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THE DESOLATE COTTAGE —»Y 1SS PRESCOTT

Gay woodbines round the casement twine,
~ With star-like Jjessamine;
And lovely as an infant’s face,
The rose looks laughing in;
“Ehe-sunbeams glance between the leaves;
Like fon@wmd.silent smil 0s,
To grest the fruit that Hanes.
Beneath the sculptured tiles.
As silently as in a dream
The sunny moments pass,—
You e’en might hear the lily’s leaf
Drop softly on the grass.

A deepunbroken stilmaess reigns,
Save when a Hower is stirr’d

At intervals by drowsy bee:

Orwhen o Summer bird

Floats onward, gaily as a cloud,
And murmurs forth its glee

- To earth and sky in gentle streams

Of dew-like melody.

The vine's young tendrils hang unmoved—

. 00 low the wind’s rich breath—

- But what 1s life’s most silent ealm
Beside the calm of death ?

What if the rose still' flourish there,
The grape’s bright clusters shine,
The jasmin round the window frame

Its scented blossoms twine?
~~The eyesthat wateh’'d their Toveliness
- May gaze on them no more,
The hand. that.train’d: their budding leaves,
Alas! its task is o’er! .
What though full sweetly on the car
May fall the' woodhird’s strain,
The wild, impassion’d voice of grief
- Hath"eall’d on herin vain!

She lies upon her stately hed,
- Whose curtains’ crimgon fold
Still flings a bloom upon her face,
So stilly so fair, so cold;
And yet such bloem is not like life,
—A-very babe might know,
The peaceful sniile upon her lip
* TFrom earth’s joy could not flow.
The brow that gleams so softly out
Beneath the braided hair,  —
_ “ What butithe angel’s parting 103k
- ¢: Had left such calmness there?
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WE ARE GROWING OLD.

LY FRANCIS BROWNE.

- —

We'are growing old—how the thought will rise
When a glance is backward cast
On some long remembered spot that lies
In the silence of the past;
It may be the shrine of cur early vows,
Or the tomb of early tears;
But it seemns like a far off isle to us,
In a stormy sea of years.
Ch, wide and wild are the waves that pars;
QOur steps from its greenuess now,
And we miss the joy of many g heart,
And the light of many a brow ;
For deep o'er mahy a stately bark -
Haye the whelming billows rolled, ;
That steered with us from that early mark—
Oh, friends we are growing old !

Old in the dimness and the dust
Of our daily toils and cares,—
Old in the wreck of love and trust
Wilich our burdened memaory bears.
Each-form may wear to the passing’eaze

The bloom of life’s freshuess vet,
CAndTbenmE may brighten our latter d
-Which the morniug néver met,

But, oh, the changes we have seen
In the far and winding way !

The gravesin our path that have grown green,
And the-locks that haye grown gray,

The winters still our own may spare
The sable or the gold ;

But we saw their snows upon brighter hair,
And, friends, we are growing old !

We have gained the world’s cold wisdom now,
We have learned to pause and fear ;

Brt where are the living founts whose flow
Was ajoy of heart to hear?

We have won the wealth of many a clime,
And the lore of many a page ;

But where is the hopes that saw in time
But its boundless heritage ?

7

Willit come again when the violet wakes,
And the woods their youth renew ?

We have stood in the light of sunny brakes,
Where the bloom was deep and blue ;

Aund our soul might Jov in the spring time then,
But the joy was faint and eold ;

For it never could give us the youth again
Of hearts that are growing old.
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A Christmas Story.==[ By Alice Careiy.]
’T'is Christmas Eve, and by the fire-light dim,
His blue eyes hidden by the fallen hair,
My little brother—mirth is not for hiim—
Whispers, how poor we are !
Come, dear one, rest upon my knee your head,
And push away these curls of golden glow,
And 1 'will tell a-Christmas tale i‘read
A long, long time ago.
Tig of a little orphan boy like vou,
Who had on earth no friend his ieet to guide
Into the path of virtue, strait and triie, -
And 50 he turned aside,

‘The parlor fires, with genial warmth aglow,
Threw over him theirwaves of mocking light,
Once as he wandered idly to and fro,
In the unfriendly night.
p Bhe while a thousand little girls and boys,
O Wiith look of pride, with hdlf-averted eye,
‘PhE1r hands and armé o’erbrimmed with Christmas toys,
Passed and re-passed him by.
Chilled into half-forgetfulness of wrong,
And tempted by the splendors of the time.
As roughly jostled by the hurrying throng,
Trembling, \He.talkem@g._ W e T g i SRR T
And when the Tempter once had found the way, ...
And thought’s still threshold, half-forbidden, crossed,
His steps went darkly onward day by day,
Till he at last was lost.
So lost, that once from a delirious dream,
As conscipusness began his soul to stir,
“Around 'him fell the meorning’s eheckered beain—
He was a prisoner.
Then wailed he in the frenzy of wild pain,
Then wept he till his eyes with tears were diimn:
Biit who would kindly answer back again,
A prisoner-boy like him ?
And so hia cheek grew thin and paled away,
But nota loving hand was stretched to save;
And the snow covered the next Christmag day
His lonesome little grave.
Nay, gentle brother, do not weep, I pray,
You have no sins like his to be forgiven.
And kneeling down together, we can sag,
Father, who art in Heaven.
S0 shall the blessgd presence of content
Brighten our home of toil and poverty,
And the dear consctousness of time well spent,
Our Christmas portion be.




BURY ME IN THE MORNING.
BY MRS, HALE.

Bury me in the morning, mother,
Oh | let me have the hght

Of one bright day on my grave, mother
Ere you leave me alone with the night;

Alone in the night of the grave, mother—
'Tis a thought of terrible fear |—

And you-will he here alone, mother,
And stars will be shining here.

So bury me in the morning, mother,
And let me have the hcrlxt

Of one bright day on my grave, mother,
Ere I am alone with night.

You tell:me of the Saviour’s love, mother—
1 feel it in my heart;

But oh! from this beautiful world, mother,

__Tis hard for the young to _Lﬂlt'

Forever to pa,rt when here, mother,
The soul is fain to stay,

For the grave is deep and dark, mother,
And Heaven scems far away,

Then bury in the morning, mother,
And let me have the light

Of one bright day on my grave, mether,
Ere I am alone with night.-

Never unclasp my hand, mother,
Till it falls aw Ay froru thine—

Let me hotd the p f‘f”"ﬂ of my love, mother,
Till 1 feel the Im & divine;

The love divine—oh! look, mother,
Above its beams I seg;

And there an angel's iacc mother,

- Is smiling down on mel

So bury me in the morning, mother,
When sunbeams flood the sky—
And leads to light on high,
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wowgratg BLVES PXT & fE\ CERE .
Al B K HP ' E.‘.J.“L.ﬁ. ....J.lu';.!g)n

Dr. CsaLMERS is said to be the author of the follow
mng beautiful poein, wiitten on the oceasion of the dL‘Ei‘h
of a young son whom he greatly loved': ¢
I am all alone in my chamber now,

And the midnighy hour is nears;

"" 1:.'.. iiil} iJ”I't pl cal .an.’ h.<:1.i ‘EI‘{_’ '!.Jl._1441. [ du 1 ‘_]LI&’
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Are II“. only souuds I hear
n 1fs solit

]
y

And over my so 1;I
SW u.t feelings of sadness g

. - - 17

For my heart and my eyes are full whenT think

Of the little boy that died.,

I went cne 11"'-11 to my 1ther’s house
Went honse 1o the dear ones all—

And softly 1 opéned the garden gute,

And ~'~.I':i}' the door of the hal
My mother came out to meet her son—
T oNe kissed me and (Hen She BIghed, e
And her head ft-iI on my heck; and she wept

For the little boy that died.

ey

I hall miss him when the flowers come,
In the gavden where he playoed

I shall wiss him more by.the lire-side,
\'\ hen the flowers have all decayed.

I shall see his toys asad his e :“n{; chRnir,
fx:ltl f!::' ili’:i' < ! uss 1] {0 ride

And thoy wiilspeak withra waiu..:. g

Of ihe little b 3

We shall o home to our Father’s House
To our Father’s nouse m l'!‘{‘ skies,

W here the hope of our'scuis shall i.:’.*‘e no blight,
Our love no broken ties,

Wee shall roam en the banks of the river of peace;
And batle 1n its blisstul tidu,

And onr» of the ]rn of our heuven shall be
The little bg Iy that died.

T 0 e hSel waiite ™o i vl




e MY BROTERER.
pY MRS M. A, BIDGRLOW,
Brornen, hrother ! storms are sweeping
Through the skics on wings of gloow ;
And to-day I have heen weeping
At a rising thought of home.

Oh ! the place whore first we cenfey
All the love of carly vedns,

W hen lite’s stormy clan we enfer,
How ifs memory prompts our tears !

Rrother, docs the vernal sunlight
Fall the same on the green wood ?

Bings that s'ream as full of music ?
Or, hath winter changed its mood 2

b ! A

Are cowsiips still a8 ragra. t?

Still as pure thewr golden light,
Showing the sweet brouklets pathway .
Through the meadows fresh aud bright ¥

{

Do the zephyrs scft at even
' Gently ware thie clambering vinc?
.Do the brilliant gems of heaven
Make the night about thee shine ?

Are the fields around thee lying
. Radiant with their former hght?
_Though abdve them clouds are flying,
 Mem’ry sces them always bright!

' Oh! there is no place—no ciher
" YWhere the scenery seems o fair !
While afar my deavest brother,
~8till thoughts ave ling’ring there.

Could | wish the sun declining .
" Till the skies with crimson burn,
" Till the moon-beams softly shining

Might forgotten thought return !

Could I take my seat beside thee,
Where the bees’ soft luil is heard®

And the young maturing foliage

By the breath of home is stirred’!

W herefore, wherefore em 1 tarning

~ To conceal my bitter tears! '

W herefore, O ry heart this yearning

~ Por the home of earlier years!

Dearast, ever faithful brother,
~_ Is that home unchanged to thee?
‘While I wonder with wnother, ’
" Does thy heart’s love follow me?

.| Dost thou miss me in the morning?
7 Am 1 'missed atclose of day? -
Canst thou let me be forgotten

“While afar my footsteps stray 2

~ ‘Let me know my brother loves mea, _
. That the hearts of home are warm—
" Phen the heavens may frown above mie;
- Apd 1 will not heed the storm! &y
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The Devad.

The dead are everywherel
The mountain side, the plain, the wood profound;
- All the wide earth—the fertile and the fair—
Is one yvast burial ground !
Within the populous streets,
In solitary homes, in places high,
In pleasure domes, where pomp and luxury meat,
én bow themselves to die.
The old man at hisdoor; ~+ '
‘Theée unweaned child murmuring its wordless song;
The bondmen and the free, the rich, the paor, T
All—all to death belong!

The sunlight gilds the walls “y
Of kingly sepulchres enwrought with brass;
And the lonig shadow of the cypress falls
Athwart the common grass.
The living of gone time, {
Builded their glorious cities by the se&;
And awful in their greatness sat sublime
. AS4YNo change-could be, =T
There was the eloquent tongue; '
The poet’s heart, the sage’s sonl was there:
-And loving women with their children young,
The faithful and the fair,

There were, but they are not!
Suns rose and set, and earth put on her bloom,
Whilst man, submitted to the common lot,
Wentdown into the tomb.

And still, amid the wrecks
Of mighty generations passed away, . _ _
Earth’s honest growth, the fragrant wild fiower, decks -
The tomb of yesteréfay

And in the twilight deep,

Go veiled women forth, like he who went,
Sisters of Lazarus; to the grave to weep,

To breathe in low laments.

The dead are everywhere;
Where’er is love, or tenderness, or faith;

Where’er is pleasure, pomp, or pride, wheré&'er
Life is or was, is death ! .
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[Erom the Boston Post.]
«BORRROBOOLA-GHA.”
A stranger preached last Sunday,
And crowds of people came,
To hear a two hour sermon
With a barbarous sounding name;
’Twas all about some heathens
Thonsands of miles afar,
Who live ina land of darkness
Called “Borrroboola-Gha.” .
So welil their wants he pictured,
That when the plates were passad,
Each listener felt his pockets,
And goodly sums were cast;
For all must lend a shoulder
I To push the rolling car,

' That carried light and comfort
* To *“Borrpphoola-Gha.”’

That night their wants and sorrowsa
"Lay heayy onmy soul, -

And deep in meditation =
1 took my morning stroii,

Till something caught my mantie

With eager grasp sp and wild
d looking down with won’der,
I saw a little child. :
‘A pale and puny creature,
1in ragsand dirt forlorn;

‘What could she want, I questioned,

Impatient to begone; . | .
With trembling voice she answered,
““We live just down the street,

And mammy she’s adyin’,

And we’ve nothing left to eat.”’

Down in a wretched basement,
With mould upon the walls,
Thro’ whose half buried windows

God’s sunshine never falls;

- Where cold, and want, and hurger,

Crouched near her as she lay,
Ifounda fellow creature
- Gasping her life away.. .. . .

A chair a broken table,

A bed of dirty straw,
A hearth all dark and cheerless—
But these I scarcely saw.
For the mournful sight before me,
The sad and sick’ning show—
Oh! had I ever pictured"
A scene so full of woe! |

The famished and the naked,
The babes that pine for brgfd

The squalid group that hud ed
Around the dying bed;

All this distress and, sorrow
Should be in lands afar;

‘Was 1 suddenly transplanted
To ‘“Borrroboola-Gha?”’

Ah, no! the poor and wretched

Were close behind the deor,
And I had passed them heedless
- Althousand times be

" Ades! for the cold and hungry . Al

That met me every day,
While all my tears were given
To the suffering far away.
There’s work enough for Christians
In distant lands, we EKpnow;
Cur Lord commands his servants
" Through allthe world to go,
ot only for the heathen; J
This was his charge to them—
“Go, preach the wordﬂegi‘nni_ng
First_at Jerusalem,” 0
Oh! Christian, God has promised
‘Whoe’er to thee has given
‘A cup of pure cold water,
Shall find reward in Heaven.
Would you secure the blessing,
You need not seek it far;
Go, find in yonder hovel
A ““Borrrobdola-Gha?

 December 5, 1854




'l‘he Last Rose of Summer, alone, alone
’ In the light of the morning hour, i
lee some sad half-remembered. lone,
Mournful and sweet that the soul wxll own,
Wlld and low as a lay u.nknown, it
_ That steals with a soothing power
Q’er every prayer and every thought
That fear has formed or hope has wrought. ,

- We will call thee’
& That God gwes back to the spmt shnne.

i We will call thee Trust—lone, Ionely one,
‘While thy wlnspermgs seemed to say,
God’s will on earth, not ours, be done,
- And the strain comes up while the morning sun

’ The mldmght ‘shadows half hn.ve won, |
From marble and mound away, .
. nd the nutumn hours in theu change go bv—- .

The last, alone, & memory, ;

The echo of that one refrain
That is ever struggling through the heart,
That seems of the treasured past a part.

 We will call thee Truth, emblem of Him
Thut came our world to save,
'Whose voice was heard in the midnight dim,
‘In the morning prayer, in the evening hymn ;
-~ Whose life he freely gave !
For us, for all the lost to win
Awsy from every woe and sin.

W will call thee Hope, while yet ye stay,
A guardian angel here, A
While yet is heard the song bird’s lay,
 Where wandering footsteps lightly stray,
Where the thourner comes to wesp and pray,
y With the wxlk;w shadows near, . i
*' ‘That have gathered close to yonder spot,
_ Where rests the loved and the unforgqt

We will call thee Love, lone chumhyard ﬂower,
For God, our God, is love ;
O’er His own, He watches every hour.,
: 'l‘hls, this comes up with a holy power,
From altar shrine and woodland bower,
Those breathings from above, ;
‘That are for earth, a pmm:se high,
. The presence of Heaven forever mgh. |

The Last ‘Rose of Summer ; a mommg watcher
“there,
'FWhere the minstrel and the -mourner may come
‘ with thoughts of pmyer, ‘ 1 7 :
o Thut wander back in sadness to dark Gethsemene,
To the trml hour, the mockery, the p!amt of
: agony; ;
To the eross, the cruclﬁxnon, tke sepulchre alone,
:T'o resurrection morning, when is heard that one
_low tone )
That steals on the sturtlmg stxllness, hke brokeu
music low.
¢ They have taken away my Lord ef u said mth
words all wild with wo.
' Farewell, fair flower, fa.rewe]l I wnll see thee
i not again, : 2 {3y -
: Yet still like a ha\mtmg memory. comes up the
. life like strain, :
Like some low lay, unmortal, to Whlch l lend the
v heart, it
. A presence of the proeent, of the ohenrhed past a
part;
O mourner, listen to 1t the sull sm ll voxce 80
; ‘near— = P
Remsmber, O remember an- angel bne is here.
- *1




5 DIM OLD WOODS.

TII
The dim old woods in the wintry tima !
How solemn and sad their tone; 3 ;
YWhen the winds sweep through, with moaning a chime
The aigles of the forest lone !
W hen th&.root its wonted thirst hath lost,
For the flow of the hidden rill—
And the fragile shoot is stiff with frost 3
And the sap in its cell is still—
W hen each gay leaf, that threw so soft
In its shades o’er summer’s brow,
Hath flown {rom its wavy sphere aloft,
To rest ’neath the starry snow—
When each sweet flower, with scented cup,
Frail withering where it grew,
Hath closed it faded petals up,
No more to drink the dew—
And when each trembling note that gushed,
1 In a(;ﬁfaia"m very song, e TE S i
{4 nd-tlic insect hum dre silent hushed,
“ ¥ TheJoafless boughs among !
Ah! sorrowing seem those woods 80 dim,
_As they-Hift:-thei branches bare—
The-shivering twig and the rigid limb,
To'the clasp of the frosty air ;
And they seem to mourn, *mid the wintry storm,
" For the flush of the greenword bough,
And sigh for the sere and ruined bloom
That sleeps.on the earth below,
And yet, those dark, sad solitudes!
I love their music well—
When whi-pering echo fils the woods
With tones of her murmuring shell—
For though the wind no voice doth owa,
LA it sleepsin the silent tree,
Yet the forest breathes with hollow moan,
Like the soundof the ceaseless sea—
As the spirit forms of leaves and flowers
- That grace warm-summer’s smiley ==
W here rustling still smong the bowers, .
Where erst they shone, the while—
And the spangled frost work, cold and bright,
That gleams on twig and stem,
Seems a throne for each of frozen light,
With a diamond diadem !
Oh ! I love those gems by the sunbeam kissed,
As they swing 1n the sparkling air,
And I love in the dim:old woods to list
Po the voiees stirring there !
THLZ OLDMAN TO HIS WIKFE.
We are giowing very old, Kate,
I feel it every day ;
The hair upon my temples now,
Is growing thin and gray.
We are not as we were, Kate;
And yet'our hearts are young
As when we roved the sanny hills
And flowery dells among,

We are growing very old, Kate;
But it is not age of heart,

Though speedily the hour comes o,
 When thou and I must part;

W hen thou aad I must part, Kate,

: As we have ne’er before,

Beside our cottage hearth to meet,

With words of love no more.

But we're growing very: old, Kate, -
Aund the parting won’t be long,

"Till we meet-within a better house,
Amid yon heayenly throng;

'Till we sing the song together, Kate,
The angels sing above s

Where ne’er the fears of parting take,
The blessedness of love.

8 i e




[For the American.]
The Mission of Deatin.
- The early spring’s soft morning breath
~* Around a cradle played, ' P
* Where lovely in the arms of death

A little child was laid«

And scattered o’er that cradle lay
Violets and snowdrops fair, . -
Spring’s earliest ﬁowe_ra—,—am’blems they,
Of the pure infant there.. . :
But mournfally, to that spring sky,
On that swéet morning air; =~
Rose a young mother’s frantic o1y,
Of anguish and despair.

_ e light of hers—theray, ;
A little angel’s gresence shed,
Forever passed away ! -
It was the first time death had crossed
The threshold of her door—
Leaving behind the early lord,
A shadow ever more! . .
The spring is gone-—years pass—the glow
Of summer’s evening skies,
U%m ad ‘in%']gi'rl’s fair brow,
ikea grig t glory lies.
- Over that roof, had death before
With desolationswept; -
When a young mother sorrowing a’er
Her first born, there had wept.

ANd G a1l hatf T00LHEE KEE o e
B i + B = Lt gty ity A e DS S PR TR e A

~

T pead and D T e
‘Her t’iiil by the cOu‘ch;"wh’ere sleeps
- :The haope of riper years.
And yet, though now no frenzied prayer,
No murmurings loud and deep, ]
In the hushed silent chamber there,
Disturb that peaceful sleep.
If asked, “How is-it with the child?”’
Still would her lipa rebel,
With heart subdued in accents mild,
Ta answer, ““It is well I”?
Summer is gone—years pass—the St@wW
Upon the pathway lies,
Winter is come—and sad and 1ow,
The bleak wind moans and sighs
. iA¥ound that home, where death'again,
With stern relentless will,
Comes with the winter’s solemn train;
His mission to fulfil.

And now his shadow rests, where lies
A youth, whose spirit eye °
Beamsas his mortal vision dies,
With immortality ! oy
Alone, at midnight, watching there,
" Time’s snows npon her head,
Again that mother kneels in prayer,
eside a dying bed, g
Resigned and calm—tho’ she had leaned,
On him her last sole stay. '
‘But God’s pale messenger had weaned
The spirit from the clayl i . :
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If I had thougnt thou “f‘-‘.hun! have died,
[ might not weep 1*,1‘ i“r.,-: :
B H I forgot, when by thy ~1il'1lf‘,
That thou conlast mr).lul be:
Tt never through my mind had past,
That time w ould e’er be o’er,
And I on thee should look my last,
- And thou shouldst smile no more!

d2; tVvnt - Fanp | R
_;.-“\ “‘1_!11 1‘ YOI t{1at 1ace i 'J”H';.)

And think ‘twill smile again;

And still the thought I will not brook,
That I must look in vain;

But when T speak, thou dost not say,
What thou ne'er left’st unsaid;

And now I feel, as well T may,
Sweet ‘vlfry | thou art dead!

Xf-1h )u would’st stay, e’en as thou.art,
cold and all serene—
nignt plfm?,t \y silentheart,
‘-1:':-\1 W hr':'e mg S \iles have been!
] chill bleak corse I have,
H my Owh;
> in thy grave—-

T donot think, where’er thou art,
Thou hast {0 ‘5 oitenn me;

And 1, perhaps;may soothe this heart,
m *mm Zing too o 1 thee;

Vot there was round thee such a dawn
@f lichtme'er scen be fam, |

AS ff‘m"‘ never could have drawn,
And never: can restore 1
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THE BLIND BOY.

e

An editor, from whose selections we take the follow-
ing lines, has beautifully said, that for himself he could
not see to read them throngh :(—

It was a blessed summer’s day ;
The flowers bloomed, the air was mild,
Tue dirds poured forth their sweetest lay,
Aud everything in nature smiled.

In pleasant thought I wandered on
Beneath the deep wood’s simople shade,
1ill, suddenly, I came upon
Two chitdren who had hither strayed.

Just at an uzed beech tree’s foot,
St e Doy andegirbireclited s St
His hand in hers she gently put—

And then I saw the boy was biind.

The children knew nég 1-was near—

A tree concealed pgg from their view ;
""" Buratttirey said I'well eould hear, ™
And I could see all they might do.

«“Dear Mary,”” said the poor blind boy,
«+That little bird sings very long ;
Say, do you see him in his joy,

Aud is he pretty as his song 7"
“Yes, Willie, yes,” replied the maid,
] see the bird on yonder tree.”” |
The poor boy sighed, and gently said,
ssisister, 1 wish that I could see !”?

“The flowers, you say, are very fair,

bl p i d o onate o the 1008y,
ud pretty birds are singing therej; .
How beautiful for one who sees! '

«Yet I the fragrant flowers can smell,
Aund I can feel the green leal’s-shade,
And 1 can hear the notes that swell
- From those dear birds that God has made.

“‘So, sister, God to me is kind ;
Though sight, alas ! he has not given ;
But tell me, arve there any blind :
Among the children up in Heaven?”

“No, dearest Willie ; there all see;
But'why ask me a thing so odd "’

““Oh, Mary, He’s so good to me,
1 thought I'd like to look at Ged.”

Ere long disease hishand hadlaid & o
On that dear boy so mecl and mild;

Ilis widowed mother wept and prayed
That God nght spare her sightless child.

He felt her warm tears on his face,
And said, ¢ Qh, never weep for me,
I'm going to a biight, bright place,
W here diary says 1 God shall see.

¢t Aud you’ll come there, dear Mary, toc;
But mother, dear, when vou come there;

Tell Willie, mother, that *tis you— A
You know I never saw you here !

He spoke no more, but gently smiled,
Uutil the final blow was given;

When God tesk up the poor blind child,
And cpencd first his eyes—in Heaven.
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THE OLD DOOR
A song, a song, for the old door stone,
To every househcld dear ;
That hallowed spot where joys and griefs,
Were shared for many a year.
When sanl the sun to his daily rest,
When the wild bird’s song was o’er,
When the toil and care of the passing day
Aunoyed the heart no more ;
Then on that loved and time worn spot
We gathered one by one,
And spent a social twilight hour
Upon the old door stone.

How sweet to me do memories come
Of merry childhood’s hours,

When we sped blithely through the fields

Gainsearelvebbnda ng Howabs, iy 8T

Or gathered berries from the bush,
Or bending green wood tree,

Or chased the light-winged butterfly
Wy ith pealing shouts of glee;

The freshest hour 1n memory’s book
W as spent at the set of sun,

Mgy weary head on mather’s knee,
Upon the old door stoune.

That mother’s face, that mother’s form,
Are graven on my heart,

And of life’s holiest memories
They form the dearest part;

Lier counsel and instruetions given,
Of friendship, love and truth,

Have been my guardians and my guides,
Through all the ways of youth ;

And yet | seem to hear again
Each love and treasured tone,

When lin fancy set me down,
Upon the old door stone.

Long years have passed-since mother died,
Yet she is with ine still,

W hether ateiler in the valey
Or wanderer on the hill ;

Still with me at my morning care,
Or evenings quiet rest,

Tlrlc guardian angel by my side,
The kindest and the best.

A mother now, I often strive
To catch her thought and tone,

For those who eluster round mny knee,
Upon my own daor stone.

And oft beneath those clustering vines
Have kindred spirits met,

Aund holy words breathed softly there—
Vows all unbroken yet—

And friendships formed a’ d plans devised,
And kindly pledges given,

And sweet eommunions theve begun,
ur reachine into Heaven !

Oh ! those who met in Love, ‘Lang Syne,’!
In life’s wide paths are torown,

Yet many turn with loiging hearts,
Back to theold door stone.

Yems have flown since those bright days,
And all the world has chansged,

ADd §0me who loyed -most kindly then
Are by the world estranged !

Some fond hearts too, then full of joy,
Are eold and still this day !

Forsaken plants and withered hopes
Lie strewn all o’er the way,

And strangers’ feet tread those old halls
W here pattered once our own,

And spend the pleasant twilight hour
Upon the old door stone.

The door stene. the clustering vine,
Oh ! may they only remain

And may the houschold band that’s left
Meet therdé but anée again ;

Meet, not to. weep o’er pleasures past,
Or canvass joys to come—

Meot to recerve the sacred loves
Ouce centered in that fome;

A brother and a sisier sleep,
Our pareuts both ave gones

Oh! it would be a saddened houp
Upon that oid daor store.




: o THE HOUSEHOLD DARLING,
BY JOHN CRITCHLEY PRINCE, A WORKING MAN IN NGLAND
AT —A WEAVER,
. Little Ella, fairest, dearest,
Unto me and unto mine—
Earthly cherub, coming nearest
To my dreams of shapes divine!
' ‘Her brief absence frets and pains me,
‘. _Herbright'presence solace brings,
Her spontaneous love restrains me
From a hundred selfish things.

Little Ella moyeth lightly,
Like a graceful fawn at play,
. Like a brooklet running brightly
In the genial smile okF May;
Like a breeze upon the meadfowﬁ,
All besprent with early flowers; -
‘Like a bird ’mid sylvan shadows,
In the golden summer hours.
You should see her, when with nature
She goes forth to think or play,
Every limb and every feature
Drinking in the joy, of day;
Stooping oft mid floral splendor,
Snatching colors and perfumes,
She doth seem so fair and tender,
’Kin to the ambrosial blooms.

Sweet thought sitteth like a garland
On ker placid brows and eyes,—
Fyes which séem. to see a far land
Through the intervening skies;
And she seems to listen often
¢ To some voice above the spheres,
‘Whilst her earnest features g)ften 7 a
~ ' Into calmness, *kin to tears.
Not all mirthful is her manner,
Though no laugh so blithe a3 hers;
Grave demeanor comes upon her
~When her inmost nature stirs.
When a gentle lip reproves her,
All her gladsome graces flee;
But the word ““forgiveness’” moves her
With new joy, and sets her free.

Should a shade of sickness near me,
"Then she takes a holier grace;
Comes to strengthen and to cheer me,
With her angel light of face.
Up the stair I hear her coming,
. %ul- at.the morning hour,
Sweetly singing, softly humming,
Like a bee about 2 flower.
Good books wake ecstatic feelings
in her undeveloped mind; ;
Holy thoughts, whose high revealings
Teach her love for human kind.
Music thrills her with a fervor,
Like'the songs of seraphim;
May bright spirits teach and nerve her -
To partake the perfect hymn.
God of Heaven! in thy good seeing
Spare this dariing child to me,—
Spare me this nnsullied being, - .
*Till she brings me closé to thee.
Unseen angels, bless her, mould her
Into goodness, clothed in grace,
That on high I may behold her
-Talking with ye, face to face.

)
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_ - Spring’s Reétimae. v ou T

- IMITATED FROM THE GERMAN OF TIECK. /| = L

Father Winter moped in the woods all day, =

- His tranks all packed for the going away;
. And he grimly smiled,.as he fouched his hat,

- Adieu to the hearths at whose blaze he sat.
- Dame Spring, mischievous, in frolicsome way,

Tripp or a tweak of his beard 50 gray :

RS L _attédﬁler cheek, and he touched her ear,

~And he dropped on her hosom an icy tear.
~He hath gone, and the sunbeams warmly shine
Aslant on the hilis of the river Rhine ; .
With violet-stems on the doors Spring drums,
From cellar to garret the knocking hums,'|
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~ Wherever each knocked, admit straightway, = 4

- Autumn hath only Sir Borean Blast— =~
Winter Sir Frost, with the brow overcast! .

Spring hadl young Morning Wind blithe and wild—
e of the Spring is the frolicsome child ; :
And her Sir Sunshine, in genial advance, -

With lustrous beam for the tipof hislance. = -
And there Flower Fragrance, with breath so sweet,

* “And here purling brook, with the pearly feet:

While Blossom and Budler twin homage lend

- In the train of Verdure, the dame’s best friend.

- Oh, a'charming retinue travels with Spring!|
As their violet knocks through the mansion ring,

An echoof welcome all sonls shall bring, . .. i

. p i
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By _And the doors ily open for 'bl,il;esc_am&_S rin
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FROM THE ‘““ STAR SPAKNGLED TANRERR.
Epeak kindly to the littie c'.l'll
‘apaltmﬂ' amid the ffowers
Thy words of love will sw '011) add
Joy to his suruy hours;
And when the circling years have borne
Away thc.-m hours of bii
Thy kindly words may !.1* ;ﬂ'm} rleam,
K'rom out the Past abyss.

o N T . e e

& pe! al 1\.1]1'1!*; to the @ “""‘d onG
Du(:t‘.ldmn to' the tomb,

Around his dark and dreary way
Bright flow’rets yet may b;rmm
If thou with words of Lmdnoss chee
And soothe his bosom’s woe,—
Then ever to the ared let

Thy waords of kindness flow

Bpeak kindly to the sorrowing,
And let no chill despair

Enrobié the spirit in i3 gloom,
For thou canst sweetly share.

And with thy words ot kindness soothe
The weary. troabled breast,

And lead the soul to fairer realms
Of sweet, eternal rest.

Speak kindly to the erring one,
And strive by words of love

To lure him back to virtue’s path,
Thence nevermore io rove;

Thou’lt ﬁml thy geutle, lovi mg word
A mapic power hath

To lead “the wand’rer back to paths
Of virtue and of trath.

Speak gently to thy brethren all—
Let words of kindness fl AW,
To soothe, sustain and cheer the heart,
Whilst wand’ring here below ;
They’ll strew thy path with ,low rets faiv,
They’ll gild with joy thine hours—
And weave a caaplet for thy brow,
Of amaranthine flowers.

e ———

it W e T AT A




[FOR THE SPIRIT QF JEFFERSON.]

I WOULD NOT BE IN A POETIC MOOD.
BY J. B, J.
T would not be in a poetic mood,
For it is oft the child of solitude.
It tells the spirits are oppressed,
And robs oblivion of its zest,
It reverts to life in all its folly,
And gives ¢’en to bliss a melancholy,
It brings to the present by-gone joys,
Which lull to pleasure, and then decoys—
The feeling, that in time was secured,
And makes more daric whatave'd-endured ;. .
Yes, it sinks the heart and moves the soul,
Like a magic that’s beyond control,
For it carries the mind to days of yore,
And makes the past more pungent than before,
Ah! yes, it fills us with unwont’d pain,
And binds the soul with memeory’s chain—
To happy bours long since past aud gone,
And leaves the feelings in sadness lone.
Then the smiles of the muse I would eschesw,
And forget its favor and pastime too.
Harrers-FERRY, 1854,
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{ For the Dallimnoie A werican.)
A HUNDRHID YHARS AcO.
A hundred years ago ! How strange
To Fancy’s eye tTley seem;—
A scene less like reality
Than some fantastic dream;
As backward to herlifted wand
- The stream of yearsdoth flow,
Italmost looks like Fairyland,

A hundred yearsago!

How stately were their revels when

In antique halls they met,
~Andhigh-born knights and ladies ied

The courtly minuet.

In swords and hoops and rich brocade,

It wag a gallant show

To see them in their bravery

A hundred years ago.

We scarce can think they loved as we
The sunset, stars and flowers;
That ’neath their quaint attire beat heaits
As young and warm as ours;—
But whispered words of hope and fear,
Which lovers only know,
Were breathed, as now, in beauty’s ear
A hundred years ago. _
-Oh! human love and human truth
Unaltered ye abide,
The rocky walls through which rolis on
Time’s unreposing tide;
And all that gives our life its worth
“Or blesses it, we owe
To our true hearted ancestors
A hundred years ago.

Who, of our land’s proud battlements '
The firm foundations laid ?

Who planted Freedom’s tree that we
Might walk beneath its shade ?

Who stood in battle for our right,

~ " Between us and the foe,

And fell, our champions in the fight,

A hundred years ago?

As we are passing, they have passed,
The hero and the sage;

But left us in their memories
A priucely heritage.

Then fill the cup—in loye and pride
One health around shall go:—

- “The gallant hearts that lived and died

A hundred years ago!” W.. HiBs
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W hen winter windsare piercing chill, 2o: #24
 And threugh the hawthorn blows the zale.
~ “3With solemn feet I tread thehill, 5%
| That overbrows thelonely vales
O’er the have iipland, and sway - -
Throuch the long reach of desert woods,
The embracing ﬁuz?beaj:ns chastely play,
And gladien thése deep solitudes.
Where, twisted rotnd thebarrenoak; -
The summer vine in beauty clung,
“And summer. winds the stiliness broke,
The crystal icieledis hung.

Where. irom their frozen urns imute springs = .. fa

. Pour out the river’s gradual ride,
Shrilly theskater’s iron rings,
And toices fill the woodland side.
Alasi How changed from the fair scene,
W hen birds sang out their mellow lay,
And winds were soft, and yoods were greeh,
" And the song ceased not with the day.
But still wild music is abroad,
Pale, desert woods! within your crowd,
*And gathering winds, in hoarse accord,
Amid the vocal reeds pipe loud.
“Chill airs and wintry winds! my ear
~ Has grown familiar with your Song;
I near itin the opening year,—- -
I listen, and it cheers me long.

Wooils in Winteri==(By Henry . Long;‘puo@u.gg :

o o — il

S L S e T .

. i S i &




e i e e e e

By JEWritten for the American.] |
7 Footprinty in the Snow. -
Over lane,and roof, and steeple,
Lies the soft and yielding snow;
And, behold ! ‘a crowwd of Eebple- ;
Moving, noiseless, to and fro;
Like to gangs of spectres--people
Moving, noiseless, through the snow.
Tho’ the echoes all are voiceles:
To the steps that come and go,
Hvery step, however noiseless,
Leavesa footprint in the snow;
And each print, altho” ’tis voiceless,
Tells its story to the snow.

Heve besteps of youth and maiden,
e danhoodplesstire, path~—

" Seme, whom cares haveoverladen,
Some, whom care hathsought in vain--
Steps of manhood, youth, and maiden,
Care will follow not invain! o}
Yonder printall blear’d—uneven-—
Marks some weary pilgrim’s shoon;
After all hig sins forgiven,
May the grave accept him soon!
He, whose Steps seem 30 Uneven-—
May the grave accept him soon!
There are foot-marks, hard and rigid—
From their pressure we may Know
One, whose heart as winter frigid,
Malts not at another’s woe!
But, beware L W OWEY
“Right will overtake e
There an impress, neat and slender, 7
Shows where some fait girl hath pass’d—s
God! o’erwatch a thingsotender, ~— "~ .
Angels! shield hier from the blast!
- Heartso frail, and form so slender,
Needs be shielded from the blast!

Here a naked foot seems creeping,
- Plainly mark’d each little tog; BT
‘Has, gome mad-cap child been leaping:
" “From-the window, in the snow?: .
Out! some beggar’s brat is creeping, -
* Creeping, shivering thro® the snow! &

While, with "who?s,' and shout bewild ring""
~_Chasing, racing down the street, . "
Here, A hand of merry children ** il he
Lieave the marks of dancing feet! TR
To that bare-foot child, bewildring
Are those marks of daneing feet!

e ) sha progpict dreaty,
? tfem of long-ago, -~
I could gaze for hours, unweary,
Counting footprints in the snow !

Musing o’er the prospect dreary,
Reading footprints inthe snow !

In them lies no unwise moral—
Footprints in the melting snow !

. With the.soft snow do not quarrel, /
e But a little while—>twill go! ;
"\ Meantime,-all may find a moral,

. Reading footprints in the snow’.

BALTIMORE, January lst, 1854.
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““He hath wasted Feis goods.”’—Luvke xvi. 1.

IVasted !
Precious pearl of time,
Moments rich as diadems !
Que by one they come unnoted;
«{One-by cne afar they floated ;
“One by one ! till myriads sped
«fHar away tojoin the dead,
Tl that lost life, shattered, breken,
“Won no hvaveu-born licht nor tcken—
Drifted 1o the fearful shore,
Hopeless, hopeless ever more'!
""wasﬂer P o e
Gifts of 'donbiless mind
By the Haud Eternal given s
They had mounted to the skies,
Mcm and reverent'sacrifice
'T'o the Majesty of heavens
But that spirit-1yre, erst strung
‘To sweet hdrmonies unspoken,
Shiver’d, aud its deep choids broken,
Murmureth but of songs unsung ;
Of rich melodies flung wildly
Of lame’s gorgeous altar fire ;
Oune brief monient in its brightness
Flashing, swifuly to expire ;
On high purposes all blasted,
Talents hidden, tlcnmn(b wasted !
eQuaacrate ot Mogpaon’s shrine,

meo- not the Haud Divine.

Wasted!
~ Tounts of deepest loye,
Gifts of merey from above,
T.avish’d on a Lluman breast;
Striviing for an earthly rest;
Ou a huwan idol pouring
Treasures from affection’s deep;
At a human shrine adoring,
Waking but to writhe and weeps;
Starting fro.nits dream of:'apune
At the touch-of mortal care :
“On its shiver'd idols gazing
In the frenzy of du-.pau'
- Heart soresirickent. Liove eterna[
Woane rhﬁ»-&-nnrr aheavenly throne
JIL‘. the world’s Bedeemer, asks thes
Now totrust the unchanging One!

Wasted— youth’s rich golden hours:!
Wasted—loftiest, mwh iest powers!
Wasted—manhood’s glorious prime,
Hopes, and aims, and “thou; rhl.-. sublime

Weep’st thon? Ere life’s setting sun,
Lire Time’sfleeting sands-be ron,
Rouse thee from jg rhoble res <,

Toil to win the land more blest.
Swiftly are thy moments flyicg

Up! erc hope¢ be drooping, dvmg.!
Ere high purposes all Plastod: = =
Spe‘ll{. lhy Lifeforcver: “’aattd
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Now, thrust my thimble in its ease,
And store the ﬂpooﬁs away,
And lay the muslin roals in place ;
My task is done to-day ;
For, like the worlkman’s evening bell,
A sound hath met my ecars,
The gate clink by the street doth tell
Papa hath come, my dears.
Bear off the toy box f'rom the floor—
¥or yonder chait make room ;
And up, and out, nnbar the door,
And breathe his welcome }mmc 5
For ’tis the twilight honr of joy,
When Home’s best pleasure rally -
And I will clasp my darling boy,
W hile papa romps with Allie.

There talze the hat and gloves, and bun‘r
The slippers, warmand soft.

’Wlu!ubounds the babe, with laugh and spring,
In those loved arms ahft‘

And let each nook some comfort yieid—
Each heart with loye be warm,

For him whose firm strong hands shall shield
The household gods from harm,

Qur Ime shall hrht the gathering gleam ;
For o’er all ':'nlh!v hope,

We cherish first the joys of home ;
A glad, rejoicing group 3

And through the twilight hour of joy,
We turn from toil, to dally

With thy G ountrdreqmq of life, my Doy,
And gaily fondle Allie.

T~~~

For the F: ce Press.
SONG

BY LUIS.
I love the sea ! the dark blue sea,
Where stormy billows bound,
Where wanton winds sport merrily
O’er ocean’s depths profound!
The broad sunbeam and lightning’s-gleam

Have each acharm for e ;
The thunder’s roar and sea-bird’s scream,
Alike are melody !

As speeds our bark, thro’ light or dark,
Before the piping blast,

A brilliant wake our course doth mark
W hile ereaks the stalwart mast!

The sporting gale fills out each sail,
And beavs us o’er each wave ;

In storm, or sunshine, rain or hail,
’T'is joy the sea tobrave!

s T S A L I G T




THE GARRET.

Zranslated by W. M, THACKERAY, from the French of
BERANGER. "

With pensive eyes my little room I view,
Where in my youth, I weathered it o long,
With a wild mistress, a stanch friend or two,
And a light heart still breaking into song:
Making a mock of life, and all its cares.
Rich in the glory of my rising sun,
Lightly I vaulted up four pair of stairs,
In the brave days when I was twenty-one.

Yes: ’tis a garret—let him know’t who will,
There was my bed—full hard it was, and small ;
My table there—and I decipher still
Half a lJame couplet charcoaled on the wall,
Ye joys, that Time hath swept with him away,
Come to my eyes, ye dreams of love and fun:
For you I pawned my watch, how many a day,
In the brave days whén I was twenty-one!

One jolly evening, when my friendsand I
Made jolly music with our songs and cheers,
A shout of triumph mounted up thus high.
And distant eannon opened on our-ears:
We rise—we join in the triumphant strain,—
** Napoleon conquers—Austerlitz is won—
Tyrants shall never tread us down again!”
In the brave days when I was twenty-one.

e gone—the place is sad and strange—

How far, far off, those happy times appear;
All that I have to live I'd gladly change

For one such month as I have wasted here—
To draw long dreams of beauty, love and power,

From founts of hope that never will outrun:
And drink all life’s quintessence in an hour,—

Give me the days when I was twenty-one.

BB
ey

THH POET AT A FIRE.

A sonnet showing how the practical may over-
come the poetical at times, and exhibiting a seem-
ing necessity for such predominance.
“Oh, beautiful! see where the struggling five
Beams with red strife behind the ** window bars,”
While flakes escaping, up and up aspire,
As if to hold communion with the stars!
And now, with mighty roar and sparkling glee, _
The towering flame bursts through the yielding roof,
And leaping forth with wild exuberancy,
King of Dismay, it rears itself aloof!
Oh, beautiful! like lightning through the crowd,
The flames gleam mid the rolling mass of dun,
The banners of the fire with bearing proud
Advance—hurra! hurra!—the victory’s won.
**Down with her seving !"—** Play *way Number Three !”
The flame fades out—the dream is o’er—darkness is all we see

—s
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A MOTHER'S LOVIE,
A moraEa’s love, the fadeless light
That glimmers 0’er our weary way,
A star amid the clouds of night,
An ever-burping quenchless ray.
A guvarding power through good and ill,
Where’er the truant footsteps rove,
A ecaseless, flowing, sparkling rill,
A fount of hope, a mother’s love.

A mother’s love, it whispera first,
Above the cradled infant’s head,

And xhen those human blossoms burst,
Her bosom’s still the flowret’s bed.
When their bright smnmer day has past,
And antumn clouds hang dark above,

It lingers rqund us to the last,
That dearest boon, a mother’s love,

And yet how oft our footsteps roam,
Thro’ pleasure’s bright, alluring maze,
Forgetful of the ties of home,
And all the joys of earlier davs.
But, there’s a charm to lure them back,
And like the weary, wandering dove,
The heart retreads its childhood’s track,
T'o that one ark, a mother’s love.

——————— N N TN I
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BY HON. MRS. NORTON,

When, poor in all but youth and love,
1 clasped thee to this beating heart,
And vows for wealth and fame to rove,
That we might weep no more to part,
Years have gone by —-—iong welary years
Of toil, to win my station now-——
Of ardent hope and sickening fears,
And wealth is mine—but where art fhou ?

Fame’s dazzling wreath for thy dear sake
Grew brighter than before to me,

I clung to all I thought could make
This lonely heart more worthy thee.

Years have gone by—the laurel droops
In mocking o'er my withered brow,

A eonquer’d world before me stoops,
And fame is mine—but where art thou 7

In life’s firat hour, despised and lone
I wandered through the busy crowd,
Aud now that life’s best joys have flown,
They greet with smiles and murmurs loud,
Ob ! for that voice—thy gentle voico
To breathe to me its welcome now !
W ealth, fame, and all that should rejoice,
To me are vain—for where art thou?

R o 1y o ey e S AL LB




Nursery Song.
As I walked over the hills one day,
I listened and heard a mother sheep say;—
“In all the green wood here is nothing so sweet,
As my little lammie with its nimble feet;
With eyes so bright, .
And his wool so white ;
O, he is my darling, my heart’s delight,
- . The robin, he ‘
That sings on the tree,
Dearly may dote on his darlings four;
But I love my own little lambing more.”
So the mother sheep, and the little one,

And there went to sleep-on the hill-side warm,
While my little lammie lies here on my arm.
1 went to the kitchen, and what did I see
But the old gray cat, with her kittens three;
I heard her whispering soft. Said she:
“Ny kittens, with tails so cunnin%]ly curled,
Are the_]%rettiest things there can be in the world.
“The bird in the tree, ; -
And theold ewe, she
May love their babies exceedingly :
But I love my kittens from morn to night ;
Which is the prettiest I cannot tell, |
W hich of the three, for the life of me,
I loye them all 5o well. =
- "So 1l take up the kittens, the'kittens I love,
And we’ll lig down together beneath the warm
1 15tiopes £ £ '
So the kittens lie under the stove so warm,
While my little darling lies here on my arm.
I'went to the %ard, and I saw the old hen,
Go clucking about with her chickens ten;
And she clucked, and she scratched, and she
* bristled away, s T
And what do you think I heard the hen say?
I'heard her say: ‘The sunnever did shine
On anything like to/these chickens of mine;
You may hunt the full moon and the stars, if you
. please; . fuz, 48 '

“But you never will find ten such chickens as these.

The cat loves her kittens, the ewe loves her lamb,
But they do not know what a proud mother I am.;

For lambs nor for kittens T won’ part‘with these, -

Though the sheep and the cat should go down on

- ~their knees. . i
My dear downy darlings; my sweet little things,
Come, nestle now  cosily under:my wings.” . .

~.-. So the hen said, . '
And the chickens sped, : '

As fast as they could to their warm feather bed:
And there let them lie, on their feathers so warm,
While my little chick lies here on my arm.

ia
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WOMAN’S E{IGH rs

BY MRS. H. HYNEMAN.

It is her right to bind, with warmest ties,

The lordly spirit of aspiring man,
Making his hours an earthly paradise,

Rieliin all joy . lotted to hife’s span;
Twining around each f{ibre of his heart,

With all the ;reuile influence of ]m‘e s mwht,
Seekinz no joy wherein he has no part—

This is u Jdoabtedly—a woman’'s right !

It is heriright to teach the infant mind,
Training it ever upward in its eourse ;
To root yul evil passions that eruld bind
The upward current of his reason’s force ;
Ta lead the erring spirit gently back,
When it has sunk in ¢loom of de sepest night ;
“Po poimtthe sPining path of virtue’s track;
Aud’ roe him forward. This. is woman’s right.

It is her right 15 soothe the couch of pain,
Theze her true (188 on up.n earth to prove,
To calm with ge:ile care the frenzied bram
Andc keep he ' il there of holiest love;
To wa'ch untisug by the lonely bed.
hro’ the Iuln’ht day and in the solemn night,
’T II health ensues, or the loved form 1s l:lld
Torest forever.  This Is woman’s right.

She is aflower 1l af blo:goms best, anseen;
Shelterod within the preeinets of her home ;
There, shonld no darkenme storm-cloud intervene,
Thedne bk strife of worldlingssieyer-come.
“Let hersjat scora to aet a woman’s part,
Nor strive to cope with manhood in its might ;
But lay thissmaxun closely to her heart—
W hatever Gods Oldd!lia i8 Sm'vi} rltrht




I met thoe in my early youth,
When life was voung and fair ;
Thj. magic ehiarms stole o’er my soul;
And left their IMpress THERE,
Igave to theela heart unsfained
With sins of after years—
A heart which never ceased to love,
In sunshine gr'in tears !

Tho’ years hava

And vonth’
Xet thou

passed since first we met,
s bright dreams are gone;
art now as dear to me

As in Tie’s eariy morn !
Amid the cold, ubfecling erowd,
Thine angel form T see; e
And in its sluiah s ng reveries,

My spirit turnsio thee !
The speil which thon didss cast upon
My spirit in its youth, ;
Has proved a shiell in after life,
Of purity and truth;,
Thy masic power o’er my soul
Has shicd a sunny ray
Of love and purest svmpathy,
W-hich ne’er can fode away !

Oh lady ! tho’ I dare not-hope
To eall thee ever nitne
For clouds are gath’ving o’er rey path
Which ue’er mus! darken thine—
Yetia fre tempie of my heart,
The vestal flame shall glow;
Which clothed my dreams of early youth,
in beanty—<‘long'ago !”’
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NOW.

The following lines from Howuselhold Words, are full of whole-
some advice as well as beautiful imagery. They convey to the
youthful dreamer a lesson which it would be well for him to
ponder :—

Arise! for the day is passing
While you lie dreaming on:

Y our brothers are cased in armor,
And forth to the fight are gone;
Your place in the ranks await you®

Each man has a part to play;
The past and the future are nothing
In the face of the stern to-day.

Arise from your dreams of the future—
Of gaining a hard-fought field,

Of storming the airy fortress,
Of bidding the giant yield;

Your future has deeds of glory,
Of honor; (God grant it may!)

But your arm will neyer be stronger
Or néeded as now—to-day.

Arise! If the past detain you,
Her sunshine and storms forget!

No chains so unworthy to hold you
As those of a vain regret;

Sad or bright, she is lifeless- ever ;
Cast her phantom arms away,

Nor look back, save tolearn the lesson
Of a nobler strife to-day.

Arise! for the hour is passing;
The sound that you dimly hear,
Is your enemy marching to battle!
vise ! rise! for the foe is near!
Stay not to brighten your weapons,
Or the hour will strike at last,
And from dreams of a coming battle,
You will waken, and find it past.
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| . THE SUBLIME aND Bravurirur.—The: fol.

| lowing beautiful lines should: be mseribed on

{ every guman heart. We found them in th
Spiritual Telegraph, of New York, No. 72
quoted by-Mr. Courtney, of Pittsburg, in 2
article of his upon *“The Cause and Cnre
Urime’’—an article as elaborate as it is trutn®

.ful and unanawerable. ~These lines may very

| properly be styled Heaven’s Diploma ; \

“Abou Ben Adhem (may his tribe increase!)
Awcke one night from a sweet dream of peace,
And saw 'within the moonlight in kis room,
An angel, writing in a book of gold,
kxceeding peacs had made Ban Adhem bold;
And 1o the presence in the room he gajd—. .
‘What writest thou?’ - The vision rais’d its head,
And iu a voice made !l of sweet accord,
- Answer’d: ‘The names of those who love the
Lord.!
~“And is mine one?’ said Abou. ‘Nay, not so,?
Replied the an%el, Abou spake more low,
But cheerily still, and said-—T pray thee, then,
Write me a3 one who loves his fellow-men.? 3
The angel wrote and vanish’d, - The next =ight
It came again; with a great waking light,
And sihow(;d the names of those whom God had
_ bless’d— &
And lo! Ben Adhem’s name ied all the re&




LIFE MUSINGS.
_ . FROX THE LOUDOUN DEMOCRAT.
When my heart was young and hopeful;
Forth its tendrils: then it put;
Now their summer day has ended
And their opening bleoms have shut,
One was sunder’d by misfortune,
False love rudely tore anotlier,
Harsh, rude words and chill neglect
Froze the life-blood of the other..

Deep its wail and desolation,
As of one by one bereft,
There seemed nothing in its vision,
Worth the caring, to be left,
And it beat on, lone and cheerless,
" Through young yecars so-drear and long,

.0ld before its time, and:joylessy. o f

. Like & bird without a song.. -

_ Then T said in bitter musing,

. No more tendrils shall it beary

In the pathway of this desert

. None my grief nor joy shall share;:
_.Life is short—too short to murmur—
T will live my little span,
Then away to theimmortals—
" They have ever joys for man.

But in vain the uscless striving,
-+ Vain the weak, the brief resolve;
Nature spurned the selfish teaching—
Nothing conld her claim absolve—
@Quick she showed cach heart around me
' Thus was tried, but still loved on,
Thns its hopes were chilled and withered,

‘And T learned her gentle lesson,
 To her gentle tones gave heed,
Sought with careful, strict endeavor
By her bright light to proceed.
8o Ifound that life was ever
. Filled with pleasure pure and free
For the man wha strives inliving

As in joy, in grief to be.. L. M: 8.

€OMMON SENSE.
BY J. T. FIELDS.

" She came among the gathering crowd,
" A maiden without pretence,
And when they asked her humble name,
. She whispered mildly, “Common Senge.”

“ Tler modest garb drew every eyes =
Her ample cloak, her shoes of Teather;
And when they sneered, she simply saidy

“[ dress according to the weather.”

They argued long and reagoned loud,
fn dubious Hindo phrase mysterious, '
While she poor child could not divine

Why girls so young should be so serious.

The knew the length of Plato’s beard,
And how the scholars wrote in Saturn ;
- She studied authors not so deep,
" And took the Bible for her pattern.

And so she said, “Breuse me friends
T find all have their proper places,
And Common Sense should stay at home
~ With cheerful hearts and smiling faces.”
— e




TO AN AE» ENT WIRE,

—_—

EY PRENTICE.
Iy ..Iorn—— he sca breeze seems to bring

o et

..Tm health and freshness on its wing ;
B rrrr}rt {lowers to me all strange and new
Ave f] ttering in the early dew
And L)f,,ihl!fh':-i rise from every grove,
*Awincense to'the clouds that move
Tikbs yirit’s o’er yon welken clear;
But,l Bin sad—thou art not here!

’T'is Noon-—a -calm, unbroken sleep
Is on the L;«w wave of the deep ;

A soft haze, like a fairy dream,

Is 1] )*t"m‘ mr'e:r wood and stream,
And maoy a broad 1111-'nu}u flower,
Within its r.-}lfl(ID\e)' woodland bower
Is eleaming like lonely star,

But Il am s _,.d——t wou art afar!

"'E is' Eve—on earth the sunsct's
Are pr mbng their own Eden dyes;

1% hL. stars come down with trembling glow,.

Tike blozsoms on the wave below,

Aund like an’unseen spirity the breeze

Scems linpering *mid the orange ftrees,

Breathine its musie round the spot ;

But I am sad—I see thee not!

>Tis Midnight—iwith a soothing spell-—
The far-oif tones of ecean swell—

Soft as the rnc,{‘wr s cadence mild,

Y.ow bendivg o’er her sleeping (thj{; -
And on each wandering hreeze are heard
The rich noies of the mocking-bird,

In many a wild and wondrous Lty :

Butl am q'l.[{-—“t iou art away !

I sink in Dreams—low, sweet t and elear,
Thine own dear voice 15 in my ear
About my cheelk thy {resses twine—

1e own loved hand is clasped in mine,

T hi

Thine own soft lip to mine is pressed,

Thy lz':ad is pillowed on my breast:

Oh;, ave all my heart holds dear,

I am “a'}m——ihou art here !

| EYREVIG R s M Z N mw@"*r RILTORTTIRITER

AR —— i i il e




[ S S S — i r

TLEE CONTENTED BIAN,
e 2] L]

Why need I striye and sigh for wealth ?

It 1s enough for me
‘That Heaven hath sent me streneth and health,

A spirit glad and free ;
Grateful these blessings to receive,
I sing my hymn at morn and eve.

On some, what floods of riches flow !
House, herds, and gold have they ;

Yet life’s best joys they never know,
But fret their hours away.

The more they have, they seek increase;

Complaints and cravings never cease.

A

L vale of tears this world they call,
T'o me it seems so fair;
It countless pleasures hath for all,
And none denied a share.
The little birds on new-fledged wing,

et “Aﬁd‘immmi"ln“thmrrug. ity

Y'or love of us, hills, woods, and plains,
In beauteous hues are clad ;
And birds sing far and near sweet strains,
Caught up by echoes glad.
“Rise,” sings the lark, “ your tasks to ply ;”’
The nightingale sings ‘“lullaby.”’

And when the golden sun goes forth,
And all like gold appears,

When bloom o’erspreads the glowing earth,
Aud fields have ripening ears,

I think these glories that 1 sce,

My kind Creator made for me.

Then loud I thank the Lord above,
And say in joyful mood,
His love, indeed, is Father’s love,
He wills to all men good. _
-, Then let me ever grateful live,’
a-*}?*g:ying all He designs to give.
) & R ST :




7157 The Louisville Journal says :—We defly any taste-
ful lover of poetry to read the following lines, withotit
exclaiming—¢How beautiful I’

My soul thy sacred image keeps, :
My midnight dreams are all of thee ;
Tor natare then in silent sleeps,
And silence broods o’er land and sea;
Oh, in that still, mysterious hour,
How oft from waking dreams I start,
To find thee but a faney flower,
Thou cherish’d idol of my heart.
Thou hast each thought and dream of mine—
Have Lin turn one thought.of thinefyanpr = rmTos

For ever thine my dreams will be,
W hate’er may be my fortunes here,
1 ask not love-—I claim from thee
Ouly one boon, a gentle tear;
May é’er blest visions from above
Play brightly *round thy happy heart,
‘And may the beams of peace and love
Ne’er from thy glowing soul depart.
Farewell! my dreams are still with thee,
Hast thou one tender thought of me?

My joys like summer birds may fly,
My hopes like sumiersbiooms depart,
PP DBuiiherelsoue dlower thabounnoldiey

Thy holy metiiory in my heart;
No dews that one flower’s cap may fill,
No sunlight to its leaves be given,
But it will live and fiourish stili,
As deathless as a thing of heaven.
My soul greets thine, unasked, unsought,
Hast thou for me one gentle thought?

Farewell ! farewell! my far-off friend?
Between us broad, blue rivers flow,
And forests wave and plains extend,
And mountains in the sunlight glow ;
The wind that breathes upon thy brow
1s not the wind that breathies on mine,
The star-beams shining'on thee now
Are not the beams that on me shine ;
But memory’s spell is with me yet—
Qan’st thou the holy past forget?

The bitter tears that thou and I A
May thed whene’er by anguish bowed;

Exhated into the noontide sky, :
May meet andninzle in the cloud ; _

And thus, my much beloved friend, though wo
Far, far apart must live and move,

Our souls when God shall set them free,
Can mingle in the world of love.

This was an ectasy 10 me— :

Say—would it be a joy to thee? .
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A SONG.

Give me an eye, a swimming eye,
To meet my ardent glances—
A sunny eye to gaze upon
When pleasure in it dances.
Give me an eye to mingle beams
When mirth aud joy hage bound me ;
Give me an eye tomingle tears
W hen sorrow’s clouds are round me.

Give me a cheek, a soff, soft cheek,
Warm roses blushing o’er it,

8o bright, so pure, so angel like,
"T'were sinless to adore it.

Give me a cheek tn press to mine
W ith that calm holy feeling,

That lutls the soul as music does,
When o’er the senses stealing.

1

Give me a lip, a balmy lip,

Sweet smiles around it wreathing—
A-dewy lip, carnation like,

Of love and fondness breathing,
Give me a lip to kiss when all

Or few, or neng caress me—
A full red lip to dream upon,

A seraph lip te bless me,

(tive me 2 hand, a snow white hand,
To tremble when I press it—

A fairy hand to bold in mine,
A little hand to bless it. “

Give me a hand to kiss and breathe
O’er it my scul’s devoti

A hand to hold and press mine too,
With deep, unfeigned emotion.

Give me a heart, a gentle heart,
W ith warm affections breathing—
A heart to flutter with delight
When lip with lip is meeting.
{Give me a heart tocall my own,
To cheer my path when dreary—
A pure, a guileless, constant heart,
T'o lean upon when weary.

— it Tt Tl Tl e o ———————
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[FOR THE FREE PRESE.
TO ELLEN,

——

1’d rather own a name like thine—
Such fame as flows to thee—

Than have renown to herald mine
To all posterity,

I’d rather win such genial Jove,
As to thy portion falls,

Than, as aworshipped idoi, move
Through pleasure’s ample halla.

I’d rather hold hy sccial sway,
O’er neighbor, home, and friends,

Than be the pazeant of 2 day
Where worldly homage bends.

I*d rather claim the smile that greets
Thy welcomed course abroad,

Than be the theme of crowded streetd,
Approved bv Fashisa’s nod-

1'd rather have sich -accents bless
My deeds, as blessing thine—

The grateful voice of soothed distresa—
Than history’s boastfal line.

I'd rather trust such humble prayer,
As wafts thy came on high ;

To find for me acceptance there
Than all prcud wealth can buy.

I'd rather come before my God,
To hear my record read ;
From such pure paths as thou hast trod,
_ Than from the mighty dead. -
FLLENDALE, VA.
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[From the Cincinnati Commercial.]

GENTLE BLUE-EYED HAIDEE,
y'E BY L. J. CIST.
Way down in Sangamonna county,
‘Where Sangamonna river flows—
When Summer comes in all her bount§
Ripe with each fruit and flower that {ows—
All up and down the wild, wide prairie,
Ten thousand blossoms scent the air,
Twas there I loved a charming fairy,
Herself the sweetest flower there!
Gentle blue-eyed Haidee!
Loved Nature’s child;
No flower so sweet and fair you’ll meet
In all the prairie wild!

Straight as an arrow, tall and slender,
All lithe and graceful was her form,
Meek, as a child’s, her spirit tender,
Her soul with rich affections warm;
Bright, as an angel’s wing, her beauty,
air, as the round full moon, her face;
To her a pleasure seemed each duty,
And every motion was a grace!
Gentle, graceful Haidee!
Fair Nature’s child;
No flower you’ll meet that’s half so sweet
n all the prairie wild!

Thus, through the summer brightly blooming—
(Glad’ning the sunshine and the air,
How could I dream of frosts entombing
Her, my sweet wild-wood blossom fair?
But when the flowers she’d loved and cherished,
Touched by chill autumn, drooped and died,
With their last fading bloom she perished,
And there I laid her by their side!.
Loved and parted Haidee!
Dear Nature’s child;
You’ll never meet with flower, more sweet
In all the prairie wild!
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BY LUIS. .

"Thou hast broken the troth fondly plighted,

And pained where thou should’st have relieved 3
"The heart that was thine thou hast slighted,

And left it half broken, bereaved.

Why raise it’s confiding aspirings—
If but to embitterit’s lot ?

Why lare on it’s honest desirings—
If thus *twas to have been forgot ?

-But *tis done ! All my fond hopes are blighted,
I trusted again in avow ;

T'know that I’ve loved unrequited,
Misfortune is powerless now !

But the world shall sce naught of my sorrow,
My laugh shall seem lightest of all ;

Gay pleasure shall light up each morrow,
And musie my spirit enthral.

But the heart thou hast widowed can never
‘Forget thee ; but when on the sea

‘Afar, each soft evening zephyr,
YWill waft a fond prayer up for thee !

T A e N Y e e ———
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COME ROSY SPRING,
Come rosy Spring, and with thee bring

Thy vernal train in bright array,

Sweet Love’s bright hours and golden flowers,
And song bird’s tuned with silver lay.

Thy tints of shade to paint the glade,
In floral life of varied hue -

While daisies play in wanton way,
With violets of heavenly blue,

Spread wide thy sheen of living green,

Eartly’s earliest garb the first-was given; -
Thy glories shed—revive the dead,
Bring Paradise ’twixt earth and Heaven.

King Wintereold is waxing old,
His tyrant reign will soon he o’er,
At thy glad voice the poor rejoice,
The rich thy beauty feign adore,

Then hasten lave fo every grove,
Thy charms are cherished far and near,
Libations free we’l] peur to thee,
Queen Season of the chauging year,

e s




KEoLP THE HEARD LIGHT AS YOU
(,:"L ;\-D

We hare alwayscuoush to bear, .
We have always something todo,
YWe have never to ask for care,
When we have the world to get ihroutr“ :
But what, though Adversity test
The courage and viger of man,
They get through misfbriune the best,
Who keep the heart light as they can.

If we shake not the load from the mind,
QOur energy’s sure to be gone ; ;
We must wrestle with care, or WP”‘ find
Two are loads less easy than one !
To sit in disconsolate mooil
Is a poor and prafitless plan 3
The troe heart 1s never subdued,

If we keep it as lizht as we can.

There 13 nothing that Sorrow can yield,
Exceptinga harvest of pain ;3
¥ar better to seek Fortune’s ﬂ.'i{'l:
And. il rbyeand plow 1A% Lom o
'“hv weiocht that.exi:tien can move,
he oloom that-Eecision ean span,
'-""hv m'*if;‘mod wiihin us lmt provc !
can.

Oh, Liove by many an idle token
Is n.(m«'n-—tm "ls rd it'as we may—
The hidden thought we have not speken;
Some tr Me will at times betray.
The loyer’s eye interprets well
The mysteries of a loving heart ;
T}l ugh !I; s another tale may tell,
The teath witl triumph over art;
In vain the eold al nd wintry lock,
That freezes o’er the cautious bl oW,
>T'1s but the ice upon the brook,
Whese tide more warmly runs below;
And van the simulated frown,
To veil the tender truth from sight,
As clouds across the sky ave blown,
While all :abovc is clear and bright.
[ e el S T .-,j._: Eenra .":'.....-c. '-. S MR AR AT s_mwmm




AN IMITATION.
FROM THE WASHINGTON SENTINEL.

If thou hast crushed the rase
Whose graceful contour charmed thee,
Its sweets will still return
In perfamed air around thee;
But hast thon trampled on.
Affection’s pure devotiony
No sweets will bless thy path
Upon life’s wintry ocean:
Nor canst thon think to win again
Love’s diadem to erown thee;
Dost seek it mid gay pleasure’s depths ?
Waves of despair will drown theel

Hast thou the maple picreed,

Its honied story reyealing ?
It pours its.fountain forth

To enrich thine humble shealing!
But if to one true heart

A shaft of pain thou’st driven,

No honey thence will flow
To heal the gem thus riven:

And Nemesis will pay thee back
With interestgeeure,

Each bitter pang of misery
That heart wasmade endure.

Jast caused the tears to flow

From eyves with fondness beaming?

Love's light will form them in & bow
Thy careless word redceming,

But if the soul’s deepdount
Hath gushed forth at thy feet,

if thou hast songht the offering
To spurn it as unmeet;

Believe not earth will bring again
This coldly wasted treasure !

Thy hollow heart shall ache with pamn
For love that knew no measure.
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LOVE’S FAIRY RING.
BY GERARD MASSEY.

While Titans war with social Jove,

My own sweet wife and I
We make Elysium in our love,

And let the world go hg}!
Oh, never hearts beat half so light

With crowned Queen or King!
Oh, nevér world was half so bright—

Asin-our fairy ring,

_ Dear love!

Qur hallowed fairy ring.
Qur world of empire is not large,

But priceless wealth it holds;
A little heaven links marge o marge,

Biut what rich realms it folds !
And seaping from all outer strife

Sits love with folded wing,
A brood o’er: dearer life in life,

Within our fairy ring,

Dear love!

Our hallowed fairy ring.

Thou leanestthy true heart on mine,

And bravely bearest up!
By mingling Love’s most precious wine
-0, . 5

i ~-~—~~Mﬁ#-.m;1.ﬁbmax.ﬁ%3r.__ o
4 And evermore thecircling hours

New gifts.of glory bring;
We live and love like happy flowers.
All in our fairy ring,
Dear love!
Our hallowed fairy ring.
We’ve known a2 many sorrows, sweet !
We’ve wept a many tears,
And oftenitrod with trembling feet
Our pilgrimage of years.
But when our sky grew dark and wild,
All closer did we cling;
Clouds broke to-beauty a3 you smiled,
Peace crowned our fairy ring,
Dear love!
Qur hallowed fairy ring.

Away, grim lords of murderdom;
Away, oh Hate and Strife!
HHence revelers, reeling drunken from
Your feast of human life!
Heaven:shield our little Goshen round
From ills that with them spring,
And never be their footprints found
Within our fairy ring,
Dear love!
Our hallowed fairy ring.

ot N .




Luey’s Birthday.—(By W. M. Thackeray.)

Seventeen rosebudsin a rin%, TR
Thick with sister-flowers beset,
In a fragrant coronet,

* Luey’s servants this day bring.

Be it the birthday wreath she wears:
Fresh and fair, and symboling

The young number of her years,
The soft blushes of her spring!

Types of Loye, and Youth and Hope,
Constant friends your mistress greet:
Be you everpure and sweet,

Growing loyelier as you ope! .

Cherished nursling, fenced about
By fond care, an tended s0,

Scarce you’ve heard of storm without,

Thorns that bite, or winds that blow.
Kindly has your life begun;
And we pray that Heayven may send
‘ T'o our flow’ret a bright sun,
. A warm summer, a sweet end;
And, where’er her dwelling place,
_May she decorate her home;
Still expanding into bloom,
And developing in grace.




¢HE SONG OF THE SqEARS

BY MRS, CELIA M, BURR

Last mght, as the snow flakes drmad,
Along in the silent gloom, i

And the wind, with a plaintive murmur,
Came whispering through the room,

I saw in the paly starlight, i
In a car of its silver beams, |

A vision of wondrous beauty— |
The Queon of the Isle of Dre:

¢ A;ld she gathered aside the eurtiinu’
Of my bed with a~gqmle hn'nd!

Ter steps to the dreamer’s lan
And there, as the night grew dedper,
We stood on a lonely shore, '

Where the tide of a mighty river‘
Swept on with its ceaseless roTr.

* And a skiff at the land’s edge lying, .
* Rocked dreamily to and fro; |
‘Which I knew by an inward teaching,
‘Was the hearse of the years ago;
For a boatman sadly waiting, |
Leant pensively on his oar, . ]
And sang of the years departed,
The lost, that return no more

. And there, by the rolling river, ‘
re lifting high| - .
r ‘a mighty castla,
Festooned by the starry sky ; %
Where lights from a thousand anJowi
Shone forth in the solemn glo
And the habitants of the Prasentl
‘Were flitting froma room to rodrm.

And anon, were the portals épened,
While the midnight slowly led,
With a muffled step and sadly,
As when we approach the deas
An old man forth to exile,
‘Who painfully drew him near
‘Where the boat and the oarsman |waited
The flight of the dying year. |
And gathering close about him,
The shreds of the robe he wore,
He stepped from the beach where never
His footfall may echo more.
And the boat and the oarsman glided
From the castle beside the stream ;
‘While a ¢ong that the old year ehanted,
Came back like a mournfal dream.

SONG OF THE OLD YEAR:
‘When buds are swelling on the forest boughs,
And wild birds singing;
‘When sunbeams quiver on tle mountain brows,
A glory flinging ;
‘When Spring time pours into the eﬂrth’a green
vales,

Her dewy store; . |

And fans the hill tops with her yen’nmed gales,
I shall be there no more! |

When Summer sits beneath the leufy1 shadows

bk Of forest aisles;
And on the bl in the fragrant u
3 The morning smiles ; "
Where young free voices are with gladness ring-
ing,

L In hall and cot;
A brlghur blessing to the bright enth‘ bringing,
-+ I shall behold them not.

|
And when the shadow of thB evening faileth
g _ On hill and dale ; “ ;
And household laughter to the roof-tree calleth,
i " While moonbeams pale ‘|
Fall like a blessing on each truant cm}:er,
Each loving heart ; i
[ in these greetings, and the glorious Summer,
Shall have, alas, no part ! i

And pensive Autumn, clad in gentle Fruces,
“Shall come with greeting,

To Summer’s orphans in their lonely places,
And hush to sleeping |

The crushed and weary whom th% storm has

broken 1

And dimmed with tears ; I

While of my presence there will be xi? token,
In all the coming years. 1

The song. on the air was dying, |
‘When over the waters blue,
A tiny boy in a tiny boat, |
Like a bird in the springtime flew ;
And I knew by the fresh lipped blossoms
That lay in his shining hair, i
By the smile on each dimpled feature, .
Umdimmed by single care; £
By the buds of a brighter promise,
Thal blushing about him lay,
That the boy was a baby monarch,
- Crowned king of the world to-day.
And again was the castle openod,
And a throng of his vassals came
'T'o pay their court, and to crave a boon
In the old yen’s hallowed nnq‘;e. A

TO THE NEW YEAR..
0! smile on us gently, and treat us not. harshly,
For grief on our spirits hath lain ;
And we pray that thy morrow bring nolhmg of
© SOITrow, {
Tn shudow our hopmgs again. -~ | -
|

Our hearta hnve gIoWn_weary, nm pathwny is

With the hutden of years that are ﬂed, d
And rallnembn.nee is keeping a wutch o’er the
sleepin
The loved ones that sleep with t.hs{ dend. 4

Oh'! deal with us geritly, and smile + us kmdly,
And lay on each sormwmg brow, |

Throughout thy dominion, as soothing 2 pmum,
As that whlch ls‘fannmg us now.

And many a bleumg and genﬂe cnressmg,
_Thou’ll meet as thou’rt pas ¥

And star beams shall quiver for aye on the nver
Tlm braughnhe good king of to-da




WASHIN G-'I'ON.
 PATER PATRLE, G
i;h over a.ll whom might or mind made great
ielding the conqueror’s crown to harder hearts
Exalted not by politicians’ arts, _
Yet with a will to meet and master Fate,

_ -~ And skill to rule a young, divided State,

Greater bj{?{ what was not than what was done, .
Alone on History’s height stands Washington;

- And teeming Time shall nmt bring forth his mate.
-For only h;-z of men, on earth wassent SEY ‘
__Inallthe n:ughl:. of mind’s integrity:
Ne’er as in him, truth, strength and wisdom blent
- And that his glory nught eternal be,
A boundless country is his monument,
A m:ghty-nation his postenty. -




_THE CLOSING SCEN
" BY T. BUCHANAN REED,
The Norih British Review pronounces this |

poem the best that has ever been written by |
an American author: i

Within this sober realm of leafless trees,
_The russet year inhaled the dreamy air,
Like some tanned reaper in his hour of ease,
‘When all the fields are lying brown and bare.

The gray barns, looking from their hazy hills
O’er the dim waters widening in the vales,

Sent down the air a greeting to the mills,
On the dull thander of alternate flails.

All sights were mellowed, and all sounds subduéd,

‘fl.‘he hills seemed farther, and the streams sang low;

As ina dream, the distant woodman hew’d '
f His winter log with many a muffled blow.

et e e &

Th’ embattled forests, erewhile armed in gold,
Their banners bright with every martial hue,

Now stood, like some sad beaten host of old,
Withdrawn afar in Time’s remotest blue. |

| On slum’brous wings the vulture tried his flight
- Thedove scarce heard his sighing mate’s complaint;
And like a star slow drowning in the light,
The village church-vane seemed to pale and faint.

The sentinel cock npon the hill-side crew;
Crew thrice, and all was stiller than before—
Silent till some replying wanderer blew
His alien horn, and then was heard no more.

Wohere erst the jay within the elm’s tall crest

Made garrulous trouble round the unfledged young;
And where the oriole hung her swaying nest

By every light wind like a censer swung;

Where sang the noisy masons of the eves,
The busy swallows circling ever near,

Foreboding, as the rustic mind believes,
An early harvest and a plenteous year;

i Where every bird which charmed the vernal feast
Shook the sweet slumber from its wings at morn,
"T'o warn the reapers of the rosy east
All now was songless, empty, and forlorn.

Alone, from out the stubble piped the quail,
And croak'd the crow through all the dreary gloom
Alone the pheasant, drumming in the vale,
Made echo to the distant cottage loom.

There was no bud, no bloom upon the bowers;
The spiders wove their thinshrouds night by nizht:
The thistle-down, the only ghost of flowers, :
Sailed slowly by—passed noiseless out of sight.

Amid all this—in this most cheerless air,
And where the woodbine sheds upon the porch
| Its crimson leaves, as if the year stood there,
Firing the floor with his inverted torch—

| Amid all this, the centre of the scene, ! |
| The white-haired matron, with monotonons tread

Plied the swift wheel, and, with her joyless mien

Sat like a Fate, and watched the flying thread.

She had known sorrow. He had walked with her, |
Oft supped, and broke with her the ashen crust,

And, in the dead leaves, still she heard the stir
Of his black mantle trailing in the dust.

While yet her cheek was bright with summer bloom,
Her country summoned, and she gave her all,
| And twice war bowed to her his sable plume;
. He gave the swords to rest upon the wall.

Re-gave the swords—but not the hand that drew
And struck for liberty the dying blows;

Nor him, who to his sire and country true,
Fell ’mid the ranks of the invading foe.

Long, but not loud, the droning wheel went on,
Like the low murmurs of a hive at noon;

Long, but not loud, the memory of the gone . .
Breathed through her lipsasad and tremulous tune.

At last the thread was snapped, her head was bow’d;
Life drooped the distaff through his l)qnds serene;
And loving neighbours smoothed her cateful shroud,
While Death and Winter closed the autumn scene.







_ PARKERSBURG _ Eleanor~

colla; Halre of 1325 Market St: died

. Dr. S. Scollay and Anne Isaacs
“Mgoore. Dr. Moore was rector at

Trinity Episcopal Church at Parkers-
burg from 1888-1923 and rector

" eémeritus from 1923 until his death in

'1935. Mrs. Haire was a member of
 Trinity Episcopal Church.

Survivors include a brother, S.
Scollay Moore of Nassau in the !
Bahamas; a sister, Elizabeth Lw,“l
Moore of Parkersburg, a nephew, |
Lowell Chamberlain of Columbus; !
and a niece, Anne Chamberlam, ¥
Brown of Marietta.

She was preceded in death by her.

» husband, Melvin J. Haire in 1950;

three sisters and a half-brother. o
Services will be 11 a.m. Friday in
the Vaughan Funeral Home at\2
Parkersburg with the Rev. Kenneth .
L. Price Jr. and the Rev. G. T.
Schramm officiating. Burial will be !
in the Riverview Cemetery at Juliana
and Ann streets, Parkersburg.
Friends may call at the funeral :
: home from 2 to 4 GRG0 0t
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TRUTH AND A TRUNK.

Lok Out Yor Baggage if an Woman
' Tells You It Isn’t Heavy.

I know a woman who travels around
the country with a trunk as big as a
heouse. Protests of husband and friends
are of no avail, and it seems to me the
case is a perfectly proper one for the
Anticruelty society. When I mention-
ed this to the lady with the trunk, she
said, *“But they are only to look after |
children and animals.” |

“Perhaps they can twist their con-
stitution to get the baggageman under
e . animale _and prosecute







