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DEDICATORY POEIX.

Dear Carrie were we truly
And could discern with finer eyes,

And half-inspired sense,
The ways of Providence-.-

Could we but know the hidden things
That brood beneath the Future's wings,

Hermetically sealed,
-But soon to be revealed

Would we, more blest than we are now,
In due submission learn to bowî

Receiving on ourknees
The Omnipotent decrees ?

That which. is just, we have.' And we
Who lead this round of mystery,

This dance of strange uÈrest,
What are we at the best

Unless we learn to mount and-elimb -
Writing upon thepage of time,

In words of joy or pain,
That we've not lived in vain.



10 DEDICATORY POEM.

We all -are Ministers of Good ;
And where our mission% understood,

How many hearts we must
-Raise, trembling, from the dust.

Oh strong young soul, and thinking brain!
Walk wisely througli the fair domain

Where burn the sacred fires
Of Musie's sweet desires!

Cherish thy Gift - and let it be
A Jacob's ladder unto thee,

Dowh whicli the Angels coule,
To brino, thee dreams of Home.

What were we if the pulse of Song
Had never beat, nor found a tongué

To mak-e the Poet known
In lands beyýnd hîs own ?

Tak-e what is said for what 'lis meant.
We sometimes touch the firmament

Of starry Thought-no more,
Beyond, we-may not spar.

I speak not of myself, but stand
In silence till the Master ]Rand

Each fluttering thought sets free.
God holds the golden*key.

KINGSTONe W., May 1Sti 180.
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LEGEND OF TIIE STARS.

PRELUDE.

The Stars axe heaven's mînisters;
Right royally they 'teach.

God's glory and omnipotence,-
In wondrous lowly speech.

M eloquent with music as
The tremblings of a lyre,

T o him t1iat hath -an eax to hear
They spea- in words of fire.

Not to learnèd sagas only
Their whisperings come down

The monarch is not glorified
Ëecause he wears a érown.

The humblest soldier in the camp
Cau win the smile of Mars,

And 'tis the lowliest-spirits holà
Communion with the stars.

Thoughts too refiùed for- üttera:ùce,
Ethereal as the air',

Crowd through the brain's dim labyrinth,
And leave theïr ïmpress there;



12 PRELUDE.

As far alonor the gleamiDo, void

Man's tender glances roll,

Wonder usurps the throne of speech,

But vivifies the soul.

Oh, beaven-cradled mysteries,
What sacred paths ye've trod

Bright, jewelled scintillations from

The chariot-wheels of God !
When in the spirit Re rode forth,

With vast creative aim,
These were Ris footprints left behind,

To magnify Ris name!

We gazed on the Evening Star,
Mary and I,
As it shone
On its throne

Afar,
In the blue sky

Shone like a ransomed soul
In the depths of that quiet heaven;

IÀike a pearly tear,
Trembling"-with fear

On- the pallid cheek of Even.

And I thought of 'the myriad souls
Gazino, with human eyes

On the light of that star,
Shininom afar

In the quiet evening skies
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Som-e with winced hope
Clearing the cope

Of heaven as swift as light,
Others, -With souls
Blind as the moles,

Sinking in rayless night.

Dreams such as dreamers-.dream-
Flitted before our eyes;

Beautiful visions! ý,
Angelo's, Titian's,

Rad never more gorgeous dyes:
We soared with the angels

Through vistas of glory,
We heard. the evangels

Relate the glad story
Of the beautiful star,
Shining afax
In the quiet evening skies.

And we gazed and dreamed,
Till our spirits seemed

Absorbed in the steUar world
Sorrow was swallowed up,

Drained was the-bitter cup
Of eaxth to the very lees
And we sailed ov'er- seas

Of white vapour that whirled
Through the skies afar,

Angels our charioteers,
Threading the endless spheres,
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And to, the chorus of angels
Rehearsed the evangels

The Birth of the Evening. Star.
ÎÈ

Far back in the infant ages,
Before the eras stamped their

Upon the stony records of the earth -
Before the burnino, incense of the sun

Rolled -up the interlucent space,
Brightening the blank ahyss
Ere the Recordina- Angel's tears
Were shed for man's transgressions:

A Serapt, with a face of light,
And hair like heaven's golden atmosphere,
Blue eyes serene in theîr beatitude

Godlike in their tranquillity,
Features as perfect as God's dearest work,

And stature worthy of her race
À 'à Lived high exalted in the sacred sphere

That floated in a sea of harmony
Translucent as pure crystal, or the light

That flowed unceasing, from this highe r* -world,
Unto the spheres beneath it. Farbelow

The extremest regions undern'eath the Earth
The first spheres rose, of vari-coloured light,
In calm rotation through aérial deep,
Like seas of jasper, blue, -and coralline
Crystal and -violet; layers.of world,-.,.-

The robes of ages that had passed away,



:.-Iblg:ftas memorials of their sojournings.
For nothing passes wholly. M is changed.
The -Years but slumber in their sepulchres,
And speak prophetic meanlings in their sleep.

FIRST ANGEL.

Ohý how our souls are gladdened,
When,,we think of that brave old age,

When Cxod's light came down
F'om heaven, to crown

Eachac'tof the virgin page!

Oh, how our souls are saddened,
At the deeds which. were done si-nce then,

By -the angel race
In the 1oly place,

And on earth by the sons of men!

Lo as -the years are 11eetingy.,
With their burden. of toil -and pain,

We know- that the page
.0f.tha-t prime agç

Will beopened up once again.

ProgoTessing stiR, the bright-faced Seraph r-oýw
From. Goodness to Perfection, till she stood

The fàirest and the-best of all that waked
The tuneful echo.es of that lofty world,

Where Lucifer, then the -stateliest of the throng
Of Angels, walked majestical,.gxýayed

15
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In robes of brio,'htness worthy of his place.
Lýî

And ail the intermediate spheres-were homes
Of the existences
Of spiritual life.

Love the divine arcanum was the bond
That linked them to each other-heart to heart
And angel world to world, and soul to soul.

Thus the first ages passed,
Cycles of perfect bliss,

God the acknowledged sovereign of all.
Sphere spake with sphere, and love éonversed with love,

From the far centre to sublimest height,
And down the deep, unfathomable space.
To the remotest homes of angel e,

A vie*less chain of being circlino, all,
And, linking every spirit to its God.

ANGEL CHORUS.
le

Spirits that never falter,
Before God's altar

Rehearse theïr pSans of unceasing praise
Their theme the bouiadless love

By which God rules above,
Mysteriously engrafted
On grace di-vine, and wafted

Into every soul of man thatdisobeys.

Not till the wondrou' being
Of,,, the All-Seeing

Is manifested to finite man,
Can ye understand the love
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By which God rules above,
Evermore extending,
In circles never endinc

To every atom in the universal plan.À
SECOND ANGEL.

15

Oh the love beyond computing
Of the high and holyplace
The unseen bond

4. circling beyond
The lin3its of time and space.

Through earth and her world of beauty
The heavenly links extend;

Man feels its presence,
Imbibes its

But cannot yet comprehend.

TRIRD ANGEL.

:But the days axe fast approachinz
Wheu the Father of Love will send

His interpreter
From the highest sphere,

That man-fuHy may comprehend.

Oh, ýruest Love, because the truest life 1
Oh7 blest elistence; to, exist with Love 1

Oh; Love, without which all things else must die
The death that knows no waking unto life 1
Oh Jealous that saps the heart of Love,

IB
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RESPERUS.

of its tenderness divine ;
ihat tramples with its, iron hoof
ower of love, whose fragrant soul'
DC in sweetness as it dies
it surfeited with Bliss!
F Angels cancelling all love,

giance to his rightful Lord;
mour to his high estate -
:.Il truth and wisdom which were his
supreme felicity,
r power, and hatred of his God,
him to, such vast preëminence

SECOND ANGEL CIIORUS.

roe to the ransomed. spirit,
âce freed from the stain of sin;
Whose pride increases
TiR alLlove ceases

nourish it from within!
:a îs the'darkened regions
the rebel angel legions
eir long night of sorrow;
no expectant morrow,
mercy-tempered ray

om the altar of to-day,
lown through the gloom to borrow
ýp from their cup of sorrow,
lighten their cheerless'way.
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PIRST ANGEL.

But blest be the gentle spirit
Whose love is ever increased

From. its own pure soul,
The illumined, goal

Where Love holds perpetual feast

1 IV. 
-Ingrate Angel, he,

To purchase Rell, and atso vast a price!
'Tis the old story of celestial, strifý--
Rebellion'in the palace-halls of Cxod-'
False angels Joining the insurgent ranks,

Who suffered dire defeats, and fell at, last.
From, bliss supreme to darkness and despair.
But they, the faithful dwellers in the spheres,
Who kept'their souls in-violate, to, ý whom,

Heaven's love and truth were truly great rewards:
For these the stars were sown throiighout, all space,
AS fit memonals of theîr faithfulness.
The wretched lost were banished to, Ahe depthls
Beneath the lowest s,oýheres. Earth barred the space
Between them. and the Faithful. Then the hills

Rose bald and rugged oer the wild abyss -
The waters found their places; and the, sun,
The bright-haired warder of the golden morn,

Partino- the curtains of reposîno, night,
Rung his first challengge to the dismal shades,
That shrunk back, awed, into Cimmereau gloom;
And the young moon glode througli the startled void

With quiet beauty and iÈajestic mien.
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SECOND ANGEL,

Slowly rose the dSdal Earth,
Through the purple-hued abysm,
Glowing like a gorgeous prism,

Heaven éxulting o'er its birth.

Still the miçyhty wonder came,'
Through the jasper-coloured sphere,
Ether-winged; and crystal-cleax,

Tre mblino, to, the loud acclaim.

in a haze of crolden rainI
Up the heavens rolle'd. the sun;
Danae-li-e the earth was won,'

Else his love and light were vain.

So the he àrt and sôul. of man
Own the fight and love of heaven

Nothino, yet in vain was given
Nature's is a perfect plan.

The glowing Seraph with the brow of light
Was first among the Faithful. When the war

Between heaven's rival armies fiercely wagedY
She bore the-Will Di-vine fromrank to rank,
The chosen courier of Deîty.

Her presence cheered the combatants for Truth,
And Victory stood up where'er she moved.
And now, in oIeaming robe of woven pearl,

Emblazoned with devices of the stars,
And legends of their glory yet to come,
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The type of Beauty Intellectualý,
The re esentativD,.of Love and Truth

She moves:fir--;t in the innumerable.throiag
Of angelý congTegatino, to behold
The crowning wonder of creative power.,

THIRD ANGEL CHORUS

Oh, joy' that no mortal, can fathom,
To rejoice in ýhe smile of God!

To bé first in* the light
Of His Holy sight,ýî

And freed from Ris chastening rod.
Fa'ithful indeed that soul to be
The mez.senger of Deity 1

F IST ANGEL.

Thîs7 this is the chosen spirit,
Whose love is ever increasedg

From its own pure soul,
S The illumined goal

Where Love' holéis perpetual feast.

With noiseless speed the angel charioteers
In dazzling splendour all triumphant rode
Through seas of ether painfully serene,
That fiashed a'golden, phosphorescent spray,

As lumino's as the sun's intensest beaiýis
Athwaxt the wide interminable space.
e,gion on legion of the sons of God;

Vast alanxes of goph graceful cherubim;
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Innumerable multitudes and ranks
Of all the hosts and hierarchs of heaven

Noved by one universal im. ulse, urged
Their steeds of swiftness up the arch of liçrht
From sphere to sphere increasimr as they came,

Till world on.yorld was emptied of its race.
Upward, with uiaimaçrinable'speed,
The myriads, congregating zenith-ward,
Reached the far confines of the ùtMost sphere,

The home of Truth the dwelliiag-place of Love,
tri-ing celestial symphonies di-vine
From -the resoundino, sea of melody,

That heaved in swells of soft Mèllifluous Sound
To the blest crowds at whose triumphal tread

Its soul of sweetness waked in thrills sublime.
The sun stood poised upon the western verge
The moon paus£.>d, waiting for the march of earth

That stayed to watch the advent of the stars;
And ocean hushed its very deepest deeps

In grateful expectation.

SECOND ANGEL.

SÛR thro-agh the viewless reglions
Of the habitable air,

Through the ether ocean,
In uncea tion

SIDU Mo'
Pass the multitudinous legions

Of ano-els everywhere.

Bearing each new-born spirit-
Through the interlucent void
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!Po its starry dwelling,
Angel anthems telling

Every eartbly deed-of merit
To eacli flashing asteroid.

TEURD ANGEL.

Though the realms »idereal,
Clothed with the'immaterial,
Far as the :fields elysian

In starry bloom extend,
The stretch of ancel vision-

Can see and comprehend.

VIL

Innumerable- as the ocean sands
The an el concourse in due order stood
In meek anticipaition w a*iting for

The new-created orbs,
Still hidden in the deep

And unseen laboratory, where
-Not even.angel eyes could penetrate:
A star for each. of that angelic host,
ilemorials of their faithfulness and love.

The Evenina- Star Gods bright eternal oi*ft
To the pure Seraph with the brow of lighte

And named for her, mild Hesperus,
Cametwinkling do *n the unencumbered.blue,

On viewless wiDgs of sweet melodious sound,
Beauty and grace presiding at its birth.
Celestial plaudits sweeping through the.skies
Waked resonaùt pSans, till.the concave thrilled
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Through its illimitable bounds.
With a sudden burst

Of light, that lit the universal space
As with a flame of crystal

RousiDo, the Soul of Joy
That slumbered in the patient sea,

From every point of heaven the hurrying cars
Conveyed the constellations to their thrones--ý--
The throbbina- planets, and the burning suns,
Erratic comets and the various orades

And magnitudes of palpitatiDg stars.
From the far aretîc and antarctic zones

Through all the vast surrounding infinite,
A wilderness of intermingling orbs,
The gleaming wonders, pulsing earthward, came -

Each to its destined place,
Each in itself wworld

With alLits coming myriad life,
Drawing us nearer the Omnipotent,

With hearts of wonder, and with souls of praise.-
Astrea Pallas strance Aldebaran

The Pleîads, Arcturus, à e >ruddy Mars,
Pale Saturn, Ce.res and Orion-

All as they circilestill
Through the enraptured void.

For each young ancel born to us from earth
A new-made star is launched among its peers.

FULL ANGEL CHORUS.

Dreamer in the realms aërial,
Searcher for the true and good,
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Iloper for the high, ethereal
Limit of Beatitude,
Lift thy heart to heaven, for there.
Is embalmed thy spirit-prayer :
Not in words is shrined thy prayer,
But thy Thought awaits thee there.
God loves the silent worshipper.

The grandest hymn
That na > ture chants-the litany
Of the re*oi«cing stars-is silent praise.
Their night1ý anthems stir
The souls of lofty seraphim
In the remotest heaven. The melody
Desends in throbbings of celestial light
Into the heart ofman, whose upward gaze,
And meditative aspect, tell
Of the heart's incense passing up the night.
Above theerystalline height
The theme of thoughtful praise ascends.
Not from the wildest swell

Of the vexed ocea'n soars the fullest psalm
But in the evening calm, .
And in the solemn midnight, silence blends

With silence, and to, the ear
Attuned to harmony divine

Begets a strain
Whose trance-like stillness wàkes delicious pain.

The silent tear
Holds keener anomuish in its orb of brine
Deeper and truer oTief
Than the loud wail that brings. relief,
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As thunde' clears the atmosphere.-
But the deep, tearless Sorrow,-how profound
Unspoken to, the ear
Of sense, 'tis yet as eloquent a sound
As that which wakes the lyre
Of the rejoicing Da*,y, when

Uorn on the mouâtains lights his urn of fire
The flowers of the glen
Rejoice in silente; huge pines stand apart

TJpon the lofty hills, and S'mý,h
ýTheir woes to every breeze that passeth by
The willow tells its mournful -tale

So tenderly, that ýe'e-a the passing gale
Bears not a murmur on its winggs
Of what the spirit *ings
That breathes its tremblingo, thoughts throùgh all the

drooping strings. '
Re loves God most who worships most
In the obedient heart.
The thundeïs noisome boast,

What is -it to the -violet lightning th * uo,,,ht ?
So with the burning passion of the stars-
Creation's diamond sands,
Strewn along the pearly strands

And far-extending corridors
Of héaven7 S bloo-miiio, shores
No scintil of their jewelled flame
But wafts the exquisite essence
Of prayer to the Eternal Presence,
Of Praise to, the Eternal Name.
The silent prayer unbars

a Oum
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The gates of Paradise, while the too-intimate,-
Self-righteous' boast, stri-es rudely at the gate

Of heaven, unknowiDg why it does not open to
Their summons 'as they see pale Silence. passing

through.

In grateful admiration, till the Dawn
Withdrew the gleaming curtains of the night,
We watched the whirling systems, until each

Could recognize their own peculiax star
When, with the swift celerity

Of Fancy-footed Thought,
The light-caparisoned, aërial steeds,

Shod with rare fleetness,
Revisiteý1 the farthest of the- spheres
Ere the earth's sun had kissed the mountain-tops,

Or shook the sea-pearls from his locks of gold.

SOI on the Evenincr Star
Gazed we with steadfast eyes,

As- it shone
On its' throne

Afar,
In the blue skies.
No longer the charioteers
Dashýéd throuçrh the.gleaming spheres;
No more the evanorels

Rehearsed the glad story
But, in passing, the angels

Left footi rints of glory:
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For up the starry void
Bright-flashing astero'd,
Pale moon and starry choir,
Aided by Fancy's fire,
Runo, from the glitteriDg lyre

Changes of song and hymn,
Worthy of Seraphim.

Night's shepherdess sat, queenlikze, on her throne,
Watchino, her starry flocks from zone -to zone,

While we lik-e mortals turned to breathing stone,
Intently pondered on the Known Unk-nown.
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CRO-WNED.

Iler thoughts are sweet glimpses of heaven,
Iller life is that heaven brought down;

Oh, never to mortal was given
So rare and bejeweRed a crown!

Fll wear it as saints wear the glory
That radiantly clasps them above-

Oh, dower most fair!
Oh, diadem rare!

Bright crown of her maidenly love.

My heart is a fane of devotion,
My feelings are converts at prayer,

And every thrill ' of emotion
Makes deare*r the crown I would wear.

My soul in its fulness of rapture
Begins its millennial rei'n,

Life glows like a sun,
Love's zenith is won,

.And Joy is sole monarch again.

My;'noonday of Efe is as morning,
God's light streams approvingly down;

Uncovered, I wait her adorning,
.She-comes with the beautiful crown 1

Pll wear ît as saints wear the glory
That- radiantly clasps them above-

Oh, dower most fair!
Oh, diadem rare!

Bright crown of her maidenly love.



MARILIENE.

At the wheel plied Mariline,
Beauteous and self-serene,
Never dreaming of that mien

Fit for lady or for queen.

Never sanc she but her words
Music-laden swept the chords

Of the heart, that eagerly
Stored the subtle melody,
Like the honey in the bee;
Never spake, but showed that she

Held the golden master-key
That unlocked all sympathy

Pent in souls where Feeling glows,
Like the perfume in the rose,

Like her own innate repose,
Like the whiteness in the snows.

Richly thoughted Mar iline
Nature's he*iress!-nature's queen

IL

By her side with liberal look,
Paused a student o'er a book

Wielder of a shepherd's crook,
Ife, Reveller by grove and brook:
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Hunter-up of musty tomes,
Worshipper of deathless poems

Lover of the true, and good,
Hater of sin's evil brood,
Votary of solitude,

Man of mind-like amplitude.,

Wîth exhalted eye serene
Gazed, he on fair Mariline.

Swifter whirled the busy wheel,
Piled the thread upon the reel-

Saw she not his spirit kneel,
Praying for her after-weal. ?

Like the wife of Collatine,
Busily spun Mariline.

Hour'by ho-tir, and day by day,
Sang the maid her roundelay

Elour by hour, and day by day,
Spun her threads of white and gray.

While the shepherd-student held
Commune witû the great of eld:

Pondered on theïr wondrous words,
While he watched his scattered herds,

While he stemmed the surgi-nom fords.
And he knew the lore'of birds
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Learned the secrets' of the rills,
Conversed with the answering hills.

Like her threads -of white and gray,
Passed their mingled lives away,
One unceasiD 'z roundelay-

Winter came, it still-was May

When the spring smiled, opening up
Pink-lipped flower and acorn-cup

Wheu the summer waked the rose
In the scented briar boughs -

When the earth, with painless tbroes,
Bore her golden*-autumn rows-

Field on field of grain, that pressed,
Childlike, to her fruitful breast-

Wheu hale winter wrapped his form
In the mantle of the storm,

Tamed the bird, and chilled the worm,
Stopped the pulse that thrilled the germ

As the semons went and came,
One in heart, and hope, and aim,

Cheered they each the other on,
'Where was labor tobe done,
At day-break or set of.sun,

Like two thoughts that merge in One.
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Dignified, and soul-serene,
Busily spun Mariline.

Brightly broke the summer morn,
Like a làrk from out the corn,-

Broke like joy just newly born
From the depths of woe forlorn,

Broke with grateful songs of birds,
Lowin," of well-pastured herds;

Railed by childhood's happy looksy
Cheered by anthems of the brooks-

Chants beyond the lore of books-
Cawing crows, insteàd of rooks.

Glowed the heavens-rose the sun,
Mariline was up, for one.

Like a chatterer tongue-tied,
Lo, the wheel is placed aside!-

Not, ftom indolence or pride -
Mariline must be a Bride

Fairest maid of maids terrene
Bride of Brides, deaÉ Marffine!

VIL

Up the meditative air
Paesed the smoke-wreaths, white and fàirý
Lîke thespirit of the prayer
Mariline now offered there:

c
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Passed behind the cottage eaves,
Curling tbxough the maple leaves.:

Through the pines and oldelm-trees,
Relies of past centuries, -
Hardy oaks, that never breeze
Humbled to, their gnarly knees

Forest lords beneath whose sheen
Flowers bloomed for Mariline.

Round the cottage, fresh and green
Climbed tbe -vine, the scarlet bean,

Mornin,, . ories péeped between,
Lookino, out for Mariline.

Odours never felt before
Tranced the locust at the door

Vieing with the mignonette
Round the garden parapet,

Whose rare fra ances were met
By ricli pérfumes, rarer yet,

Stealing from tlie garden walks,
Sentineled with.hollyhocks.

What a heaven the cottage seemed!
Love7s own temple, where Faith dreamed

Of the coming years that beamed
On them as pale stars haye' gleamed
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Through unnavigated seas, .
To which the prophetic breeze

Wliispered of a future day,
When swift fleets would urge their way,
Through the, waters cold and gray,
Like the dolphins at.their play.

There the future Bride, and'he,
Prince of, love's knight-errantry,

Whose good shepherd-arnis must. hold
This pet yeanling of the fold,
Gift of CTÎd so long foretold,

Cxift beyu:d the price of gold.

There the parents, aged and hale.,
Passincf down life's autumn vale

With a joy as rare -and. true
As théir daugIýter's eye of blue,
With such hopes as reach up -to
Ileaven's zate. when, passing through

Peris, bound for higher skiesý,
Win-the Celestial Paradise.

Thoughtfully stood Maxiline,
Whitely veiled, andsoul-serene;
Lo-ve's fair world for her demesne,
Ne-ver looked she more a queen-
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With her maidens by her side,
Smilino- on the coming bride.

Her pet lamb, with comic mirth,
Licked her hand and scampered forth;

The fine sheep-dog, on the heaîth,
Kindly eyed her for her worth.

X.

Up the air, across the moor,
As they left the cottage- door,

Chimed the merry village-bells,
Music-wrapt the neighbouring fells,

Stirred the heart's awakened cells,
Like fine strains fr'm fairy dells.

Past the orchard, dowia the lane,
By fresh wavy fields of grain,

By the brook, that told its love
To the pasture, glen, and grove-

Sacred haunts, that well could prove
Vows énregistered above.

By the restless mill, where.,stood,
Bowing in his amplest mood,

'The old miller, hat in hand,
Rich in goodness, rich in land,

Où whose féatures, grave and bland,
Glowed. a blessing for the -ban-d.
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Through the village, wherebehind
Many a half-uplifted blind,

Eyes, that might have lit'the sýies
Of Mahomet's Paradise
Flashed behind the curtains' dyes,
With a cheerfal, half-surprL*se.

Through the village, underneath,
Many a blooming flower-wreath,

Garlanding the arches green
Reared in honour of the queen

Of this day of days serene,
Day' of days to Mariline.

To the church, whose cheering bells
Told the tale ïn music-swells-

Told it to the country wide,
With an earnest kind of pride-
Something not to be denied-

Mariline must be a-Bride

xi.

Up the aisle with solemn -pace
Meeting God there, face to face.

Never Bride more chaste or fair
Stood before His altar there,

Her ripe'heart affame with prayer,
Blessing Him for all Ifis care:



Every earthly promise given,
Reo,istered with joy in heaven.

From the galleries looked down,
Village belle and country clown,
Men with ho-nest labour brcwn
Far removed from mart or town

Smilino- with a zealous ride
On the shepherd and his bride-

Playmates of their early days;
For their walks in wisdom's ways,-
Ever crowned with honoured bays
Of esteem and ardent praise.

XII.

Well done, servant of the Lord!
Grave expounder of His Word

Who in distant Galilee
Graced the marriage feast, that He.

With all due solemnity,
.31ight commission such as -thee

To do likewise, and unite
Souls like these in marriage plight.

With what man1ý, gentle pride,
The glad Shepherd clasps his Bride
Love like theirs, so, true and tried
Ever true love must abide!
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MIL

Ye whose souls 'are strong and firm,
-In-whom love's electrie germ

Has been fanned into a fiame
At the mention of an,ý.rne;

Ye whose souls are,,-'till the same
As when first the Victor came,

Stingoino, every nerve to, life,
In the beatific strife,

Till the man's divinest part
Ruled triumphant in the heart,

And withshrinkino, sudden start
The bleak old world stood apart,

Perilincr the wild IdealZD
By the presence of the Real:

Ye, and ye alone, can know
How these twain souls burn and glow,

Can interpret every'throe
Of the full hearts overflo'

That imparts that light serene
To the brow of Mgriline.
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THE HAPPY 11,A7RVESTERS.

A CANTATA. Ê

Autumn, like an old poet in a haze
Of golden visions, dreams away his days,
So Hafiz-U-e that ône may almost hear
The singer's thoughts imbue the atmosphere;
Sweet as the dreamings of the nightingales
Ere yet their songs have waked the eastern vales

Or stirred the airy echoes of the wood
That haunt the forest's social solitude.

His thoughts are pastorals, his days are rife
With the calm wisdom of fliat inner life

That makes the poet heir'to, worlds unknown,
AU space his einpire, and the sun his. throne.
As the bee stores the sweetness of theflowers,
So into autumn's variegaated hours
Is hived the Hybla richness of the year;

Choice souls ý*mbibing the ambr'osial cheer, -A
As,,autumn seated on the highest bills,

Gleans honied secrets ftom the passing'rills;
While ftom, below, the harvest canzonas

Link vale to mountain with a chain of "praise.
Foremost amoino, the h'noured sons. of toil

Are they who overcome the stubborn soil;
Brave Cincinnatus in his country home

Was even greater than whe'n lord of Rome.
Down sinks the sun behind the lofty pines
That skirt the moun'- tain, li-ke the straggling linos



THE HAPPY HARVESTERS. 41

Of Ceres' army lookiiig fmm the height
On the dim lowlands deepening into night;
Soft-featured twilight, peering through the maze,
Sees the first starbeam pierce the purple haze -
Through all the vales the vespers of the birds
Cheer the young shepherds homeward with their
And the stout axles of the hea-vy wain [herds
-Creak 'neath the fulness of the ripened grain,
As the swarth builders of the precious load,

Returninc hopewards, siiig their Autumn Ode.

AUTUNN ODE.

God of the Harvest 1 Thou, whose. sun
Ras ripened all the golden grain,

We bless Thee for Thy bounteous store,
The cup of Plenty running o'er,

The sunshine and-the rain.

The year laughs out for very joy,
Its silver treble echoing

Like a sweet anthem through the woods,
Till- mellowed by the solitudes

It folds its glossy wing.

But our united voices -blend
From day to, day unweariedly;

Sure as the sun rolls up the morn,
Or twilight fro Mi the eve is born,

Our song ascends to Thee.
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Where'er the various-tinted woods
In all their autumn splendour dressed,

Impart their crold and purple dyes
To distant hills and farthest skies

Aloncr the crimson west

Across the smooth, extended plain,
By rushinçr stream and broad lagoon.

On shady heicrht and sunny dale,
Wherever scuds the balmy oale

uà,Or rrleams the autumn moon:

From inland seas of yellomw grain,
Where cheerful Labour heaven-blest

With willing hands and keen-edcred scythe,
And accents musically blythe,

Reveals its lordly crest 
ýÏ1 ,

eý
From clover-fields and meadows wide

Where moves the riéhl laden wain
To barns well-stored with new-made h-ay,
Or whete the flail at early day

Rolls out the ripened grain:

Prom meads and pastures on the hills
And in the mou'tain valleys deep,

Ali-ve with beeves and sweet-breathed kine
Of famous Ayr or Devon's line

And shepherd-cruarded sheep
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The spirits of the golden year,
From crystal caves and grottoes dim,

From forest depths and mossy sward,
.Lýlyriad-tonç-,-ued -wiih one accord

Peal fofth their harvest hymn.

Their daily labour in the happy fields
A two-fold crop of grain and pleasure yields,
While round their hearths, before their eveniDg fires,

Wlere comfort reigns, whence weariness retires,
The level tracts denuded of their çy-rain
In calm dispute are bravely shorn again,
Till some rough reaper, on a tide of sono,
Li'ke a bold pirate, cap*tivates the throng:

A SONG FOR TUE PLAIL.

A song, a song for the good old Flail,
And the brawny arms that wield it

Hearty and hale, in our yeoman mail,
Like intrepid knights we'll shield it.

We are old nature's peers,
-Right royal cavaliers!

Knights of the Plough! for no Golden Fleece we sail,
We're Princes in our own right-our sceptre is the Flail-

A song, a song for'the golden grain,
As it wooes the flail's embraces,

In wavy sheaves like a golden main,
With itsbright, spray in our faces.
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Mirth hastens at our call,
Jovial heàrts have we all

KniAts off the -Plough ! for no Golden Fleece we sail,

We're Princes in our own right-our sceptre is the Flail.

" song, a song for the good old Flail,
That our fathers used before us;

" sonc for the' Flail and the faces hale
Of the queenly dames thaît bore us

We are old nature's peers,
Right royal cavaliers!

Knights of the Plou,,rh! for no Golden Fleece we sail,
We're Princes in our own right-our sceptre is the Flail.

0e
Fair was the maid and lovely as the morn
From starry Niçyht and rosy Twilight born,
Within whose mind a rivulet of song
]Rehearsed the strains that from. her lips ere long

Welled free and sparkling, as tke vocal woods.
Repeat the day-spring's sweetest interludes.

E[er gentle eyes' serenest depths of blue
Shrined love, and truth and all their retinue
The health, and beauty of her youthful face
Made it the harem of each maiden grace
And such perfection blended with her air,
She. seemed some stately goddess movingr, there

Beholdino, her, you thought she might have been
The long-lost, flower-loving Proserpine: ij
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AN AUTUMN CHANGE.

Oh dreamy autumn days!
I seek your faded ways,
As one who calmly strays1'Z

Through -visions of the past
1 walk the golden -hours,
And where I gathered flowers
The stricken leaves in showers

Are hurled upon the blast."

Thus mused the lonely maid,
As through the autumn glade,

With pensive heart, she strayed,
Regretting Love's delay ,

In vain the traitor flies 1
To pleadiDg lips and eyes,

Sweet looks and tender sighs,
Re falls an easy prey.

Oh dreamy autumn days!
I tread your bridal way's,
As one who homeward strays,

Through realms di ely fàir
I walk Love's radiant hours
Fragrà nt with passion-flowers,
And blessings fall like dowers

Down the elysian air."

Thus mused the maiden now,
With sunny heart and brow,
For Love had turned his prow
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Towards the Golden Isles
Where from Pierean spr*iiçrs
The soul. of Music sings
Its sweet imagrinings

Through all the Land of Smiles.

Up the wide chimuey rolls thesocial fire,
Warming the hearts of matron, youth, and sire

Painting such omtesque shadows on the wall
The striplino, looms a gÎant stout and tall, ;j

W'hile they whose statures reach the common height
Seem spectres moc'king the hilarious night.
From hand to hand the ripened fruit went round-

And rural sports a pleased acceptance found;

The youthful-fiddler on his, three-le,,ecl stool,
Fancied himself .at least an Ole Bull

Some easy bumpkin, seated on ûLe floor,
iffunted the slipper.till his ribs were sore -

Some chose the graceful waltz or lively reel,
While deeper heads the chess-baitalions wheel,

Till some old veteran, compelled týo yield,
More brave than skilful van *shed the fieÏd.

qui quits
As a flushed harper, w'hen. the doubtful fight
Favors the prowess of some stately k-night,
In stirrino, numbers of triumphal song
Upholds, the spirits of the victor throno-

A sturdy ploughboy, wedded to the soil,
Thus sunom the praises of the partner of his toil
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TRE SOLDIERS OP TRE PLOUGH.

No maiden dream, nor fancy theme,
Brown Labour's muse would sing

Her stately mien and russet sheen
Demand. a stronoler winD*

Long ages since, the sage, the prince,
The man of lordly brow,

All honour gave that army brave,
The Soldiers of the Plough. *

Kind heaven speed the Plough!
And bless the hands that guide it -

God gives the seed-
The bread we need,

Man's labour must pro-vide ît.

In every land, the toiling hand
Is blest as it deserves ;

Not so the race who, in disgrace,
From. honest labour-swerves.

From fairest bowersbring rarest flowers,
To deck the swarthy brow

Of those whose toil improves the soil,
The Soléliers of the Plough.

Kind heaven speed the Plough!
And bless the hands that guide it;

God gives the seed----.u.
The bread we need,

Man's labour must provide it.
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Blest is Iiis lot, in hall or cot;
Who lives as nature wills,

Who poirs his corn from Ceres'horn,
And quaffs his n ative rills!

No breeze that sweeps trade's stormy deeps.

. Can touch his golden prow -
Their foes are few, their lives are true,

The Soldiers of the Plough.
Kind h " aven speed the Plough!

And bless the hands that guide it
God gives the seed-
The bread we need,

Man's labour must provide it.

Fast s ed the rushino, chariot of the Hours.
Without the Harvest Moon, through fleecy.b-owers

Of haz - y cloudlets, swept her graceful way,
Proud as an empress on her marriage-day;
Th' admirinc planets lit her stately march

With miles that gleamed along the silent arch,
And all the starry midnight blazed with ligoht,
As if 'twere earth and heaven% nuptial-night;
The cock- crowed, certain that the day had broke,
The açred house-dog suddenl awo-e,
And bayed so loud a challenge to the m'oon

From the old orchard fled the thievish 'coon
Within, the lightest hearts * that ever beat
Still found their harmless pýeasures pure* and. sweet

The fire still burned on the capacious heart.h,,
In sympathy with the redundant mirth;
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Old graybeards felt the glow of -youth revive,
Old matrons smiled upon the human hive,
Where life's rare nectar fit for gods to sip,

In forfeit kisses passed from lip to lip.
Be hushed rude Mirth! as merry as the May
Is she who comes to sing her roundela"y:

CLAIRE.

Whither now, blushing Claire ?
Maid of the sylph-ae air,

Blooming and debonair,
Whither so, early ?

Chasing the merry morn,
Down through the golden corn ?

List'ning the hunter's horn
Ring through the barley?

Floweréts fresh and fair
Answéred the blushijag Claire
Fit for my bridal hair,

Bloom 'mongst the -barley
Hark! 'tis the hunter's horn
Waking the sylvan morn,

And through the yellow corn
Comes m brave Charlie."

Through the dew-drippmig gram
Pressed the heart-stricken swain

Crushed with a weight of pain,
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Drooped like the barley;
Ah! timid shepherd boy!

'4 Man's love should neer be coY7
Sweet is Claire's. maiden JOY,

Kissinor her Charlie

A pleasant soul as ever trilled a sono,
Was hers who warbled " Claire." All the day long'

Her voice was rinc no, like a bridal bell;
-Tladness and joy leaped up at every swell -
And love was deeper, warmer, for the tone
That clasped the heart like an enchanted zone.

A youth was there more comely than the rest
One who could turn a furrow with the best,

Compete for manly streDgth and portly air,
Or wield a scythe with any rea.per there.
The spirit of her voice had moved above
The waters of his soul and waked his song to Love:î2l;

BALLAD.

Come tell me, merry Brooklet, of a gentle Maid I seek,
ThouIt know her by the freshness of the rose upon her

cheek;
Iler eyes are chaste and tender, and so serenely right,1 RY i d her heart's pure secrets'(i a You can rea by theïr warm,

relî îous light."
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The Maid lias not come. hither," said the Brooldet in
reply -

I've listened for her footfall ere the stars were in the
sk-Y ; 

-The Fountain has been singing of a. Maid with eyes so,
bright

You may read the cherished secrets of her bosom, by
their light.

Pray tell me, merry Brooklet,.what saith her thoughts
of on' e

Who wroncred her loving nature ere the settiDg of the
Sun ?

What say they of yon autumn moon. that smiles so
mournfully

On the slowly-dying season, and the blasted moorla.nd
tiee

She sitteth by the Fountain," the Brook- replied again,
Her*heart as pure as heaven, and her thougý4ts without

a stain
Oh7 ficide moon, and changeful man!' she saîth, 1 a year

ago
All the paths were true-love-lighted where I'm grroping

now in woe.'

She sitteth by the Fountaiýn,. the gentle mists arise,
And ý:iss away the tear'pearls that tremble in her eyes;
The Fountain singeth to me that the Maiden in her

dream.
Shrinks as the vapours claim her as the Oread of the

stream."
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Off sped the merry Streamlet adown the sloping vale
The Shepherd seeks the Fountain, where sits the

Maiden pale
And to, the wandering Brooklet, through many a lonely

wild
The burden of the Fountainý was that Love was

reconciled.

Vii.

But soon the Morn on many a distant height,
Fingers the raven locks of lingering NigoIt
The last dark shadows that precede the - day
Have st'pped the splendour from the Milky Way
And Nature seems disturbed by fitfhl dreams
As one who shudders when the owlet screams

qi The painful burden of the Whippoorwill,
Like a vague Sorrow, floats from hill to, hill;
Along the vales the dolefal accentsrun,

Where the white vapoursdread the burning sun;
î While huma' voices sûr the haunted air,

One Éings Il the Plough," another warbles Claire:"
The Happy Rarvesters, a lightsome thro'19,

Dispersing homewards, prove the excellence of Songe
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THE FALLS OF THE CHAUDIÈRE, OTTAWA..

I have laid my cheek to Nature's, placed my puny hand
lu hers,

Felt a kindred spirit warming all the life-blood of my
face,

Noved amid the very foremost of her truest worshippers,
Studying.eaéh cur-ve of beauty, marking every minute

grace -
Loved not IPs, the mountain cedar than the flowers at

its feet,
Lookino, skyward from the valley, open-lipped as if in

prayer,
Felt a pleasure in the brooklet singing of its wild

retreat,
But I knelt before the splendour of the thunderous

Chaudière.

AR -my manhood waked wlithin. me, every nerve had
tenfold force,

And my soul stood up rejoicing, lo6king on with
cheerful eyes,

Watching the resistless waters speeding on their down-
ward course,

Titan strength and queenly * beauty diademed with
rainbow dyes.

Eye and ear, with spirit quickened, mingled with the
lovely strife,

Saw the living Genius shrined within her sanctuary
- fair,
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Ileard her voice of sweetness sinoïnc ed into her
hidden life

And discerned the tuneful secret of the jubilant Chau-
diére

Wit-hin my pearl-roofed shell,
Whose floor is woven with the iris bright,

Genius and Queen of the Chaudière I dweUý
As in a world of immaterial light.

My throne, an ancient rock,
Marked by the feet of ages long-departed,

My j9y, the cataract's stupendous shock,
Whose roll is music to the gratýý-hearted.

I've seen the eras glide
With muffied tread to, their eternal dreams

While I have lived in vale and mountain side
With leaping torrents and sweet purling streams.

The Red-Man's active life;
]Efis love, pride, passions, courage, and great deeds;
Ris perfect freedom, and his thirst for strife
Ris swift revenge, at which the memory bleeds:

î- The sanguinary years,
When sullen Terror like a raginoi, Fate,

Swept down the stately tribes like slaugohtered deers,
t And war and hatred joined to, decimate

The remnants of the race
And spread decay through centuries of pain
No more I mark their sure, avenging pace,
And forests wave where war-whoops shook the plain.
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Their deeds I envied not.
The royal tyrant on his purple throne,
il in secluded grove or shady grot,
Had purer joys than he had ever known.

God made the ancient bills,
The valleys and the solemn wildernesses,
The merry-hearted and melodious rillsý
And strungo, with diamond dews the pine-trees'- tresses

But man's hand built the palace,
And he that reigms therein is simply man;
Man turns God's goifts to poison W the chalice

That brimmed with nectar in the primal plan.

Here I abide alone
The wild Chaudié re's eternal jubilee

Has such sweet divination in its tone,
And utters nature's truest prophecy

In thunderings of zeal!
I've seen the Atheist in terror start,

Awed to contrition by the stronor appeal
That waked con-ýiction in his doubting heart:

Teac«hers speak throughout all nature,
From the womb of Silence born,

Heed ye not thèir words, 0 Scoffer ?
Flingoing back thy scorn with scorî!

To the desert spring that leapeth,
Pulsino, from the parchèd sod,

Points the famished trav'ler, saying-
Brothers, here, indeed, is God!'
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From the patriarchal fouptains,
Sending forth their tribes of rills,

From the cedar-shadowed lakelets
In the hearts of distant hills

Whispers softer than the moonbeams
Wisdom's gentle heart have awed,
Till its lips approved the cadence

Surely here, indeed, is God l'

Lo o'er al], the Torrent Prophet,
An inspired Demosthenes,

To the Doubter's soul appealing,
Louder than the preacher-,seas:

Dreamer! wouldst have nature spurn thee
For a dumb insensate clod ?

Dare to doubù! and theËe shall teach thee
Of a truth there liveg a God l'

By day and night, for hours,
I watch the cataracts impulsive léap,
Refreshed and gladdened by the cheering showers
Wruno, fýoxn the passion of the kething deep.

Pleased'khen the buried waves
Emerge again, like incorporeal ho *to

Rising, white-sheeted fýom their gloomy graves,
As if the depths had yielded up their ghosts.

And when- the midnight storm
Enfolds the welkin in its robe of eloudsý
Through the dim. vapours of the cauldron swarm

The sheeted spectres in theïr whitest shrouds,
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By the lightning's flash betrayed.
Thèse gather from the insubstantial vapour
The lunar rainbows whieh by them are made-

Woven with moonbeams by some starry taper,'

To decorate the halls
Of my fair palace, whence I'm pained to see

Thy human brethren watch the waterfalls-
Not with such rev'rence as Ive found in thee:

Too many with an eye
To speculation and the worldling's dreams
Others, who seek from nature no reply,

Nor read the oral langomage of the streams.

But of the few who loved
The beautiful with grateful heart and soul,
Who looked on nature fondl and were moved
By one sweet glance, as by the mighty whole ý4

Of thèse the thoughtful few,
Thou wert the- fint to, seek the inner temple,
And stand before the Priestess. Thou wert true
To nature and thyself. Be thy example

The harbinger oÈ times
When the Chaudières im»Posing Maiest-v
Will awe the spirits of the heartless mimes

To worship, God in trath, with nature's constancy."
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Still I heard the mellow sweetness of her voice at inter-
vals,

Mingling, with thé fall of waters, rising with the
snowy spray,

Ringoing through the sportive current like the joy of
waterfalls,

Sending up their hearty vespers et, the calmy- close of
day.

Loath to, leave the scene of beàuty, lover-like I stayed,
and stayed,

Folding to my eager bosom memories beyond com-
pare

Deeper, stronger, more endurincr than m dreams of wood
and glade,

Were the eloquent appeals of the magnificent Chau-.
diere.

E'en the solid bridge is tremblinc whence I lookmy
last farewell,

Dizzy with the roar and tramplina- of the mighty
herd of wav"es,

Speedino, past the rocky Island, steadfast as a sentinel,
Towards the loveliest bay that ever* mirrored the

AI,(-Yonquin Braves.
Soul of Beauty,! Genius! Spirit! Priestess of the lovely

strife
In my heart thy words are shrined, as in a sanctuary

fair ;
Echoes of thy voice of sweetness, rousing all my better

life,
Ever haunt my wildest visions. of the jubilant Chau-

dière.
ici

Ir
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A ROYAL WELCOME.

By En,land's side we stand,
We grasp her royal hand,

And pay her rightful homage through. her Son ,
Thank God for Enorland's care!
Thank God for Britain's heir!

Our hearts go forth to meet him-we axe one.

A loyal Province pours
Her thousands to her shores

From iron-girt Superior to, tl:e sea;
'We feel our youthful blood
Surge through uslike a flood,

Theré's not a slave amongst us--we are ftee.

For none but Freemen know
The truly loyal throe

That gives heroïc impulse to the Man-
The passion and the fire'
The chivalrous desire:

Our Fathers all were heroes-in the van.

And we their ardent sons
Through whom, trium ant, runs

The old intrepid attribute serene,'
Would leave our chosen land

Our homes our forests grand,
To strike for England's honour and her Queen.
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No soulless welcome we-
Dare give to such as thee:

Be thou a bright example to the world
Great in thy well-earned fame 45-
Beloved in heart and name

Wherever Britain's banner is unfurled.

Through all our leafý glades,
Throuo.h all our green arcades,.

The living torrents, sweeping in, evince
That from their manly hearts
The Yeoman choms starts

îr :h 'Honour to Eno-land's Heir!-long live the Prince!'

Oh Encland! in thisbour
MX We own thy sov'reign pow'r

To thee and thine our best affections cling;
And when thy crown is laid
On Royal Alberfs head,

With heart and soul wé'll shout-GOD SAVE TRE-

jj-

fl
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'ALCOLM.

A bright, glad world to me;
Through each dark and checkered scene

God's sun shone Io-vingly.
But Content Ive never known;

Iloping, trusting that the years,
With their April smiles and tears,

Would yet bring _- me one like thee
That I could call my own.

With thy soft and heavenly eyes
In deep and pensive calm,

I seem looking at the skies,
And wonder where 1 am!

Something more than princely blood

Courses in thy tranquil face:
When- she lént thee such a grace,
Nature lit lifes earnest fiame

In her most queenly mood.

Such a sweet intelligence.
Is sta, -ped on every line,

Banqueting our cra-ving sense
With ministrings di-vine.

If thy Boyhood be so great,
What will be the coming Man,
Could we overleap the span ?

Are there treasures in the mine,
To" pay us, if we wait ?

1 lias ever been
45- Boy! this world

à 1 . 'l . 1
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Doth the voice of Music live
.In that majestie brain,

Waiting for the Hand to give
Expression to, the strain ?

Are there wells of Truth-pure, deep,-
Where the patient diver, Thought,

Finds, the pearl that has been sought
Many a weary age in vain,

Entrusted to, thy keep.

Doth the fire'of Genius burn
Within that ample brow ?

Or some patient spirit yearn
For things that are not now ?

Hidden in the over-soul
-Of the Future, to, be born

When the world has ceased its scorn,
Wheu the sceptie's heart, will bow

To the divine control.

Patiently we'll watch and hope,
And wait, alternately,

Trusting that, when time shall ope
The casket's mystery,

We will be made rich indeed
With the wonders it contains

Rich beyond all previous gains ,
Richer for thy thought and thee,

Beyond our greatest-meed-
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TIIE COMET-OCTOBEIR,' 1858.

Erratic Soul of some oTeat Purpose, doomed
To track the wild illimitable space,

Till sure propitiation has been made
For the divine commission unperformed!

What was thy crime ? Ahasuerus' curse
Were not more stern on earth than thine in Reaven

Art thou the Spirit of some Angel World,
For oTave -rebellion banished ftom. thy peers,

Compelled to, watch the calm,,immortal stars,
Circling in rapture the celestial void,
While the avenoýer follows in thy train

Tospur thee on to wretchedness eterne ?

Or one of nature's wildest fantasies,
From. which sheffies. in terror so profound,
And with such whirl of-torment in her breast,
That mighty earthquakes yearn whereer she treads

While War makes red its terrible right hand,
And Famine sialks abroad. all lean and wan ?

To us thou art as exquisitely fair
As the ideal visions of the seer,
Or gentlest fancy that e'er floated ' down
Imagination's bright, unruffled. stream,

Wedding the thought that was too deep for words
To the low breathings of inspirèd song.
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When the stars sang together oer the birù
Of the poor Babe at Bethlehem that lay
lu the coarse manger at the crowded Inn,

Didst thou, perhaps a.bright exalted star,
Refuse to swell the grand, harmonious lay,
Jealous as Herod of the bîrth divine-?

Or when the crown of thorns on. Calvary
Pierced the Redeemer's brow, didst-thou disdain
To weep, when all the planetary worlds
Were blinded by the fulness of their tears ?

Een to, the flaming sun, that hid his face
At the loud e Lama Sabachthani 1"

No rest No rest 1 the very damne cl have that
In the dark councils of remotest Hell

Where the dread scheme was perfected that sealed
Thy disobedience and accruing doom.

Like Adam's sons, hast thou, too, forfeited
The blest repose that» never pillowed Sin ?

No none can tell thy fate, thou wandering
Sphinx!

Pale Science, searching by the midnight lamp
Through the vexed mazesof the human brain,

SOI fails to read the secret of its soul
As the superb eni, a flashes by,
A loosed Prometheus burniug with disdain.
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AUTUMN.

If seasons, lik-e the human race, had souls,
Then two artistic spirits li-ve within Yf

The Chameleon mind of Autumn-these
The Poet's mentor and the Painter's guide.
The myriad-thoughted. phases of the mind
Are truly represented by the hues
That thrill the forésts with prophetic fire.
And what could painter's skill compared to these ?

What palette ever held the -flaming tints
That on these leafy hieroglyphs foretell
][Iow set the ebbiùg currents of the year ?
What poet's.page was ever like to this-
Or told the lesson of life7s waning days
More forcibly, with more of natural truth,
Than yon red maples, or these poplars, white

As the pale shroud that wraps some human corse ?
And then, again, the spm't, of a King,
Clothed with that majesty most monarchs lack

Might fit old Autumn for bis royal rule M
For here is kingly ermine cloth of gold,
And purple- robes well worthy to, be worn
By the best monarch that e'er donned a crown.

P'oclaim him Royal Autumu! Poet King!
The Laureate of the Seasons, whose rare songs
Are such, as 1 ist never hoped td.#ing
On the fine ear of au admiring world.

Autumn the Poet, Painter, and true Kig!
His gorgeous Ideality speaks forth.
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From the rare colors of the changing leaves;
And the ripe blood that swells, his purple veins
Is as the glowing of'a sacred fire.
Re walks with Shelley's spirit on the clifis
Of the Ethereal Caucasus, anao'er
The summits of the Euo-anean hills;
And meets the soul of Wordsworth in profouna
And philosophie meditation, rapt
In séme great dream of love towards
The human race. The cheery Spring may come,
And touch the dreaming flowers into life,

Summer enand her leafy sea of green,
And wake the joyful wilderness to song,
As a fair hand strikes music ftom a lyre
But Autumn from. its daybreak to, its close,
Setting in floriabeauty, like the sun,

Robed with rare brightness and ethereal flame,
Holds aU the yeax's ripe fruitage in its hands,

And dies with songs of praise upon its lips.

And then, the Indian Summer, bland as June:
Some Tuscarora King, Algonquin Seer,

Or Huron Chief, returned to, smoke the Pipe
Of Peace upon the ancient hunting grounds;
The mighty shade in spirit walking forth
To feel the beauty of his native woods
Flashing in Autumn vestures, or to mark

J, The scanty remnants of the scattered tribes
ling towards their graves.

enc -Few Braves are left.;
Few mighty Hunters; fewer stately Chiefs,'

Like great Tecumseth fit to, take the field,
And lead the tribes to certain victory,
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'Choosing annihilation to, de&at
But halving run the gauntlet of their days,
This Autumn remnant of some unknown race

Nearinc, the Winter of their sad decay,
FaIl like dry leaves into the lap of Time;

Their old trùnks saplesstheïr tough - branches bare,
And Fate's shrill war-whoop thund'ring at tUéir heels.

.Î
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COLIN.

Who'll dive for the dead men now,
Since Colin is gone?

Who'll feel for the angmished brow,
Since Colin is gone ?

True Feeling îs not confined'
To the learned or lordl mind;

Nor can it be bought and sold
In exéhang-e for an Alp of gold;
For Nature, that never lies,
Flings back wîth indignant scorn
The counterfeit deed, still-born,
In the face of the seeming'wise,
In the Janus face of the huckster race
Who barter her truths for lies.

Who'R wrestle with dancers dire
Since'Colin is gone ?

Who'll fearlessly brave the maniac wave,
Thoughtless of self, human life to save,

Unmoved by the storm-fiend's ire ?
Who, Shadrach-like, will walk through fire,

Since Colin is gone ?
Or hano, bis life on so frail a breath

That there's but a step'twixt life and death?
For Courage is not the heritage
Of the nobly bom; and maîny a sage

Has climbed to'the temple of fame,
And written his deathless name
In letters of golden fiame,
Who, on glancing -down
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From his high renown,
Saw his unlettered sire

SÛR by the old log fire,
Saw the unpolished dame-
And the dunzhill from which he came.

Ah, ye who judge the dead
By the outward lives they led,

And not by the hidden woith
Which none but God can see;

«Ye who wéuld spurn the ea-rth
That covers such as he ;

Would ye but bare your hearts,
Cease to play borrowed parts,

And come down from your self-built throne:
How few from, their house of glass,
As the gibberino, secrets pass,

Would dare to flino, whether serf or kino-
The first accusing stone!

Peace, peace to his harmless dust
Since Colin is gone;

We can but hope and trust;
Man judgeth, but God is just;

Poor Colin is gone!
Ilad he faults ? His heart was true,
And waxm as the summer's sUn.
Rad he failino,,,s-? Ay, but -few;
'Twas an honest race he run.
Let him, rest in the poor man's grave,

Ye who grant him no higher goal;
There may be a curse on the hands that gave,
But not on his simple-Éoul 1
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MARGERY.

Truth lights our minds as sunrise lights the world.
The heart that shuts out truth, excludes the light
That wakes the love, of beauty in the soul;

And being foe to, these, despises God,
The sole Dispenser of the gracious bliss
That brings us neaxer the celestial gate.
They who might feed on rose-leaves of the True,

And grow in loveliness of heart and 8 -ul,
Catch at Deception's airy gossamers,
As children cluteh at stars. To some, the world
Is a bleak desért, paxched with blinding sand,

With here and there a mirage, fair to view,
But insubstantial as the -visions born
Of Folly and -Despair. Could we -but know

How nigh we are to, the true light of hea-ven
In what a world of love we live and breathe;
On what a tide d truth our souls are borne!
Yet we're but bubbles in the whirl of life,
Mere flecks upon its ever-restless sea,
Meteors in its ever-changing sky.
Eternity alone is worth the thought
That we expend upon the passing hour,

Chasing the gaudy butterflies that lure
Our- footsteps from the path that leads us hoiie.

We will not see the beacon on the rock;
The prompter is unheeded ; and the spark
Of the true spirit quenched in utter night,
As we rush headlong, wrecked on Error's, shcals.
Some hearts will never open; all their wards
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Have grown so rusty, that the golden key
Of Love Di-vine must fâil to move the bolt
That Self has drawn to keep God's ange'ls, out."

So spake the merry Margery, the while
elHerfingers lengthened out a filigree,

That seemed to me so many golden threads
Of thought between her fingers and her brain,
Bestrung with priceless pearls her lightsome mood,

Worn as occasion might necessitate,
Replaced to-night by sober-sided Sense,
That made her beauty like an eve in June,
Just as the moon is risen. 4 to mark
My approbation of her present mood,
Réhearsed. a rambling lyrie of my own,
That seemed prophetie- of her thoughts to-night:

Within my mind there evîér lives
A yearnino, for the True,

The Beautiful and Good. God gives
These, as He gives the dew

That falls upon the flowers at night,
The grass, the thirsty trees,

Because 'tis needful; and the licrht
That suns my mind from these

Trath-Beautyý--Goodness, doth but fiR
A void within my soul

And I fall prone before the Will
Of Him who gave thewhole-
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The wondirous life-the power to, think
And love and act and speak.

'Ïf Standinc, half-pois.ed, upon the brink
Of being-strong, yet weak-

Strong in vast hopes, but weak in deeds,
1 Eft my heart and pray,

That where the tan ed skein of creeds
Excludes the light of day

From human minds God's purposes
May be made plain, that e

May walk in truth's and wisdoms ways,
And lay aside the thrall.

Of enmity, whose clouds have kept
Their souls as dark as night

That they whose love and hope have slept,
May come into the light,

And live as men with minds tograsp
Within the sphere of thouoht

The boundless universe, and clasp
The good the wise have sought,

As if it were a long-lost dove,
Or a stray soul returned

To worship in the fane of love,
That it so long had spurned.

Where'er I gaze, my eyes behold
Nought but the beautiful.

The world is grand as it is o.1d;
The only fittin,o- school

îjà
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For man where he may learn to, live,
And live to learn that what

]Re needs heaven will in mercy give.
Wliatever be his lo4

He shapes it or himself his mind
Is his own heaven or hell

Just as he peoples it, he'll find
Himself compelled to, dwell

With good or evil. Good abounds
In this delightful sphere;

But man will walk his daily rounds,
And evermore give eax.

To the false promptino-s that waylay
Iffis stèps at every turn;

Flinging the true and good--away
For joys that he should spurn,

Asbeing all unworthy of
His o-reatness as a man.

Why, man!-why tremble at the scoff
Of fools and bigots ? Sean

The mental firmament and see
How men in every age,

Who strove for iirnTnortality-
Whose errand was to wage

Not War, but Peace-men of pure minds,
Who sought and found the truth,

And treasur it, as one who finds
The secret of lost Youth

1 .7
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Restored and-made immortal-sS
How they were scorned, because

Their Sphinx-lives spakè"of myst'ery
To those to whom the laws 2

Of nature areas claspèd books 1-
Poets who ruled the world

Of Thought in whose prophetic looks
And minds there lay impearled,

But hiddén from. the vulgar sight,
Such universal truths

That mahy, blinded by the lightr-
Gray-haired, green-gosling youths,

With'whips of satire, looks of.scorn,
And finger of disdain,

Have crushed these harbingers of morn
But could not kill the strain

That was a part of nature's mi"d,.
And therefore can not die.

That which men spurned, angels have shrined
Among, God's truths on high.

And so 't will everbe, till m
Knows more of -Goodness, Truth,

And Beauty-more of nature's plan,
And-Love that brings back youth

To hearts that have goprown frail and olcl
By groping in the dark

With blindecl eyes; their idol, Gold,
And Gain, their Pleasure-bark 1
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"Tis well that nature hath -her ministers,"
She said her voice and looks so passing sweet

Great-hearts that let in love, and keep it there,
Like the true fiame within the ' diamond's heart,

Informinom blessing, chastening their lives.
Man has 1ut one great love 1is love for Cwod
4 other loves-'are lesser and more less
As they recede from Him, as are the streams
The farthest from. the fountain. God is Love.
Who loves God most, loves most his fellow-men
Sees the Creator in the creature's form

Where others -see but man-and he, so frail
The very devils axe aldn to him 1
There is no light that is not born of love;

No truth *here love is not its guiding star;
Faith without love is noonday without sun,

For love begetteth works both good andtrue,
And these-give faith its-inimortality."

We parted at the outer door. The stars
Seemed never half so bright or numberless
As they appeared to-night. Margery's laugli
Tripped after me iin. merry cadences,
Like the quick steps of fairies in the air

United to the choruâ of theirhearts '
Breathed into silvery music. Happy soul
Nature's epitome in all her moods.
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EVAS

God bless the darling E-va!" was my praye'r-
A pure, unconscious depth of earnestness

Wà -lin. her eyes, so 1 indescribable
You might as well the color of the air

Seek to daguerreotype, or to impreàs
A stain upon the river, whose first -swell
Would swirl it to the deep. A calm, sweet soul,

Where Lowe's celestial saints and ministers
Did hold the earthly under such control
Virtue spruno, up like daisies from the sod.

Oh, for one hours sweet excellence like hers!
One hour of sihlessness,, that never more
Can visit me this sidé the Silent Shore,

To stand, ne her, senne, unblushing before God!
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THE POET'S RECOMPENSE.

,Ris heart's a burning censer, filled with ýpice
From fairer vales than those of Araby,

.Breathing such prayers to, heaven, that the nice
Discru*m*natino, ear of Deity
Can cull sweet praises ftom the rare perfume.
Man cannot know what stàrry lights illume
The soaring sp*n*t of his brother man!
He judges harshly with his mind's eyes closed
Ris loftiest understanding cannot scan
The heigghts where Poet-souls have oft reposed;
He cannot feel the chastened influence
Divine that lights the Ideal atmosphere,
And never to his uninspirèd sense

RoIl.s the majestie hymn that inspirates the Seer.
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THE WINE OF SONG.

Within Fancy's Halls I sit, and qua-ff
Rich draughts of the Wine of Song;

And I drink, and drink,
To the.very brink

Of delirium wild and strong,
Till I lose all. sense of the outer world,

And. see not the human throng.

The -lyral éhords of each rising thought
Are swept by a hand unseen;

And I glide, and glide,
With my musie bride,

Where few sl;ritless souls have been
And I soar afax on wings of sound,

With my fair ÀEolian Queen.

Deep, deeper still, ftom the springs-of Thought
1 quaff, till the fount is dry;

And I climb> and climb>
To a height sublime,

Up the stars of some lyric sky,
Where 1 seem. to rise upon am that melt

Into song A they pass by.

Millennial rounds of bliss I live,
Withdrawn from. my cumbrous clay,

As -I sweep, and sweep,
Through infinite deep

On deep -of that starry spray;
Myself a sound on its' world-wide round,

A tone on its spheral way.

-1-M goum 1
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And wheresoe'er through the wondroýUs space
My soul wings its noiseless:flight,

On their astral rounds
Float diviinest sounds,

Unseen, sa;ve by spirit-sight,
Obeying some wise, eternal law,

As fixed as the law of light.

Buty Oh, when my cup of dainty bliss
Is drained of the Wine of Song,

IIow I fall, and fall,'At the sober call
Of the body, that waiteth long

To huM me back to its cares terrene,
And eaxth's spiritless human throng.
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THE PLAINS OF ABRAHAM.

L'ilI stood, upon the Plain,
That had trembled when the slain,

Hurled their proud, deflant curses at the battle-heated
fýe

When the steed dashed right -'and left,
Througà the bloody gaps he cleft

When the bridle-rein was broken, and the rider was
laid low.

What busy feet had tr d
Upon the very sod

Where I marshalled the battalions of my fancy to, My
aid!

And 1 saw the combat dire,
Reard the quick, incess'ant fire,

And the cannong' echoes startling the verberatinc
glade.

I saw them, one and all,
-The banners of the Gaul

In the thickest of the 'contest round the resolute M'ont-
calm;

The well-atte'ded Wolfe,
Emergoing from the giR

Of thebattle's fiery furnace, like the swelling of a
psalm.
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I heard the chorus dire,
That jarred along the lyre

On which the hymn of battle rung, like surgings of the
wave

When the storm, at blackest night,
P' Wà-es the ocean in aff'ight,

As it shouts its miçrhty pibroch oer some shipwrecked
vessel's grave.

1 saw the broad claymore
Flash from its scabbard, 0 er

The ranks that quailed and sliuddered at the close and
fierce àttac-
Wheu Victory gave the word,

Then Scotland drew the sword,
And with arm that never faltered drove -the brave de-

Senders back.,

I saw two great chiefs die,
Their last breatlis like the sigh

Of the zephyr-spritc. that wantons on the rosy lips o.&'
morn

No en-vy-poisoned darts,
No rancour, in their hearts,

To unfit them for their trium-ph over death's impendincr

And as I thought, and gazed,
My soul, exultant, praised

The, Power to whom each *çyhty act and victýory are
due,
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For the saint-like Peace that smiled
Like a heaven-gifted child,

And for the air of quietude that steeped the distant
view.

The sun looked down. with prîde,
And scattered far and wide

Ris beams, of whitest glory till they flooded all the
Plain;

The hills their veils withdrew
Of white and purplish blue,

And reposed all green and smiling 'neath the shower of
golden rain.

Oh rare divinest life,
Of Peace compaxed vith Strife!

Yours is the truest spiendour, and the most enduring
fame -

AU the glory ever reaped
Where the fiends of battle leaped,

Is harsh discord to tlie music of your undertonéd
acclaim.
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DEATH OF WOLFE.

'-'They run! they run-!"-" Who run?" Not-they
Who faced that decimatinçr fire
As' coolly as if human ire

Were rooted from their hearts
They run, while he who led the way

So bravely on that glorious day,
Burns for one word with keen desire

Ere waningr life departs!

" They run! they run 1"-" Mio run?" he cried,
As swiftly to his pallid brow,

Like crimson sunlight upon snow
The anxious blood returned

" The French! the Fre- eh 1" a voice replied,
When quickly paled life's ebbijaçr tide,

And fhough his words were weakr and low
His eye with valour burned.

Thank God! I die in peace," he said
And calmly yielding up his breath
There trod the s-shadowy realms of death

A good man and a brave
Througà all tbe regions of the dead,

Behold his spirit, spectre-led,
Crowned with the amaxanthine wreath
That blooms not for the slave. ,
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BROCK.

OCTOIBIER 13T]Iý 1859.*

One voice, one people, one in heart
And soul and feelino, and desire!
Re-light the smouldering martial fire,

Sound the mute trumpet, strike the lyre7.
The hero deed can not expire,

The dead still play their part.'

Raise hizh the monumental stouec
A nation's fealty is theirs,
And we are the rejoicing heirs,
The honored sons of sires whose caxes
We ta-e upon us unawares,

As freely as our own.

We boast not of the victory,
But render homage, deep and just,
To his-to their-immortal dust,
Who proved so worthy of their trust
No lofty pile nor sculpturedbust

Can heraid their degree.

No tongue n eed blazon forth their fame--
The cheers that stir the sacred hill.
Are but mere promptings of the will
That conquered then, that conquers still;
And generations yet shall thrill

At Brock's remembered name.

The day of the inaugu=tion or the new Monument on Queenston.
Ileights.
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Some souls, are the Ilesperides
]Eleaven sends to guard the golden agre,
Illuming the historie page
With records of their pilgrimage
True Martyr, ]Elero, Poet, Sage:

And he was one of these.

Eaeh in bis lofty sphere sublime
Sits crowned above the common throng,
Wrestling with some Pythonie wrong,
In prayer, in thunder, thou,,rht, or song
Briareus-limbed they sweep alonçr

The Typhons of the time-.
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SONG FOR CANADA.

Sons of the race whose sires
Aroused the martial flame

That filled with smiles
The triune Isles7

Throu,rh all their' heights of famé!
With hearts as brave as theirs,
With hopes as strong and hi-çrh,

We'Il ne'er disgrace
The honoured race

Whose deeds can never die.
Let but the rash intruder dare

To touch our darlino; strand
The martial fires

That thrilled our sires
Would flame throughout the land.

Our la-es are deep and wide,
Our fields and forests broad

With cheerful air
We'11. speed the share,

Andbrea- the fruitful sod;
Till blest, with rural peace,
Proud of our-rustic toil,

On hill and -plain
True kings we'Il reigm,

The viefors of the soil.
But let the rash intruder dare
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To touch our darlinom strand
The martial fires

That thrilled our sires
Would light hým from the land.

.Health smiles with rosy face
Amid our sunnj dales,

And torrents -strong
Flincy hymn and sonc

Through all the mossy vales -
Our sons are li-vincy men
Our daughters fond and fair;

A thousand isles
Where Plenty smiles,

Make glad the brow of Care.
But let the rash intruder dare

To touch our darlino- strand
The martial fires

That thrilled our sires
Would flame throughout, the land.

And if in future years
One wretch should turn and fly,

Let weepincr Fame'
-

ZD
Blot out his name

From Freedom's hallowed sky;
Or should our sons e'er prove
A coward traitor race

Just heaven 1 ûown
In thunder down,

T'avengge the foul disgrace 1
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But let the rash intruder dare
To touch our - darlino, strand,

The martial fires
That thrilled our sires

Would lio,ht him froni the land.
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SONG.-I'D BE A FAIRY KING.

Oh, I'd be a Fairy Kincr
With my vassals brave and bold

We'd hunt all day,
Through the wildwood o-ay,

In our guise of green and cold;
And wed lead such a men-y, merry life,

That the silly, toilinc bee,
Would have no swéet

In its dull retreat,
So rich as our frolic glee.

Fd be a Fairy Kino-
With my vassals brave and bold

We'd hunt all day,
Through the wildwood gay,

In our goguise of green and gold.

At night, when the moon spake down,
With her bland and pensive tone,

The fairest Queen
That ever. was seen

Would sit on my pearly throne;
And we'd lead such a merry, merry life,

That the stars would laugh in show'rs',
Of silver light,
AU the summer nigoht,

To the airs of the passinc Hours.
I'dbe a Fairy King,

With my vassals brave andbold;
We'd hunt aH &Y

Throuo,«h the wildwoodg gay,
In our guise of green and gold.'
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We'd talk with the daintv flowis,
:j And we'd ehase the laughing brooks
î

My merry men,
Throudh grove and Érlen

Would search for the mossy nooks
And we'd be such a merry, merry band.,

Such a lively-hearted throno,
That life would seem
But a silvery dreàM

-In the flowery Land of Sonc.
I'd be a Fairy Kino,

With vassals brave and boldMY
We'd hunt all day,
Through the wildwood gay,

In our guise of oTeen and gold.
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SONG.-LOVE WIEIILE YOU MAY.

Day by dây, with startling fleetness,
Life speeds away

Love, alone, can gleaù its sweetness,
Love while you may.

W-hîle -the-soul is stronçr and fýarless
While theeýeye is bright and tearless,'

Ere the heart is chilled and éheerle*sýý-
Love while you may.

Life may pass, but love undying
Dreads no decay;

Even from tlie grave replying
Love while you may."

Love's the fruit, as. life's the flower
Love is heaven's - rarest dower -
Love gives love its quick')aincr power-

Love while you may.
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T HE SNOWS-ý

UPPER OTTAWA.

Over the snows;
Buoyantly goes

The lumberers' bark came -
ightl-V t-hey sweep,

Wilder each leap,
Rending the white caps through.

Away ! away
With the speed of a startled deer,

While the steersman true,
And his laughino, crew,

Sing of their wild career:

CC Mariners glide
Far o'er the tide

In ships that are staunch and strong;
Safely as they,
Speed we away,

Waking the woods with song."
Away! away 1

With the flight of a startled deer,
While the laughing crew

Of the swift came
Sing of the raftsmen's cheer:

Through forest and brake,
O'er rapid and lak-e,

We're sport for the sun and rain
Free as the child,
Of the. Arab wild,

Hardened to toil and pain.
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Away away
With the speed of a startled deer,

While our buoyant flight,
And the rapid's might,

Reighte our swift career."

Over the snows
Buoyantly goes

The lumberers' baxk canoe,; -

Lightly they sweep,
Wilder each - leap,

Teaxinc the white caps throuo,h.
Away! away!

With the speed of a stàrtled deer
There s a fearless crew
In each light ca,ýoe,

To sinc of the raftsiüen's cheer.

ïa
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TIIE. RAPID.

ST. LAWRENCE,

AU peacefu glidina.Ily
The waters dividin

The indolent batteau moved sl-w1y along,
The rowers, licrht-hearted,

From sorrow long parted,
Beguiled the dull moments with laughter and song:

el Hurrah for the Rapid! that, merrily, merrily
Gambols and leaps on its tortuous way -

Soon we will enter it, cheerily, cheerily,
Pleased with its freshness, and wet with its spray.

More swiftly caréerîng,
The wild Rapid nearinom

They dash down the stream like a terrified steed
The surges delight them,
No terrors aff-right them,

Their voices keep pace with theïr quickening speed:
Hurrah, for the Rapid ! that merrily, merrily...

Shi-vers its arrows against us in play
'Noîw we have entered it, cheerily, cheerily,
Our s-pirits as lig as its feathery spray.'

Fast downward they're dashing,
Each fearless eye flashing.,

Though danger awaits them on every side;.
Yon rock-see it frowning!

They strike-they are drowning!
But downward they speed with the merciless tide
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No voice, èheers the Rapid, that'angrily angrily
Shivers their bark in its maddening play;
G-aily they entered it-heedlessly recklessly,

lXinçrlino, their li-ves with its treacherous ;spray

or

Ils,

zl-
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LOST AND FOUND.

In the m*ildest, greenest grove
Bleýt by sprite orfairy,

Where the meltinçy- echoes rove
Voices sweet and airy

Where the streams
Drink the beams
Of the Sun,
-As they run

4 Riverward
Through the sward,

A,ý,shépherd went astray-
Fengods have lost their way.

Eve bird had sought its nest,
And each flower-spirit

Dreamed of that deliclous rest
Mortals ne'er inherit

Throupgh the trees
Swept the breeze.
Brinolng airs

Tjnawares
Throngà the grove,
Untfiov*e

Came down upon his heart,
Refusing to depart.

HunoTily he quaffed the àrain,
Sweete'still and clearer

Drenched with musie's mellowrain,
Nearer-nearer----ý-dearer!
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Chains of Sound
Gently bound
The lost Youth,
Till- ïn, sooth,
Re stood there
A prisoner*".

Raised between earth and heaven,
B' loye's divinest leaven.

Was there ever such a face ?
Was it not a -vision ?

Rad he clinibed the starr space,
To the :fields-ý Elysiau ?

Tbrouzh, the ade
C 91

The milk-maid
Wiih her pail,
To the vale

Passed along,
Breathing; song

Through all -his ravished -sense,
To gladden- his suspense.

Love is swift as hawk o-r hind,
Chamois-like in fIeetnessý

None are lost that love can find,"
Sang the maid, with sweetness.

True, in sooth,"
Thought tlie Youth,

Strono, as swift
Love-can Ut

97

G
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Nountain weights
To the gates

Of the célestial skies,
Where all else fades and dies."

Lightly flew the sunny days,
Joy and gladness sending

-Life becomes a song of praise
When true liearts are 11ending-

Guileless truth
Won the Youth
Kept him there,
A prisoner;

While deax Love
From above

Poured down enduring dreams,
In calm supernal glean s.
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YOUNG AGAIN.

Young again! You lut
Beatinor heart! ndde med thatsorrow

With its torture-rajk pain,
Had eclipsed eal ight to-mor iow
And tÉat Love c Id never rise

Into life's cerulean *es
Singing the divine refýain-

Youno- again Young again

Young again! Youna, again 1
Passion dies as we grow oider

Love that in repose has lain
Takes a higher flight, and bolder:
Fresh from, rest aird de-wy sleep,
Like the skj1arks matin sweep,
Singing the di-vine refrain

Young again Young sgain.

Young, again! Young again!
Book of YoutV. thy sunny pages

Here and there a tear may stain,
But lis Love that makes us sages.
Love, Hope, Youth-'blest trinity!
Wantino, these and what were we ?
Who would chant the sweet refrain-

Young again! Young again!"
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Sounds of rural life-and labour!
Not flie notes of pipe and tabour,
Not the clash of belm, and sâbre

Bright'ning up the field of glory,
Can compare with thy ovations

That make glad the hearts of nations
Fen the.poet's fond creations

P e- bef
al ore thy simple story.

In the years beyond our present,
Kino, was little mýore than peasant
abour was shininc, crescent

L the
Toil, the poor mans crown of glory

Have we passed fr m-worse to better
Since we wove the,ýs ken fetter,

Changed the plougà for book and letter.
Truest life for tinsel story ?

Up the ladder -of the ages
'Clomb, the patriàrchal sages,

Solving nature's secret pages,
Kings of thought's supremest glory

-Eagle-winged, and sight far reaching-
Are we wiser for their teaching?.-
Wranglino, creeds fcýr gentle- preaching 1

Falsest life -for truest story!

with-cilitur
Virtue early findà sep-lture,.

While our -vices sate the vulture

100 GLIMPSES.
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We misname a bird of glory
Life is blindly artificial,

Rar'èly pass we its initial,
AU Our'-aims are prejudicial

To its earnest, simple story.

Rail, primeval life and labour 1
Martial notes of pipe and tabo uîr,

Cxleam of. spears and clash of sabre,
IE[ero* march from fields of glory,

AU the thunderino, ovations
Surgino, fiom the hearts of Dàti ons
Poet dreams ý-.and speculations,

Pale beÉore thy simple story 1
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MY PRAYER.

0 God! forgive the errinom thought,
The erring word and deed,1

And in thy.mercy heàr the Christ
Who comes to intercede.

My sins, like mountain-weights of lead,
Weigh hea-vy on my soul;

I'm bruised and broken in this strife,
But Thou canst make me whole.

Allay this fever of unrest,
That fights against the Will -

And in Thy still small voice do Thou
But whisper, Peace, be still 1"

Tjntil within this ,heart of 'Mine
Thy lasting peace come down,

Will all the waves of Passion roll
Each good resol*e to drown.

-W-e walk in blinduess and dark night
Through half our earthly way

Our clouds of weaknesses obscure'
The glory of the day.

We cannot lead the lives we would,
But grope in dumb amaze,

LeaviDg the straight and flowery paths
To tràd the créoked ways.



MY PRAYER.

We.axe as - pilgrims toiling on
Through all the weary hours;

And oûr poor hands are torn with thorn',
Plucking life's tempting flowers.

'We worship at a thousand shrines,
And build upon the sands,

Passing the one great Temple,. and
The Rock on which it stands.

0, fading dream of human lifè'!
What can this change portend ?

I long for higher w-alks, and true
Progression without end.

Here I know nothing, and my search
Can find no secret out;

I cannot think a single thought
That is not mixed with doubt.

Relying on the higher -source,
The influence divîne

1 can but hope that light may dawn
Within this soul of mine.

I ask not wisdom, such as that
To which the world is prone,

Nor knowledge ask, unless it come
Direct from God alone.

Send down then, God 1 in mercy send
Thy Love and Truth to me,

That I may henceforth walk in ligh?
That comes direct from Thee.
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1HÀR STAR.

When the heavens throb and vibrate
AR along their silver veins,

To the m ellow storm of music
Sweeping oer the starry trains,

1-Ieaxd by few, as erst by shepherds
On the far Chaldean plains:

Not the 'blazing, toréli-like planets,
Not the Pleiads wild and free,

Not Arcturus, Mars, Uranus,
Bring the brightest dreams to. me;

But I gaze in rapt devotion
On the central stax of three.

Central star of three that tingle
In the balmy southern sky;

One above, and one, below it,
Dreamily they pale and die,

'As-two-lesser minds might dwindle,
When some great soul, passing by,

Stops, and reads their cherished secrets,
With a calm and godlike air,

Luring all their radiance from them
Leaving a dim twilight there,

Something vague, and half unreal,
Like the Alpha of despair.
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Gazing t1ius, and liolding converse
With the silence of my beart,

I would speak with famed Orion,
I would quest on ît apart,

Wrest her love s strance secret from it
If theres strengorth. in human art.

And there come to me sweet whispers,
11alf in answer half in thought

Be but stronc impassioned mortal 1
Love will come to thee unsought;

Love is the divine Irên,,-
It is given, and -not bought.

Strono, of heart- Be wise be steadfast
Learn endeavour ýnd endure

Blest with strenoth and light, in wisdom
ýÈÉe the higher purpose sure

Never can her heart receive thee
Till thine own is rendered pure.

I but shone in truth above her
Cý1Psyche-like, she yearned to me,

And her soul, an Aphrodite,
Rose above the ether sea.

Love. Love should and will inherit
The divine Euphrosyne."

tc
el,When at - night, the gleaming heavens

- Thiob througà aU theWstarry veins, ine

Oft I ponder on O*on-7
And I hear celestial strains

Passing through my soul, and flooffing
->All its oTeen immortal plains.

Mr
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Then I pray for strength Prometheau,
Tray for pawer to endure;

Then I say, 0 soul, be steadfasti
Make the loftyý purpose sure -

And that love may be all-worthy,
God of heavenmake me pure!
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THE MYSTERY.

My mind -is like a troubled - sea
O'er which. the winds forever sweep;

Within its depths, eternally,
My being's pulses.,throb and leap;'

There g'erms of contemplation sleep,
Like stars beyond the Milky Way,-

Like pearls within the gloomy deep,
That never saw the light, of day.

Oh, wondrous mind, how little known!
Whencecomes the thought that through my brain

Floats weirdlike as the pleasing tone
That quickens a belovèd strain ?

It may have graced some, sweet refrain
A thousand years ago, or more;

Some Norman Prince, some valiant Dane,
May have imbibed it with their lore.

It may have strengthened Plato's sog
Its clarion. echoes ringingthrough.

Ris brain, the heaven-reaching goal
Whence wisdom had its starry view

It may have cheered the gifted few
Whose minds were mints of royal song,

Who toiled where Shakespeare soared, and drew
1)own blessings from. the grateful throng.

And on for ages yet to come,
Through minds by heavenly impulse fired,

That thought may strike some scorner dumb,
In le its, regal guise attired;
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Divinely blest, though uninspired,
Some soul may change its swift career,

Bearino, the great truth long-desired,
In, triump*h to, the highest sphere.

Unbounded universe of Thought*1
Illimitable realms of mind!

Regions of Fancy, wonder-fraurfht.,!
Imagînation. unconfined!

Temples of mystery 1 behind
Whose veils the xod-appointed. plan

In perfect wisdom is enshrined,
Beyond the pigmy reach of man:

I cannot-dare not-see- to, know
What finite vision, to the end,

Through years of strictest search below,
Must ever fail to compréhend 1

God 1 whose intents so far transcend
Our poor cliscernment, let me see

Some portion of the truths that tend
By slow gradations -Up to Thee:

That in the less imperfect years,
When human'frailty shall have died,
When the vexed riddle of the spheres,
Interpreted and glorified,

Shall be as nothinom to the tide,
Of light in which Thy hidden - ways

Will be revealed: I may abide
Thy meanest instrument of praise,

And from the broad calm ocean of Thy truth
And wisclom drinking, find eternal youth.
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111Î
LOVE AND TIRUTH.

Young Love sat in a rosy bo-wer,
Towards the close of a s-ummer day

At the evenino-'s dusk-y hour,,,
Truth bent her blessed steps that Way

Over her face
Beaming a grace

Never bestowed on child of clay.

Truth look-ed on with an ardent joy,
Wonderin Love could grow so, tired

Eloyerino, o'er him. she kissed the boy, Il Fî
When with a sudden impulse fired,

Exquisite pains
Burnino, his veins

Wildly he Èoke, as one inspired.

Eagerly Truth embraced the cod
Filling his soul with a sense divine,

Rightly he knew the paths she trod,
Springing from heaven's royal line;

Far had he strayed
From his guardian. maid,

Perilling ail for his rash design.

Still as they went, the tricksy youth
Wandered afar from, the maiden fair

Many a plot he laid in sooth
Wherein the maid could have no share

Sowino, his seeds
Bringing forth weeds,

Seldom'a rose, and many a tare.
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Save when the maiden was by his side,
Love was erratic, and rarely true-;
When she smiled on the graceful bride,
Over the old world rose the new,

Into life's skies
Blending her dyes,

Fairer than those of the rainbow'-s hue,

Sunny7eyed maidens, whom Love decoys,
Mark well the arts of the wayward youth 1

Sorrows he bringeth, disguised as joys,-
Rose-hued délights with cores of ruth -

Learn to believe
Love ÈiR deceive,"

Save when he comes with his, guardian, Truth.
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TEIE WREN.

Early each spring the little wren
Came scolding to his nest of moss:

We knew him by his pee-vish cry,
Ile always sung so very crossý

Ilis quiet little mate would lay
Her eggs in peace, and think all day.

Re was a sturdy little wren
And whèn he came in spring, we knew,

Or seemed to know, the flowers would grow
To please him, wher'e they always grew,

Among the rushes, cheerffilly;
But not a rush so straigoht as he!

All summer long that little wren
Would chatter like a saucy thing

And in the bush attack the thrush
That on the hawthorn perched to sing.

Like many noisy little men,
Lived, bragged,. and fought that little wren.

There was a thoughtful maid, and I,
We used to play along the shore,

Searching for shells, and culling flowe's,
Js at the threshold of life's. -door,

Through which we had to pass we stood
Twin types of childiýsh hardihood.



Yeax after year we gathered flowers,
And grew apace, as children do

And each returning spring we maxked
The little wrens they never grew -

One over-quiet and sedate,
The other, a bird-reprobate.

But now the marsh is- overflowed
The. rushes rot beneath the sand ,

No spring brings back thelittle wrens,
No children loite' hand in hand -

The maiden rose-bud, pure and good,
Grown to the flower of womanhood.

THE WREN.
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Old Grandpere sat in the corner
With his grandchild on his knee,

Looking up at his wrinkled -visage,
For his winters were ninety-three.

Yair Eleanor's locks were -flaxen À,
The oldman's once were gray,

But now they were white as the snow-drift"-,.
That lay on the bleak highway..

Her-summers rolled on as golden
As waves over. sunny, seas

But Grandpere could pareei-ve no summers,
The winters alone werehis.

He folded his arms around her,
Like Winter embracing Spring;

And the angels looked down from heaven,
And smiled on their slumbering.

But soon the angelic faces 'Ïï
Were fffled with seraphic light,

As they gazed on a beauteous spirit
Passing up through the frosty night:

Till là stood serenebefore them,
A youth most divinely fair;

And they saw. that the new-born angel
Was the à of old Grandpere,
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ENGLAND'S HOPE AND ENGL.AND'S 1IEIIR.

England's Hope and En,glands Heir!
Head and crown of Britain's glory,

Be thy future half -so, fair
As her past is famed in story,

Then wilt thou be great, indeed,
Daring, where there's cause to dare;

Greatest in the hour of need,
EùoIand's Hope and England's Ileir.

By her past, in' actssiupreme
By her present grand enýàeavour,

By her future, which the gleam
Of our fond hopes brings us ever:

We can trust that thou wilt be
Wortby of a fame so r âre,

Worthy of thy destiny,
England's Hope and En and's Heir.

Be thy spirit fraught with hers,
Queen whom' we revere and honour;

Be thine acts love'smessengers,
Brightly fiasbing back upon hër;

Be what most her trust would deem
Help the answer to her prayer,

Realize her holiest dream
England's Hope -and Englands Heir.

Welcome, Prince! the land is wide,
Wider still the lové we cherish;

Love that thou shalt find when tAed
Is not born to, dropp and perish;
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Welcome to, our heart of hearts;
You will find no falsehood theré

Bui the mal that truth imparts,
England's Hope and England% Reir.

Welcome to, our woodland deel,ià,
To ouýË iý]and lakes and ri'ers
Where the xýid roars and sweeps,

Where the" bÉiglitest sunlight quivers.
jioyal souls can never fail

Serfdom crouches in its lair
But our British hearts are hale,
England's Hope and -Eiagland's Heir. 4

Aý

i Ê.
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ROSE.

When the evening broods quiescent
Over mouiitain, vale and lea,
And the moon uplifts her crescent

Fax above the peaceful sea,
Little Rose, the fisher's daughter,

Passes in her cedar skiff
O'er the dreamy waste of water,

. To the signal on the cliff.

Have a care, my merry maiden!
Young Adonis ' though he be,

Many hearts are secret-laden
That have trusted su.eh as he.

Has he worth, and is he truthful ?
Thoughtless- maiden rarely knows;

But; Il Re's handsome, brave and youthful,"
Says the heart of little Rose.

Haxk! the horn-its shrill -vibrations
Tremble through the maiden's breast,

As the sweet reverberations,ý
Dwin dle to their whisperé1'ýtest

Swéeter fax the honied sentence
Sealing up her minds repose;

Love as yet needs no repentance
In thé heaxt of little Rose.

Heaven shield thee, trusting mortal 1.
Love has. heaved its firstborn sigh

But from the pellucid portal
Of lier'calm, indignant eye,
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Darts that make the strong M'an tremble
Pierce his bosom ere he

Rank and station may dissemble,
There is truth in little Rose.

Take my hand, my fisher maiden,
There's a gras for thee and thine;

Constancy- is love's bright Aiden,
Self-denial is divine.

Take my hand upon this plateau
Let me share thy mortal throes;

Come dear Love 1 well build our chàteau
In the heart of little Rose.

et,



THE DREAMER.

TRE DREANER.

Spmîît of Song! whose whispers
Deliglit my pensive brain,

When will the perfect harmony
Ring through my feeble strain?

When will the, rills of melody
Be widened to a stream?

When will the bright and gladsome Day
Succeed this morning dream ?

Mortal," the spirit whispered,
" If thou w0'uldst truly '**

The race thou art pursuing,
lleed well the voice within:

And Àt shaU gently teach thee
To read thy heart, and know
No human strain is perfect,

Elowevér sweet it flow.

And if thou readest truly,
As surelyshalt thou find.

That truths, like rills, though diverseý
Are éhoicest in their kind.

The.souls of Poet-Dreamers
Touch heaven on their way;

With the light of Song to guide them
It should be always Day."
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NIGIIT ANI: MORNING.

The winds are piping loud to-night,
And the waves roll strono, and higorh

God pity the watchful mariner.
Who toils 'neath yondei sky 1

I saw the vessel speed away,
With a free, majestic sweep,

At evening as the sun went down
To his palace in the deep.

An aged crone sat on the beach,
And, pointing to the ship,

She'Il never . return again, " she said,
With a scorn upon her lip.

The morning rose tempestuous,
The winds blew- to the shore,
Therewere corpses on the sands that mor-n,
]But the ship came neverm -ore!
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WITIEUN TIEUNE EYES.

Within'thine eyes two splinits dwell,
The sweetest and the purest

T, hat ever wove Love's mystic speR,
Or plied his arts the- surest:

No smile of morný
Though heaven-born,

Nor sunshine earthward straying,
Kér charmed the sight

With half the light
That round thy lips is playing.

T he stars may sbine, the moon may mile,
The earth in beauty languish,

Life's sorrows these can, b ut beguile,
But thou canst heal itslanguish,

Thy voice, like rills
Of silver, trills

Such sounds of liquid sweetness,
Each accent roUs

Alông our souls,
In lyrical completeness.

If Friendship lend'thee suelà a grace,That men nor gods may slight it,
How blest the one who views thy face

When Love comes down to-light it!
And; oh7 if he
Who holds in fee

Thy beauty, -truth, and reason,
A traitor prove
Tê' thee and Love,

We'll spurn him for his treason
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GERTRUDE.

Underneath'the maple-tree
Gertrude worked her filigree,

All the summer long;
To sweet airs her voice was wed,

As she plied her golden thread -
Echo stealing through the grove
Filched away the words of love,

And the birds, from tree to, tree,
Bore the witéhing melody

Through avenues of Song.

Underneath the maple-trees
Zephyrs chant her melodies,

4 the summer lolig;
Words 'and airs no loncer wed

Death has snapped the vocal thread
Echo sleeping in the grove

Dreams of liquid airs of love,
And the birds among the trees
Fill with sweetest symphonies

Whole avenues of Song.
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-FLOWERS.

Thank God I love the Flowers 1
Mute voices of the Spring,

That gladden all her bowers
With their varied blossoming;

They weave a charm around them
On each summer dale and bough,

For a Fairy train has bound them
In wreaths upon her brow.

Far up along the mountain,
And in the valleys green,

In the field, and by the fountain,
The smilinc ones are seen

Some lookinom up to heaven,
With eyes of deepesù-blue

Some stooping down at even
To quaff the sparkling dew.

And from them all there speaketh
-A language sweet and pure,

Fitted for him who seeketh
A God's nomenclature.

As tidal pulses thrill the seas,'
And moments build the hours,

Heaven breathes her un-voiced mysteries
In sermons from the Flowers.
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THE UNATTAINABLE.

1 yearu for the Unattainable;
-For a glimpse of a brigâter day,

1VWhen hatred and strife
With their lec-ïons rife

Shall forever have passed away;
When pain shall cease,

And the dawn of --peace
Come down from heaven above
And man eau meet his fellow-man
In the spirit of Christian Love.

I yearù for the Unattainable;
For a Voice that may long be still, er

To compel the mind,
As heaven designed,

To work the Eternal Will
When the brute that sleeps

In the heart's still deeps
Willbe changed to Pity's dove,
And man can meet his fellow-man
In the spirit of Perfect Love.

eMe
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YEARNINGS.

I long for diviner regi*ons,-
The spirit would reach its goal;

Though this world hath surpassing beauty,
It warreth agaïnst the soul.

There's a cloud in the eastern heaven
Beyond it, a cold gray sky

But I- know thatý the sun's rare radiance
Wili brighten it by and by.

In the fane of my soul is glowing
The joy of a hope to come,

That will touch with its Alemn ' on finger
The lips that are cold and dumb

Till illumed by the smile of heaven,
And blest with a puFer life,

Will the gloom that o'ershades my sjrit
Depart like a vanquished strife.
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INGRATITUDE

Full on the wave the moonlight weeps,
To quiet its wearýýIeast; -

Cruelly cold the mad wave leaps,
With thé moonshine on its crest;

Or with scowl, or growl, to the shore it creeps,
And sinks to its selfish rest.

Full on yon manIrute smiles the wife,
To gladden his turbid breast

Savagely stern he seeks the life
Where he erewhile souo,ht for zest

With a curse, or worse, he ends the strife,
And sinks to his drunk-en rest.

-Sea! has the moon no charms for thee
That eau touch. thy cruel breast ?

Man 1 cannot woman's charity
Gieve ease to thy soul oppressed ?

Thou slialt flee, 0 sea! the moons witchery,
Till man has his final rest!
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TRUE LOVE.

Iler love is like the hardy flower
That bloomg anuid the Alpine snows;

IYeep-rootecl in an icy bower,
No blast can chill its sweet repose;
But ftesh as is the tropic rose,

Drenched -i*n" 'm'ellowest sunny beam
It has as sweet delicious dreams

As any flower that grows.

And though an avalanche came down
And robbed it of the light of day,

That which withstood the tempest's frown
In grief would never pine away.
Hope might withhold her feeblest ray,

W ' thin her bosom's snowy tomb
Love still would wear its everbloom,

The gayest, of the gay.
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4.

AN EVENING TROUGHT.

Bird of the fanciful plumage,
That foldest thy wings in the west,

Imbuinc the shimmering oceau
With the hues of'thy delicate breast,

21
Pusing away into Dreamland,

To visions of heavenly rest 1

Spirit! when thou art permitted
To bask in the sunset of life;

Serene in thine e-ventide splendour,
Thy countenance -victory rife;,

Leaving the world where thou'st triumphed
Alike o'er its greatness and strife:

"r JThine be the destiny, spit,
Tçý set like the sun Mii the west;

Foldino, thy wings of raxe plumage,
Conscious of infinite rest;

Heralded on to thy haven,
The Fortunate Isles of the ýBlest.
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-A TROUGHT FOR SPRING.

I am h'appier for the Spring;
For my heaxt is like a bird

That has many sonas to sing,
But whose voice is never heard

-Till the happy year îs caroâng
To the daisies on the sward.

I'd'be ha'ppier for the Spring,
Though my heart had grown so old

Like a crone 'twould sit and .sing
Its shrffi runes of wintry cold;

For I'd know the year was caroling
To the daisies on the wold.
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T-HE SWALLOWS.

I asked the first stray swallow of the spnngy
Where hast thou been through all the winter drear ?

Beneath-what ýdistant skies clid'st fold thy wing,
Since " thou. wast wîth us here, CD

When Autumns withered lèaves foretold the passinor
year

And it replied, Whither has'Fancy led
The plumy thoughts1hat circle through thy brain ?
Like birds about some mountain's loüy. head,

Singing a sw eet refrain:
There,' without .bound, I've. been,ý and must retum

againe5j
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SONG.-CLARA ASND I.

We have a joke -whenever we meet,
Clara and J;

Prattie and lawghter, and kisses sw
Clara and J.

Were J but twenty, and not two sc
Clara and 1 would laugli stiil more,
With plenty of hopeful years ini st(

For Clara andI Clara and J;
With plenty of hopeful years in stc

For Clara andIJ.

We wiJl be true as IDamascus steel,
Clara and J;

Sealinag our truth with a honied sea
Ee 0Clara and J.

lys o oviug, ani lips of rose,
Cheeks where the daiuty ripe peacb
And mouth where the sly god smileQ

At Clara and J, Clara and J;
Aundrnouth where the sly god smile;

At Clara and J.

We have a kiss whenever we part,
Clara andJIJ;

Graspiug, of hand, anJ flutter of hea
Clara and J.

Were she but tweuty, and not sixteE

Over MY love she'd reigu the queen,

eet

1grows,

joos

sjocose

art,
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And no fair rival should come between
My Clara and I, Clara and I;

And no fair rival should come between
My Clara and I.
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THE APRIL SNOW-STORN.-1858.

Spread lightly, virgin shower,
Your winding-s«heet of snow

Winter has lost his power,
But mock not at his woe.

Fall not so, cold and bleak
Nor blow the breath of scorn;

Gently. Thy sire is weak -
And thou his latest-born.

Frail type of life thou art:
At first pure as the snow

We come abide-depart
What more th' Immortals know.

Fall gently, virgin shower,
Though vild the west wind raves

Wateh through tliis midnight hour
Above the new-made graves!

Spread gently, virgin shower,
Your winding sheet of snow;

My heart has lost its power,
r..J But môek not at its woe.

Fall not so cold and bleal,
Treat-not-her-cor-ý,;e-iv--h--scorný--

Gently. My.beartis weak;
She too, was April-boi
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Fall gently, virgin shower;
The heart once strong and brave

Ilatli lost its won-ted power
'Tis buried in her grave.

133
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GOOD NIGHT. --,

e never say, ." Good Niglit
For our eacr, r lips are fleeter
Than the tougue, and a kiss is sweeter

Than parting words,
That cut li-e swords

So we always k-iss Good Niglit.
17

We ne-ver sayý' Good
Words are precious, love, why lose 'ein ?

Fold them up in your maiden bosom
There let them rest

Like love unconfessed,
While we Liss a. sweet Good Night.

There comes a last Good Nigrht-
Human life-not love-is fleetiDg
Reaven sen'd many a birth-day go-reetincy

Dim years roll on
To life's goray-haired dawn,

E re we kiýs our last Goc)d Night.

Weý;ve kissed our last Good Niorht!
Love's warm tendrils torn-and-bl-eed-in,,,-
Vain all human interceding!

Oh life 1 how dark!
Itsone vital spark

Was quew-hed with our last GooD NiGHT!
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-OSS.IIOPELmi

1 think through the long, long eveulngsi
Such thought-s of intensest pain,

,nd I hope and wateh for her comme

But I hope and watch in vain;

XÀY life is a long, Ion ' journey
Over a barren moor,

With noug.ht but my own dark shaclow

IlasteniDg, on before.

Vm weary of all this watchiug,
Aweary of life, and thought -

For there's little hope in the distance,

Andfor peace-1 know it not 1

Oh why must we think ancl shudder ýeAnd shuc d think again ?
Ider an

When life's but a da shadows

Ilauntinga barren plain 1

'Zi
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INTO TRE SILENT LAND.

Oh Èèr a 1.en of light a toncue of fire
That every word might burn in living flîime

Upon the age'« brow, -ind leave one -came
Engraven on the future! One desire
Fills every nook and cranny of my heart;
One hope-one sorrow-one belovéd aim!

She whose pure l'Ife was of Imy life a part,
As light is of the day, could'she inspire

MY unmelodious Muse7 or tune the lyre
To diapasons worthy of the themeý

How would her joy put on its robes of lighf,
And nestle in my bosom once aggain,
As when life, li-e au Oriental dream,
Fanne d by Arabian airs, gl ode down the stream
To music whose remembrance is a pain.

The foot of time might trample on my strain,
But could not quench its essence. There was miglit,
And majesty, and crÉeatness in the love
She',blest me with-a blessing without stain
And that was earthly - since het spirit-sight
Looked through the veil, and learned love's true delight,

W-hich sainted ministrants alone eau prove
Who taste the -waters of eternal love:
I pause to think how wonderful has grown
The love that was to, me so wondrous here
Chained as I am to this terrestrial sphere,

Groping my way through darkness, and alone,
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Like a blind eaglet soarino, towards the sun
Ho W- would her full experience lift and cheer
Ile heart that never feels its duty doue,

And with a oîrdle of pure light enzone
My flowery world of thought, and make it all her own."

Thus mused the Minstrel, for his heart was sad.
Death had bereaved ' him of his bride, while youth,

And looming years of future trust and truth,
Knit them together, till their souls were clad
Wi.th joy ineffable. Love's great Righ Priest
Saérificed in their hearts to, Him that doeth
AU things well - and such rare, perpetual feast
Of love and truth ýo mortals ever had,

To keep their memories green, their lives serene and
glad.

Ile sat again within the quiet room,

-Where Death had snapped one golden thread of hfe,
And the pale hand of Sickness, sorrow-rife,
Robbed the plump cheek of childhood of its bloom;

Where she, another Philoména, moved
Like a fond Charity-the coming Wife

Ordained to crown his being: And he loved.
The future rose before him, joy and gloom
For where the sunlight shone, there waved the sable

plume.

And yet he failed not, for the coming pain
The coming bliss would counterbalance all.
The sight prophetic that perceived the pall,
Looked. fax beyond for the celestial 'gain.
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They do not truly love who cannot yield
The mortal up at the Immortal's call,

O:r fail to triumpli. for the soul that's sealed.
Ris mînd was strun 'to one harmonious strain:

To give when God should ask, and not resign 'in vain.

Love was to him. lifés chiefest victory
He knew no creater and he souzht no less.
Like agreen isle surrounded by the sea

That gives_ it health and vigour, so was he
The centre of love's sphere of perfectuess
He breathed iis heavenly atmosphere the k-ey

That opened every chamber in loves court
Was in his hand Iove's mystery was his sport;

He knelt within Ioves fane and worshipped there-
But not alone for one was by his side îut

Whose love refined his beino, filled the air
Of life's irradiated sky withlicht
As the sun flooes the heavens with a tide
Of renovating freshness, as the night
Is mellowed by the ample moon.
And hopina- for the recompense'
That would be theirs in life's approaching noon,

-They-built-ciiýu4op>e's.higli eminence
Their airy palaces, whose magnificence

Surpassed the dreams that fancy drew,
So fair the promised, land that lay within their view.

And here they lived; just within reach of heaven.
They could put forth their hànds and touch the skies
That brooded o'er the walls of chrysolite,
The airy minarets, and. golden domes

YI-

Ï 1.
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Of their new home, by Love, -the Maker, given,
Steeped in his brightest dyes. ' 1
AU nature opened up her ponderous tomes,

Whereby they had ne* knowledge and new sight,
Learnéd greater truths, and saw the paths of light,

Mosaic-paven, -which to Duty led.
And there were secrets written ov'*erhead,
In burning hieroglyphs of thought,

From which they gleaned such lesssons as are taught
Only to those whom heaven, in graciousness,
Lifts in her arms with a divine caress.
Earth, like a joyous maiden whose piýre soul
Is filled with sudden ecstacy, became
A fruitful Eden and the golden bowl
That held their elixir of life was filled
To. overflowing with the rarest drauç),,ht
Ever by gQds or men in rapture quaffed

Till from the altar of their hearts love's flame
Passed through the veins of the world., and thrilled

The soul of the rejoicinor universe,
Which became theirs, and like true neophytes

They drained the sweet nepenthe, and love's rites
Wiped, from their hearts all trace of the primeval curse.

The happy months rolled on. each wedded day
A bridal - and eac«h calm and holy eve

Strewed with rare blessinos all the sunn'y way
Throug'h which they passed, -with so divine a joy

That in his brain would meditation weave
Love's roses into garla'nds of sweet -song
To deck the brow of his devoted wife.

à

m m m



INTO THE SILENT LAND. 1413

In tbis their El Dorado no alloy
Mixed with the coinage of their wedded life;

T-ne workmen in *the miùt au honest throno,
No w'nder then that with so fine a bliczs

Informing every fibre of his brain,
Ris thoughts becrat impressions such as this
Linking their lives together with a chain
Of nelody as rare as some, di-vine refrain:

Like dew to the thirsty flower,
Like sweets to the hungry bee,

Is love's divinest dower,'
Its tenderness and power-

To thee dear Wife! to thee.

Like lîçrht to the darkened spirit,
Like oil to the turbid sea

-Like truthful words to merit
Are the blesýincrS I inherit

With thee'dear Wife! with thee.

Afar in the distant ages,
Soul-ransomed and spirit-free,

Fll read allbeing's pages,
Unread by mortal sages,

With thee dear Wife with thee.

None but the happy heart couldcarol thus
A feather stolen from, Devotion's wino-

To keep as a meniento of the time
When eaxth met hea'en in life's duteous

And prayerful journey towards the shadow clime -
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Ere they descended ftom their height sublime,
Where at Love' ' s well-:âlled table, banqueting,

They sat, and watched the ffrst glad year,
Earthlike revolving round the sun

Of their true life. Within that sphere
Was the new Eden. One by one

The precious moments dropped like golden sands,
And formed the solid hours. No perilous strands
Delayed life's blissful current, as it sped

Through flowery realms with blue skies overhead,
To songs and lauorht»r musically sweet
As if all sorrow had forever fled;
And idylls, sung with cheerful tone,
Haunted the calm, enchanted zone

That hemmed them in,
Where, like a stately queen,
Sate Peace, beatified, serene,
The guardian, heaven-sent, of this their fair demesne:

-LOVE S ANNIVERSARY.

Like a bold 'adventurous sw-aîn
Just a year ago to-day,-
I launched my bark on a radiant 'M.
And Hymen led the wa"y

Breakers ahead 1 " he cried
As he sought to overwhelm

My daring craft in the shrieking tide,
But Love, like a pilot bold and tried,

Sat, watchful, at the helm.



ILI: 
I."

INTO TUE SILENT LAND. 145

And we passed the treacherous shoals,
Where many a hope lay dead,

And splendid wrecks w-ere piled, like the ghouls
Of j oys. forever fled.

Once safelv over these,'
We sped by a fairy realm,

Across the bluest an,,Gl calmest seas
That were ever kzissed by a truant breeze,

With Love still at the, helm.

We siffled. by sweet, odorous isles,
Where the flowers and trees were me

Throu,ý,rh lakes that vied with the -golden Ismiles
Of heaven's unclouded.sun

Still speeds our m.erýy bark-,
Threading life's peaceful realm,

And 'tis ever moru with our marriage-lark,
For the Pilot-Love of our safety-ark

Stands; watchf1ý,4 at the helra.

A ý_beautifàl land is the Land of Dreams-.
Green - hîlls and valleys and deep lag

Swiftrushino, torrents and gentle'streams"
Glassinc a myriad silver moons

Mirror-like lak-elets with lovely isles;'
And verdurous headlands lookino, down

On the Neread shapes, whose miles
Were worth the price of a peaceful crown.



146 INTO THE SILENT LAND.

We eluteh at the silvery bars
Flung from. the motionless stars,

And elimb far into space,
Defyino- the race

Who ride in aërial cars.

We take up the harp of the mind,
And finger its delicate strinos

The notes, soft and ligh*
As a moonbeam's flight,

Departing on viewless wings.
Afar in' some fanciful bower,

Some region of exquisiteýcalm,
Where the starlight falls in a gleaming shower,

We sink to repose
On our couch of rose,

Inhaling no mortal balm.
The worlds are no longer unknown

We pass through the uttermost sky,
Our eyelids are kissed
By a gentle mist,
And we feel the tone
Of a calmer zone,

As if heaven were wondrous niorh.

A fanciful land is the Land of Dreams,
Where earth and heaven are clasping hands

No heaven-no earth,
But one wide, new birth,

Where Beauty and Goodness, and buman worth,
Make earth of heaven and heaven of eàrth';

And angels are walking on golden strands.
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And the pearly gates of the u n-iverse
Of mind and* fancy, opening
To the touch of the dainty finger-tips

Of ele.g'ant Peris with rose-büd lips,
Delicate, weird-like sounds axe born
From the amber depths of odorous morn,

And spirits of beauty and light rehearse
Such strains as the young immortalis sing,

When the'souls of the blest
Are borne to, their-rest,

On luminous pin, ions- of light serene'
To the fragrant bowers of evergreen
O'er the rosy plains, wherethe dyinçr hours

Are changed by a spell to celéstial flowers,
Where the skies have a hue no name can expresss,

For the tone of their passionate loveliness
Surpasseth all human imagoining.

Such was their beautiful Dream of Life
Each stern reality softened down

Earth seemed to have ended her age of Strife,
- And Harmony reigned, her olive crown

Resting on the ' Parian brow
Of the fair victor, like the gleam

Of the silvery moon on waves that.:Row
-Thoughtfully down the,.ýsurnmer stream.

Such was their earnest Dream*«of Life!
Was * it some angel, -with jealous; eye,
Seeing such love beneath the sky
As ne,ýer yet in world or star,
Or spheral height, that reached so, far
'Twas never beheld by mortal sight,
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Or elsewhere, save in highest heaven,
Was duly earned, or truly given,

That leagued with the usurper, Death,
To quench the light, that shone so bright

That in all tbe-earfli there was not a breath
So foul as to change their day to, night ?

Aloine! alone! Oh, word of fearful tone!
Well migght the moon withhold her light,
The stars withdraw from human sight,

When Love was overthrown.
The -Nlinstrel's heart how changed
Love's principalities,
O'er whieh he reigned suprême,

Usurped by earth's realities;
The realm through which he ranged
Become a vanished dream!
And yet he su-Do, as sings
The dyino swan that droops its wings
And drifts along the stream

THE LIGHT IN THE WINDOW PANE.

A joy from my soul's departed,
A bliss from my heart is flown,

As weary, weary-hearted,
I wander alone a] ne!

The night wind sadly sigheth
A witheri-ng, wild refrain,

And my heart within me dieth
For the light in the window pane.,

nommum
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The stars overhead are shininc
As brightly as e'er they shone,

As heartless-sad-repinino,,
I wander alone-alone!

A sudden flash comes streainiii(y
And flickers, adown the lane

But no more for me is gleamin''
The light in the window pane.

The voices that pass are-cheerful,
Men laugh as the night windc-- moan;

They cannot tell how fearfial
'Tis to wandet alone-alone!

For them, with each nigght's returning,
Life sin,o-eth its tenderest strain,

Where the beacon of love is burnincr-ZD i
The light in the window pane.

Oh, sorrow beyond all sorrows
To which human life is prone:

Without thee through all the morrows,
To wander alone-alone!

Oh dark deserted dwellino,
Where Hope like a lamb was slain,

No voice from thy lone walls welli-Dçrl

No light in thy window pane.

But memory, sainted angel!
Rolls back the sepulchral stone,

And sings like a sweet evangel:
No-never, never alone!
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True grief has its royal palace,
Each loss is a greater gain;

And Sorrow ne'er filled a chalice
That Joy did not wait to drain 1"

Man must be perfected
By suffering," he said -

And Death is but the stepping-stone, whereby
We Mount towards the gate

Of heaven, soon or late.
Death is the penalty of life - we die,

Because we live - and life
Is but a constant strife

With the immortal Impulse that within
Our bodies seeks control-
The time-abiding Soul,

That wrestles with us-yet we fain would win.

And what? the victory
Would make us slaves; and we,

Who in oùr blindness struggle for the prize
Of tbis illusive state

Called Life, do but frustrate
The higher law-refusino- to -be wise."

Rightly he knew, indeed,
Ea.rth's brightest paths but lead

To the true wisdom of that perfect state,
Where Knowledge, heaven-born,
And Love's eternal morn,

Awaiteth those who would be truly great.
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With what abiding trust
Ile -rose from out the dust,

As Death's swift chariot passed him by the way
No -visionary dream
Was his-ý-no triflino, theme-

The Soul's great Mystery hîm.lay:

TER SOUL.

All mymind has sat in state,
Pond'ring on the deathless Soul:

at must be the Perfect Whole,
When the atom is so great!

God! I faU in spirit down,
Low as Persian to the sun;

AU my senses,'-one by one,
In. the stream of Thought ým'ust drown.

On the tide of mystery,
Like a waif, I'm seaward borne
Ever looking for the morn

That will yet interpret Thee.

Openi*no., my blinded eyes,
That have -stiôve to look 'Mthin,
'Whekned in cloiids "of doubt and sin,

Sinking where I dared to xise:

Could I trace one Sp**t's flightý
Track it to its final goal,

Know that "Sp**t'meant 'the Soul;
I must perish in the light.
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AU in vain I search and cry:
What, 0 Soul, and whence art thou

Lowér than the earth I bow,
Stricken with the grave reply:

Wouldst thoü ope what God has sealed-
Sealed in mercy here below ?

What is best for man to know,
Shall most surely be revealed 1"

Deep on deep of mystery
Ask the sage, he knows no more

Of the soul's unspoken lore
Than the child -upon his knee!

Cannot tell me whence the thought
That is passing through my mind 1

Where the mystic soul is shrined,
Wherewith all my life is fraught ?

Knows not how the brain conceives
Images almost di-vine

Cannot work my mental mine,'
Caùnot bind my golden shea-ves.

Is he wiser, then, than- I,
Seeina- he can read the stars ?
I have rode in fancy's cars

Leagues beyond his farthest sky 1

Some old Rabbi dreamino- o'er
The sweet legends of his race,

As- him for some certain trace
Of the far, eternal shore.
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No. The Talmud page is dark,
Thoug'h it burn with quenchless fire
And the insight must pierce higrher,

That wÔuld find the vital spaxk.

0 my Soul! be firm and wait,
RopiDo- with the zealous few,

Till the Shekinah of the True
Lead thee through the Golden Gate.
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SONNETS.

ALICEý I need not tell you that the Art
That 'copies Nature, éven at its best,

Is but the echo of a splendid tone,
Or like the answer of a little child
To the deep question of some frosted sage.

For* Nature in her grand magnificence,
Compared to- Art, must ever raise her head

Beyond the -ognizance of human minds:
This is the spirit merely - ýhat, the soul.
We watch. her passing, like some gentle dream,
And catch sweet glimpses of her perfect face

We see the flashing of her gorgeous robes,
Andý if her mantle ever faRs at all,
How few Elishas wear it sacredly,
As if it were a valued gift from heaven.
God has created; we but-i-e-,create,
According to, the temper of our minds
According to the grace He has bequeathed
AccordiDg to the uses we have made

Of His good-pleasure goiven unto us.
And so I love my art, chiefly, be'eause
Through it I revrence Nature, and improve
The ton'e and tenor of the mind He gave.'
God sends a Gift; w* crown'it with high Ait,
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And make it worthy the bestower, when
The talent is not hiddên in the dust
Of pampered nerrlirrence and venial sin,
But put to studious use, that it may work
The end and aim forwhich. it was bestowed.
All Good is God's - all Love and Truth are His
We are His workers; and we dare not plead

But that Re crave us largely of all these,
Demandincr a discreet return that when
The page of life is written to its ' close
It may receive the seal and autograph
Of His good pleasure-the right royal sign
And signet of approval, to theend

That we were' worthy of the gift divine,
A.nd through it praised the Great A-rti:fic

In my long rambles throuç),h Orillian woods
Out on the ever-chancrincr Couchichincr
By the rough margin of the L ake St. John

Down the steep Severn, where the artist sun,
In dainty dalliance with the blushing stream,
Transcribes each tree branch leaf, and rock and flower,
Perfect in shape and colour, clear, distinct,
With all the panoramie chancre of sk-yý--

g toying with
Even as Youth's briçrht river

The fairy craft where Inexperience dreams,
And subtle Fancy builds its airy halls,
In blest imacrination pictures most
Of bright or lovely that adorn.life's banks,

With the blue vault of heaven over all;
On that serene and wli-z'ard afternoon
As hunters chase the wild-- and timid deer



Il Ve chased the quiet of Medonte's shades
Througà the green windings of the forest road,

Past Nature's venerable rank and file
Of primal woods-her Old Guard, sylvan-plumed-
The far-off Huron, like a silver thread,
The clue to some enchanted labyrinth, ý4

Dimly perceived beyond the stretch of woods
Th' approaches tinted by a purple. haze,
And softened into beauty like the dream
Of some rapt seer's Apocalyptie mood
And when at Rockridge we sat lookiDçr out

Upon the softened'shadows of the night,
And the wild glory of the throbbing stars -
Where'er we bent our Eden-tinted way:
My brain was a weird wilderness of Thought:
My heart, loves sea of passion tossed and forn,

Calmed by the presence of the lovinçr souls
By whom I was surrounded. All ýhe -whilê
They deemed me pýssino, tame and wondered when
My dreamy castle would come toppling down.
I was but dri-vinçr back- the aching past,
And mirroring tho future. And these leaves
Of meditation are but perfum-es from.
The censer of my feelings - honied drops

Wrung from the busy hives -of heart and brain
Mere etchings of the artist grains of sand

îFrom the calm shores of that unsounded deep
Of spqculation, where all thought is lost

Amid the realms of Nature and -of God.

imugulla mi 1 Belle

SONNETS-PROEN. 161 -,



My soul goes out to meet her, and my heart
Flincs wide the portals of its love, and yearns
To have her enter its serene rétreat.
A poor stray lamb, not wand'riiig ftom, the fold,
But all unstudied in ý the worldlinc's art
Turnina life's mintage into seemino, gold,

Wherewith to purchase love and love's returns
Unknowing that loves waters, though so sweet,

Lead to some bitter Marah. So my soul
Goes out to meether, and it clasps her home,
And seeks to bear her upward to the goal

Atwhich the righteous enter. From the doMI2ý
Of starriest Night two blest Immiortals come,

Tobear us spheral-ward to God's ownmercy-seat.
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'Tis summer still, yet now and then a leaf
Falls ûom' some stately tree. True type of life!

How emblamatic of the pangs that grief
Wrings from our blighted hopes, that one by one

Drop froin us in our wrestle with the strife
And natural passions -of our stately youth.
And thùs we fa.11 beneath life's summer sun.
Each step conducts us through an opening door
into new halls of being, hand in hand

With grave Experience until we command
The open, wide-spread autumn fields, a n-d store
The full ripe grain of Wisdom and -of Truth.
AS onlife's tott'rinc precipice we stand,

Our sins like withered leaves are blown about the land.

SONNETS. 163
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Oh; holy sabbath morn 1 thrice blèssed day
Of, solemn rest, true peace, and earnest prayer.
How many heaxts , that never knelt to prîýy
Are glad to breathe thy soul-sustaining air.
1 sit within the quiet woods, and hear
The vffiage church-bell's soft inviting sound,
And to the confines of the loftiest sphere
Imagination wincrs its airy round
A- myriad spirits have assembled. there,
Whose prayers on earth a sweet acceptance found.
1 go to worship in Thy House, 0 God 1

With her thy young creation bright and fair
Help us to do Thy will, and -not despair,

Tkough both our hearts should bend beneath Thy
chastening rod.
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The birds are singing merrily, and here
A squirrel claims the lordship of the woods,
And scolds me for intruding At my feet
The tireless ants all silently procl
The dignity of labour. In my ear
The Dee hums drowsily; from sweet to sweet
Careering, like a lover weak in

I hear faint music. in the solitudes;
A dreamlike melody that whispers peace
Imbues the calmy forest, and sweet rilb
Of pensive feeling murmur through my-brain,
Like ripplings of pure water down the hills
That slumberjn- the moonlight. Ce âse, oh, Sam
Some day my weary heart will coin these into pain.
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V.

Blest Spirit of Calm -that dwellest in these woods!
Thou art a paxt of that serene repose -
That ofttimes lingers in the solitudes

()f my lone heart, when the tumultuous throes-
of somelvast Grief have borne me to the eàrth.

Tor I have fought with Sorrow face to face',
lia-ve tasted of the cup that brings to, some

frantic madness and délirious mirth,
But prayed and trusted for the light to, come,

Tobreak the gloom and darkne's of the ' place.
Throi'gh the dim aisles the sunlight penetrates,

And nature's self rejoices; heavens figIt
Comes down into my heart, and in its might

My soul stands up and knocks at God's own temple-
gates.
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Through every sense a sweet balm permeates,
As music strikes new tones from. every nerve.
The soul of Feelino, enters at the gates
Of Intellect, and Fancy comes to serve
With fittiiig homage the propitious guest.
Nature, erewhile so lonelyand oppressed,
Stands like a stately Presence, and looks down
As from. a throne of power. - I have grown
Full twenty summers backwards, and my youth
Is surging in upon me till my hopes
Are. as - fresh-tinted as t«he'eheckered, leaves
That the sun shines through. AU the future opes
Its endless corriidors, where time unweaves

The threads of Error ûom the golden warp of Truth.
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Our life is like a forest where the sun
Glints down upon us throuorh the throbbing leaves;

The full light rarely finds us. One by one,
]Deep rooted in our souls,, there springeth up

Dark groves of human passion, riéfi-in gloom,
At first no bigger thau an *acorn-cup.
Hope threads the tançrled labyrinth, but grieves
Till all our sins have rotted in their tomb,
And made the rich loai îà of, each yearning heart
To brino, forth fruits and flowers to new life.
We feel the dew from heaven, and there- start

From some deep fountain, little rills whose strife
Is drowned in music. Thus in lioht and shade

We live, and inove, and die, through all this eaxthly
glade.
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vill.

Above where 1 am sitting, o'er these stones,
The ocean w'a-ves once heaved their mighty forms;
And vengeful tempests and appaRing storms
Wruno, from the strieken sea portentous moans,
That rient stupendous icéberýgs, whosehuge heigmhts

Crashéd down infýýents throu,,h the startled
nights.

Chance chancye eternal chanoýe in all but God
Mysterious nature! thrice mysterious state

Of body, soul, and s 'rit! Man is awed,
But triumphs in his littleness. A mote,
Re-specks the eye.of the age and turns to dust,

And is the sport ofýcenturies. We note
More surely nature's éver-changincr fate;

Her fossil records tell how she performs. her-trust.
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1 lx.

Another day of re§t, and I sit here
Amono- the trees, green mounds and leaves as sere

As my own Ilasted hopes. There was a time
Wheu Love and perfect, Ilappiness did chime

Like tvîo sweet sounds upon this blessed day
But one has flown forever, fax away
From this . poor E arth's unsatisfied desires
To love eternal, and the sacred fires
With which the other lighted up my mind

gave faded out and left. no trace behin'd,
But dust and bitter ashes. Like a bark
Becalmed, I anchor through the m*»dnight dark,

Still hopino, for another dawn' of Love.
Bring back my olive branch of Happiness, 0 dove!
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Poor sn ' ai17 that toilest at'InY weary.feet,
Thouý tooý must have thy burden! Life is sweet,

If we would make it so. How vast a load
To carry 0 its days along the road
Of its serene existence! « Christian-lik-e,
It toils with patience, seekino- sweet repose

Within itself when wearied with the thrôes
Of its life-strurgle. The, low souncis that strike

Upon the ear in wafts of melody, "

Are cruel mockeries, 0 snail, of thee.
The cricket's chirp, the grasshopper's shrill tone,
The locust's jarring cry, all mock thy lone
And dumb-like presence. May fUs heart of mine

When tried, put on a resignation such as thine.
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Oh that I were the spirit of these wilds!
Ild make the zephyrs dance for my delight,
And lead a life as happy as a child's.
Echo should tremble with unfeigomed àffiigght,

And mock its own weird answers. I wôuld kiss
Elizas cheek and touch her lips with dew
StoVn from the scented, rose. And Carrie's laugh
Should be a portion'of the silver rills,
Sweet music breathed mellifluously through
The hearts of generations. She should quaff
The nectar of inspired sono, and thrills
Of sweet remembrances of her should strew
The woodland air as sand-oTains strew the shore

And these two hearts should be my joy for evermore.
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XII.

The moon Éhone down on fair Eliza's face
And made it beautiful. No fitter place,
Could she have chosen fbr her oTaciois Silifle
For as she sat there in the languid light,

Nethon,,rht I'd found a soul as, free from guile
A , ever came from Cod.' (Al favored'Night 1
oh Bâild impassioned mon and starry spheres!
To craze upon her through the silent years

çe ut I have looked within
Without rebul,,. là
And found the trùest beauty; have laid baxe
A spmtual excePence as rare
A c. ever mortal beinc hoped. to win
Heart mind and sou4 1 analysed them'all,

And saw -where heaven kept divinest carnival.

-Al
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Xiii.

I've almost grown aportion of this place
1 seem familiar W'*th each mossy stone
Even the mimble chipmu nk passes on,

And looks, but never scolds me. Birds have flown
And almost touched my hand -and I can trace
The wild bees to, their hives. I've neve' known
So âweet a pause ftom labour. But the tone
Of a past sorrow, like a mournful rill
Threadinc'the heart of som'e melodious hill
Or the complainings of the whippoorwill,
Passes through every thought, and hof)e, and aim.
It has its uses - for it cools the fiame
Of ardent love that burns my being up--

Love; life's celestial Pearl, diffhsed through all its. cup.
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There is no sadness here. Oh, that my beart
Were calm. and peaceful as these dreamy groves!
That all my hopes and passions, and deep loves,
Could sit in such an atmosphere of peace,

W.here no, unholy'impulses would start
Respdnsive to the throes that never cease

To keep my spirit in such wild unrest.
'Tis only in the strugçrgýýg human breast
That the true son-ow lives. Our fruitful joys
Have stony kernels hidden in their core.
Life in' a myriad phases passethlere,

And death as varioùs-an equal poise
Yet allis but a solemn cha'no,e-no more

And not a sound save joy pervades the atmosphere.
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Last night I heard the plainqye whippoorwill,
And straicghtway Sorrow shot his swîftest, dart.
1 know not why, but it has ebilled my heart
Like some dread thing of evil. AU night Ion9
My nerves were shaken, and my pulse stood still,
And waited for a terror yet to, come

To strike harsh discords- through my life's sweet sang.
Sleep, came-an incubus that:filled the sum

Of wretchedness with dreams sô wild and chill
The sweat oozed from me lik-e :,ýrèat drops of gall.
An evil spirit kept my mind in thraH,
And rolled my body up like a poor scroll.
On which is, written curses that the soul

Shrinks back- from when it sces some hellish carnival.
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xvi.

My fodtsteps press where, centuries acyo
The Red Men fought and. conquered lost and won.

Whole tribes and races Clone like last year's snow.
Rave found the Eternal Runtino,-Grounds and run
The fiery gauntlet of their active days,
Till'few are left to tell the mournful tale

And4hese inspire us with such wild amaze
They seem like spectres passim, down a vale

Steeped in uncertain moonliçyht, on their way
Towards some bourn where dar-ness blinds the day.

And niçrht is wrapped in mystery profouBd.
Wè cannot lift the mantle of the past:

We seem to wander over hallowed o-round:
We scan the trail of Théught, but all is overcast.

m
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XVII.

TiiFR-E wAs A TI.X,-ancl that is all we know!

No record lives of their ensangguined deeds:
The past seems palqied with some giant blow,
And grow's the more obscure on what it feeds.
A rotted fragment of a human leaf -
A few stray skulls a heap of human bones!
These axe the records-the traditions brief-

'Twere. easier far to read the speechless stones.
The fierce 0jibwas, with tornado force,

Strikino, white terror to the hearts of braves
The mighty Hurons, rollino, on their course
Compact and steady as the oceau waves
The stately Chippewas, à warrior host

Who were they ?-Whenca?-And why ? no human
tongue can boast
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I do not wonder ihat, the Druids built
Their gacred altars in the sacred go-ro' ' ë1s''.

Fit place to worship, God. The nati'ýe guilt
Of our poor weak humanity behov,4ý
That we should set aside no little art

Of the devotion of -the yearn«'iii£r eart
To rest and peace, as typiciof that

Sweet tranquil. rest to, ;Îiiý'/h the good aspire.
Calm thoughts are as thý,Purifying fire
That burns the uselesý drQss from life's mixed, gold,

And lights the torch- oi mià. While grasping at
The shadow for thi-sübstance, YOUth grows old,
And s of palm spring up in eivery heart-

e ésto,--God, wherein we pray a 1 nd sit, apart.
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How m heart yearns towards my friends at home 1
Poor, suffering souls, whose lives are like the trees,
Bent, crushed, and broken in the storm of life!
A whirlwind of existence seems té roam
Through some poor hearts continùally. These
lIave neithe' rest nor pause; one day is rife
With tempest, and another dashed with. gloom
And the few rays of light that might iRume
Their thorny path are drenched with tearful rain.
Yet these pure soulslive not their lives in vain

For they become as splinitual guides
And lights to others risino, with the tides
Of their full being into hiprher spheres,

Brighter and brighter still through all the c-mincr
years.
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I sat within the temple of her heart,
And watched the living Soul as it passed through
Irrayed in pearly vestments, white and pure.
The calm, :immortal Presence made me start.

'It searched,'through all the chambers of her mind1
With one mild glance of love, and smiled to view

The fastnesses of feeling, strong-secure,
And safe from all surprise. It sits enshrined
And offers incense in her heart, as on
An altax sacred unto God. The dawn
Of an imperishable love passed through
The lattîee'of my senses, and I, too,

Did offer incense in that solemn place-
A woman's heart made pure and sanctified by Grace.
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Xxi.

Intense young soul, that takest heaýrts by storm,
And chills them into sorrow with a look!

Some m ' inds axe open as a well-read book;
But here the leaves axe still uneut-unscahned
The volume clasped and. sealed, and all the warm
And passionate exuberance of love
Held in submission to these threadbare flaws,
And creeds of weaknesses, poor human laws.
Stand up erectr-nay kneel-for from above
God's light is streaming on thee. Fashion's daws
May fawn and:flatter like a cringing pack
()f servile hounds benýmth the keeper's hand
But these are not thy peers ; they drîve thee back

Urge on the car of Thought, and take a higher
stand
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Dark,' dismal day-the fint of many sich!
The wind is sighinom through the"Plaintive trees,
In fitful, gusts -of a half-frenzied ý'woe
Affrighted clouds the hand might almost touch,
Their black whigs be'nd so -ournfully and low,
Sweep through the skies like night-winds o'er the seas.
Thère is no chirp of bird through, all the grove,

Save that of the young fiedorelino, rudely fluno.

Trom its warm nest - and lik-e the clouds above
My soul is, dark, and restless as the breeze
That leaps and dances-over Couchichin..
Soon will the last duett be sweetly su-nâ
But through the years to come our hearts will ring

W ith memories, as dear as time and love can bring.
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AU REVOIR.

That morn our hearts were like artesian weHs,
Both deep and calm, and brimming with pure love.

And in each one, like to an April day,
Truth smîled and wept,. while Courage wo.und his,

horn,
Dispatchinc echoes that are whispering still
Through all the vacant chambers of our souls -

While Sorrow sat with drooped and aimless wiiag,
Within the solitary fane of thouçrht.

We'wished some warlike Joshua were there
To ma-e th'e sun stand stilly or to put back
The dial to the brighter side of time.
A eloud huncr over Couchichinçr a cloud
Eclipsed the merry sunshine of our hearts.

We needed no*philosopher to teach
That laughter is not always born of joy.

5 fur j"z br5trý7 the fair E1îzàý said
And we denved new courage from her lips,
That spak-e the maxim of her trustino, heart.

We evén smiled, at some portentous sign
That sionified-W*ell, if it turn out true,
Then, Fll believe it. 'Hea-ven works.in signs.
More parting words, more lingering fareweHs
Pressure of hands, and thrillinçr touch of lips,
A wavinçr of white handkerchiefs and Love

Grew pFayerful, ànd, kne1t'down, and wept
His scattered rosary of human hearts.



185SONNETS-AU REVOIR.

Soon looking back, we- saw where Ramah lay
Cold, wan, and cheerless as the race it holds.

And as We.neared the Lake the sun came forth,
As tardily as if the sluggard day

Had slept moÈe soundly for the piping storm,
That -veerîjaçr round had fluuç), its challeDgre out

' 7 C 7 ZD
In sullen menace to, the western s-y,

Now black with clouds. A.flash, a mufiled roll
Of elemental passion, broke the spell,
And down on Simcoe fell the sudden rain,
Veiling the gloomy landscape from our sight.
Througghout the changeful day, alternate cloud

And sànshine left their traces on our hearts,
Until the eveninry reared its dr'eamy piles

Of eloud-built'chateaux steeped in gorgeous tints,
That from celestial censers are outpoured

ýVhen the crand miracle of.sunset draws
Our souls all yearning with a oy divine
To share the fleetincr criory, ere ît goes
To gglean new splendors for the ruby morn.

'Tis ever thus with true impas-sio-ned, love:
Love's s ' un, like that of day, may set, and set,
It hath . as briç-hýa risinc in the morn.
True love has no gray hairs - his golden loc-s
Can never whiten with the shows of time.

Sorrow lies drear on many a youthful heart,
Like snow upon the everçrreens --but love

Can crather sweetest honey by the way,
Wen from the carcass of some prostrate grie£
We have been spoiled with blessings. Thougrh the

world
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Ilolds nothino, dearer than the hope thats:fled,
God ever opens up- new founts of bliss-

Spiritual Bethsaidas where the soul
Cau wash the earth-stains from. its fevered loins.
We carve our sorrows on the face of joy,

Reversino, the true image we are weak
Where strength is needed most, and most is given.

Thus musing, as they chatted in the train,
The whistlè broke my reverie, as one
Might be awakened from a truthful dream.
The city gas-lights flashed into our e es
And we, half-shrinking from the glare and din,
Thoucht but of two more partings on the morn,,
When Love should be enfettered, hand and foot,

Èor the lono, Son of a human year.

TRE END.
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Sanirsterls Canadiau Poeus.

THE STO LAWRENCE AND THE SAGUE-NA111

OPINIONS OF THE PRESS.

MILS. SÛSýLNNLA MOODIE.

BELLE-VILLE, JUIY 28thý Iffl.

SIR,-Accept my sîncere thanks for the volume of beautiful
Poems with which you have favored me. If the worlçl receîves
them with as much plea-sure as they have been read by me, your

name will rank high among the gîfted So . ns of Song -If a native
of Canada, she may well be proud of hér Bard, who has sung in
such lofty straîns the natural beauties of hiý-native land. Wîsh-

îng you all the fame you so richly deserve, I subscribe myself,
your sincere admirer.

To Mr. Charlà Sangster. SUSA2ýNA 1 DIE.

REV. J. MACGEORGE.
Amongst the very few Bards whîch Canada has yet produced,

Mr. Sangstér occupies the very first rank, and he -Will even
occupy a prominent position in the litera-ry annals of our
province.

LONDON NATIONAL MAGAZINE.
Western Canada is enabled to, boast, and does boast somewhat

'oudly, of Charles Sangster, who has celebrated in Spenserian
Stanzas the beauties and the sublimities of the St. Lawrence
and the Saguenay. Well may the Canadians be proud of such
contributions to'their infant literature; well may they be for-
ward to recognize his lively imagination, his bold masterly style,

and the fulness of his imagery. * * * * * There is much of
the spirit of Wordsworth in this writer, only the toue is reli-
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gious instead of being philosophical. In some sort,
and according to, his degree, he may be regarded as the Words-
worth of Canada.

Ris whole soul seems- steeped in love and poesy, and finds
utterance in expression generally éloquent, bold and musical.
He is thoroughly sentimental, teeming wîth ideas of the sublime
and beautîful, and bears evident marks of enthusia-stîc poeticul
conception. Mr. Sangster is a poet of no meau order, and his
volume îs far the most respectable contribution of Poetry that
has yet been made to the infant liter#ure of Canada.---m--.Yuron
Signal.

We hail the publication of the§e Poems, to which, we readily
invite attention. They are chiefly upon topics încîdental to
British America; betray considerable talent, and no slight poetic

skill and tâte, whîle to their good feeling and admirable tone
we give our warmest testimony.-Canadian (Lon-don) Yews.

Mr. Sancrster, ïn his description of the St. Lawrence and the
Saguenay has vividly pourtrayed the Scenery through which
they pass ; his ýbook îs destînëd to create a great sensation, and
should be in the hands of every tourist who visits, or ay have

-visited, the beautiful scenery he so charmingly depicts -Toron-
to colonist.

These Poems are written in a bold masterly style, full of ima,
gery, and displaying ability of no ordinary kind. Mr. Sangster
is a Poet, in the true sense of the term, and leads his readers in
burning langruage of inspiration from Natureup to Natures

God.-Ottawa Dînes.

This is a book that, as a Canadian, we are proud of. The sub-
ject upon which it treats is one well worthy the high talents of
the Author. We are glad the volume has been published; it is
a great addition to the literary products of the Province. To

toùrists it is indispensable. As they pass along on their tour
-of pleasure over these two rivers,, it would be a treat to read his
chaste and classic muse.ý-Montreal Pilot.

The material of " Pleasant Memories " is original and excel-
lent. Mr. Sangster is something more than one of the mob of
gentlemen who write with ease. We should be glad to hear from
him again.-New Yorkàlbion. -Y
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The Poem entitled " The St. tawrence and the Sagmenay
is a master piece; and in fàct the whole book breathes the spi-

.rit of a master mind. It is in every way creditable to Mr.
Sangster, and shows unmistakably that he îsa Poet of decided

ability, of whom Canadq, hîs native place, ought to be proud.
-Ottawa Monarckist.

The description'of the Tb:ousancl Isles is very fine, the Lyric
to the Isles very musical and beautiful; there are many fine
passages in the description of the Saguenay.-iYontreal GaZette.

A writer make his m" he lîterary world.
-Bitffalo -Republic.

Purity pervades every line, and pure thouçrhts expressed in
chaste and glowing wordsblend in the harmony of the mea-sure.

J-T-is Poetry breathes of that eaith whîch penetrates the unseen.
- Uticafferald.

The work is essentially Canadian; but its strongest claim îs
its own intriusîe merîts. The spirit, style, and sentiment are

on the whole eminently Poetîcal.-Newburg Index.

Whatwe most admire in Mir. Sançy-ster is his warm and ardent
Iove fotthe beautiful and the çrood, and his never-failîn,7 charity;

that he possesse' poetical talent in a hîgh de-ree any one capable
of judoîng with allow. Ris reverence'of the God-Ilke, his love
of the'beautiful, his adoration of the true, commend his first
breathings in the world of authorship to every right-thinker.
-Kingston Coînmercial.,Idvertiser.

We hail this contribution to, the scanty store of Canadian
"Literature, and we concyratulate -Kincyston in havinc, in its midst
one possessed of poetical talent in so hicrh a derrree.-Kingston
New8. Q

These Poems as a whole are every way worthy the Genius of a
true-boru poet like Mr. Sangster, our Native Bard; the publie

may well afford to patronize the best the country has produced.
-Hainilton Spectator.

Mr. Sangster is a Canacliau Poet of no inconsiderable talent.
The portions of the larger Poem, " The St. Lawrence and the
Sa,Yuenay,'-' which we have perused, give us a very favorable1
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opinion of the book. Mr. Sangster possesses a lively imagma-
tion, united to good descriptive powers, and is likely to, -make
himself widely known as a genuine friend of the Muses. Toron-
to Globe.

In.' The St. Lawrence and the Saguenay," there, breathes a
spirit of description -ivhich miçrht do credit to, au author of
ggreater fame--Chatkam Advertiser.

This volume of Foems is a credit to Canadian Literature.-
Britàk jvkzg.

A Canadian Poet, whose poems are far above mediocrity-
whose soncrs are of Canada-her mountains, maidens, manners,

morals, lakes, rivers, valleys, semons, woods,'férests, and abori-
gi -Will he get
, nes, her faith and hope, merits encouragement.
ît?-3fcKeiz.-iès Jtessage.
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