely grave.

They know'not that the thousand rills that trickle
Frota sympathy, the faintâng lives to save;

And memory's lucent and embalming pickle
Are both distilled frorn passions chainless wave,
Whichi mild or boisterous in its constant action,

,Pi eserves the whole rank mass froin putrefactioii.
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Yet sensibility is but a gift
Of which. posterity alone is proud.

The darkened dust men once essayed to sift
Becomes their desert guide of fire and cloiffl.

But life sooii grows a grievous load to lift,
So richly and pecùliarly endowed

With talents for another's need available,
But for your own, incertain and unsalable.

Oli Ves unsalable because Unbougl-1t,
A gift imparted for the general. pleasure

But still ignored, ù nprized and set at . nought',
When crauged and reckoned by the standard

Thouorh. all the while the gains of finest thouglit
Line the grey cells li-e deeply-buried treasure,

They ne'er attract the world's witch-hazel. rod
Which iurneth always to the senseless clod.

I -4ad sometinies agliast,' examining
How good and evil in my nia-e unite.

'Tis universal, for thEýýountains fling
The deepest shado w and the ros'iest liglit

All with the lioney is the horrid sting
The moutl-i is fashioned both to, kiss and bite,

And thus-the opposites so meet and mingle
-That on-e from t'other I ca.n scarcely single.

clalm. sorne virtu.e, t1iough. it shine at best
Like fire though coals which feed the flame, not

If I have follies-and it is confessed Ismother.
They have, but cursed myself and not another.

As for my kindness, let iny deeds attest
Believe me, I'd call a*ny man my brotlier.
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As for those My s-teriesi shaded. yet sublime,
Through which the race prodigiously has striven

By I)yramid and spire the skies to climb,
Weighted with chains not yet entirely riven,

Seek-ing through medium of a real crime
T6get-a suppositious sin forgiven-

My youth'w-as one long panoramic vision
Of «both ext'émes-Ta-rtarean and.Elysian.

,sur
e; Aliiiost as soon as I «Nvas born a sinner,

1 fairly overflowed wiqi- innate piety,
But found the, dogmas, like the Hidalgo's dinner,

Of food too "scant, of cloth too much variety.
Aii(l since betwixt the outward man and inner,

'Twixt faith and work-s, I note the contrariety,-
1 ani, like Horace, as a natural sequence,

Par(ýus deorum cultor et infrequens."*

Yet 1 have shunned the sin oflsocrates,
Tliat oTan'd mistake of allearth's foolish bold. onés,

WW) seek- to introduce new deities.
1 nlight have voted to depose the old ones;

But iieed their hell) against-my ene -ies
Oli no; against my friends, those hot and cold ones
WII0ý filling up their jovial hemlockt bowls,

not Pres.s ine to drink the health of affi their 'ouls!
her.

A scant and rare adorer of the gods.
The readers will scarcely need to, be reminded that this

was the venomous decoction to, which the Athenians treated
their distinguished townsman.
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If I have any idol, 'tis not verse; SOM(
I live not by it and can die without it. Bi

1 don't want Pegasus to draw my hearse And
Lest tender-hearted folksmight talk about it. To

Whether the beast or I appearedthe worse,
Somebody would be sure to spy and shout it. You

A mortal needs not elegy nor ode B
To keep the cold from out his last abode. For
And yet to me the muse has not been charmless,

One of the nine-I may not tell her name... Size
I thought her lovely and she thought me harmless.,

And that is how the casual courtship came. 'Tis
The rudest swain of any-herdless, farmless,

I wooed her in a manrier, not the same
As the Arcadians, did to mellow flutes Ail

Yet she con'seiited. What may be the fruits?
Th

ff they should see the light, I'll ne'er accuse
The sov'ereign- publie, howsoe'er they treat them.. - Be

If deacl-born offspriiia of the laboring muse,
No stabs can hurt, no puffs with life can heat tliem.

i No will the world their burial rites refuse
And this were sad, but better than to meet theiii

111-mailnered vagrants. through the country strag(rliiig
In charitys thin garb

Yet fear 1 not the worst tliat inay betide
My friends" though very few, are kin'd and

I wa.s a child wlien criticism died- A
Her soul went out with-Christopher the crusty

H
John Wilsoni professor of moral philosophy, in Edin-

burzh,. died 1854.. Under the name of Cliristopher North, b£, T
contributed "Spécimens of thé British Critics " to Blackwood
Magazine..



THE HUMBLER EGOTISM. 123

Sowe wear lier stolen rapier by their side,
But canuot draw it, 5tis so very rusty

And gr;ýve dame Science will nôt bring thebirch in
To punish mewho, iiever was her urchin.

Your random authors surely neýV,,èr should
Bejudged exclusively by what'É-ý write

For -all. the circumstances under*stood
May show them in a higher, - happier . light

Size of the tree o'r fineness of the wood
Who calipronounce wîth but the. leaves in' sight?.

'Tis not so much the% vital inner essence
As the vague air that feeds the frail excrescence.

Aiid those who j udge should not b é too, unsparing,
Remembering in the liberties they take,

They build tbemselves no -monument by rearing,
For other's faine, the gibbet and the stake.

Besides, how easy 'tis-don't.think.I'm swearing-
To damn -the stanza which they could not make.

Yet the true flame, when they would que* eh it, suffers
No fhore than does the candle from the snuffers.

Oh that mine eneniy had writ a book!"
Cried patient Job in all his soré affliction.

(Which, by the way, far better he, could brook
Than mild reproof and genial contradiction.)

Aiid what a sweet revengre he'could. have took,
Turning his author's facts all ilito fiction,

Ris finest fancies into'coarsest facts
That any.simple villager enacts!-
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Stili, watchful cýticism ha.q been, needed.
And will be or the, ever-broadening field

Of letters must be rigorotirs1y weeded
Of all things foreigan to it-s wholesome vield.

Our present crop of bards is scarce exceeded.
By twinkling stars on antumn nights revealed:

Their harmony 1 is - and but cannot reach iis
Till tuned to somethincr that is fit to teach us.

often think we have mir eves on faine,
Discoverincr late in life the sillv wrong;

For folly, on a (hill davi looks the sanie,
Most easily mista-en 'niid. the thronor

1 knew a man-lie shall. be without nanie-
Who chased an apparition verv loncr

T'hinking 'twas she who bears the silver triiifip(ýt,
And all the while it was the other

il in capacity of man, not poet,
You as the same besides a rictht good fellotv,

Have done the state sonie service, and they -now it."
So tak-e the dying words of grini Othello.

But gratitude-few elîmates now can groiv it
Without an early sign of sere and velloiv

Is always better late than never shown
And most appropriate %vlien graven in stone.
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THE JUISE.

A LYDIAN LEGEND.

fLicres acro--so the chronicles sa
C C y

Pie nia,,r,,s of mank-ind had prone widely astray.
1ut the. vices that put the pale virtues to rout

Ili ;1 Lydian province brok-e violently out.

Mie ditireh wasc feficed off in two, well-defined groups':
-ide imposters, on t'other side, dupes; *For the 1)riestly profession -%vas-mark me' mas then,

Pie craftiest craft 'nioncr the children of men.
Pie de-votee brouglit them the flover of his flock
And the prince of his poultry-akid and a cock.
Then the wily old priest,'putting up for a wizard,
Minutelv nspected the liver and gizzard.

This aut ý,-,y done, he proceeded to preaéli
-1 Crhostl, 7- harangue in ambiguous speech,

Then, sly as a fox and sharp-set as a shark is,
1Vound up his devotions and ate up the carcass.

'So some were too feeble and others too stron(r
In opinion-and both sides were equally wrono,

.Where some believe aU that is taucrht in the schools
And the rest believe nothincr, both classes are fools.

The state -as distracted from. more than one cause,
But chiefly the superabundance of laws
And next, in default of old' scutcheons and trophies,
'The titles bestowed upon people in office.
In half an hour's walkhalf a score c'uld be pointed

Out to vou, as honored and ýoiled and anointed,
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Everv man who was fitted for bribery or barter 'fhei
Mght wor- his way up to a knight of the garter. And

These k-nights were not dubbed by a king or a (Iiieen; Or
The job was performed by a patent machine, Tha

Which. ahead of alltime kept revolving so Iast Yet
That every hour counted its " knight before la.st." 'Till

Civic honors were gaîned ýi1ot by inerit or chame, But
They were, sure td the man who had cash to -idvýwê, 'Tw
And catching a mackerel by throwing a sprat 7h

Was an art that land-fishers were skilfullest -,it. Fro
The, trader bowed down to a secular god, , Till
And laid on hi8 altar the first-fruits of fraud. Ai,

Aild the' courtýester larded his rather thin praise
W, ith. "this marvellous age," and "these go-ahead days!" TI

(T
The hoariest legends located the fount w
Of learning beyond. the Imalian. mount, Ke
But the Lydian masters held all knowledge sprung

From Gyges' good head and Candaules' smooth tongoie. A
The deepest researches had never yet dived H
To the souýrce whence the alphabet marks were derive(l, Ye
Some claimed that old Egypt,ý which idolized beasfs-
The found « er of caste and the mother of priests- Th

When with writings hieratic her temples were ffiiII, To
Modelled " A " off of Apis-hér sacroscanct bul].

While others- (and these were the -true orthodox) y
SNvore that '4 A " came from. Aleph, the, Hebrew for ()ýx.
So they argued and wrangled it out *tÜl the seat

StOf science w'Ïas warmed with polemical. heat, 'Til1And neither the point in dispute would surrender- Ai
Though it did not amount to a différence in gender. 8C
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'fheir poet was perched in a golden-wired caçye
er. And warbled his notes from a black-lettered page,

Or fluted his fertilised soul through a reed
That sprouted éoeval with mummy-wheat, seed.

Yet he moýeded his flowerets with -wax of his own
T i 11 t h ÎÏ, 0k ' ed like King Tomkins's blossoms new-

But all over the'country, a numberless horde
Twanged loud on the natigiii's superb monochord.
That sorely-rasped wire they had Icarned to inflect
From the bad to the worse, "With treniendous effect,
Till Orpheus slunk to the pit with his strum,
And the gods were ainazed and the muses were dunib.e

da.VS!ll Tllêoooverniiient's héad wCas the chief of a ring,
(Thest ' vle of republies where money is k-ing,)

Wh6,ýwith nursery tales of a hinadom to come
Kept his hand in the chest and the crowd 'neath hisng thumb.

OR001le. Adorned and puffed up with hi* Tyria>n vest,

rive(l: He would listen to nought but his own littlejest,

astý- Yet every night * witnessed his statesman-like tact,
Alid morn alwaYs blushed on another new act.
The boors and the burghers were nobly content
To be robbed of their living and bribed with a cent,
And they truckled before them as if to a go'd,

or OX. 'Yca, they put down their breeches and gave him the
rod 1

Still yearly did strife and contention increase
'Till thousands of Clodpàtes*. were sworn of the peace,
And the judges, unstained by the dust of their shelves,
8oldjudgment to, all and kept none for themselves.
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Fast life had outstripped the old laws of exchanue
And given false credit unlimited range,
Till the men, whose initials were good as a bond,

Were the last to pay up and the first to abscond.

It seems, in this wretclied condition of things,
That Jove,ýwas supreme over senates and,,king.,

Whose subjects rebelled, not by lead or ëold steel,
But by sending to heaven their final appeal.
He bended his brows o'er that scene of distress
And issued a mandate for speedy redress.
For his ear of compassion no cry is too faint,
No evil so strong as to brave his, restraint.

-his envo to earth-
The.n summoning Hernies y

He &aid I confide in your W'isdom and worth.
'Fly down to yon ant-hill and leaven the nations

trine of ii ovations.
With radical doe wise, in

Apply the same wholesome correctives to all,
And leave unreformed neither hovel nor hall.
Here are preniiums and pains. Be as tender as just.

Bestow wliere you can, and inflict where you must."

Now Hermes thelively Olynipian scout
Whose whole occupation was fly-ing about,
Could accomplish a trip through the héave'ns as soon,

And with far less display than.a modem balloon.
SO willing and prompt, not a meteor more swift

When ust fromi the pole it has broken adrift,
Pluînb downward he dived through the ether profowli

And ere you could tell it, was safe on the g-Tound.
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lie, cast off all lieaveiily looks
Assilinimr the (-rui-se of an acrent foi. book-s
iiitsViiieli as lie liailed every wiglit on the i-oad
Alid elit(Ilre(l ulibid everv mortal abo(le.

He scarcelv liad broaclied his çlil)loiii,-t(,v, wlieii
Re elicolinteréd, mie 1110ruing, a couple of n.i(ý,I»II*
Wlio were, croing ajourney, on belike
For each Lad astaff that wa.s sliod with a spike.
With that affiable (ýase that i-.s foreign toart
And wins its sinooth way to the rugge(lest
Ile saluted tlieni gracefully, joined in their walk
And stirred theïr (hill. thoiterlits, witli. his -flood-tide of

talk.
Re siniled atid lie, bowed with elegalit e'urve,

That the.v kept on tlieir liats but tlirev off tlicir reserve ,
Tlioii(rlt tlieir laiiuiia(te was worthv ()f little reuard,

n in n v e>
teilig true to tlieir nature.s, botli barren aud liard.

For mie w-as tougliest of iiiit,si
ist. Wlio would clieat you the saine as lie, did Iii.,-; oNvii

M -lio couilted earned every penny lie saved
Till lii.s w(-,4iltli was enormous but less- thali lie craved.
The other belonged to t1l'at -'s leiletic tribe

So ea-sy tý) find and so har.1 to.
A fellow wlio sou(flit his Owii fortune far léssTliýiii lie piiied0011, 1 and complaili'd at another's
It alwavs -ývoiil(l drive liiiii to utte r despair
To sep, soniething prood fall to

tenderest feeling lie mirsed in his he(art
'Oufldi Was ci ye(triiiii(,r Lksiro to be taking vour part.
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Kveu Heriiies had stiidied tlie'c*lllilll.Il 1iia11ý
And knew Ilini as oiily,,a diffloinat can.
The saniples before hirri lie reý d at a cylance
Tw'o nuisances clocrcrin-Ey the nations advalice.

A niggardly miser-an eiivious churl!
His lip too- a merry but iiiischievous curl.

My coiiirades," lie sýai(1, 4'ili our brief interview,
Very iiiùch have I leariied tliat is useful. aiid iiew.

Allow me to make yoii a. triffing rettiri),
Since people, shou.1d 1),iy for wliý-itever they learn.

Eael nial-ze- a request. 1 will graut it off-liand
With thecrreatest deliglit but you'11 please uiit1erý,;biiid.

That whatever thitig the, first speaker m-a c1-iùnýy
The seç-oiid have twi'(,,-e -- s iiiiieh of the

rwas a gencrous offer-a joyous surprise,
Whieli the two stupid visages could not di,, se.

Tlrey azed ou Iiiiii stétiffily tliiiijk-inci, he-mu-st
Be aii zuigel rewar(liiier the upright and ust.

'Twas a geiierous offer ! but. iiever a word
;k Of thank-S or reque.st froiii the Lycli-ans w> as livar(l.

Eacli niciitallv saw a -ent gift,
or questioned, iior the cyentleiliaii',- (1 ift.

But the ejivious inati liad resolved to abstiiiii
From askiii(ir mitil lie. could whine and, coni laiii.p

And the niisei- had liuslied ii-) the jov iii his breast,
Bent oii laughincf the tatest, but laughing the best.

They stood witli iiiipatience, but neither would sl)eài,
And there had tlicy stood till the. end of the iveek;
But Hermes decIared he must leave them, ancl prayed
That, just to oblige him, the choice should. be niade.
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Dien the envious gentleman, heaving a ýsicr-jj
Said mé ekly, " I wisli to be blind of one eye.

'Twas done-and theý miser roareà out with an oath:
"Oh! niy eyes 1 1 am blasted in both!

IFyou think that this- tale is too mucli to devour,
1 assure you, sweetfriend-s, that 1 learned -it from Gower,
The moral ]Dan Gower, and he told it for truth

When our good Saxoii tongue liad the. vicror of youth.
One cannot help liking whatevér lie says,

Though lie should not be scannecI by tie li(-rht of the,-,ý(-
(lays

His irenius liad wings, if his verses lac- feet
An(l a moral shines out froni Iiis darkest conceit.

SWA-.,V-80.j'VG OF TIMON.

[Tiinon. was an Athenian noble of boundless generosity,
who feasted bis f riends and other parasites till bis own* means

were exhausted. Then the ingrates expelled him, froin the
city. ' Sbaksperes powerful d rama, founded on this narrative,

has soinewhat p'opularised it among moderns.]

1 HEARDthe mimie Timon's deel-rabliorence
Of perfidy and wrong, î

t3 Pouring hot curses down in Iiissincr torrents,
V poil the quaking throng.

It was enough to fire wiý.h kzindred passion
The features of a saint.

iyed It was enougrh. to make the face of fahiort
e. Pale through an inch of paint I
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And thouggli it piercvlý(1 the ear of fat colitelitiiient
Li-e a demoniac bowl,

To me it sounded like the just reseiltnient
Of heartless deeds and foul.

Sti-mige sviiil)atliie.s my mi(lai(flit pillow haullted
And througli my broken d-ream,

The wroncred and ruined I)e*e*.fae-tor chanted
This bitter, mockimy theme

MOTHER eart11 ! to whom sucli numbers
cling like bables to the pap

Let me lier'e in (-lrcallllessý slullll)erýý
Lay iny tired liead on tliv lap Il

Here beside the fretful ocean
ch.afillg in its sulleil illood,

W lien my pulses ceas-c tlieir motion,
Call the famislied I)rç)oçl.

Never let the fea.stfiil city
Find me in niy liast retreat,

Lest- thev m-ourn witli reail pity
Over what they caiuiot eat.

Whèn the soldier's truceless suminons
Stun their senate with amaze,

Let their voices, weak as woman's,
Vainly ask where Tiiiioli stays.
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Lone within my forest den,

Wheii my substance had been -wasteçl
On-the maws of tliankles'ç; men,

Parasites who drank- my living,
Thirst-y as the desei-t-plains,

Ever takincr, never criving
Flinty, heatts an(l.ba:rren brains.

Live Athenians! till your dealincys
Fleece each other to the hide.

You have wounded Timon's feelinçis-
He has only galled your pride.

While the fa.wi-ilng instinct lead.s'*y'oti,
By no principle be swaýed.-

Lick the foot of hini who fe'eds. you--
Bite his liand W"hen strétchÉý(1 for aid.

(-wreýat in arnis, in arts'and letters
Were the men whose liglit is spent.

Were they truly vou ' r begetters ?
Heavens .? w1iat a grand descent

Ancient'virtue, " pipes the 'Poet
in the hagerling market-plaèe.

Ce-Cý'ro- s' progeny "-They show it
Only by a double face

Cecrops,'the founder of Atheins, was representeld by a
double figure to symboUze the fact of his having înstituted
marriage.

133",WAN-SON('* OF TIMON.
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r'W as not Jove the son of 8aturii

.]Did lie not'his sire expel ?
'Tis the sole celestial pattern

That my conntry cop-ies well.

But your proudest feats recor(le(l
Wear a dark, disgraceful stain

Brave Miltiades rewarded
With the clungeon and the clicain

Yet the Aiiiphictvoiiic coulicil.
Fr'm their most exalted post

Touch tlieir foreheads to the groundsel
Wlieii th' avengers touch our coast.

Zeus! wlio coul-d a scorner
In'our city's lioly plan ?

Scores of gods at e-very coriier
Wliere 'tis liard to find <a niaii.

Faith. îs fled slie never. lingers
Where the, ways are so corrupt

That the miser's crooked thigers
Choke the friend with whoni lie suppe(l

Where despite the judge's etnitinel,
And despite the lawyer's briéf,

Solon's skill. could scarée determille
Which is Justice, which the thief

Ptiblie.conscieilce feeLs no tension
There.is iiothiiig of it left;

What for statesnien is a pension,
In their dupes would be a theft.
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Courtesy 'tis th-at creature sinir-ing
O'er a counter at the fair$

Witli a spirit in hini lurk-ing
Just as rotten. as his wzires.

0 ye kindlier billows, flin'giii(r
Round me manv a bier salt teajý,-

Lift your voices, join my singing
Till the monster world heýýrÈ.

Eclio Tinion's
On the niany and the few

That the race, without restrictiOIIý
Long may live-and die SO, too

THE TYRANT OF SYRA(-,',tTeSE.

............
WHEN Syracuse in boding hour
Beheld with rainy eyes

A low-born villaen seize the power
For sovereigil exercise,

Beneath his thrall she seenied to (,-ow(ýr
Nror inade attempt t'O' rise.

'Twas strancre that men wlio braggéd like those,
That in the worst attacks

By foreign arms, no mortal. focs
Had ever seen their backs

'Should meek-ly bear ' despot's I)lows
And daily'-idoubling tax!
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iiiercenary mob obeyed
The, tyrânt's drea.d command,

And a£ hiýs bid(Iiii( proniptly laid

His suourges on the. land,
'So freedoin haci to me a raid.

If slie but -,a lia'nd.

Truth cimie not iiear Iiiiiii for to throne.
The truth could seldoin reach.

were his ë s to pity's tone,
But iiot to fl,,ttter'y's speech

And, rest assured, lie made no bones
Of cý using bories to bleach.

Being bent on conquest, lie bereft
Of life the neighboring st<ates,

And with ferocious pleasure cleft
lEs luckless captives' pates

lie 1Wliich, fixed in' gliaitly rowsl Iýýý
To fester der tlie. -gittes

But liere* need not waste :t worýI
Ort D.ionysius' reigii

For every-one- of tis lias. heard
M that outrageous stain

But one -small. inci(lent o,,ý.,curre(l
That niay be told aggain.

The tyrant liad of self-conceit
A most uncomnion share.

Deeining that no one could co'pete,
With hiiii in. genius rare,

..,He valued his poetie feet
Above his'iiatural pair.
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11rodigious pains but little art
His. compositions showed ;

The, silliest freak with hini could start
A dithyranibic. od e,

ý)iieh riimbled like a rustic cart
Along a rocky road. .

Aud vet the whole Trinacrian vote
Accorded him renown,

For when the coteries failed to quote
His idyls through the town,

The tyrant always ,struck a note
Tfiatbrought their houses dowil

Ile had one literary clique
To *ead him and admire-

His courtier-creature.s, Mostly Grreek
And judges of the Ivre

But yet the puppets hâd to squeak
RespoÜsive to -the w*ire.

But when on the (ilynipic gaines
His ver.--e,ý lie, did inf1ictý

Pie criticcý-honorablè nanies
A righteous 'uarrel picked

His poeins were given to the fiaines,
His.reade's hiss-ed--and kicked..

Crestfalleï'i'w.-,ts the, inollarefitlleii
And sniitten with the blues

Yet would he- not forswear the, I_)e11ý
But daiýy prayed th(-,ýý muse

ýTo help hi.' curse. those son'8 of niel 1
Who had nô liberal vi.e'ws.
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And then, li * is courtier-throng be-fore,
From iilôrn till day was done,

He raved his crabbed lyrics o'er,. Which, howe'er they inight stun,
The fawning rascals praised, and swore

He was Apollo's son!

But there was one fine in-,in fat court,
Most'frank in all his ways,

Who, being called on to support
The-credit of the lays,
Replied that pSaDs of thât sort
Were good-to beg.for praise.

The* Dionysius, raging inad
At this unpleasant fact, -

As if his sacred person had
Beem openly attacliced,

Resolved to spit 1-iiiii, like a shad,
Or have hiin fl.-,t.ve(l.an- racked.

And thus the frowning tyrant, sp ôke
" Was ever'.chèek so.liard ?

Plebei(an doçr dare you provokne
To wrath a royal bard ?

,youlil see, how dear will cost tluit joke.
What ho! mv body:-cruard

Forthwith in rush themenial cremr,
And instantly siirround,

Philoxellus, whoin do'n they threw
And fiTrnly ggagged and bound;'

Then, at a word, they bore hini to
The quarries, underground
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There.at the citizèns rebelled
And threatened death and woe,

Till Dionysius was compelled
To let his prisoner go,

Aiid rank and favor previous beld
Again on him bestow.

A short time. after this event

. There was a royal fea.st
Tc) which a host«of people weilt-

A thousand at the least,
Where much old-fashioned. merriment

The s'rings of joy increased.

Just as the ba--qiiet-boar(l was spread,
The king %vas pleased to cause

His latest poem to be rïad
With proper tone and pause,

ý,ýnd though it dizzied everv head,
It met with great applause.

Philoxenus, was, standing by
But no delight betrayed,

Thougli in his ' lialf-av(,.rtç>d eye'
A smile sarcastic * played.

The kinür remarked, and asL-eçi Iiiiii why
No compliment he paid.

Was not the, ode of that ç'rrand kind
Which crowned a man with glory ?

lýlliloxenus, with air resigned,
Yet logking somewhat sorry

Said. to the guards who stood behind,
Carry nie back to the quarry
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iiiie,.xle(!te(Ily 'tNvas sald
In -smch a qipet way,

The tvrant turn é(l extreniely re(l,
yet had the, gyace ' to say,

As romid the stifled la-tiglitei (1,
Y(,)iiýre -just as goo(f: ýi I)Iay.ý"

Tlmsinay brave iii everv place
To trutli crive scopel,

And feax i-lot th . ôugli in danger's face,*
Witli 'rriarit Nv*m,lg to Cope,

Till.every tri:be and every race
That iii their sliael-des7 grope,

Shall oii unben(liiicr manliood base
Tliéir'free(toili and their hope 1.

ARCHILOCHUS.

A* TALE OF -ANCIENT GREECE.

1 wim, -4reteli liiiii lie on the rhythmicrac-
And give 111111 (a feNv faint, twinges.

1 will make. lii.,s toucrli old tendons crackY
Nor let tlie. itl-iiiil)le engine slack
Till every vertebr.a in his; back-

fis, twi.sted off the

Are-hiloclius uttervd this tieiidisli t1ireat,
. A11(l for wlioliii thilik Ve, 'twas intended?

The crabbed old ,sire oflils darlin'or liet,
The crirl lie wanted but couhlià get-.
For the governor's he-art aiRi foot %vere set

Aild the match was cruelly eiiýle(i.
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And. no one knew the cause. of
Tha.t driven the pair asunder.

Archilochus Ilad no moral taint
That could deepen the hués of beauty'-s paijit;
He had always been true as a (Iviiig saint

To the law.ý-; licý was livincs under.

He liad no liabits of ruinous waste,
And few younci- rnen were Nvise.r.

In matters of literary taste.
Re knew the real geiii froin the Iniste,
But he nek would proiloulwo Nvitil .111V liaste

Betwixt a knave and (a

With a gellerous .1;11)irit, zi
And a body tiot Ie-ý;s

lie-had, Ilowever, been left beliliffl
In the race for wealth lie lict(I feft incliiied
ýNfore stronç-îlv to niore refined-
To iiietal more

But llç) olle $0 ,ýwee!) the Strill",
Tiat thrilled to his licavenly lyrii-s

And sweet as the, w1l(l-1)W,ý; iiiii«r'iiiiii-11)(I'
Tllév SettIed. Over bloýSsoliiiii(r tilimr
But ýqllarl)elle(l into zi

When dealing with eliipty.

He voulcl work- sucli, wildfire into theiiie
As to set tlieir ilerIves to I)riCLling,

And daze theni iiito the nictlitulare dreani
' 
çn

That a million -rnetres ôf solar beani
Were fécussed. into a lialf-incli strettili «

And -tliroucrIl their ý-.ti),-itoiiiv tric-linor
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ISO the ode was written. Oh cruelly rougli
Oh piercingl ' y keen ançI provoking!

The critics all hailed it with " Good enougli,*'
But the old man styled it the wretchedest stiifi,
And vowed that he C& w#aýsn't going to 'uff'ý'-

But liere he was taken with choking.

He roaned a inost unearthly groan
- 9 

V
And beoran tolook despairing.

.Next morniner thev found hini all aloneC CI e 1
Hanged by the ' neck -and dead as a stone,

For rage, like.love, is conif'nonly prone
To end in soine dire ensnaring.

The Delphic priesthood hallowed the verse
And hung itup over. the altar.

'Twas sung to frigliten ffiý babe at nurse,
And grave historians stooped to rehearse-
How a few stro'ng lines of a'poets curse

Were twi-sted into a halter

TIi.eýre, is, no inoeil for inodern times,
Young man, in a tille so tragie.

'Twould be the blackest of social crimes
To taunt her papa with the jingle"of rhViiies,
But tickle his ear with the jingle of dimes,

An(l 'twill act on his heart like. magie 1
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-- "hECO.,N-ST-RtTCTIO.N.

1.-ý1PRW1PTLT AT A MEETING OF THE DIRECTORSý OF A

CERTAIN JOINT STOCK CO.NIPA.ýNýY.

THE scriptiires affirni wheli -a man li;is got throi-igh

W ith tbe denion by whieli lie was liaunted and- curst,
Tlieil sbips Iiiiii witli seven other deniotis anew,

Pie la-st -situation is worse than the first.

Ple trutli of that text 1 ha ve reason to k-now.

My board of direciors again is enrolled,,

Composed of the mystical seveii, and lo!

Pie iiew set of (levil,-ý,,'iire worse than the old.

.YERO IL

[These stanzas were sent to ý%,'it.ancitnt teacher, of great.
self-importaince, who liaving through carelesgness, burned
down a new school house, wrote to the papers, an account of
the disa;;ter, 'bewailing t4 loss of his own " terrestrial globe
and valuable Latin works which could not be replaced.'-' He

liad cmee suspended fur being o% er foud of the violil).

I)ESPITE the terrors of you-r frowii,

Despite vou'r threatened lashes,

Ail ureliiii, then, lias brought you down

To sackcloth'and to ashes.

Tliat cruel flan-le, which k-new no law

When this old world was younger,

'Still lies in*wait fornien of straw

To satisfy its hunger.
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Such ruin fell but once before
Old Nero twancred his fiddle

When Rome, red-rif)e froiii'hii.sk to core,
'W as. li'ssinor like a (rriddle,

With. flaines which did lier m.-arrow nicIt
And into bonê'-dust crackle

wall that to the savageThe elt
Flunu back their ailswering cac'-le,

It seized the, c,ý)iiqtteror'.s side-trac'- ed car,
And climbed the iipper storv--.

-It niade the old S. P.ý Q. R.
'Sure-Po.).'ý, Quick Road to glory

[t rail the golden cLair to (lro,;-,
Whieli bloated Lollio sat 1111

And lank Orbilius, mourned die Io-ý.;
Of all-excei)t his Latin.'

Fate folded up tliat fiery robv
To -%vral). it sect)nd-handed

Arouiid the whole terrE'.-,trial crlobe
Whicli vou aloile, coininanded.

And like the Jove.used to lainicli
With direful

If burned your Latin, root and. branoli,
Prefixes and-pretences.

The letters iii the, Roi-nan standard,'for Senattis pr)ptllus-
que Romani, thift is, the sénate and people of R'O'
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Henceforth witliin some rural grot
The banished i-nu,,-,e'muQt lull us

Since you have made the town too hot
For Ovid and Catullus.

Alas for learning, when her torch,
That warmth and liçyht afforded

Must to u blackened cinder sc'rch.
The temple where shè boarde(l

And oh what poignant sorrow urks
Within this sad reflection.:

The-martyrdom of heathen works
Can 'have 110 Tesurrection

I've heard of words cobgealed by frost
In polar air tha*t hovered,

But tonguesby burning ash-tubs lost
Can never be recove-red.

Yet fate ropounds a golden rule
For ev ry -tribulation,-
(Except (or those still lizeephicy school)

The law of cbmpensation.

Fame's temple must be widened now
By two more fire-new niches,

Since you and Dame O'Leary's (-ow*1
Are added to, its riches

The cause- of the great Chicago fire.
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SAILIYCT IN SUMMER.

IMPELLED by sails in steady trim
And strength of'limb,

As gaily o'er the tide we ' skim
As throuorli the air the swallow.

Old Nereus and the scaly train
ln his domain.

May pl* their M'embrane fans in vain
Our joyous cour.-:e, to follow.

The ash'is pliant in our grip
With measured dip,

And curling like a maiden's lip
Wlien love may pass for scorning,

The tiny ripples dash aýtern,
Then circling turn,

As if enchanted to discern
Our boat the waves àdo-rning.

Now furl the sail, suspend the oar;
1 . We toucli the shore,

Whieli summer reigns serenely o'er
In undisturbed seclusion:

Here love mighý pitch. his leafy tent
On pleasure lirit,

With heaven's-full'anti fred consent-
Without the wor1d's'intrusion.
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MY AMERICA.

-Steure, muthiger Segler -. Schiller.

AY, though the so»Cial martyr-stake
Be -planted for opinion's sake,

It is not self-deceivincr
To hold, unawed, unrecompensed,
Despite a thousand creeds incensed,
One simple steadfast faith against

A whole world unbelieving.

Before the true-so'led Genoese
There rol-led the iý,ost unknown of seas.

AU other shipmen shunned it.
Dark- mystery on its outmost edge
Lay like an adamantine hedge.
His bold prow èleft it like a wedge,

And fo"nd a worlà.beyond it.

Thus inust I too pursue alone
A course. peculiarly my own*,

Far in the dangerous distance.
I heed, not. warni-ng, threat or sneer,

While conscience whispers, Do not fear,
For thy America is here,

Or nowhere in existence.
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THE ORA TOR.

OLD SCHOOL.

OH what a rarity on earth is ho
Who can command the full flood-tidé of speech,
Which rolling on, resistless as the sea,'
With grandest thunders m'rks its utmost reach!
In vain the drovsy dons essay to teach

The inodulated yet impetuous swing
Of Athens' spokesnian standing to, impeach

The foxy motives'of the Emathian
That lias the perfect pitch, that has the rousing ring.

Yes, proiidest of the proiid Hellenie. arts
Was eloquence, %vhen Atheils' gifted son,

With lofty speeeb. could fire ten thousand hearts
And make them in their fury beat as one.
Each, rounded period-not too-,-,filnely spun-

Gleained.fiercely aý, a falchion from itseheath;
'And Philip, ere the day on which Bull Run*

Was antetyped on ChSronea's heath,
Even Philip fearéd that tongue more tha-i the

dragons teeth.

The plaee of the farst encounter between the Unionand

"the Çon - federate forcesin the great-Southern rebellion. The
stanipede of'the former -was notorious. 'Théroute of the

lireeks, at the battléi M ChSronea, which, made the power of
Philip suprerne, was upt less complète.
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Again, behold the greatest Roinan stand
In the dense forum or the senate rooým;

His words more dexte.rous than the headsman's hand
To strip the dark-souled traitor for his éloom.
His inighty breath fanned into lasting blooin

The name of some whorn no one else would praise,
,hý And blasted Verres' fortunes. But the gloom

ich! Of exile fell. '- He fled between two days,
And from the'elosing scene Nve turn away mr gaze

Who now can spe'ak with such sublime effect?
Or where can such true eloquence be heard ?

The heart unitincy with the, intellectg ring. C
A passion and a purpose in each word,
Till all the listening energies are, stirred

And firmly centred in the *coming deed,
Though danger, death, destruction be incurred,

The high, theý low rise,'answering to the need
Of nien, lieroie inen, to follow and to lead

NEW SCHOOL.

M.&'E way there, Tully and Dernosthenes!
i the And leit that candidate in broadcloth coat,

(Which can baý-turned, as often as ye please,)
c;trun2ý and unval * e his th oat

Usurp th é ro, r
Not to fight Philip, but tâ win a voteand 1

The He storms the st,, rtled air.with tongue and fist.
of the lias that man brains?-No, but he hasa note
wer 0 For fifty dollars on his private list--

That is the eloquence few moderns can resist.
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Behold the preacher, wlio from. fore*lgn s.oil ol

Digs up a subject of the buried past,
Its fossil joints worked smooth witli midniglit oil

'And polislied like a stately: plàster cast-
Some warrlýor, laying with a rani's-horn blast

In shapeless heaps a wicked city's walls
-And so he batter's nature till at last

Éer s'%veet réstorer on his au(lience falls
That is the eloquence which earns the highe.st calls!

AGARIST.E.

(EXTRA.CT FROM A SUPPRESSED POEM.)

HF. face, with youth and animation. ýrlom,fng
Was like the sea-shell delica'tely tinted-;

Her tressés, in théir natural freedom flowlng,.
More' golden than the. royal fillets glinted.

Nought but an. angel's pure caress bad printed
The. cunnîng dimples in eacli laughing'èl' ' e'k

p yi'-g hide and seek.
Where, al 1 -the. loves w, ere ' la n

Even such a jewel shone before their eyes
Enough to m-ake the"sairitl'iest nian forget

Ilis honýe on ' earth and that beyond the skies,
Or barter * both without the least regret,
Or pawn a mitre or a coronet

T.ô purchase whatý--a rap'turoiis'gasp-a kiss,'
Which niust be.stolen to yield its rerfect bliss.
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Oh blessed madness ! envied, lAamed and pitied,
If sober judgment does, not cali a halt,

After the happy culprit has committed
A thousand folliesto, one graver fault.
Sure7 love was given in order to exalt

Our fallen natures, with its heavenly glow,*
But ah! how oft ielays our best. liopes low

Stilli it attains- the goal for whiéh it panted
And how exultant. in life's fervid. season

Its crimson banner is unfurledand planted,
,Passion rébelling 'gainst imp'erial reason.

What shall -wé term it ? 'High and holy ti-eason,
Which conquers and then peoples its domain

With several thousands for each'thousand slain 1

NO C T URNE.

Tim fie'l(ls and n1eadows lie'for'saken,
In stillest- niidnight they repose.

My better life begins to waken,
The desert blossoms li-e"the rose.

.-The stormy passions now are sleeping
With every thought that is not good;

While he'aven o'er silent earth is keeping

. The starry bond of brôtherhood.
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Here'in my humble study seated
Where sheds the lamp its friendly light)

The search for truth seems half completed;
The beart discovers what is right.

Here reason low but clear is speaking.
Hopé plumes again its cherub wing,

Andý not in, vain, the souLis seeking
Fresh life at its perennial spring.

Alas almost as soon tasted,
The fount of peace is. dried and wasted.
My new-born energy has sl.ackened,
My lips with thirst are parched and,-'.blacke-tîed;

]Dear Goà! wliat fearful altemàtfon'
My steps, so near the. skies attailling,
The fiowerless, flinty ïarth is paining-

So falls my fairest expectation.

Cold mo014 thou lost illumined child
Of earth, that sc*orii st the misty air,

Thy brow is sti.11 serencly mild, ci
But neither warmth nor Jife is ther..

How lik-e the student in despair 1-
How like, and yet how différent,
For thoucanst wander-everywhere,

\Vhile he is* fettered to a chair,
And in -a gloomy durigeon pent t
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TO FLOA REA.

ONroseate. pinions, came the lusýy morn
The blushing flowers. to w oo ;

And in that hour, one blissful thought was borný,
-One fair ideal did my song adorn,

And that was you.

The sun, ascending to his summer height,,
A glory round me threw.

My spirit, revelling in warinth and light,
To one dea ' r object only took its flight,

And that was you.

When dewy evening over hill and plain
In gratef *l silence drew,

1 only saw, amid the twilight's wane,
'One picture dominating heart and brain,

And t1xit was you.

When from the East night's deepeninu shadows flocié'*ý'C
A vusion- on nie grew

()f beino, in a m-aid's, embràces locked
Aud on her breast to heavenly slumbers rocked,

And that was you.

The-sweet delusion fled with too much baste,
But we càn make it true

'Oh let me, while, awake, that rupture taste,
And I shall kno»w in préssinýg lip and waist,

That it is you-!
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THE TOKEN.

WRITTEN BY FLOAREA IN ONE OF THE AUTHOR S BOOKS.

L'AMANT que j' adore

Prêt à me quitter,
D'un instant encore

Voudrait profiter.

Félicité vaine,
'Qu'on ne peut saisir;

Trop près de la peine
Pour être un plaisir!

The man I adoreè
Beiing ready to leave,

Just one token more
Of iny lolve would receive.

Oh happiness vain,
In a moment destroyed!

Too near unto pain,
To be fully enjoyed!
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RESPONSE.

OH no it -was not all in vain
The happiness was fleet,

But'twas the near approach of pain
Which made it doubly sweet.

The winter winds blew cold'and bleak
Across the fields of snow

They could not banish from her cheek
Affection's vivid glow.

.Her hair in many a silken mesh
About my neck was blown,'

But closer

A -n ýrI fli ere -P

nd yet th-ere flowed more lasting bliss
From lov*es delicious vine:

The sou] ., transf-Li.,--ed týrough that warm. kiss,
Is still iils.)'iriiig mine.
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THE FAITHLESS FLOAREA.

Chante, rossignol. chante,
Toi, qai es toujours gai."

SiNG on, 0 little bird
Pour fortIl those notes divine,

It suits thee to be gay,
While I in sadn'ess pine.

It suits thee to be gay
While. I in sadness pine.

Thou hailest now the ray
Which I have seen decline.

Thou hailest now'ýthe ray
Which I liave seen decline.

My mistress is estranged,
But for no fault of mine.

My mistress- is estranged,
But for no fault of 'mine

Because for some one else
1 did a %vreath entwine.

Because, for some one else
I did a wreath entwine

1 wish those faded flowers
Were g'rowing on their vine.

I wish those faded flowers
W,,ere growing on.their vine,

Anà"fh.ýt My mistress' heart
Were Joined as close to mine 1
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FAREWELL TO FLOAREA.

NOT one brief month has flitted by
Since love awakened from. delusion

Indeed the ink is scarcely &Y
Upon its- last refined. effusion

Yet the perpetual, V-Ows we -swore
With such luxuriant wealth of diction

Read lik-e a page, of ancient lore
Writ in the style of modern fiction.

How strange, that late-s o very late-
A point, though slightly stretched, would screên us,

And now the period seems as great'
As is the yawning gulf betveen us

How curious that the merest-éhance
Involved me in a"dream. so, deeply

Asort of yellow-leaved romance,
That 'cost too iclear, though'offéred chezaply.

Our choicest feelings, pleased* and pained,
Long underwent the sorest tension

And, struggling for -expression strained,
The last resources of invention.

My phrasés worshipped on their knees,
While yours,, more heavenly, took to flying,
Like seraph bands that soar at, eàse,

With aU the natural grace of lying.



The'little naked gôd, of WÉOM
The amor*ous Greeks were wont to fable,

Forsaking fields-of vernal bloom,
Besieged me at the dinner. table.,

Although hi s winors were hid from view
The hour, inéleed, was somewhat prosy

recoçynised his proper hue
Which Milton calls celestial -rosy.*.

Ours was à most ethereal feast
'That pampered up our ghostly tenants

Without the blessing of the priest,
But kept our hodies doing penance-

A festival which might uncork
The best that ever won the laurel,

But, like the dinner of tËe stork,
It ' ielded nothing but a moral:

Your poet learned that nature's harp
Ilas y'et. untested sweeps and ranges

That she can shift from fiat to sharp,
-And rin(T. the most astounding changes.

His planetary soul, -thaît spins
In endless cycles, glowing, warming,

Through the bright zodiac of 'sins,
Is ne-ýer wholly pa,-;ýt- refo-rming.

*blushing
Celestial rosy red, love's proper hue.--Èaýa(îsé

158 FAREWELL TO FLOAREA.
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Unlike the earth,'which could not live,

-Without the chirm the sun has lent her,
He wastes. the warmth he has to give>

Revolving round a common centre.

Btit,ý%,,hèn soine new repellent force
Has snapped the golden chains, asunder,

He safely steers a tangent course
And sets the co-sine down a blunder.

And though at first it bites like grief,
This sudden frosýy change of season,

Thém comes, a feeling of relief -
In lapsing from roinance. to reason.

Eacli hour t4at you were out of sight
)Vas lik-e a glacial period reckoned,

And 't'as, the longest Lapland night
To do without you half a second.

But since we fàll.on April days
With such capricious freaks of weather,

I niay, by fast and prayer and praise
Even do without you altogether 1 -
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THE HOLOCA UST.

FLOAItéA'S LOVE LETTERS BURNED.

THosE Jetters, innocentl bold
.-In all their tender yearnin 9)

Must now be tried like virgin gold
Yea, let this mass of wealth untold

Be purified by burning.

There lies the substance and the sum
Of deathless love recorded 1

Ms not the'first time faitli has cQrne
From lock and key to martyrdom

And gone, to get rewarded.

Its body in the fire must die
Without'-a,*-,-,drop to drench it.

The fla ' riot red and higli
The tearlolu4ts rather scant supply

Canlei-ii-,iio aid to- quench it.

That sweet,. confiding, melting style,
Oh how I once enj oyed it

Now, as I light the funeràI pile
It would be sacrilege to, smile,

Yet how can I avoid. it I
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The smile -%vhieh 1 éaiinot control
Isý- less profane than stupid.
It issues from an honest soul

That. sees its incense - upward roll
As nonsense burned to Cupid."

Ashes to ashes, dust to dust 1.
,And now my heart is lighter.

Did not those traitorous scrolls combust,
They might some day betray my trust,

As did their pretty writer 1

THE F UBIES OF THE FEA ST.

ONc, I Tead ' with boyish wonder
Deepening to romantic awe,

Of .,En'eas and his band
Voyaging slow towards Hesperlan(l,

'W'hat mishaps they labored under,
And what prodigies they saw.,

'Twas like looking on> and seeing
Swelling sail and bendiw, oar;'

When they left the Thraéian coast
Warned by Polydorusghost,

Or i n consternation. fleeing
From th.e pestilential shore.
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1 beheld their navies standing
Through the storm that raved around

Towards an island -fair and green
And anon the crews are seen

In a sheltered haven lan(ling,
Drenchedand worn, but safe and sound.

Glad from peril and from sufféring
To escça e so well at last

Soon they pile the slau,,crlftered game,
Soon the turf-dressed altars flame

Té the gods a grateful. offéring,
Then a bountiful repast:

Hark! a.sound lik»e thunder's mutterilig
Spreads aléng the darkened skies'!

'Tis the,/Harpies' monster brood
Flockifi£ at -the scent of food,

Down they swoop with fiercest fluttering
Anda burst of hideous cries.

Harpies'! more abhorrent creatures
Never didinan's peace assail

Win ed and arméd ýwith crooked claws,'
Filling,'emptying their maws

]Both at once-their flaccid features
WitÈ eternal hunger pale!

And the Trâj ans terror stricken
Huddle 'into -shivering groups

They, who'on.Scamanders banks
Broke the serried Grecian ranks,

Now are timid as the chicken
When the pirate falcon swoops.
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From týe, pý,sts 'no. place secure is,
-ý.;r*t the'cove o'erhung with trees

Thitherý as the Trojan crew
Seek their'banquet to -renew,

ind. Rush the semi-human furies
AInd th' untastéd viands seize.-.,,,

Fierht them ! At the signal soundedC
Hissing flies the arrowy hail,

To the mark all vainly sent.
wo.-ds are dinted, javelins bent,

Ar ws blunted and rebounded
sýrom off thrice-proven mail.

Launch again the shattered. shipping,
Let the cursed island sink't.

AU on board confusedly leap,
Loose their sails and tempt the deep,

Trembling till the isle is dippinér
'Neath the far horizon's--brink.

Such the legend weirdly chairmino,
Which Virgilius Maro sings

But the sapient Pecksniff Smith
Says the Harples are -a myth,

For in - reading- and in farming
He has never met such things.

-AI - Shall old fame be contradictéd
True, the fires of'song are spent,

But the Harpies still survive,
Propagate their breed an& thrive,

LT 0 t to one lone, isle restricted,
Nor the. eastern continent:

\e
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I* ods of seoi Il langliter rippled,
F 0 -il wit'

Diamond-pointed darts of 'wit
Never daulit -ýI-1c1l1 in the, 1eý"1st

Still they fasten on the, feasti
And instead of being crippled,

Nýver know t iat they are hit

-Better face tlie.w,-.trrinçr weather
North cand South and West and East;

Better Syrtis, shifting grounds,
Better Seyll-e,.'s barking houlKIs-

Better all of them together
Than ýone f ury of the feast

TROY A FLO-A T.

ADVERTISEMENT.

in these pages my aim was.t*-give, as nearly as1possiblel'a
literal translation of the third bookof Virgil'szEnei(l. I begau
the work in boyhood. and abandoned it when"' on becoMiic,

better acquainted with the LatSn langua.ge,',l realisecl iriv
inability tà -perforin the task. . The following is part of týe

story related by ýEneas, the leadïr of the exiled Trojans, to.
Dido, queen of Carthage.

After. it pleased thecrods to' overthrow
The power of Asia and the race of Priam,

Unmerited their doom-when Ilium fell.
And all'Neptunian Troy smo'ked on the grouild;

To distant exile and to desert shores
Directéd by the gods, we build a fleet

Clo.,se" by Antandros,'neath the Phrygian hills,
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And knowing not where fate, Inay bid us rest,
Collect our men. 'Tw,,is early suminer time

Mv sire, Anchises bade the s(ails be, set;

With tears we leave the cowsts and. those dear fielda,
Wliere Troy oncestood. A.n exile, siffled I forth

With but my son, niy comrades and the gods.

There Isa far off land whose. ample fields

The Tliraciý--ins till, once 'neath Iiye-tircus' laws

Friendly. to Troy, and holding faith,
While Lippier days we-re, ours. 1 thither steer,1 %

And on the curving shore, thoucyh fate opposed

I lay the first foundations of a citv,
And frôm my name AneadS call the.place.

To iiiy Dionean mother and. th, powers,
Who looked auspicious on my %vork be,(,jruii,
I sacrificed ; and to the king of heaven

I slew upon the strand the struorgling bull.

It chanéed a moun.d was near, upon whose top

The cornel tw . gs grew close, and myrtle shoots

Rose thickly-clustêring, all like pointed spears.

I went and strové to pluck up from the çyround

TÜe ver'dant lau 1 rel-'wood that I mirrht deck

The altar, with its fresh and leafy boughs,
W.hen lo 1 a wonder fearful to relate

For from the torxi roots of the sprig first plucked

Oozed slo*wly forth and. fell dark drops of blood

And stained the e . arth wî itli gore. A shudder seized

My.limbs, andchilly horror froze my veins 1

Again I plucked another tender'shoot

The hiddé'n and mysterious cause to find
Again from out the-bark the black bloo 1 d streamed.

1

1
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1
In wonder déep, I Praved the woodiand nymplis But first
And father Mars, who o'er those fields presides, of Poly
That they might turn this prodigy to good. A good-1.

Then for the third time did'I seize a shoot,' The, Tro
Bending, for stronger grasp, my knees to earth. With so

(Shall I-proceed?) A deep. groan froin the mound And wit
Arose, and thus a voice my ears bespake: Then br

Why tear a wretch, ÎE aeas ? ý S pare the dead, And bo
Nor s -lly pious han ds. -To thee in Troy,' We lay
.I was no stranger; and this blood is ùline.'

in And wi
Oh fly this cruel land, this greedy shore So
For I.am Polydorus. liere transfixed, O'er its
This iron growth of arrows covered- me ý1y Co
And' grew in course of time to pointed spears. Forwar
Then, all bewildered with perplexing fears In
I stood, ývith stiffening hair and powerless toi el. 1 Sacrecl
This Polydorus, with vast stores of gold, Whichi

Had been confided. by his father Priam The goý
Unto the Thracian kinor to be brouaht up, To hig

Wheir first the Diardan arms becran to vield linnjo
And when the foe. our city held besi(,ý,ge',d. Ar'ivir

His host, when fortune left the-Teuerian'arms Our w(
And followed Agarneinnon's conquering ba'nds, The eï

Broke all restraint, and- murdering Polydorus, Anius,
Seized on his wealth. (What will not mortals do His te
Through cursed thirst of. gold ?) My dread subsiding, And r

TcF our elected chiefs-niy father first We jC
I tell thi' miracle 'and ask their minds. r e'. E
All counsel me to leave this wicked -land The sý

And spread our ca'nvas to, the southern gales. 0 Thý
A d-w
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But first me celebrate the funeral rites
of Polydorus, heaping for his tomb
A goodly mound, mrith altars to his shade;
The Trojàn-ladies mournful gather round

With sombre fillets and sad cypress crowned,
And with loose-flowing locks, in manner due.
Then bring we cups of wârm and foaming rnilk
And bowls -grith blood of recent victims filled
We lay his soul to rest wïthin the tomb,

And with united voicebid him farewell.
Soon as the deep assumed a safer look,,

O>er its smooth waves the south winds rustlihg soft,
My comrades la 'nch o-tir'navies'from the beach.

Forward we move-town, shore and hills recede.
In mid sea lies a'very, plèasa'nt isle

Sacred to Neptune and the Nereids,
Which, floating long aro-und the ̂ shores and ro-asts.

The god who bearsthe bow first stationed firm,
To high Gyarus and Myconus bound

Iinniovable to * mock the biirly winds.
Arriving there, its placid haven received
Our wearied crews. Landincr, we venerate
The city of Apollo, while the king,

Anius,-both -king of men and priest of PhSbus-
His temples w'eathed î ith sacred'bays, drew near,

And recoomuiséd anold friend i'n Anchises.
We join. right hands, and enter 'neath the ro. of.*

I rey'erence deep the temple of the gods'
The sa're ' çl fane, of* ancient stoiles coristructed.

Thymbrian, A' ollo ! gra'nt I . cried,
A dwelling for our own; grant sheltering walls,-
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A race and lastincr city. Oh pre>sprve

This second Percramus of Troy, escaped

The Grecian- sword and furious A chilles.

Whom shall we follo w ? -whither go?, or where
Fix our abode? 0 father, deign

Toisend an ornen and directour minds 1
Scarce had 1 spoke, wlien suddenly all things

Began to tremble, doors and sacred laurels,
And even the mountain, while a niurmurin soünd
The tripod gave, in its recess disclosed.

Humbly we.,bow to earth and liear this voice:

" Ye brave Dardanians, tlutt same land- whicli bore
Your parent race, shiffi to hei joyous breast

Receive you back ; your ancient mother seek

Then shall th' .ýEnean lino extend its rille,
Your children's children and their procieny."

Thus PhSbus and a inighty shout of joy
Arose ; and all inquire whýat land is 'eant,
Or whither PhSbus \vould our wanderinçy-s lead.

My sire', then, thinkincr on the lecrends old,
Crièd, " Hear,. ye chiefs, and learn your future hopes!

In Pcean lies the Cretan, isle of . J ove,
Mount'Ida there', the enadle of our race.

This fertile « realm a 1undred cities Wolds
Thence Father Teucer our crreat ancestor
If memory serves, first souglit the, RhStian. 'Coast
And fixed'his, kincrdom. Iliuni was not yet,
Nor towery Pergajaus men dwelt in valleys low.
Thence, Cybele, the mother goddess, and
The brazen cymials of the Corybantes
And the IdSain grove hence, too, those rites
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mysterious, faithful kept, and the yoked lions
That drew the splendid chariot of the queen.

T he gods direct us, therefore let us go,
Appease'the winds and seek the Gnosian realm.

Nor is it distant: if Jove will, our fleet

Sliall on the third morn ' touch the Cretan strand."'

Thus spok-e lie,,, and upon the altars slew
The usual victims offerinor first a bull

Neptune, and ahother to Apollo

A. blac«k sheep to the scowlincy storm-wind, and
A white one to the mild propitious zephyrs.

Report said that the chief, Idomeneus,
Expelled the kin(rdom of Iiis sir(. litid left

All iiiiinhabited the shores of Crete
Its tenantless abodes no foenien lield.

'e leave th' Ôrtycyiai-i port, and o'c' the sea
We si eed, along the coast of N"C*lxos where

Ea(I hill-top echoes to the sport of B-,ýtechus
Past the fair shores of green Donysa, past

ý0Jearos and Paros' snow-white cliffs,
The Cyclades, all scattered o'eý.r the main,
And ' through unnumbered straits thick-sown with isles.
The sea M*en gaily sing aimid their duties

C'lieerful we seek our own ancestral Crete
A favoring wind our onward course still urges,
And soon we reach the old Curetan land.

Then eagerly-I set about to build

'A city which I re-name Pergamea
My people, whom the name, pleased, I exhort,
To love their homes and rear.a citadel.
-Now'were oui ships drawn, mostly on the beach,
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Our youth engaged in tilling their ýn*ew fields
And choosing wives; I gave -thern laws, and fixed Ail 01

Their portions of the land ; when suddènly » Th,

From the infected skies, a pestilence, The
Most dire and grevious, fell on men and trees Thos
And on our crops-a season fraught with death. And
Men died or dragged their feeble frames aroulid; Ther
The dogstar also scor(led our barren fields; This

All -green things withered, and the sickly crop C-ory

Refused us food. My'sire advised to cross Deii*

The sea aorain, and at th'- Ortygian shrine
Implore great PhSbus to remit our fault,
To show- ouÉ weary -journey's end, what aid The«

Oùr toils sho*ld have, and whither wè should turn. An

'Twas night afid slumber soothed all living things: WV h
.The iinaged gods and the penates brought V P

With me ' from 'midst the ashes of old Troy
Rose on -my vision while in sleep I lay, Ujý)

Seen clearly in the paley light which strearned
Froin the full moon throucrh windows in the wall.

And thus they seerned to speak and soothe my c,ý,i.res
That which Apollo would have told thee when' c

Thou left'st Ortygia, he repeats, unasked,
And lo 1 lie eends us hither to . thy house.

We, who have followed both thee- and thy arms
Sirice fair Dardania blazed ; we, who have crossed

With thee and in thy ships the swe'lling deep,
Will raise eveh to the stars thv future sons 'Bi

And crive thy city pgwer.- Thou shalt prepare T'

For a greaÎ race; yet must thou wand'rlong. Bi

Change this.abode. Apollo- bids tbee' not 'Y

To settle èii these shores', nor vet in Crete.
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There is a land (called by the Greeks Hesperia),
An ' old land, strong in arins and rich in soil:
Th" Riiotrikiiis dwelt there once, but modems cail
The, present race Italians, from their'chief.
Those are our seats, and thence Dardanus rose,
And Father Iasus. from whieh prince ye, sprang.
Therefore arise, and to thy aged sire
This sure announceinent tell. Mien let him seek
Corythus and the, Ausonian land, for Jove,
Deliies to thee the fair DictSan fields."

Moved by this vision and the voice of gods
(It was no dreâm, for I appeared to see
Their faces and their wreath-encircled hair,
And all their features plain before iny vie-,

While chilly drops upon all my foreliead stood)
Up from my couch I sprang, with lifted voice,

'-And liands to heaven ; then'pour I *niingled gifts
Upon the hearth. This glad devotion doné',

I told Anchises all in full detail.
He knew the race, froin its twin sources sprung,
And, owned himself misled by modern faine

Concerning anéient places.' Then he saidis, led,on, I)y the > destinès of Troy control
Cwssandra sang to me those very things.

these- things were forétold
Unto Our race, .and that.tl-iose'realms--were called

Sonfetimes Hesperia, sometimes Italy.
But who then thought that to the Hesperian shores
The Teucrians were to co'me ? or who was inoved
By fair Cassandra, as a prophetess, ?

yield we to ]Phtebus theiý, and thus advised
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better course pursue." He'said, and we
.'ýr0 MoWith glad alacrity his voice obey. 
Can reLeavincf our settlenient and some few menZD 1, 5 HugeWe spread oursails, and in our hollow -bar-s Lik eSpeed Wev the boundless deep.- 
withOur shilis were Put at sea ; no longer land

Was -seen, but sky above an, 1 waves around
SljreaiWhen o'er our masts a gloomy storm-cloud hungC And 1Witli tempest charored ; the dar-ened sea. gre-W roucliýD C W e gThe winds piled up the rolling waves, and hucre

io A PolThe billows rose all scattered, we were driveil And0 er the wide surface of the boilincy niain.ýC w e SThe clouds wrapped in the suil, damp niglit obseur6l ButThe heavens, fierce lirrhtniiiçr,ý burst the sullen. C1011CIS. TheFar froin our stray on. sens unknown.
S eiz(Even Palinurus could no longer tell WhiThe da froni iiight or ascertain the way.

Th-tts sailed we, in blind darkness, on. the deep Shu.Durinc three suffless days, tliree starless niglits
At length mi the fourth ruorn thé land'was seeii

AgaWith disztant risincr hills, and. curlinu smoke.
TheWé lower thc ThEsails and Clrilsp -the oars in haste

The sailors, with their vigorous strokes, , tur ri up 1,01The foamincy brine und sweep the azure plain.
ÀnThe Strophades received us to their shores TisSaved froni, the waves: -these Isla.rids, èalled AliIn Greek the Strophades, rise boldly in ThThe gre-at [onian séa.; liere dire CelSno TbAnd*other Harpies dwell, since»Pilineus' house

Was closed ao,,ain'st them, and through terror, thev LWere foreed their former tables to abandon. M
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No inonster dre, (1 as they-CI , , no fiercer pest
Can rear its head above the, Stygian flood

Huge Mrds with female faces, and with- hands
Li-e claws; their fearful visages are pale,

-M71th lastinçy. hunaer.-
When we the harbor here ' had entered, Io

,Sljrea(l o'er the plains we saw the* goodly herds
An(l floc-s of croats that browsed at wili the grass.

We give, them chase, and .-ýow to offer up
A liortion of the ganie to Jove hiiiiself
An(l to the other god§. -Then on the beach
Wè strew our couches and c7ommence our fe.ast.

But suddén, with'a fierée swoop from the hills,
The Harpies come, and flapping loud their wings,
Seize on our viands with'tlieir' Ioathsome clutch

While 'mid the foul stench. rise theïr hideous cries..
Again far off, beneath a'shelving rock

S.hut in by thickest trees and gloomy shades,
We lay our tables and our altar fires.

Again, Swift swarming fromtheir lurk-ing place,
The noisy flock wit4 'iercing claws surround
The feast, polluting everything they touch.
1 -order itow my men to grasp their arms,
And wage strange -warfare- with the brood* accurst.

Tis don'e: thev hide their swords amonaý the. rassv t) 9
Andcarefully conceal theïr shields'from sight.
Then, as'again the Harpies downward glide,

Their pinions sounding o'er the, curving strand,
Misenus gives the si *al by a blast

Upon a'trumpet, from -hisý look-out -high.,
My comrades rise, and .in close fight engage
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With naked steel those ' vile'birds.of the se'.
But not the sliglitest wound in wincy or breast
]Do these recel'-V'e, but soarincy hiah in air,
Leave their rank traces on our feast despoiled.

TheD by herself upon a loftyrock
CelSno perched, and cried with ominous croak-:

Spawn of Laomedon! suffices not
Our slauahtered herds, but will ye -war on us,
And drive us, harmless, from Our' rig4tful seatq?
Let these, my words, sink deep into yolir souls:

What the almicylity father first disclosed
To Phoebus, and the latter showed to me,
I,' foremost of the furies, tell to you.

Ye seek the Italian coaàt'; the windS---,-'lmplored,
At-length may"suffer you to, reach its ports

Yet ere ye gird with walls the destined city,
Fierce famine, for the injury* done to us,
Shall force your bands to gnaw with wolfish teeth

Their very tables, -in default of footl
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TRA NSL A TIO NS.

GLORY.

FROM THE FRENCH OF LAMARTINE.

.Y, generous favorites of the heitvenly muse,
Two différent couTses open on ykr view:

-Glory and wealth invite; ye wisely choose
The nobler of the two.

Thy choice, 0,Manuel, was early fixed;
Its promptings ba.dethine infant pulses leap.

But with thy glory woe is intermixed,
And we behô'ld thee weep'!

Yet bluffi to envy, as a thing of worth,
'That sterile ease which slugorish souls desire.

'To them belong the treasures of the, eartb,
To us belongs the lyre.,

Thy cou n-try is theworld, the centuries thine

For when this generation is iio more,
&ccessive ages, at the golden shrine,

Thy memory shall adore.

Yes, glory waits thee. But how hardly, and

At what a cost her sacred court, we gain

See dire misfortu-ne at the portal stand

To dash our joy with pain.
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1-Ieartle.qs Ionia. saw her mic,;Iity bard-
'Stoopincr with blindness and the weight of years--
Holà in his wasted hand (oh sad reward.)

A. breadcrust wet with tears 1

Then think of Dante-proudest of his race-
eggging an alms, his latest refuge gone,
Mis spirit tortured till his once sweet face

Grew fierce to, look upon.

And Tasso, burning wifth a fatal flame,
In prison dreamed of beauty and renown;

His brows received too, late the wreath of. fame,
And were too soon c.rushed down.

See pale Cervantes crouching on his knees
Within a dungeon, feèble, stricken, maimed
His genial-humor wlïicU a world could P'ease,

The dull kings wrath inflamed.

How many victims live from hope apart,
Striving with fate, or with some tyrant's will.

Dear God it seems as if the greatest heart
Were doomed to > deepest ill.

Yet silence every mùrmur of the lyre;
Let. weaker spirits wail their lot forlorn.

Thee, crownless king,'such injuries should inspire
With strength and lofty scorn.
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Be like the eagle, that sublimely.soars,
Piercing all space with strong, undaunted eyes;
-When round his native cliff the. thunder mars,

He seeks the upper-skies.

What matter if their barbarous decree
To foreign shores' devote thy weary tread?

What matter if the desert sands should be
Thy last intended bed. ?

Nor chains, nor exile, nor the despot's rage
Can quench the ardor of a-noble Inind.
IÀsbon shall claim the eternal heritage

Thy genius leaves behind.

Thou to a nation's love shalt be restored-
Athens her banished p atriot did recall

When Coriolanus fell, the Roman sword

Ànd gentle Ovid, though he died exiled,
With suppliant hands stretched towards his distant'

home,
Bequeathed. his -ashes to the Seythiau wild,

His glorious song to, Rome 1
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THE DYING POET.

FROM THE FRENCH OF MILLEVOYE.

THEpoet sang: his lamp burned low
The shadows deel)ened in his room,

As liste ' ning to these notes of woe, F

'Which stirred the midniorlit's heart of gloom.
B-

The flower of niy life is all faded
Too early twas rent 'y the thorn. B

My dav has been darkly o'ershaded,
And ni(rht follows clo.se on the morn.

A strife betwixt passion and duty,
A thirst for the wild and the free,

A vi.sion of wonderful beauýy,_
A dreani of things never to be

A landscape where broad-spreading meadows
Were wooed by the amorous skies;

A desolate regiOD of shadows
Wliere hope gro-ws bewildered and dies;

A clear brook, whose dimples of ' gladness
White lilies leaned over to kiss

A turbid *stream, whirling in madness
Right over thé fearful abyss.

-A brief space of love and caresses -

A moment that shook every trust;
An hour -of remorse and distresses,
Then downward to, darkness and clust!
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a distant-land there ogows a tree

ypleasure and by pale death haiintecl
Sweét rest is fatal 'neath its bouçyhs ene'.,inted:

Deliglit of love, that plalit r ' esembles thee.
Tliv iiiortal shade has waved o'er me

Where, lulled in treacherous repose,
Fond wretch! I well haxe merited these woes.

Break, lyre beloved; thou canst not share
Wïth me the darksome vault and chill;

But all thy notes, once freé as- air,
Must be forever hushed and still.

Posterity may never own.
My name, when judging from lier throne

Rénown that never fades
As Ecy pt judcred, in days of yore
-Yst -4-- -lier lone1ake-sm-v-àti- --s--h-orë'y-

Her kings' departed shades.

And vét ye few with hearts sincere-;
Friends, ever firm and ever dear,
. My dying pain is less
Th-at some imperfectIays of mine
You will preserve on nieni'ry's shýwne

From cold forgetfulness,
And you, with whom my soul was twined
From'childhood-lovely womankind!-

Even' now your features seem
Before my wavering sicrht to glide
Like sun-bright things in autumn-tide,

Or lik-e" a morning dream.
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Swebt phantoms! come; my shade demands
One last sad offéring at /our hands-
When generoüs spring, returning, weaves

The golden thread of lengthenhig days
Then, while the dewy twiiight st-lys,

Come, strew upôn my humble tomb
Fresh roses-flowers of briefest bloôm
As emblems of my early doom!

The poet sang: as ceased the hymn,
His. icy hand let fall the lyre.

His lamp,, his life at once grew dim
One moment saw them bothexpire.

THE IIEROIS BATTLE-PBAYER.

FROM THE GERMAN OF KORNER.

FATHEP., I call on thee
Wrapt in the battle's fiery-bosomIed, cloud,

Amid its thunderbursts so fierce and loud,
Disposer of events, I call on thee

Father, thou leadest me.

Father, thou leadest me;
And whether death.or victory be mine,
I yield to, the inscrutable design
According th thy will, so lead thou me.

And I acknowledge thee.
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Yesy I -acknowledge thee,
Both in the spring-time's vivifying breath,
And in the war-storm's sulphurous blast of death
Great source of being, I ackilowledge thee.

Father, thou guardest me.

Father, thou pa-rdest me,
And to thy sovereign care my. life I trust.
Thou may'st reclaim, lit froni the gory dust,
For thine oNv à purpose still Thou giiardest me

All praise give I to thee

All praise give Ito tbee!
Since, not for - mad ambition's vain reward,
But in a holy cause we draw the sword,
Bid triumpýh chant a hymn of praise to thee.

My God, and smile, on me.

My God, smile thou on me,
Fer freedom's sake ; and if my veins must flow
To seallhe deathless record-be it so.-
For freedom's sake, more' dear than life to me,

Father, I call on thee.
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CALUM.NY.

FROM THE FRENCH.-

Pu>-îisH calumny, ye -ings;
For its poison. breath.

Into peâceful places brings'
Trouble, strife an(l death! w

Ti
Tl

How it seeks to bla't the name Tl
Of dove-like innocence!

'Gainst its sly, assassin aim
Be 'a strông defence.

'Tis a monsÉer in.disguise,
Covering hate with art;

On its to ' ngue are hone3ýed lies-
Murder,,,in its beart.

Follpw not its subtle course,
Sown with specious flowers.

In its footsteps comes re'orse
And the whole devours 1
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WOMAN.

FROM ANACREON.

GREAT'nature, at time of assigned
Most suitable gift,,;; to, éach various kind :
A model of strengtli on the bull she conferr'd

With a frontlet that crowned him the kinom of the herd.
Then the lion came forth with a terrible dower-
The union -of -majesty, fierceness and pôwer.
Tiie timorous- hare and the proud-prancing steed
She fitted expressly for woliderful speed; -
And she gave to the bird, ýWith its plumage so fair,

Those wings tliat cail traýýérse the recrions of air;
To the fish, fins and tail, that at will it might sweep
For pastime or food throuali the limitless-deep.

fora dicynified useOn nianshe bestow ' edi iýD y
A niind that can pierce th'oucrh the dark and abstruse,
But when she formed wonian-her crowning intent,
Nature, finding such gifts as the first, had been spen4
Endowed her with, beauty's celestial charms,
As the brightest and most irresis ' tible arms.
And the woman, to whom these sweet blessings belon,,

Can hurnble thë li « aughty and vanquish the strong;
Controlling the wild ,and refiiiin- the rude
0- ne sruile from her lips, and the world is subd-tied 1
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(Sec gorace's well known Ode to Pyrrha.)

ComE, Annie, to my wish disclose.
What stripling,,decked with niany à rose
The April air perfuming,

Now ' courts you 'neath the grottos shade,
For whom those auburn locks you braid

So neatly 1-inassuming.

Ah! soon he'll mou ' ril the broken vow,
And blame the god8 who> change %llow

In words of solemn sweetness.
Wonder and grief 'shall fill his eyes

When rude waves heave and black storms rise
With unexpected fleetness.

y-
-He. now believes you void of wiles)
All golden -with enduring smiles,

All amiâble and tender,
Nor yýat suspects deceitful gales:
How wretched they wit1ý,whom.'prevails

Your seeming- placid splendor 1

For me, the votive tablet shows
My pictured ship in saïe re-,ýose---

An offéring of devotion
To heaven, by whoýe kind aid I shaped

leA wiser course, and death escaped
Upon love's treacherou' ocean.*

0 A man who had escaped perils on the* ocean was bouna
to hang up in the temple a picture of his ship as a thank-

offéring to the sea-god.

184 TO ANNIE.
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THE RICHEST BULýR.

FROM THE.GBRMAN..

'SAT"'full many German princes
In. the imperial hall of WoÈms_:'ý

Each, his land, its wealth and numbers
Boasted in exulting terms.

«4" Glorious," spoke the kingly Saxon,
Is my land in wealth and might;

4Rvery hill within its bosom,
Roards a mine of silver bright

Smiles m.Y land in gay abundance,"
Said the Elector froni the Rhine;

Golden grain in valleys growing-
On the slopes, the blushing vine."

Giant ciýies, stately conyents,
Ludwigîof Bavaria cried,

-CC i
Stand to, prove I rule the grandest,
Realm, in Germanyso wide.

--Eberhard, the grey and bearded,
Wiirtemberg's belovéd lord,

-Said.. I' My land has no great cities,
No vàst hills with silver stored.
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Yet it holds Sonie hidden treasures-
Not a man be,!iieath my sway,

But my head IýMigIIt securely
On hi,-;-,, lap càn fiding laýý

Then the Saxon, the Bavarian
And the Rhenish prince declare:
Noble count, you are the richest
For your land has jewels rare!

THE WANDERING JEW.

FROM THE FRENCH 0 F BERANGER.

0 CHRISTIAN nightly place for me
A cup of water at your door;

1 am that m-anderier doomed to be
The whirlwind's sport forevermore.

Npt growinry old through time so vàst
Its end my only hope forloril

Eacli night 1 pray may be the last,
But ever comes the liated morn.

Ever, ever,
Turns the world and I akm hurled
On forever and forever!

While êicriiteen centuries have rolled
O'er Greek and Rom'cn deur gone,

O'er wrecks of mighty realms of old
The fearful whirlwind drives m e on.
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Ilve 10âed on- good which. did not thrive,
, While e-vil grew-a spreading tree
I've seen (the old world to suývive)

A new world Tise from out the sea.
Ever, ever, &C.

If 'neath the arbutus in flower,
On grassy sward or by the wave,

1 seek to rest orfe little hour,
I hear the furious whirlwind rave.

Vhat boots it that the sullen sky
A moment we4rs its sombre vest?

Could less than all eternitv-
Afford. from such a J ourne'y rest

Ever, ever, &C.

Ah! many children, fairaýùd gay
As once were mine, m y si( ht

But while I glance upon their play,
The whirlwind bursts Nvith double rage.

Ye aged men ! gTieve not that tinie

Sends e,-,irtl-iwar(l every hoary head.

Look onthose e.liilçlren-for my erinie

My foot upon their dust shall tread!
Ever' ever,

When of the'walls where I 'as born,
I find some trace-a ertinibled mass-

In -vain I strive to stop ýnd mourn,
The- sudden'whirlwind bids me pass. -
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And cries a voice from out the gloom,
Live on till all things çease to, be,

Here sleep thy sires, but in their tomb
There is no place, no rest -for thee

Ever, ever, &c.

With brutal jeers 1 did deride
The man-god in his agony-

fE;L>r-ýhe m é'
--.groun(l beneath' e glid

Agïfl.!ýýthe whirlwind -seizes me!
0 yè Who feel not pitys touch

Go tremble at a doom. so strange
Not wrongeddivinity so much

As human wrongs doth God avenge.
Ever, ever

Turns the world, and I am hurled,
On forever and forever.

GENIUS.

VICTOR HUGO.

'WO'E to that child of tenderness
Who iný this world of fraud and force

Bears in his soul companionless
A ray from truth's eternal source
Yes, woe ! for elivis venomed tooth

Shall fasten on the unwary youth,
And like the fabled vulture dire,

As maddened by his happy Song,
Torture the new Prometheus long

For having stolen the heavenly fire.
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Or pleasure to, his view reveals
-- Her charms to flatter and beguile
Well, may he treinble when he feels

The power-of that insidious smile.
Even as the glamored bird ess-ays

To fly the serpent's glittering gaze
That lures the ' singer to, destruction, chAwhile from. bougli to bough he flies

Irresolute, t4eÉ'yielding, dies
A victiin to the bright seduction.

But if he compass his design
By fornis of fadeless beauty led,-

If round his livincr brow they twine
The leaves which grow but for the dead,

Then, error, ignorance and hate-
Unholy traitors-lie in wait

To ma-ke the fond enthusiast falter
Even farne, his goddess, does not spare
She 1ýeads him to her temple fair

And inimolates him on her altar.

Yet though miýfortune ever kept
In S'tore for such the scourge and chain,

Who would not joyoiisly accept
Bright genius'at the price of pain 1
What mortal, feeling through his frame

The thrill of that mysterious flame ý
Which lights afar the, flood of time,

Would to the voice of caution hark,*
And doubtful, think t]iý future dark,

Whose very shaclows are, sublime?
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HAPPINESS.

FROM THE GERMAN.-

A fleetinci thincy is happiness,
It will -not long remain

-Riit they follow afar
Its delusive star

To find increasing pain.

Lay you down on the fragrant sward
And sing the sunny hour;

From the broad blue skies
Your half-shut eyes

May drink its silent power.

Then cherish it tenderly, secretly,
And speak not of the charni,
For song mayallure
A spirit ýpure

That our cômmon spee.ch would alarin.

(TI
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THE BALLAD OF THE BODEIYSEE.

SCHWAB.

(The tradition is tbat, duriug a winter of unusual severity
in Switzerland, Lake Constance, (der Bod énsee ) was firmly

frozen over, and that a traveller at nightfall, m-ishing to reaeh
the opposite side, actually rode over the ice, mistaking its

-surfa.ce for a level plain.)

A HORSEMAN rides down the valley low
In'a glimmering wilderness of snow.

Through the cold deep drift he speeds awa y
To reach the lake ere the close of day.

For his steed and he must be ferried o'er
This very night to.the farther shore.

Away ove-r buried bush and stone,
On a path untrodden, he rides alone.

The hill is past, and the level land
Stretches white and wide, like a plain of sand.

Far, far behind him are hamlet and -town,
And his road leads neither up nor down.

And so for a mile or two he -Ries,
While the snow-birds shriek in the dusky skies."

'The startle ' d black-ducks flutter around,
But his ear can catch no other sound.
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His eye can discern no living wight
To guide his doubtful, course arighL

At length through the slowly deepening night
Shines out in the distance a twinkling light,

Then tree after tree the prospect fills,
And beyond them faintly rise the hills.

Over stock and stone with eager speed
Re spurs more sharply his panting steed-

The.watch-dogs, soon at his coming bark,
And the village hearth-fires gladden the darL

Ho there 1 at the window, niy little maid,
Howfar is it hence to the lake he saidL

There was wonder on the maidens brow
As she answered, The lake is behind you now

And were it not for the ice afl'oat
On its tidel I should thînk you were just Er

the boat.'

The stranger he shuddered, he breathed with PUR-
I have ridden hither across yon plain."

Then the maiden she lifted her hands and spalre,
Great God f. you have ridden, across the lake

«' Yo have dinted the thin and brittle roof
Of th% bottomless pit, with'Xgùr horses hoof.
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Il Did the water not gurgle beneath your track?
Did the ice give forth no warning crack i

'I'Twas a miracle doomed yoii not to sleep,
The fishes' prey, in the chilly deep."

She rouses the village, -shë. calls aloud,
And the staring people around hini crowd.

They gi-vé-him their blessincr eacli crossip and wife
Dear man you may thank vour stars for life

Come in by the fire, the table is spread,
You shall have the best of our beer and bread."

But the horseman neither spoke nor stirréd,
Across the lake " was all lie had heàrd.,

'His heart stopped beating, his hair rose stràl'gllt,
Around him, seemed yawning the jaws of fate.

He saw the floods benea*th him gush,
And his spirit sank in the icy crush.

A cold sweat dreiiclied each powerless limb,
His glaring eyes grew fixed and dim.

He fell from. his horse-one gasp he gave,
And that friendly shore was his- frozen grave.

13
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SPRING -SONG.

FROX THE GERMAN.

THE earth. reposes, and the chill
Of winter lingers over all ;

She is not dead, she slumbers still
To wake at springtime's cheery call.

And as the babe,, untouched with grief,
Sleeps on the fo' nd maternal breast,

So sleep the embýyo flower and leaf
EûYadled in théir silken nest.

They dream of mild and' fragrant air,
Of jêwelled eve and golden dawn;

They see, rejoicing everyýwliere,
The deep green wood, the grassy lawn.

They hear-the merry birds aloft,
The brooklet close beside them sing

The butterflies caress them soft,
The inurmuring bees unto them cling.

Then ope the flowers theïr wondrous eves
To vie w the splendor far and near

ýThî glimmering dream that instant Ries-
Behold the spring already here.
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THE DESERT-ERS FRIEND.1

FROM THE GERMAN.

THE cirum's dull beat and the signal grun
Announce the hour of the sentenced one.

Oh hasten the deed for the dear Lords sake-
But let me not see it. My heart would break 1

My comrade he, and my firmest friend
From our first proud march' till this awful end.

Alas 1 am I ordered among the rest
For a deadly aim at his living breast?,

He lifts for a moment his last sad gaze
His face îs bright with the'sun's soft rays.

And see ! how they cruelly bandage his eyes.
God open them, quickly in Paradise

Nine rifles sharp and shuddering * speak
Eight bulléts, have left each a blood streak

Not one of them in a fatal part,-
Thank God, it was mine that pierced his heart!
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61 CUPID.

FROM ANACREO LX.

CUPID, as he softly lay
On a bed, of roses gay,
By a bee, concealed among
The blushing flowers, - W'as deeply stung.

Wild with pain, he straight withdrew
And to lovely 'Venus flew;

Wailing out in piteous cry
Mother ! see, I faînt, I die)

.For that little wingèd thing,
Insect with a serpent's sting,
Called by shepherd swains a bee-
Hath sevérely w6unded me.

Then with looks and accents mild
Answered she the sufféring child:

If so.slight a thing can give
Anguish thus to make thee grieve,
Think how feels the wretched heart
Which thou piercest with thy dart.
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GO UN TB Y L 1-FE.

HORACE) EPODE IL

How blest, remote from business strife,
Is he who leads a quiet life,

As did our sires-the. happy (L% ellers
In cots with large potato oellars,
Entirely free froin all the din
Of this eternal. age of tin
No fire-alarnis disturb his sleep-
Re has no venture 'on the deep ;
The, midnight storm without may' roar,
And hurl. huge breakers on the shore,

'They canno't even drown his more
The air he breathes is free from taint
He lives unknown to pride's restraint.
He wisely shuns the côurts of law
As lie Would shun a tiger's paw.
He has no money to invest,
So never has a liollov chest'
He melts not down o'er cards and wine,
Nor heeds if shares and stocks decline.
With limbs inured to honest toil,
He cuItî,ý;ates paternal soil,
And many - a busy hour devotes

To barley, turnips, beans and oats,
And sees Iiis broad fields sprinkled over
And rich with scented clover.
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THE 'FRIGHTE.NED - WY.

IMITATION OF HORACE.

«« Vitas hinnuleo me sim.Iis," &e.

STAY, deârest, girl, nor longer shun
Ris look whom thine* has wholly won;
But tell me what the cause can be

Why thus thou dost m'y presence flee.
So flies the fawn from fancied ills

To, seek the lone and woody hills,

,And till lier -m-ratchful parent's near,
Will not relinquish, idle fear.

And thou, NvIiile all secure from hatm,
.Art just as quick to take« alarm
The fawn though danger be, not found,'
Is frighted- still by every souý(J :
The slightest rustle of the trees,.

When moving to the fitful. breeze
Eacli little moment, makes lier stait

> Withtrembling limbs and beating heart.

Oh let my ravished eyes Îat least
Upon thy peerless beauty feast
Till thou had'st learned from vows as true

As ever pure affection knew,
To cast reserve and fears aside
And in a manly heart, confide.



199THE POWER OF THE POETS.

THE POWER OF !ýHE POETS.

Tais is the of heresies
The,- world ever harbored -. Mrho told her

The Poets mission was only to please,
'ý1-1

witi;ýiS rouge .and his roses for fashion and ease,
A creature. whose milky veins would freeze

At a glimpse of her dread cold shoulder?

The bard is no growth'li-e the slender vine
Th * t gracés a fashion. journal,

AU delicatel daiiiýy and tinted fine
But like the ceclar, the oak and the pine,
He rises to, grandeur which may not shine,

But which, nevertheless, is eternal.

His touch on the lover's- lute'is light,
But a stronger spirit teaches

His hands to -%var and his fincrers to, -fight
And Iiis scorn to wither and blast and blight,
And whefi hé stands up in his wrath and his might,

God pity the king he impeaches I

He is not moulded by any s chool,
Or marred by the crit*c's sentence

His pen is the only effiélient, tool 2
To file and polisà the public fool,
And carve the throne to, a cutty stool

For a monarch's sore repentance.
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Ilow a guilty land from. its luxury starts
When his warning note is sounded!

In royal cities and crowded marts
ilis verses are javelins, arrows and darts
Tipped witli Greek fire,-his targetsjare hearts

And thousands fall down wounded!

The firmest hpart and the finest brain
The haiest-jiiessage carry;

Ad they hear a voice, like a deep' refrain
Saving W rite the'V (Ind make it plain,
Mien watch and 'ait it is not'in vain,

It sball come ; it shall iii)t'tarry."

The'n the, man so strange to the common crow(l

Came fofth from his desert-dwellin'9
And shook false j)e,ýice, as a thunder-cloud

Shakes the, laiig uid air in its 4ury loud,r
IC To leave the earth Nvith new life endiýwed

And with purer currents swellin'*''.

Wide sovereignty doýe' the, poet wield
0"er every tribe 'aiýd nation;

The truth to hiJardent eyes revealed
Iý a'fountain closed and volume sealed
To men whose frittered lifetimes yield

But a moment's recreation.

Yes, there were giants- in à'ncient Greece,
Sut the poet still governed each quarrel

Concerning a - crown or a golden fleece,
And blood would flow or the combat cease
As he counselled war or cominanded peace,

For the sceptre was less than the1aurël
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'Twas then. Archilochus' fiery zeal
Vie foot of lambus, shod with steel>

Invented that terrible measure,
For crushing the hydra with its heel,

Conipared with which the ' se * rews and the wheel
Were. a positive kind of pleasure.

And little TyrtSus, at, first ignored
In his countrymen's martial muster,

By the patriot fire through his idyls poured,
Gave a fir'er front to their ranks restored,
A -eener edge to the Attic sword-

To his name undying lustre.

Wlien the banished Dan resentment woketýs 'I
And summo.ied the sIi,tt4ýowy legiôns,

He reigned'supreme-'néath hi-sý5master-stroke
Tlie, purple robe and the scarlet cloak

An(l the capo cornuto all va - nished in smoke.
Consigned to--the lower regions.

Piers-Flowman,* tending bis flocks in the delly
Was a innocent oIýject surely ;-

But he chanted his rapt prophetic spell,
He flung one jeer and the giant, fell,

Robert, Langlande, (1300,) «wrote the Visions of PiArS
Plolcman, a scathing satire on the religinus oràers. Tbose
who.have the gift, not of prophécy, but ol; discovery,
the suppression of the monasteries is foretelà in these Unes

Tben shall the abbot of A bingdon,
And all his issue forever,
11ave a knoch- of a ring
And incurable the w.ound."



And superstition wa.s chased fron! ber cell
Where she long had lurked securely.

Another thorn in the flesh of the clergy.

Young Sk-elton, too, -vhen the sham. devout,
For the uppermost seat was struggling,

Right deftly'laid the poetical knout
-On the sheep-skinned shoulders of Colen Clotit'.
And turning his wolfish inside out,

Abolislied his pastoral juggling.

Such- is the poet's legitimate dower,
Thev are stu'pid who question it loDger.

But the graces never forsake his dower
In his maddest moment or hottest hour,
For, though. his hate has a terrible power,

His lov.e. is ten times stronger.

The world needs Iiiiii now, and whether he spring,s
From the race-stock of Japhet-or Sioon,

He shall come to hi.Q throilê'-"not by blowing up king,
But by sending the truth througli our deep bosom-

strings,
With'hi,ý singin" robes made of nore beautiful thi

Than the* filigree dress of Endymion.*

Alluding to D'Israeli's fustian novel of that name, then
lately published.

9()9
AMI THE POWER OF THE POETS.



NOEL-AN ODE.

[A tradition fonclly preseived in the early church set forth
that about the time of the birth of Christ a niysterions
lamentation, for tlie god Pan was heard %Il - over Greece one
calm evening. This omen was explained to inean the speedy

extinction of the old Olynipian faith.]

LAMENT -OF THE MUSES.

PHRBUS car no longer shimmered.
On the smooth Ionian brine,

Pale the star of evening glimmered
Over Delphi's dar-ened shrine.

Hellas, beautiful as ever,
Brooded in that twilight still;

But the soul of hioh endeavor
Moved no more her nerveless""ill.

-iostly garments trailingSprine Tlien, like gl
ýAl1 the purple air was stirred

By a mystic sound of wailing

bosoni- Deeply felt, but faintly beard.

II)o-%vn-ývard froni the e*,igle's eyrie,
TJpward froiu the Nereid's cave,

Joined in concert weird and dreary

e, then Mourning sky and murmuring wave.

Till -the - multituclinous - city
And the solitary plain,

Touched with awe and moved by pity,
Echoed back- the sad refrain:

203NOElj---ANý' ODE.
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Pan is dead ! The life once throbbing
With the beautiful, is fled

AU the myrtle groves are sobbing
Pan is dead is dead is deàd

Ai! for every sw'eet wild measure
Which the smooth-limbedgraces led!-

Rushed is every sound of pleasure
Pan is dead, great Pan is dead!

Ai! for jocund hours once strewing
Gaia's lap with roses red. '

Black the cypress-shade is gro'ing-
Pan is dead, is dead, is dead!

Ai! for lips that used to warble
Songs for Psyche's nuptial bed

Cold and silent is tlie inarble-
Pan is de'ad, great Pan is dead!

Ai 1 for Hebe bright and cheerful
When the Olynipian feast was spread,

Dîni lier eyes are nowand tearful,
Pcin is dead,.is dead, is, dead!

Ruthless fate descends to b--mish
CTolden days and glorious'lives.

See, they falter, fail and vanish,
Leaden grief alone survives!

Long had the sylvan'."god reigned.
Empires liad flourished and waned
Pan and Apollo reinained.



205.OEL-AN ODE.

1ýow was their glory Nvithdrawn.
Now were they vanished and gone.

Blindly the days must roll on 1

Men were bewildered-but some
Asked whence the hero should co'me-

Askèd of their oracles dumb.
Only the bard unde ' rstood

H-w the -Most Beautiful should
Dawn and abide wit1i the Good.

ANTHEM OF THE ANGELS.-

H.ARY,! a pSaD that surpasses
What the stârs of M-orning sung,

When they flamed in, liquid masses
From the fount of glory flung.

Christ is'born 1 The simple peasants
On the lonely Syriau hill

Felt the everlasting presence
In the message of good-will.

Sinai's voice was superseded
By the volant choir of love

In tbat highest service, needed
By the lowly, from"above.

'Vainly golden censer",",S'Wlngi-ng,
Fed the placid skie's'with balm.;

Sweeter was the antheni bringing

To the troubled earth a calm.

- y
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Thrones had fallen, systems crumbled,
Fragile as the hnman clay

Brightest minds had groped and stumbled
Lacking love's divinest ray.

Now the hoary Eastern sages
Bade the nightly vigils Cease,

As the altar-fires of ages
Paled before the dawn of peace.

And the rarest dianiond-clusteT
That imperial pomp adorhs,

Lost the magie of its lustre
'Neath the cruel crown of thorns.

This fair -triad still abideth
Faith and Hope and Charity

And for aye the last presideth
As the cyreatest of the three.

AU the wild and wicked legions
Lurking still in fairest regions,

Startled read their final summons
In the bright, auspicious omens,

Warning them, to, quit possession:

lIeartless power and stern oppression,
13 igotry and superstition »
Grisly primates of perdition-

Private feudand public quarrel,
Murcler, with the victor's laurel,
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Flaunting pride and mad ambition,
,,Smooth-tongued ' fraud and dark suspicion,
Avarice içyn'rance, hate and error
Routed from their reigu of terror,

To their speedy doom are trooping
With their,,sable pennons drooping!

THE HUMAN HYMN.

HAIL tO the morning a-waited so long!
Spirit of gladness, attune every V'oice.
Discord shall never be heard in the song

Warm from tbe heart when the, people rejoice.

Even the northwind is carëllinor loud
Over good -wishes, glad greetings and gifts.

Lirth has no cavern and heaven no cloud
But the pure siinshine, is piercing its rifts.

While the dear fç>lk-song is floating'around
Every soul be like the musical glass-

-Crystal and clear and alive with the spund,
Grc;wing more sweet as the centuries pass.

N,lyrtle and bays >ith the holly shall twine,
As the old legends in harmony blend;

Friendly and freely, the land of the vine
Warmth to the, land of the mayflower shall lend.

Oh, the world's faith is like that of a child,
Fervent and firm.in its dream-haunted prime,

Ripen'm*g to, all that is joyous and mild,
As the red vintage is'mellowed by tim.e.ý
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Fill) then, to feelings so gencrous and kind,
ýjheering the old and inspirincy the youth.

Fill to the perisliless triumphs of mind-ý-
Fill to our guests at the banquet of truth.

Tot one bleak shade on our feast be allowe(L
From the green vales t( the white-spreading drifts.,

Gilding the cavern and brjd-?htenincr-thýe cloud,
Sunshine and melody flow through the rifts!

THE -ReERSTON

NEW YEAn S. Nlè,,HTI 1885.

Is tbere nobriaht reversionin the sky
For those who nobly live or bravely die ?

'TwAs -when time's ceaseless surge
On which all empires drive,

"Was whitening on the verge
Of eighteen eighty-five

-Z' c 4. I sate as in a dreain
With darkness all around

-Wheii lo a ghostly gleam
Shot throngh thegloom profound.

It bridged the eternal sea,
It cleft night's ebon throne,
And opened ýeveii to me

A glimpse of the unknown.
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Far down itI could see
A landing dinily vast,

Filled full as it could be
With shadows of the past.

It was that river's bank
That ý chills our j ourney b ence,

.g drifts-, Where power of purse and rank
Lose all pre-eininence.

Uncarthly, wild and weird
Was that sanie shivering press,

While teasing sprites appeared
To heighten'the distress;

For, ever drawing near,
Some victim they would giab,

Like, at a New York pier,
The imps of hack and cab,

Something was at my side
And whispered, 'Look and see,

The men-who stemmed the tide
)Vhich founders scores like thee)'

The men who won the race
Of glory and of gain,

Who in their time and place
]Did much, but did in vain.'

With sudden impulse seized,
I cried 1 IE[ow ill or well

They did, -I would be pleased
Could they approach and telU

14
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Then did the shape retire
To bear them my request,

Swift aethat magie wire
Throbs through the Atlantie's breast.

Instant there ro3e in air
A very'numerous li o*stý

Like gulls. when gales severe
Drive them to throncr the coast.
Each wore a convict's suit,
Each face was grimly stern,

And while I listened mute
Thus spoke they-each in turn

'I was a monarch once-
A monaréh ruling wide,

By that collective dunce,
My subjects, defied.

All pandered to my lust'
While servile courtiers strove
To prove that my vile dust

Would outweigh mighty Jove.
But what prerogative

'Neath Pluto's iron reign
(Except his own) can live?

So aU my power was vain.

I was a warrior bold.
The gaping world still reads,

In ponderous volumes told,
My superhuman deeds.

Le
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The, peaceful villa g*e life,
Where hungry bale-fires roared,

Reddened that butcher-knife
ust. Which glory calls a mord.

Did earth the current drink?
Behold my doom of pain

Writ with that crimson ink
Worse lived I than in vain.'

I flourished in the school,,ý-,.
My study was to bring

Out of ten thousand rules
Oneg-6od and perfect thing.

Fool! that I never saw
With rapt, unlettered eyes,

Out of love's perfect law
Ten thousand j oys arise

I scanned night's page outsprea"*d
Above the Egyptian plain

And left my heart unread
So I but lived in Vain.'

1 reigned in beauty's bower
The minion of delight,

---Made by my very power
The slave of appetite.

But pleasure, li-e the spark,
Dies blackening to a stain.

Ah! death is doubly dark
Wheiý life has been in vain.'

t IC
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I read the stellar signs
And gave their mysteries out

In enigniatic lines!,
Yet made it death to doubt.

But bondage of the mind.
Is alwa-s insecure.

The spells. that loose and bind
But for a niglit endure.

My cruel altar-fires
Were quenched by heaven's sweet riiiii,

And men who are not liars
-Declare I lived-in vain.'

'A legislator I,
Chief of the numerous tribe.

My place was verýy high-
Proportioned- to the bribe..

The simplest law I made
Took ten men to explain,

ADd not one soul obeyed-
Both life and work were vain.'

evenl, was, one
Of those same jurists, hired

To make the siattites run
As ipterest most required..

l'bore the golden fleece
A cross -law's treacherous main.

But death has closed the lease,
And I have lived in vain.'

ik,
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Then beckoned me a wight
AU différent from the rest

M"ith. lochs of S'ilvery white,
And hollow cheeks and che-st;

And with a-fa.Itering pause,
He said, 'You.could not guess

How opulent I was
To see me in this dress-

A thousand tenements
111-lodged the squalid souls,

Whose hard-extorted rents
Adorned my lengtlly'rollçi.

1 waxed so gross and great
I found I could not squeeze'

lu through the pearly gate,
Not even on knees.

Mv mi-Uions 1 bequeathed
> Not to, the needv train
Biit--- mortal. never breathed

The last of life more vaiii!'

Then that sad multitude
Together spoke and fast

AU had- great things >1 lirsued
But here thelv were at las-t.

And Nvith -a wild adieu,
Chorused by'man'y a groan,

They with their guide withdrew
And *1 was all alone.

t riiiii
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Till, as- approaching day
The nçw year onward led,

A voice from far away
In dulcet- accents said

'I was a bar'à by birth.
While'strong hands made a prize

Of the fair spots of earth,
I ponidèred. on the skies.

My soul was its own law-
No rulable machine-

I read in all I saw
A transcript of th' unseen

The vague idea wrought
Within me, keen and strong,

Till moulded into thought
And murmured out in song-

That deep ' but subtle power
Whieh on your lives maý fall

And speed ý the heavy hour,
The lightsome one recall.

'Great nature's touches played
On all the finer chords.

While they the music made,
'Twas she supplied -the words,-

Words, whichby day and night
On viewless currents drift,

And to a safer height

Some drowning soul i-nay lift,
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That.neither pit nor cope
Shall press earth's surface near,

But leave firm ground for hope
Heavens-high, around the sphere.

Where misery moaned unheard,
I soothed the aching sense

Where causeless anger stirred,
1 made it less intense.

What pained the tender lid
I tempered with a tear

A-rid what the clouds had h*
My faney rendered clea.r

'I urged the laggard mind
The hardest tasks* to meet

Where pleâsure's path inclined,
I stayed the ha'ty feet.

I trained the silent bard
To strike au emulous note;

Where cruel discord jarred,
I stopped the brazen throat.

1 strewed My mental stores-
1 had no stores but these-

And brought from. foreign shor'es
The richest argosies.

What fùrther need I tell?
Earth's most triumphant strain

Had been fair freeà m's knell
If l'hàd lived in vain
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TO .,MIS,ý. 11ATTIE E. HOMER.

ONE YEAR OLD TO-DAY FEB. 240 1.891.

FFiBRuAiRy never looked

Half so brilliant, half so gay;
For a little prize he's booked,

This Hattie's natal day.

9 happier can. be found,
Prettier than a fair elf

Known to all for miles around
Yet a stranger to herself.

This is being born to fànie
]Better than most lives have bought-

To be loved and known by name
Far beyond her %v.orld of thought!

She must also be, I thinký
By the-laughter-beaming eyesý

]By the buddhig ivýhite, and pink,
Quite a favorÏté with the skies.

So this morn, the royal sun,
When he started towards the'west
Ordered all-the hours to run
Gleeful as the summer's best.



This very iliteresting child, daughter of Mr. - A. C.
Homer, of Bai rington, died'on the 16th of the May following.

21TO 'MISS HATTIE E. HOMER.'

Fleets of clouds. that floated high
Had commands to sail and dip

All their pennons, passing by,
To her little lady,,ý,,hil).

And the waves of upper air
Hush each sound of wintry strife

Only breathing out a prayer-,
For this opening voyage of life.

Heaven itself, now bending' low,
Lets her touch-with tiny haüd

All the jewels in the bow
Glittering over baby-land.

I would like- to mark the day
For this queen -of little girls

Witil the brïghtest laureate lay
Polished as a string of pearls,

With such splendor in the words,
With such music in the time,

As the sunshine and the birds
Lavish on 'a morn in June.*
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THE SEA IN S NSHINE.

CAPE SABLE LIGHT STATION, MAY 24, 1887

How calin is the measureless sea
That brightly and silently flows!

How dreadful its aspect can be
Wher aroused from deceitful repose!

Now tempting the tiniest sail
To follow the sunbeams afar;
Now mustering the merciless gale
To shiver the loftiest ýpar.

'The brow of the sand-hill shows yet
The furrows deep-plowed by the storm

Where the two warring elements met
Ov'r death in its dreadfullest form.

When the ocean uplifte'd its hand,
Its bosom withrage boiling o'ei,

And smote the white lips of the land
Till they answered with angriest roar.

Andràft& the fury was spent,
- A "the ripples played light with the foani,.

How sad was the lasting lament
In many a desolate home

Thus after the passions subside
And our treasures lie shattered'an torii,

As gaily our lives seem to glide,
But as deeply iii. secret we mourn.
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FLOATINCY through the May-sky mild,
Stirring all the Jeaves with glee,

On a cloud I saw a child,
And he, laughing, said to, me:

'Sing a song about a maid?
So I sang with inerry cheer.

Sing another song,' he said ;
'Tell them who is reigning here.'

Then right loyally 1 wrought
Out the theme in rhymes uncouth,

Clothing every -happy thought,
Not in poesy, but truth.

I.-IN THE LAND OF DELIGHT.

Where burning Sappho loyed and sung.-Byron.

ONa day of orient'splendor,
Little Love, inclined to rove

Through the foliage fresh and tender.
Fluttered on from. grove to grove.

All was beautiful and sunny.
Vineyard slope and garden fair

Breathed their lavish wine and honey
Through the bright ambrosial'air.
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'Twas a fertile land and pleasant,
Bosomed. in eternal spring,

Where the unmolested peasant
Dreaded neither mob nor king.

There werepeaceful views of tillage,
And of pastoral pursuits,

To the olive-girdled village
Leading through- umbrageous routes.

Peacocks ïmifull glory blazing,
Ornamentêd park and lawn

O'er the lake, super«bly gazing
At her shadow sailed the swan.

Oreads on the purple hiàhlands,
Roused the echoes with their'play;

Neréids, round i the fairýy islands,
Revelled in the silvern spray.

In the boscage, faun and satyr
Footed many a merry jig,

Shaking down with ceaseless patter
Showers of apricôt and fia

And with sunlight on rheir faces,
Such as might the gods entrance,

Hand in hand, the lissome graces
Floated ila the mazy dance.
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With a slumbrous sou'd, the runnel,
From. a far-off mountain source,

Slid along its -tortuous tunnel.
To the river's freer course.

O'er the velvet meadow whirling,
'Bâcchants held their roaring game,

Oft the tufted thyrsus hurling
To the mark withfaultless alm.

Bands QI youth and »maidens, meeting
Where the sinooth Eurotas ran,

Set its tremulous pulses beating
Faster, to the pipes of Pan.

0 the pleasure in the sporting
Of this flower of Aryan folk!

0 the rapture in the courting
*Where nor vows nor hearts were broke

Yet Love left the groves enchanted,
And the ever-happy fields.ý

Oh his silly bosom panted

Tor the joys new ýconquest yields!

Sometimes soarlug, sometimes dancing,.

FeÀrlessly.he onward pressed

.sometimes ou a sunbeam. glancing
Far along the loomy west.

Ofte.n in his airy motion,
Darting through some hazy wreath,
Knew he not if land or ocean
Towered or tumbled. Underneath*.
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II.-IN THE REGION OF UNREST.

In which it seemed always atternoon.-7enny8on.

PRESENTLYthe scene grew rougher.
He was getting far astray,

And his plumes began to suffer
From their"contact. with the clay.

Rueful appreliensions filled him
What departure had he 1-nade

Whence the bustlinir breeze that chilled him?
Could it be the'northern trade?

Then he turned to seek hismother
He was heedless never nd

But on this way and the other,
Home again he could not find.

In his sore-bewildered flying,
ýOftentimes his track he crossed,

Aia'! Crying-

Doric for 'oh dear, I'M lost!,

Nothing ýike his native C ' yprus
Looked the landscape, though in spring

Mists from. rushy feus and viperous'
Drenched the purple from his wing.

'Twas 'a champaign flat and dreary
'Vaere he, heard at close of day

No fond shepherd piping cheery,
No fair milkmaid's answering lay.
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Every fl ' ving thing was nested,
Every creeping thing was housed,

But his wings, which never rested,
Not one touch of pity roused.

He was troubled and with reason
He would perish in a year

Should it smite him with a season
Either sultry or severe.-

Should he shiver, should he swelter
In the March or August air,

Nothing.rose to promis6 shelter
Scarce a friéndly bush was there.

For the sad forsaken willow,
That had-vainly wept and sighed,

On a thistle-p'added pillow
Leaned its palsied limbs and died.

Doleful firs at'distance scattered
Lodged the black ill-boding bird,

Where no vaulting squirrel chattered,
And no mottled partridge whirred.

H e was tangled 'mid the branches
With* thehammocked. ravens round;

Nettles speared his naked haunches
- When he bent. them to, the ground.

hini?
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111. N THE SEAT OF SCIENCE.

Worin laült das Volk so und schreit.-Goethe.

MIDNIGHTround the pole was inuffied
Darkness buried hill alid wood

When he caiiie all limp and ruffled
Where a noble city stood.

He côuld see the hand of culture
That each stony structure cr wned

But he çould not see the vulture
Pecking at Prometheus bound.

Here he surelv thought to flourish
On an alinient refined,

But fair science'had to nourish
Thousands who were really blind.

Here no poet, child of passion,
Moulded from chaotic strife

Beauty, and in godlike fashîoii
Filled, it with the breath of life.

Not one champion literary
Would Love's pýaises celebrate,

But would laud a dignitary
At the advertising rate.

Hung with chaplets, hailed with cheering,
Many a public pillar stood

AU without was thin ýveneering,
AU within was rotten wood 1

L4ý
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Here the highest education
Wedded with the finest art

But they had no registration
In the archives of the heart'..

Solitude came not to sweeten
Breasts that long had ceased to feel,1

Like the pa'vement, worn . and beaten
By the crush of fortune's wheel.

Men -who low t6 Maminon- truckled
Laughéd Love's sanctity to scorn

And the plutocratie, cuckold
Gored him with a gilded horn.

Yet no foreiçyn -,,crrace was wantincr
Stately daine, and maiden fair,

In the gaudiest garments fiaunting,
Haunted avenue and square.

Love of gold beside his locker,
Seeing the rival imp draw near,

Flung at him a cradle-rocker,
Broke his bow and drove hini cléar.

Soon he met another rival,
Painted to conceal a* stain

'Twas that liahtnirici, scarred sur vival
From. the Cities of the Plain.

But.no snares could intram'ural.
Sirens ever round him weave,

He, as primitive and rural,
If hot innocent, as Eve.

15 1
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IV.-IN THE BOWER OF BLISS.

Whaur luve shall still be lord of a'.-Scotti&h Song.

PAST the villa, past the niansion,
Past the trim ýuburban pale,

Sped:he under heaven's expansion
To a N a Scotian vale.

There the dandelions twinkled.
In the golden morninoliglit

And the skies their diamonds sprilikied
In the lim"pid pool at night.

There sometimes was heard tl-ie flowing
f-the gentle summer sea

Soft as when o'er violets blowing
Drifts the murmur of the bee.

There the mossy fountain bubbled,
'Neath the alders, clear as glass;

There the brooklet W'ound and doubled,
Bordered- close with ribbon-grass.

There the orchard thick together
Wove and waved its blossoms gay,

As the ernerald billows feather
Into snowy flakes of spray.

There, when labor's task wa's over,
Grateful was the hour of rest,

Solaced by the scent of clover
From the fields that heaven had blessed.
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There the broad nioon -rose defining

h Souj. Grassy slope and wooded height,
And thésinuous cove outlining

With its mildly-pencilled light.

There the hôney-'suckle, wreathing
-Even the rock's forbidding brow,

From the red-lipped bloorns were breathing
Incense sweet as girlliood's vow.

înkied
There the damsels, PIUMP and pretty

As the rosebuds in the liedge,
lowing Chanted niany an artless ditty

That contained the deaÈest pledge.

There, Rock Cottacre neatly modest,
Held withili its snow-white walls

d Rest the ' sweetest, -peace the broadest
ss And the g'ace of lordly halls.

oubled,
<ass. There the breast of Io -ly Jennie

Bade the vagran fold lis -m-ring,
Grander iiow he reigns than any.

gay, Mortal conqueror or king-

Now his double bow is bendéd
From that nioie than queenly brow

er, AU my i oving days are ended,
I'm his happy subject now 1

had blessed.
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ARION.

Whoso offendeth one of these little oues
it were better for him that a millstone were hanged about his

neek and that he were drowned in the depth of the sea.-
Holy Writ.

Tt) e.very niaster of chord and pipe
In a world new-risen from out-the sea,

'Neath every star anà every stripe
And the brave red-cross of -the isle first free-

All loyal to sovereign harmony,-

1 send this allegory ; a- type
From the land » of immortal th'ought and deed,

The, fruit of whose marvellous mind was ripe
Two thousand years ere the wingèd steed

Preparedthe Aiiier-leaii'wilds for its seed.

Briskly the evening gale, sweet from the orange-vale,
Piped to the dancing sail

Of'the Gwreek trader.
Broadly the billows laughed, chasing the little craft,

Pressing her fore and aft
Only to speed lier.

Diinly as on th'y bore, sank the Italian shore
Whence with his treasure-store
But with fame grander,

Dainty Arion then messed with those merchantmeni
.-Mlishing -to greet again

Brave Periander. . 9

tir
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Long had his famou' J'ýre, envy of PhSbus'choir,
Gilded 1 ike .Ttna's tire
Whfat the, niglit darý-ened

dad about his Loingbld itswizàrdstringsravishedfrom. 1-'o.'.I.3an kin.,
the sea.- Gewgaws and diainond rings

W/hile they had bearkened.

oli! it was great to-see how its careering glee,
Buoyant nd- boundinor free,

Capturecl tlie Stoic
free- How the sta(-(-ato pitch made the lean muscles twitch

Those facial muscles whicli
-Posed for lieroie

deed) Oft did îts touch allure even the Epicure,,
pe Leaving his turbot-skewer

ed Only half eat. out,
ed. Sorely perplexed to tell how such. delights côuld dwell

Inside a turtle-shell
With all the meat out

range-vale,

Every distinction sank, -levelled was every rank
While the rich streani t1w,-y drank

tle craft Nobles and peasants,
Owning the miastrel's-powerý thro-nged hini in hall and

bower,
Thick at'his feet to shower

Me Honors and presents.

Still did Arion long after the honie of soncrý
àantmen, Corinth, the fair an'd'stroiig,-

Glory had planned her
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Corinth, Ilow proud she was ulider a ruler's laws
Foreniost in freedomis cause,
Wise Periander

He was the'shigers friend. He would his hand exteel,
'Scorning the knees that bend-
Onýy,.,tO flatter.

Friendship whieli.,,,hýigh and warni, genius is led to forn,
Over the, comilion :swarm,

Nothing can, shatter.

Then the dear Lesbian strand, where the disrobing sand
Let the sea"s ewelled hand
Toy with its treasures

Oft 'neath the Western star thrumming on reef ancl bar
As on a br oad guitar
Soft-Iiilling nicasuies.

Thence was Arion's art. Nature's full-beating helart
Forrneçl,. the great music chart

Which he, had pondered.
Thither, as flies the bird every fond feelinu stirre(l,

Daïl-y his thought recurred'
While he had wandered.

Soft he sank to 'est rocked in that ocean-nestIY
Served as a welèoine guést,
Not as a, stranger.

the old haze of dreams, there were no d.agger-
.......... leam s,9

-There were no gaping seains-
There was no danger.
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BUTah! when daylicrht hides its fac.e
tend)

,Crime creeps from out its lurking plac.e.
There rose that night. a, ghastly deed .

From the skulking, black, cold heart of greed.
Both watches that nicrht at once were ke.t.

The crew conspired. The victini slept.
I' it not a most unnatural thingy

Thev said, "for a poet to live like a king?
sand What practical talent has he displayed?

What lias he done for promoting trade ?
..s not the solid tact for gain

(1 bar A higher gift and worth as much
As the flimsy substance they call the brain
V hen it run s to a delicate taste or touch ?

Yes-the primitive law of nature's reign
rt Is the brightest prize to the strongest clutch.

Durable things, but void Of beauty,
Fulfil the most important duty.
The Elyrian pines for ages last

Without one bl'ossom, of their own,
In rifte4 gra'ite ,inchored fast,

With bristly bo-ugh and biir-lik-e cone.
They forni the oar, the keel, the mast-

Thev keys'that open'ev-ery zone. À
While the floWers that morbid mildness please,

4gg'er- Those h-ubbles of earth by the young spring blown,
Dance in the, surilight, but break in the breeze,
Least.fitted by nature to hold their own."
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This is the way their comment ran,
Lower and deeper from'i-nan to man.

How broad is the interval between
Them and the modern merchant marine,
The men whoin danger has rendered brave
By .,whoni Britannia rules the wave.

Whose sails, like the olive branch of peaee,
Are, fluttering over the golden fleece;
In whose tossincy argosies. foreign' lands

With friendliest greeting are shaking hands.
To alien interests so- faithful and just,

The live' 'neath their charcre are a sacred trust.
But those ancient pests of each neighborinor shore

Were maritinie pedlars, and nothing more,
Of whom the apostle might truly sj-)eak
That there was no différence'twixt Jew and Greek.
By the shortest route to the ba-se't ends,
They plundered the strangers and cheated their friends.
The venture they carried was wholly theïr own,-
And they wrangled about it like dogs o'er a bone,
'Till the wealth cf another attracted their (->Yés',
Theii a combine soon bouild them in brotherly ties,
As a hiorh. tariff trust to.its'princi.ple cleaves
Such is the honor still found among thieves

Dut who had surmised that the capt-iin, toi(),
Would aid and abet his assassin creW

He held himself at the loftiest worth
'Both as. salt of the sea and as -salt of the earth.
For fifty years in harness and straps,
And half of that period in crold-laced caps,
He, haël navigated, Nvith -oü, slight lapse,
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The greyhound of the blue* Ionian.
Surely lie, would not kill or steal,

Lucre heïoved but lie hated thefti-
Still there was son-lething made hini feel

Once Arion had stepped aside-
Once lie was safely under the keel,

Hiinself and the company might divide
The trifles and tÉin«k-ets that micrht be left.

In the michiight wateli, in the dark 1-frofound,
They began to whisl-,et these tlioughts around,
But the east to an ashen grey had clianged,
Ere, their purpose was fixed and the plot arranged.
The morning crept o'er its thresliold red,
With a sombre-eanopy overhezid;
From its open portal there issiied a flaw

by vague, airs, rude and raw.
Blackly it moved on its western course
Till the galliot shivered to feel its force.

First gracefully onwar d she glided and heeled,
Then as the ridges arose more steep,

Faster and -wilder, slie plunged and reeled,
Like a huntedelepliant over a field
With a pitfall yawnincy at every'leap.
Yet the cale wh-icli quickened the galliot's speed,
But hasteh ed the pirates' dastarffly deed.

Arion awoke at their stealthy tread
His fate in their wolfish loôks lie'read.
But oh 1 it was barsh when the sentence sévere
Beat 'a death-druni in -his inusical ear 1

Instea;d of the plaudits that fàrmerly rose,
-choing everv harmonious close,
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Curtly the awful change was rung
Up to the'elouds that menacing bung,
Bidding him. takéfrom their hands his doorn,
Or find at the bottom. a self-sought tomb.

Onl y one moment the fell disclossure
Ruffled the 'inorer's divine composure;-

Then his clear spirit, so proudly serene,
Ruled, in its dignity, featùre and mien.
Thus, a fish hawk's swoopfor an instant may sliake.

The pictured heaven in a summer lake
But quickly the ripples are smoothed away,
Leaving no trace of the bird of prey.

Nothing was granted but five minutes' leave
For him. to, dress in his finest array
Ere the rank weeds Of the. bottom, should weave,

Round him a mantle'«'that never gives way.
Soon he -emerged from. the cabin beneath,

Wearing h.1s singing robes, crowned with a wre;ttli
Fashiolied like laurel, but.wrought of pure gold

Loose around forehead and cheek and neck
Floated the auburil curls, fair to behold

Firmly he trod Wer the tilting deck,
Higli on the quarter taking his stand,

Holding the wonderful lyre in his hand.

Majestic soul that will- not'stoop
To the kincs of terrors 1 He stood in splendor,
Facing the eursed, compassionless group,
The Nile-horse less horrid the jackal more tender.
Brute meanness* looked from, . the lower fla't
Of the lumpish cranium, stolidly fat;
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Froni the cat-like optic that shuts at the lîght,
But widens and watches and preys in the *night

From the soulless orb in. a formles's waste-

The, great dull seal of a sQrdid taste

From the snak-ylights 'neath the jutting brow,
outstaring the Gorgon upon the prow.

.1rion gave them a look to chill
Their blood into something icier still
Then, with the grandeur that peril inspires
In a brave bosom, he touched the bright wires;
But soft- as a lover's caress was the stroke

Which the prime outgush of melody woke.

IlE

AT theý fiist quaver, the dismal.scud
Stopped in its flight and becran to unfold,

Like -a huge tree-flower bursting its bud,
Overlapped petals of carmine and gold.

Fell on the waves aii omin*ous calm,«
And the tall mast on the lonely main

'Stood like a solitary palm
Rooted fast in a boundless plain.

But a creeping vapor, chill and dim,
Seemed slowly to rise from. the surface dark,

Wavering o'er the horizon"s rim.
And draping the hull of the liellish bark.
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IV.

WITHrising power and with'billowy swell
The lyre exerted its marvellous -spell
And the waters, to starboard, to port and astern,
And ahead as far as the eye could discern,

Were dimpled and rippled and ruffled and splaslied
By a thousand fins that thronged and flashed
Through the gloom, like ihe spears of a body-guard

Summonëd by Neptune to shield the bard.
Y

V.

'Tw,&s the moment supreme
Eternity called him

Dispellinct the dream
That lop.g had enthralled him.

So savagery torir'
Froni the summit of pleasure

So proudly upborile
13y a strength beyond measiire.

As the terrible force
Which the firm mounta,ýii shivers

Unprisons the source
Of the mightiest rivers,

So the, heart undergoes
The cruellest spasm,

But fuller life flows
From. the desolate chasm.

Confronting stern-fate
In that dreàd moment lowe'rincy

Erect and.elate,
Arion. sto(sd towering.
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The shadow it flings
r his countenance flitted

The rush of its wings
From his lyre was emitted.

As--the inind overstreams
The vast sj)aces that sever

The hidden extremes
Of the awful forever,-

The fear-haunted deep,
ltà harmony sounded

With confident sweep
To the heavens, it bounded.

The sombre skies flushed
At its pathos controlling;

The tempest was hushed
In the' distance down-rolling;

The clouds-made a pause
While the music ascended,

To thunder applause
As soon as it ended.

VI.

ARION ceased; the wires, were stilled,
-Their vibrant ýwaves the vault. yet filled,
With in-finite* eddying echoes whirled
Round the *apl)hire cliffs, of the upFer world.

As a spiral -column of water lifts
Its head at the touch of the -dread cyclone
High in the, air, and wavers and shifts

And'spreads to' a mammoth inverted , cone,

lied

,ard
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Then while it rapidly revolves,
The mighty spectacle dissolves
In a sky-Niacrara roaring lond
From. a riven continent of eloud
So the masterful str ain, that q*eeined to floiit
As if from. the final trunipets tliroat,
In a gathered volume returning, fell
On the craven souls like theïr own death-k-nell.

Then clasping bis instrument close to Iiis hpart
Of which it was reaffly the resonant part,
And castincy towards Corinth a farewell look,

The minstrel took
A fearless leap

Into the breathless and shuddering deep!

VII.

Oià ultimate. horror and anguish-to drown
Sinking and deepening,'down,.down, down!
To see the green deluge above you curled,

Thrusting you down from the light of this -world,
Till -the stifling weight of the deep is préssed.
On the straining sight and the laboring breast,
And the deafeniner surf of a hundred shores
On the tense and bursting ear-drum. pours;

To feel, in the sea-weeds that round you float,
Death's icy cluteh on your panting throat,-
The deeds of a life-time, so horribly plain,
AU foeussed and flaslied through the quivering brairi;
To struggle so madly, with nothing to grasp,

While- the cry at your heart buffles fortli in a gasp;

Ïý
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Mien the flickering sparks in tae darkness dense
That slowly e-nvelops the swuoning sense,
And, merging the présent, the future and past,
Drowsily drifts to. the void and the vast,
And, *still more. dizzy, more dini, more deep,

To shudder and lapse into endless *leep
Grim gate.way of silence,-it makes the flesli creep

viii.

looky Aii! little those sons of rapa ' city cared
For the life of the bard or his final repose.

Thq swore by the Styx when the treasure was shared,
P They w> uld never one word of -the secret disclose.

Thé oniinous frow n« from the sky soon elcared
'The west wind came singing, so cheerful and soft

Before it the vessel in safety careered,
And ere sundown the land -%vas descried from aloft.

world ThA-shipm'n were glad as they entered the bay,
d And vo ed that as soon as the froliesome sod
st, Was pressed by their innocent feet, theX w'ould slay

A black sheep and lamb to the surly sea-god.

at, J"
lx.

TiuTsacrifice was never made.

,ring brain That pious vow was never paid.
The sea-god pressing for his due,

n a gasp; Soon1ad 'a capias on thecrew.
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As folds the cireling gull its wing
And settles on the bastioned rock,

With handed sail and easy swing
The, galliot grounded in her dock.

ted then to, make report
Forthwith at Periander s coi--trtý
Thither thé'mariners repaired
With blushless brows politely bared.
Tbey found the chief in lordly tstatëý
lie bade them all their voyýage rélate
And ask-et-1, with tenderest concern,

What of Arion they could learn.
"'He lives," broke fortli the vocal chinie,

He,..,'flourishes in myrtle-glades
Enainored4)f the lazy chine

And of the live*lyTu*scan maids,
Too- great to feel hiniself exiled
Froni Corinth." Periandëi,,-ýsmiled.

He lives-h, loves then all is well,"
He said, (tnd touched a silver bell.
Uprolled the rich-embroidered baize

Arion stood before their gaze
Effulgent in his court attiré,
With golden crown and rose-wreathed lyre.

They would have fled, but seized and chained
By terror, motionless remained,
With palsied limb andvac'ant stare
Of: guilt, surprise. and blank despair
Tasting the bitterness of death,
Indrawn with every jerky breath.

e
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And'silence like the tomb prévailed
Till Periander said:

Falsehood and murder han'd in. hand,
Ilow has *vour dastard purpose failed
Behold the deed in clarl..ness planned

To.0peD jUStiCe led 1
Ye could not to the deel) consign

This favorite of the skies;
Smit with his melody divine

The very monsters of the brine
In his defence ariç,ýe!

And, fleet as ever courser speeds
To bring the news of mighty deeds,
The beaven-deputed dolphin bore

Àrionsafe to Corinth's shore:
For Min the proud(ýst, honors wait-
For you the felon's ý1o'omiest fate

,Whèn'next the grey dawn-scaled the steep,
'It saw in the westy *like a faint, white cloud

Vanishing over the tremulous deep,'
An outbound ship. The piraticai crowd
Lay on her deck, in a helpless heap,
'Shackied and rigid -vvith mortal fear
For the black-robed pilot had orders to, s'teer
As close as he mig*ht to the very spot

Whîch -4ad :wwitnessed t4eir own infernal plot;
Je- -wing near.

;plý,ce and their doom w're dra
illy, how différent ran their blood

he. genial current the, :.ivo'ld have spilt
ýýir plunge in the cold eteýp'-ý qf flood

Was t'whiten their bones their guilt,
16

re.

iained'
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And of what did their ornament consist
As they were dipped froin the, -quarter deck 1
A bracelet of iroir--a-roun(l -each wrist
And a nlillStOD.e ruffle around each neck

THE CLERICAL Q UÀ CK.

is forbearariee no longer a virtueWIIE%

Not when leacfued slander leads on the attack
Not wlien mean. malice is trying to hurt vou,

But when you're bored by a clerical quack.

What are there many such charactêrs, tiirriing
Fact into fable and white into black?-

Yes; -this old planet is still young in learniiig
Ilow to distinoruish a clerical quack.

Oh he is keown. ^by the brimstone aronia
Rising without any limit or lack.

Such a man never is worth a diploma,
He is at best but a'clerical qùlack.

Show me a parson who twisteth th-e
Of theýold law îýîJ:,1:ýiý and rack

As the bQ,,ýt--- riietliod of making men better
hen I shall show you a clerical qdack.h

' 
en

When he is itchi» g to, set on his forehead
A Aaro]aron's tiara that fitteth him slack,,

LAelled with holines.s unto, the Lorrud,."
That is the badge of a clerical quack.
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eck î 8.oon as he.. telleth Nvith fervor and unction
How his pure message 'was mighty to crack

All the hard heads in the purlieus of Moncton,1 -ý
ini ri hn

ýg

Tt,

Du fearIlim
le 1 f h
1 ou

uný 0 E

N.Iark him right wn for a clerical quack.

Soon as you ear him, whose pillow is watered
Over th soul of the savage Kanak,*

Sin(fing 77 Dýu?ns o'er Soudanese slalightered,
n h. t on(ýe

.Bra A h' 't once as a clerical. quack.

attack, P erch ed o ' n the chariot of Zion on ' Sunday,

011 Cuýsing tlie sinner who taketh a hack,Ii i \Val- i îng in faith with the pure Mrs. Grundy,
Thýà is the style of the clerical quack-.

urning
When the poor jac--daw parades as a Greeklinor
PuÛcly boasting his classical knacktninc

Pluckýbut a plume from the garrulous weakling,
Then you beholdhiin-a clerical quack.

0
Whený.our green crop of wild oats he is firing,Even as a tra'mp setteth fire

setteth '1rýe
00 r c ur

Watch. him no other creature requiring
uch a stern check as the clerical q4,

Give your last dime to, the sharper whq robs you,
Pocket an insult and fling it not baék,ter-

k. Turn Cother cheek to the rowdy who 'obs youli
Still declaýe war on the clerical'quack.

ad
It is a sad mark of consistency when geod nien rejoice

at-the massacre of semi-civilized Arabs, and yet offer them-
id>- Selves as ragouts to the Son'th Sea cannibals.

t The difference, however, between Graculus and GrScullâs
is only that.bétweeu Tweédledum and Tweedledee.
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TO CO UNT TOLSTOT.

[These stanzas, are supposed » to be addresSed to Count
Lyof N. Tolstoï, thedistinguishèd Russian writer, and authoe

of the 'I Kreutzer Sonata." This work, though full of traýc
interest and powerfully written, does the noble count no
credit. Its ' object was to show by a serles of revoitiiig.
incidents, ending in a horrible domestic tragedy, that love

between the, sexes is in any case immoral, and marriage a
cet-tain calamity.]

Touciâ glasses, inost unknigbtly count,
But touch them from the shoulder

N11ile brininiincf from Castalia's fount
Yo'urs filled -with soniething colder.

It glistens much like'Arctic brine
71 You inay as well withdra v. it.

The nectar is not quite divine-
It needs a hell t'O thaw, it

It bled not from the glow»* . grape;

It breeds nO (Ireams Elysian

Its vapors take a goblin shape

«, That kills'the beaiiteous vision!

Poor Posdnicheff,* it makes him look

A thousandtimes absurder

feel its climax when. he took

His first degree 'in murder 1

The hero, or rather, the er.iminal- of thestory.

iÂ'

'e
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Nor heà,rt, nor soul his life adorns
Through all the sad narration, 1

But he exeels in fancied borns

.The beast in Revelation.

And can you the *madman's part,
Or share his crude convictions,

So lacking in the lover's art,
So full of contradictions

Yet every voice in nc(tiire's choir,

. To gentle measures heated,
Miust celebrate that blessed

Of which the-gods were cheated.

ýý For this is nature's noblest, this
Her Eden education,

Thi-eh flashes pure electric, bliss
,..Through cycles of creation.

Thus lové, although on earth it glows,
Is heaven-ward in direction-

A sacred flower whose fruitage shows
In c'njugktl affection.

Love, that has ruled this world so long,

-Is neither stàle iior stealthy,
It zeeps theý- vital. current -strong',

-The moral fibre healthy.

uount
luthortraýc

n t 110
olting
b love
,age a

No lan' aile frames a sweeter word;
No.theme is more allurincr

Nio lofty soul was ev ' er stirred
By pleasure more enduring..
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No nation, entered for the race
---Orf gl-oi7--eýveThalted

While femâle niodesty and grace
Were t'O the heavens exalted.

That fire, which for the kneaded duýt
Prometheus stole from heaven,

May never penetrate the crust
Of Pharasaie leaven*.

In many a cottage homý, it smiles
By winter drifts surrounded;

It adds a charm to pal' y isles
On coral. fret-work founded.

That gentle flame for We and high
I recognise its fitness,

As weré I not extremely- shy,
My constant song should witness.

Oh flute it, while the mist'upeurls
From mornincs's pure carnation

Whieh every flowering slip impearls
In nuptial decoration.

Oh chant it in the ar(Jent noons
When heaven and earth are wedded

In forests. hung with gay festoons,
On verdant mosses bedded.

Anà trill it when the evening skies
Restore to full dominion

The dimpled g6d with starry eyes,
Keen shaft and purple pinion 1
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Once, when Aurora's tears wer'e wiped
By radiant-faced Apol*lo,.

I won their. favor while I'p iped
The artless notes tbat follow

SONG.

AMI STRESS' fair, a glass of wine,
Hold empire o'er this heart of mine,

Which in its rebel mood defies
All, all except the tenderest ties.
The choicest of poetic themes,
The sweetest of romantic, dreains

,Are blended in this single 1ineý-
A mistress fair, a glass of wine

W ' lien destiny'first parcelled earth
in« liberal shares to wealth and birth,
The meariest creatures got some taste
Of liap'pines', that flowe(i at waste.
But when the -loitering bard arrived,
Of earthly heritage deprived,

She gave, 'to crown the'*hole design,
A mistress fair, a glass of wine.

They are the two enchantiner things
That steal the down froin. pleasure's wings,
Alike to stay. its rapid flight,
And spread -the couch of soft delight.

Without theïr présence to inspire,

How dull the lute, how dumb the lyre

What made Anacreon's song divine?
A mistress f âir, a glass -of wine.
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What force of wisdom or of arms
Is proof against their honeyed éharms?
The wisest king that ever ruled'
In piety and prudence schooled,
Could never tune his harp above
T he cooing of the turtle-dove,
Nor place below the gol(len shrine
A mIstressfair, a glass of wine 1

The matchléss Nifacedo'nian. boy,
Whose 'oul was steeled to vulcrar joy,
Stood on the heights of dread renown
And trampled iiiicrhtiest'iiionarchs down..
liut Thais' lovely bust outshone
The ivory of the Persiaii throne,-
And still above its ruiii shine
A mistress fair a orlass of wine 1

The pea:sunt bard, (forgive this tear),
To Scotlaüd an"d to, nature dear,'
Was born with sweetest spell to bind
The captive souls of all mankind.
The wréath whi 1 ch'Coila's hand bestows

With never-dyin" lustre crlows,
'n 

kD
But brightest where these. two entwine-
A mistress fair a orlass of wine

When Enorlànd's strongest. nol)le swept
The chords where love and terror slept,

Aiid roused them. to, a loftier tone
Than e'er before, or since was known
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His genius, paling from the skies,
Illumined for admiring eyes
'Those twin stars o'er a sun's declinemistress fair a nglass of wi

ýO genius 1 how superbly near
It brings the -ploughinan to the peer,
Till worlds that glimniered on the. sight

Receive from them full warmth and light.
And yet its most resplendent ray

Would fail to animate the clay
Without those founts of all that's, fine-

A mistress fair-'a (Ylass of wine.

AT SEA.

,THE darkened-sea before us lies,
The coast-lights fax away receding;

'The mist is crathering to my eyes
And my lone heart is inly -bleeding.

'Tis not that fate with frown severe
Pursues me with its wonted malice

74,not, for dancrers orathering near-
C 0 à.

-'Tiý leaving thee, my darling Ali'e.
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No harsher dooni the bell could speak
Above the stony duligeon pealing,;

No'deeper vengeance hate could wreak
Upon the quivering chords of feeling.

When death, the last of many a pain,
Holds to my lips its icy chalice,

Less bitter will it be to drainý
Than leaving thee, niy*.darling Alice.

DA R WIN.

[Charles Robert Darwin, author of the "ý'Origin ýof
Species," the foremost scientist -of modern times, died at bis
home in Dowii,, Kent, April 19, 1882. &.'On the -Wednes-

day morning'next after his death, his remains wère borne
with unwonted marks of respect ancléeren ' iony, in the assem-

bled presence of all that was noble and good in Britain, to au
bonored grave in the precinets -of the great Abbey (West-

ininster). Wallace and Huxley, Lubbock and Hooker, bis
nearest peere in the domain of pure science, stood among the
bearers who held the pall. Lowell reptesented the republie

of Amerieà and of letters. Statesmen and poets, philosaphers
and theôlogians mingled *4thTIie throng of scientific tbin-ers

wbo' crowded close to the venerated bier. No incident of
fatting porup or dignity was wanting. -as the organ pealed O*ut

in solemn - strains the special anthem' composed for the
occasion to the appi-opria ' te worrds of the Hebrew poet.

41 Happy is the man that findeth wisdom. " Even the narrow
Philistine intelligence itself, which still knew Darwin only as
the man who thought we were all descended from monkeys,

.was impressed with the sole standard ôf greatness open to its
feeble-and shallow compreheusion by the mere solen)nitv and

ceremony of the occasion. and began to enquire with w blind
w-nderment, what this thinker bad done wholn a whole

people thus delighted to honor. "-Grant Allen.]
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TIIEabbey lays him -with the mitred dead,
Among lier treasured relies not the least.

The holy carth, which bas such discords bred,
Unites at last philoÈopher and priest.

The work which he was born to do is done.
The long-sought light is breaking by degrees.

Can life not bring all issues out of one,
When death can blend such opposites as' these?

The noble-minded gronp airound the bier
In inournful silence pay the. last r'espects,

While even the masses have no ear to hear
The loud-mouthed leaders of the nairow sects.

"No fierce anathema, no spiteful ban
rigin of bis dust with breath of sulphurous fire

ed at bis But sweetly solemn " Happy lis the man
ére borne That findeth-wisdom " chants the sacred choir
lie assein.

affi, to au He brushed the èobwebs of 'caprice and chanceey (West-
oker, his From nature's dome, and showed that order reigns

niong the But to be -noWn, while léaden .ignorance
e republic
ilos(>phers A miracle unto itself remains.

c; think-ers
neident of He, rolled the eloudy bounds of chaos backpealed o*utfor the Farther than inspiration ever saw

rew poet. And reared o'pr -Being's multifarious trackhe narrow The luminous banner of unswerýVing law.ùi ODIY as
monkeys,

Ope.n to its N'o greater spirit -was the Génoeseninity and
with blind Flying bis ensign o'er a deep uncrossed,

a whole While saintship pointed to the grim decrees

And friendship, weeping, gave him up for lost.



Beforehim lay a new world, and behind
The theosophs who -swore the earth was flat,

But he had seen a shadow-sphereý defined
TTpon the moon, and based his, hope on that.

He look ed to heaven, and his words were bold-
Flashincr that light which piides all glorious search-

He cried: " The church condemns me, but I hold
By such a shadow more than by the church!

Our own discoverer dared end did as much.'
No -common merchandise his voyage sought

And after him, our feebler minds may touch
A virain continent of endless thouaht.

Thus truth advànces and our faith cyrows firin
To see one cosmic principle displayed,

Even from'the faintest infusorial gerni.
To the full man in God's own image made..

-Hail, then, the up-%varà tendency of'lqe
Far better than in dolorous tones to tell

That man through centuries of pain and strife
Has not yet strug gled up to whence h é fell

Finding its bond with every sentient thing,
The immortal, -intellect is throned and crowned

To raise men nearer to, the skies and brings
The Ephesian' workshop nearer to the ground.

I . believe this remark was made. by Magellan, the
Portuguese navigator, and not by Columbus, to wilom I have
here attributed it. Had ibe Genoese ' really been g*uilty of
such irreverence, he would scarcely have been canonized, eveIl
at this late day.

94. 1 5 -9 ý DARWIN.
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TiiE iige of the, gods is past,
The reign of man is begun

Aiid the spectres are vanishincy fast
'"L;eath the ýstilIascendiiig sun.

The apostles of fear and of force,
Though arnied with celestial might,

Have finished their irifanious course
Have lost the uniiatural ficiht.

Opiiiioliý-, once rooted so'deep,
Aiad over-shadowing all,

Have felt the morn-breezes sweep
And are swayincr to their fall.

Old p'ower, once held to be firm,
As the everlastinor hills

Is reluctantly neari'g its term

As the popular mandate wills.

Less bitter the sectarys strife,
More wholesome the social breath,'

As the growing hope. in life
Is supplantilier the hope in death.

U-
search-
old

ed

d.

n 1 have
ýUiIty of
rded, even



2 5 4 ý1 ORIENTAL. -

No tyrant's mock-thunder lias stilled
The watchword by liberty'given,

But lier mission will not be fulfilled
Till the last ancient fetter is rive«n-'--

Till not o'n£i-,h.eart that has bled
Shall.11ôýger be tr'odden down,

And notoiie human head
Shall put itself up for a, crown.

ORIENTAL.

JULY5ý. 1876.

O'ERthe vineyards of the east,
Hounding to the bloody feast,

See the turbans and the cresceilt
Throng and wave

Hear the yells of Allah rise
Mingled with the victims' cries
And is there no succor present,
Is there no strong arm to save ?

Where is the avenging sword
When the ruthless Tart-r horde
On each undefended village

Wreak their rage
Wlien, ift hellish t'iumph bold,
Hard by^ freedom's seat of old

Murder, leagued with rape and pillage,
Stains the earth and shocks the age?
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Ruin crushes down the land
a red, relentless hand;

Ghastly trophies of the slaughter
Mark its way;

urks exult, while angels weep
vermany a festerincy heap
Age and chil dhood, mother daughter,
M-angled like the tiger's prey

By their fierce and sensual creed,
In each fiend'ish murder-deed

They, are sure of upper glory
Who excel. >

SÉall they flaunt that Arab lie
In the. face of freedom's sky,

Thatýthe unsparing"blade and gory
Is the key of heaven and heli?

Can the nations, trained to know
Right from wrong, be slack and slow

Ànd divided in opinion
Of the case?

Heàvens everlastincr laws
Justify that people's cause

Risitig'gainst the vile'dominion
Of a cruel Tar'tar race.

How the free, enlightenel soul
Spurns the thought of such control!

Mussulmans, astame as camels
To the rod

W hieb. some pampered eunuch wields,
.age,
a
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They despoilincy Europe's fields
To enforce their odious trammels-

-h forbid it Europe's God 1

'N ot in vain shall mis ry plead'
And not long shall Servia bleed.

Armed, decisive intervention
Is at'hand,

And the sultan soon must seek
Friendsllip with sônie wandering. sheïk,

With lils empire's full extensioli
By a desert tent-cloth-spanned.

]ýngland, to the victim's aid,
Prone beneath a barbarous raid,

Let thé war- irump's throat of thunder-
Call t bands,

Aud while CSur-de- ion's shade
CS nur 

de
W.-.ives the- heaven-a noi'ted blade,

Drive the A east of plunder,
r 0 isBackwa o his nàtive sands 1



J'OHN BURNSI OF LONDON.

DEFENDER of down-troddeai' ri'ght,
Strong both to act and sp.q*k,-

The hireling -arm of ruling might,
Uplifted yet, forbears to smite

You on the other cheek.
iký

Now blessings on the wider range
And keener touch of thought

To'this is dueqhe su'dden-change,
This mo(iern miracle as strancre

As eve wizard wrought.

,der- 77
The name of Burns the S'O'cialist'

So late with terror heard-
A day star dimmed by Londo'n mist
By law and gospel loathed and hissed

Becomes a household word

0 happîe.r tribune of the
Than eh âste iC ornelia's sons,*

Who tore the social spider-webs,
For here no vein of valor ebbs,

Nor red with s4aughter runs.

Tibet iùs and Cai's C-Traccl)us, tribu-nes of the people iri
old Rome, were both murdered for ad-vocating the popular
cause, ag-, inst the tyrannical aristoci a(y.

17

JOHN BURNS, OF LONDO'N.
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Authority has now on tap -
Hei- soul's niost genérous, Nvine

,With batons dangling'to the strap,
Her servants lift to hiiii the cap

Thaf bears the civic sign.

She hears the famished crý for bread
Nor will she crive a stone

Nor see the leader captive led,
Nor club -an unoffending head,

And haply risk r own.

V That land is sown with dragon's teeth
Where wealth alone is great,

Anà mill'onstoiliner far beneath
Own nothincy thatý they can bequeath,

But, blind and 'bitter hate.

Learn, Britain, to a-.-,ý,ert su'ch'ill;
The Nvor1d's best future turn's

On hands that lieavy tasks fulfil
With cheerful mind and earnest will-
--On workincrinen like Burns.
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THE PEOPLE FIRST.

FAR as the br ' ight gilds
The lowly cot, or builds

The seven-hued arch
We celebrate and toast

The great victorious host
Who do and ýuffér.most

Inlife's grand march.

IL

We raise no mürder-shout,
We flincy no banners out

O'er mobs accursed;
]But to each continent
O'er ocean's vast
This crreetincy shal 1 be sent:

The people first 1

For them,' and thein alone,
And -not for any throne

Supièrbly carved,
Shall heart aiid hand and brain.
The ordered state maintain
ýWithout one foeman slain

One subject starved.
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True lordship of the soil
Is in the drops of toil

That creni the brow
And in such arms as broke
The galling feudcal yoke
And made the, conimon folk

What they'are now.

V.

The truly royal dames
Froni iio eniblazoried names

Dérive their worth.
Where love has crowned them queeils;

Of sweet cloinestic kenes,
They nurse. mititled weans

To goyern earth.

Then fill the social bowl
To every creilerous soul

Born to be free
While we behind'us, cast
The ducal lines long past.

With hope set fïrm -and fast
On tlmse to be.
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vil.

K111(y eiiipetor, sultail elzl(.1r
A.nd each attendant -star

Pale from the s -i es
While o'er the, palace wali
There runs the fateful scrawl

Foredooming it to fall
Tliat man iiiav rise

TIIE DOOM OF ROMANOFF.

ALEXANDER. Il. OF RUSSIA, XILLED MARC.H

HARKI, what was that* terrifie, jar.
That shocked the steadfast nQrtherii stary

And rattled hell both bolt an(l bar
The Nihilists havè 1cilled the Ciaf

And fast aii(-l f-aster
Through. teeining, turniolled Europe spreads

That thunder-crash- for lieads
The iNihilists the nanipant R e, (Is

Have. blown to -atonis, torii to shreds
Tlieir lord and iiiaster 1

7

Swinburne rather savagely imprecates the same awful
visil ation on the hopefut seed thus

('xod or man, be swif t hope sickens- with delay.
Smite, and send hini howling clown his father's way.

Down the way of czars, so long in vain deferr.ecl,
Let the second Ale'xander light the third
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Ye guardians of the royal lair,
Turn out aild form a hollow square
Around your bro-en'idol there!
Beat bac«k the haggard hordes that stare,

Both man and woman.
Ay, shower them with metallic grape
Lest this foul secret should escape:
The autocrat, that tried to ape .

The immortal gods, has lost the shape
That niarked him human 1

Ay, they had fenced with stone and steel
The man who knew n'ot how to feel

---For millions 'neath his iron heel
But spite of mercenary mal,

The deadly nitre
That fills the whistling little sphere
And blanches twenty thrones witli fear,
Has stopped the despot's high caree'r

And stretched him on a *snowy bier
With features whiter.*

Pity and,'ý'horrot on us seize.
Behold the royal remnants!-these:

The shredded flesh, the shattered knees,
The, rivulets of blood'that freeze

Along the gutters,
And whilst they trickle warinly still,
Are trodden in, and send a chill
Through fur-clad minions trained to kill,
Who ben«d-to catch the sovereign will

He feebly utte's 1
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is, there a mortal. eye that can,
-Unn1oistý the ghastly havoc scan?

-Poor Romanoff ! Our fellow man!
His pride disdained the equal plan,

His power o'erleaped it.
How gT>'mly shows this gruesome deed!
And yet, his sires had sown the seedi
His own hand bade the ha.rvest speed
It'ýripen.ed where his victims bleed

And he. has reaped it!

Say, shall the muse of history crown.
The banded patriots with renown
Who struck imperial Julius down?
And shall she wear the censor's frown

When desperation,-
Lon*g.gagged'because of groans and cries
Reveals to startled earth and skies

What cunning art of warfare lies
Within its reach-? One.murder'er diesý

To save the nation

Will any Plead that this was he
Who ýade the câwering serfs go free ?
Mas 1 there lur-ed in that decree
A deeper gulf of misery

For them. to plunge iif.
The lordlings, eown tôo great and, rich,
Their humàn êattLe must unhitch,

While many an Ivan Loukovitch
Deluded, leaped from out 'a ditch

Into a dungeon.
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111,ý; lioof had embr on
Full manv a Sclavie Wasliiiigton

W110 1-niccylit have s1lowed the, glorlous SUR

To caverned wretches, ývashec1 and won
From stripes and slavery.

But no-broad Russia hacl but rooni
For power's proud. seat and freedoni's tomb,
While only erlistened through tlie loom

C C 9
The liead.siiian'.s a. tha-t brouolit swift doom

On. deeds of I)r,.Ivery.

Lite liad that num of awe
Ili's word law

Every frce breiffli they draw
ýNow niust be baffled.

Take the seditious lot,
Hëre in tbis Ilour and spot
Letall the, beads that plot

Roll on tbe scaffold.

e4 for that traitor ellie-fi
Tli,-,.tt bloody Solovieff,
.Not to a pzincr so brief

Trea.,-;oii has, led Iiiiii
These are my strict cohiniands

Lo(-t.(l Iiiiii with iron bands,
Lop off his féet and hands

Ere you belicad hini!
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The wheel of fate, subliinely vast,
Has come full circle, sure and fast;

The myth of right diviiie is past.
The right of i-rian rolls ii-) at last

And men embrace it.
Now tremble, ye. tyrannie school

The rod of iron ye rule
Is potters clay. Go drop the tool

Down throuuh the blac- Tartzirean pool
W,-'here iione can trace it

GIORDAIYO BR UiVO-.

[Giordimo Bruno was a Doniiiiican friar in the latter part
of the sixteentn century. He was far in advance of his age,
both in int àléct , nd moral courage. His discoverieÈ in the

natural sciences were considerable; ammig other things, lie
aunounced his 1ýelief that the fixed stars were suns. Hé was
persecutecl and imprisont , d for heresy., finally burned at

Roine, Feb. 16, 1600.,,,"Ilis statue was unve'iled in that city
in Jume, 1888,, in ;die presence of 30,000 people, including
students, authoi's,' and scientists from every country in
Europe.]

,ý1T ni«ht Giordano Bruno stands
With lifted biow and folded'hands',
-hile though his mental vision runs

The, radiaiice of a inillioli SUIIIS.

Above his head the skies unroll.
Their vast illuminated seroll,
NV hich. fills hini with a deeper awe
Than all the prophets and the law.

q ; 1,
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The, vesper song is hushed; he hears
The music of the marching spheres

His thoughts have burst tradition's bars,
He drops the beads to count the stars.

This hour, .,all Europe's vacant staré
Is sealed in sleep or shut in prayer,
But liruno's penetrating eyes
Have caught the cyleam that never dies.

From br'ight infinitude he reads'
The secret of the atomic seeds
Eternity of star-mist whirleéý-
Self-operant to mould.a world.

The univer.3e, without a flaw,
Moves to its own inherent law;
The clod beneath his feet is rife

With all the pledge and power of life.

And though the intellectual sleep
Witli faith for nurse is long and deep,
His bold words break the central dream-

That baseless, vague creative scheme.

And then through foreign lands to range
A friendless exile, and to change
The blue dome with its myriad lamps
For noisome dens an d prison-damps
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How, firm. Giordano Bruno stands
How free although -with fettered hands-"I

His doom. is fixed.. The heaveii he paints.
Outrages all the ruling saints.

All champions of the sacred cause,
No heathen such as- Pilate was
In all that couneil there is none
To ask, What evil hath heý done ?

They only know him. too remote
From what the holy fathers wrote

"Damnation to the men who teàch
Of worlds beyQnd salvation's reach 1

The Nubian cave,' the Indian fen-
Are safer than the haunts of men
Wlîo make their meek phylacteries b, road
And judge and punish for their god.

How calin Giordano Bruno stands,
Breast-deep amid the hissing bands!
How fiercely, through the stifling reek,

Those tono-ues of fire have leave to speak

Roll sky-ward, crimson-bordered cloud;
Skulk home, hyenà-hearted crowd
Bequeath your sonsthat deed of shame,
And givé to dogs that noble name
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The ýotil(lerit's clarincr voice is illisile,ýl
But Io ! nights drooping front çshed

With hues thitt the morn-
With pangs whereof the truth is boni.

How proud. Giordano Bruno stands
Where.science leadet1i foreiçrn lands

The while her martyr's fiery robe
kSheds purest lustre round the ç-flobe

Within tl)e afecruards of her reicrn
The fearless lieart, tlie tireless brain,

'She crathers from those ample -fields
arvests ature ields.

The crolden li, n

Here, where the shaineful sta-e once, stoocl
The brave, the, crifted ai-id the good,
In ()rratef'l admiration g tze

-While art its nobl4t homage pays.

Witli one Caccord, the nations each
Enfrailcll*sed both. in soul and speech,
By ton( -rtw of fire no loncrer crossed-

t le s 1) e àk the better Pentecost.
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TO THE SER VIA NS.

SHALL not the sack-ed city's loud wailiiig awaken
Some spirit fire out of lethargy's gloom?

Has glory your mountains forever forsak-en ?
You'Il find her at least in the pâtriot's tomb.

Do you feet not, beholding that pe'rishless éharter
Whieli guided the souls and the swo'rds of the brave,

That death is the triumph of liberty.'s martyr,
And life, is the torture of tyranny's slave ?

Who raise not the warninçT but counsel forbearan»ce
Thus either their tresàon or cowardice-show;

Be last to rely upon slow interference,
Be first in the dash at the throat of your foe.

No longer vour couiieils sliould listen and tremble
No longer your sabres should blush with théir rust

The standard unfurl-for the conflict assemble,
Your purpose is sacred and heayen is ust
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FBE-EDOM. Ca

RECANTATORY TO TENNYSON.

T

0 THOUwho early spurned'st the thrall
Of many an earthy Asian god, 1

Where men were trained to crouch and crawl
Obedient to, the awful nod.

B
orlory to, thy puissant arm,

That drives from. every land and -3hrine
The holy sorcerer's muttered charm,

The ârmored, lie of right divine.

0 tender-spirited but pulsed
Like sovereign nature everywhere,

At times - convulsing and convulseci
To purify the grosser air.

Not lovelier where the Agean wave
Soft rippled to the silvern'strand
Than where eight months of winter rave

Around self-gov»eriïed' Newfoundland

Thine eyes outshine the costly things At
That spangle long-descended crowns,

To whieh a -barbarous odor clings
toOf ravageà fields and pillaged towns.
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Thy vl*roin soul that could'resist,
A million inercenary swords

Can, dissipate, li-e morning mist,
A'far too ancient, house of lords.

The furious fault was never thine
When democratic wrath unpent,

In blotting some heraldie-line,
Has rashly marred thy just, intent.

But thou dost accuratelygauge
The bitter sum of blood and tears,

Npt flooded in one hour of rage
f"'eBut filtered tÉrough a thousandyears.

And when Harmodius* drew the blade
Of vengeance from its, leafy sheath,

Thy touch that sprig of myrtle made
More lasting tha' our laureate's wreath.

And thou wert prese, tô -d-irêèT
When, after Brutus bent, the knee

And raised his voice without effect,
Stern Casé'a, t cried, Speak, handà, for me!

A G reek who slew one of the mo§t powerful tyrante of
.ý1thens, whose presence he gaîned carrying. a sword hidcien
in a wreathýof myrtle'.

t Almong those who'stabbed CSur, Casca was the first
to strike, uttering the words qùoted above.
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Say, which has aided most thy reign,
The -z;olemn couneil or the crowd?

By that the faithless Charles was slain
By this the'brainless Jahies was cowed.*

AU brows are fiirnished that unitet
Their own from- feudal force to, wring;

Thou grantest none the patent right
To leaislate or even sing.

The truest harmony is that
Which wakening nations hear thee speak:

A summons to the autocrat
An invitation to the weak.'

The rights the fimished Chartists claimed:
At first forbidden and abhorred,

But Pow in firm enactments framede
Shall long survive the latest lord.

For thou, whose foot-steps near and far
And fast, all human wrongs disclose,

Shàlt turn the tiùsel human star
-- Bàck tb thé-da:rknêss W-Iîênèe i rose

Charles I and James II of England. The mob was
more lenient than the high court of justice.

t The laureate closes his ode to, Freedom with
compliment to the reformers:

Men loudagainst all fôrms of power,
-Unfurnis'hed brows, tempestuous tongues,

Expecting all things in anbour-
Brass mouths and irin lungs
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FOLK-SONG.

A voi C*F, in the wilderness, sings
The spirit of freedom awakes,

And the peasant stands up before kings
Who are playing their verv last sta-es.

Ilow fir'ly his manhood aspires!
If his words have a menacin(r sound

'Tis the down-trodden blood *of his sires
That is crying through hân from the ground

The weird shapes of fancy diseased,
Are quitting that ghastly control

Whieh scolemn1y did as -it pleased
With its"bond-servants-body and soul.

The brazen--browed. legate of wrong,
His turn has now come to grow pale,

For the k'en shafts of spee ' eh and of song
Fly straicrht to the joints of his mail.

The red
--star _.that carnage ortends-

Must soon from the- firmament fall
While hope to the zenith ascends
To shed its mi1d beams over all.

Faîth finds a more fitting repose
In the human and not the divine,

ýWhik charity lovelier glows
Where the ashes lie cold on the shrine.'

18

il -.*Iï
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1
A halo this world never' saw

Shall yet gild the'forehead of time
To àbolish thý barbarous law'

As well as the barbarous crime.

NEW YEARS ODE.

Now glides the ancrel Hope.abreast
Of day's bright courier speeding wiest

Around the earth.
The stirriiicr message that he brings
Through every glittering zone he, flings-

A ne.w year's birth!

MeIts. to a point within the past
The finished circle. On the, vhst

Unsounded deep
That s')reads before, *the waild of dawn

A segment of the next has drawn
With measured sweep.

Howe'er the mystic round shall fill,
May growing goèd o'ér waning ill

Thro ' ughout prevail.
Pando'ra, close the ca*skefs-lid.

With heart and hand we bid
The new year hait
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The anthem that the swelling breeze
Strikes froni the oceans thunderous ke's

Floats forth. sublitiie,
aluting countries far apart

And rousing niany a languid heart
To fuller time.

What aspects strange of storm and calin
From crystal peak to crested'palin

Now open wide,-
Wj here ebbs and flows, with murni-uring surge,

Mingling the dance-song with the dirge,
The human tide!

The fragile foam-bells gleam and pass
Reflecting in their magie glass

All transient things
The mustering doud, the crumbling cliff,
The wandering wave, the fleeting skiff,

The flitting wÏngs.

0 mi "mie worlds in miniature
How brief a season ye endure,

Or weak or strong
The rushing floods efface and hush
The glories of the painted brush,

The poets song.

then, is there no perrennial wreath'.
For earnest striving ? Yes, beneath

The reign of peace,
Shall science, freedoin, brotherhood,

The true, the beautiful, thegood,
Live increase.
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At this momentous stage we -pause
To greet'the light that never was

011 land or sea.
The future thrills us with a voice
To which we listen and -rejoice---

It soon shall be.

Not vainly stood the sage to mark
signals shoul illume the dark

From.midnight towers.
What though he saw no daybe-ims ris@,

The steady starlight of his eyes
Has bea.coned. oics-.

Nor wiR we rest till çraven fear
Be banished from the gladdened sphere--

Till nature work
Her loveliest patterns on that sense
Whieh long was dimmed by shadows dense

Where demons lurk.

Oh that the' budding days might fill
With good alone; no blighting chill,

No serpent's trail
In any bower- or bosom hid!

With hope and faith renewed, we bid
he-new year hail.
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TO A KIIVDLY CATECHIST.

I FuLLY and firmly believe. that you write,
In the, spirit of Christian kindness,

But one who is walking by faith, not sight,
Should scarcely accuse me of blindness.

-I can still stand erect without feeling the need
Of the trammels my mind has broke loose from;

And if ever.1 long for a genuine creed,
There are ninety-nine thousand to choose from.-

I believe that a man'. who makes mammon his friead
Is sure of -a good situation.

Though he fail fifty tinies, he turns up, in the end,
Inside of à fine habitation.

I believe ii the faithful keep kickinor my shins,
I must pardon thèm. seventy. times seven

If not, I might sÙddenly die in my sins
And not meet the dear breth' ren in heaven

I believe in the family circle-ial, wife*
And châci- -I believe we shoiiM rate them.

Above aU the treasures we own. in this liýe;

i believe it is wickéd to, hate them.'.1
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So then, I possess a- most positive creed
One nicely a'dapted f6r giving

Some part of the godly pntentment I need
When rancor denies me a living-

And not being a Tur-, I can bear near the throne
As many as prove thernselves brothers

But I 'have too much conscience just now ôf my own
To be ruled by the conscience of others.

Not far can the voice- of i-ny heresy reaeh
Heinmed in like the hero. Gordon,

Or the west by the billows of Pubnico beach
On the east bythe swelliiigs of Jordan..

W- hile others, wàrmed uP by the'orthodox fires,.
And by hatred's sharp winter.unbitteii,

Posses» the whole land, from the Island of Briars
fÉo our Ultima Thule-Cape Breton.

You sa that my doctrine. with men might prévail
Had it fut rewards guile 'em.

Dear soul, 1 Ule striving u - dow* n a jail,PUAnd hot to erectan asylum 1
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TO HON, W. S. FIELDING.-

PREMIER OF NOVA SCOTIA.

-FIELDING,, a grateful land has viewed
A chief with patriot, zeafimbued
Place publie good o'er party feud,

Till head, and shoulders,
Re towers above the multitude

Of office-holders.

Not with. the politiciali's tact
Of specious word, and spurious.act,
But- with fidelity and, fact

Uniting all,,
The honest, leader builds c'mpact

The Spartan wali'.

When rights, that chartered states éndow
Are useçl to deck sorné barren brôw,

,eTherefalls the inantle of a Howe,
Who fought to gain thèm,

-On one whonot less nobly now
Dares to maintain them.

Our cotintry needs such men to, save
Her honor from'ane ' arly grave,

Her substance.-froni..goiiie grasping knave
Some Jacob dressing

In pilfered, furý,w, that he may crave
-Her blindfold blessing.

The allusion here is not to BrÉmnerî furs, but to the
kidskins by means of W'hieh the purblind * patriarùh was

çàamefully decél'ved.-See Cenesis îXvii, 16-22.
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Yours.-be the mission to impeach
And interdict the clinging leach.
Thougli sight and touch shouldfaïl t6 teach

What he has cost lier
-now the, diffe *ence in the speecli

An(l spurn the impostor.

TO OLIV-ý SRREINER, CAPETOWN, AFRICA.

AUTHOR OP THE STORY OF Aii AFRICAN FARM.

CAm Sable joins hands 'ith the Cape of Hol)e,
Though ocean, desert and the torrid line

.411 interpose; they shall no more confine
Eternal thouglit, free-winged for boundless, scope.

But first,,Iike Waldo, it must-cry and grope.
That period is past with yours and mine

For they have found, before their day's decline,
The white plume wafted froin the azure cope.

But therc-, was dark ness over all our land;
Wefelt the triple agony that rent

The inner sanctuary's veil in"twaifi:

The world stiR roIls in dim and dizzy pain
Make then yon ko'je* and this ridge ofsand

An Olivet for each dark continent.

Kopje, a little hili, a naine used on ',the Karroo, in $outh
Africa.
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TO A'ý.VRIEND-

-ON HIS REQUEST THAT 1 SHOULD WIRITE A SATIRE.

No, though tlie manners of our time
Fester for lack of caustic rhyme
That old heroic opqration

Which often saved a gangrened nation,
Even when the torpor' overcame

AU but a lingerllno, sen- . e of shame-
I have no numbers at conimand
To stay corruption% master-hand.

My. youthful zeal begins to tire.
Alas ! the former Ma.gian fire
Of wrath and lov'e, of scorn and pride
Has into dust and ashes diea

'Twould take indeed a giant wrong
To challenge que satiric soing.

Let factious.,"peils disstil ltheir gall,,
-Let slandere' blalb and bigot bawl,
Let dire ariathemas* be hurled
In somepoor hierarch's pigmy world,-
Beyond/the curtain and the pall
I've seïn the nothin-g* ness of all «!

Thou 
/

,gh consciaus of the fact, alas
Thà*vicé pervades the generaf mais,

T at theft pervails in every rank
A1.1d hoiésty aloné.'is lank,

M
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THE NEW DRAMA.

I view with quite indifféient gaze
The acts and scenes of aE their plays
Tragic or comic, which, en through,
The gods forgi'%ýe-I'm s e I do 1

My vanity it would not please,
-Th-pugh I, encased in affluent.ease,
Should reiorn as goodly and as great

Among the tbriving third estate
As Ward McAllister, Who rules
The upper world of Gotham fools

THE NEW DRAMA.

THE stage that we tread is not doomed to destriiction
If tyrants and terrors are rendered. less strong.

AU progress has been but the steady reduction
-Of sanctified fraud and of legalised rong

Ring down on the drama of priests and apo
Thatilad such a run on antiqnity's stage,

In the daylight of reason they shine but as fos,
Set fast in the petrified soul of their àge

Ring down 'on the third act of wealth and of labor,
A tragedy mixed with aheaivy burleÈque,

Where-a man so complacently sits onhis neiombbor
ln. seating himself at a millionaire's desk.

The footlights are glowing then ring up the curtain.
The orchestra brays'not with trampet or drU'M.

The actors are born to. their parts and'are certain
Of brilliant successes for ages to -come

K
ire.,
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AD POPULUM.

Heu pietas, heu prisca fides!

T.Hi'., age has caszt behind its back
The gibbet, thumbscrew, stake and rack.

We worship now the ývell-p,,iid hack
And not the niartyr.

SUR some important things we lack
To freedom's charter.

The masses must in freedom dvell;
Let them be free to buy and sell,

To send a de e uty to tell
Their wishes out,

And sénd the other man to-well
The right about 1

The legislature niust desist
From pamperil-la the monopolist,

That government may get moreý,grist
Brought toits mill

And plunge its own iiefarious fist
Deep in the till.

Let no one lull your wits to sleep

Or tempt yo'u with the glittering heap;
For oh l'he buys your maùhood cheap

Although he offers
AU that a spendthrift land can keep

Within its coffers!
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When factions for their favorites fîght
While honor s cause is lost from sight,
While round you storms of party spite

Rave, r'ar and. hiss,
Then fling your banners to the lierht

Inscribed like this

King, congress, council, cabinet
Are for the people's welfare set.

Their'tenure is the trust you let,
And not their dower;

Then, never let those men forget
You are the power.

STANZ,4S TO M.4BY.

AiR.-Ein4ara bin ich, nicht alleine.

1 Ammot alone, though lonely, G

For there rises on my view
Thy dear form, the first and only

Treasure that my ýife e'er knew.

When. upon the past I po'nder,
When I think on days to be,

Tated far from thee to wanderi
Still my heart abides with thee.

ru hopes has shaken
el time My

Like the autumn leaves that fall,
But the spring-time joys awaken

-Wheà thy kindness I recall.
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Though n'o.more tlie notes of gladness
Speak- the lover's heavenly flame,

Yet I hush the voice of sadness
With tlie music of thy name.

Every load of care I lighten,
Every grief 1 èan beguile,

Every shadow I can brighten.
With the memry of thy sniile.

Beamilig through the darke'ned, distance,
Like the orb that liglits the pole,

Still the Iode-star of existence
Cheers and guides my erring soul.

THE f.[NSTBE-VS GOOD MGHT.

Ich singe wie der Vogel singt
Der in den Zweizen wohnet.-Goethe.

GOOD night to all. The shadows o'er the lea
Are stretched like fallen turrets, gray and long;

A lambent ' gleam still. trembles on the sea
That haunts me with an overpowering song
Deeper than music of the gay-plumed throng,

To which I listened by the morning's gat!P
And tried. to give response. If that was wrong,,

Heie only for your pý,rdon do I wait
Ere 1 retire alone, but not all. desolate.

AÊeeion for my country and my kind,
Unnotice,&though it be, encheers me still;

And I have stiiven- with an eager. mind
The ptomise of my childhood. to fulfil.
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But as steep rocks may turn aside the rill
And waste its virtue- in the arid sand

So ste;rnest bindrances beset M. wili
And most it crrieves me that ray native land

Reaps nothing from my thought, and little by My""ha d.

To sing her praises ïas the wish I nursed,
The highest boon I deemèd, that man could ask,

While fancy with the future age converse&
And heard its voice enjoin the gýorious task.
How little cared I then who sought to bask

In fortune's sunshine rastincr athis ease
Or who puton dissimulation's mask

That trivial power he -might the better seize
Thank God, I have no place among such men as these!

'Twas well that in a lot so lowly cast,
The native impulse was too. strong and warm,

To be out-voiced by every savage blast,
Or deadened into coldness by the -storm,
Or warped by tyrant custom to conform

To Modes that set their deep-indented stamp
On everything pertaini-ng to the swarni, >

And all the nobler powers so straitly cramp
That palsied reason scarce can trim her flickëring lamp.

Nor -could the unquiet mind forever keep
Within their narrow intellectual girth,
Wlwse tricks might sometimes make the angels weep,
And sometimes move a Benedictine's'mirth 1
A wider heritage was mine by birth:
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proudly càllthe English'tongue my own,
And even to, this noteless spot of earth,

Like richly-freighted ships fro-ni every'zone,
It brinas the, rarest gems the world has ever known.

Ily"'haiid.
And sweet is the reward of moments spent

In meditatincy rural loves and. j oys
For thisl the courtly Roman was content1 aà, 

1 -To string his polished lyre for girls and boys.-
To one who thus his guileless thought employs

Are shown the treasures of the richest thenie;
If graven images and gilded toys

A.re things he cannot worship or esteem,
His love is not confined to, creaturés of a dream.

Ls these! This harp, to every vaxious feeling-true,
Has often in some lone, obscure retreat,

Been wet with tears, but tears are heavenly dew,
4 Benignant showers for ardent bosoms meet

Else Woulà the young aff'ections, opening sweet,
With duýst of daily life become impure

Qr passion's rays would kiss them. into heat,
like unsheltered flowers they would be sure

Then, y &J
To wither ere their prime, to die and not mature.

All earth is tuneful, _When the infant leaves
ig lamp.

First whisper to the idle breeze's play,
Yet scarce lessJoyous when her lap receives

The golden tribute of an autumn day.
The highest instinct that our lives obey

weep, Points for w ard-.t-never to a darkened close
Nor would. it hé1p us' on the destined way,

If, in the soft allurement of repose
The desert that' we tread should - blossom like the, rose.
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Hencefor'V1ard I must liniger not nor pause,
-As 1 have done amid the dubious wâste,

In futile questioning of all that was
Or is, or shall be; nor -with too'much haste
Explore what little yet remains untraced,

Which would avail nie nothing to foreýnow. 1,
Enougli for me, at intervals, to taste-

The hidden springs, and"own its quickening flow
Replenished from. the cloud that seemed sureil.argeil,

with N-vroe.

Thus in no dreary' inood 1 bid good niglit.
A liberal patroness has nature-been

In furnishing, if only for delight,
The sources whence some scanty trutlis I glean;

Not in the halls where learnèd men convene.
But bý the wave and in the eloistered wood,
Where, muffledt4n their' cloaks of sombre greeft,

Are rankëd the aged trees--the brotherhood
On whom the Holiest lookéd and saw that it was goo(L.

I still the chords, and on the Acadian birch
Suspen*d my harp. Perchance the airy note

Of some. kind cherub on his* earthly search
Shall * màke diviner, spell around it float;
if this should be, the day 18 notý4remo'te

'Vnen. I shall take it from. its silent rest
And all its powers with steadier touch. devote

!Co the prime motive of the pat-rioVs bre-ut.
And its high, -by which the race îs blest-

Là
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