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SONG.
Who can tell where ccho dwells?
Is it where the tiny bells
Of the flowers bend and swing,
Where tho birds forever sing?
Echo, ¢cho, far awny.

Who can tell where ocho strays

All the happy summer days?

Through the woods she hunts the shadows,

Plays with lambs on grassy meadows,
Echo, echio far away.

Who can tell where echosleeps ?

Is it where a bright stream leaps

O'or o, mossy grotto dark,

Lighted by o five-fly’s sparik ?
Echo, echo far away.

Who can tell what echo knowa?

Al, she never will disclose,

To her sccrets she is true,

Listen! S8he is calling you,
Echo, echo, far awvay,—

Echo, far away. Yals Lit
== L6 Lol

TIIE MARK OF THE ROSE.
1 opened the hook before me—
Botwaoen 1ts lenves thore lny
A rose, all withorod and drvied and dead,
Whoyo fragrance had pagsed away,

The rose was brown and dull,
Buat I saw o faint red stodn,

For the page was marked with tho rose's blood
On the spot whetre it long had lain,

And now the book of my life
Lies opon beforo my oyes;
There, too, I find a treasured rose,
And crowding fancies riso.

And this rose may fade and dio,
And 1ts perfume vanish awwy,
Dut its mark on the pages of my honrt
8hall last forever and aye,
—Yale Lit.

A MYSTERY,
T'hey sat in the hammook at evening
When the shadows were thickening fast,
Thinking more by for of the present
Than of the future or past.

From inside through the open window
Oame her mother's volee gontly onlling,
‘iYou ought to have something around you,
For the dew s rapldly falling."

Neither he nor she had shawl or clonk,
Noraught olse that any could sve
Now, how could she truly answer back,
“Qh, mama, I have lots around me,”
Untversity Quarierly.

FAHRENIHEIT.
Little Johnnie had a mirror,
But he ate the back all off,
Thinking, rashly, tg}_\ls torrov,
This would cure his wooping.cough.

Not long aftor Johnnie's mothor,
Weeping said, to Mrs, Brown,
It was o chllly duy for Johnnie
When the mercury went down,
. -~ Tiger,
NOT TO BE,
1shall lie down and none will me nrouse
In the caro-taking morning or the swoon
Of tho stil], languorous, wurm aftornoon,
When by the deeper brooks the cattle browse,
Or day's suspension when the sun doth house
Iis nehing head beyond the ribbing dune,
In the curved ocenn or the night of moon
And falling stars=but I shall alwnys drowse,

Life will go on, for those who eannot choose,
In the familinr way—tho startled flame
Of ohatfing and impassioned blood suffuso
Pho oliecks of mon and womeon still they name
014 futile questions to the lite I lose,
And gotting no reply embrace their shamae,
wDProgser Hall Irye (In T'rinity Tablet.)

LOVE AND LONG AGO.
When o'en the muster poot's pains
1Lls 1yre soft and low,
Will evor flnd its swoetost strains
In love und long ago.

Tho silveyr lnke is peaceful when
Dim twilight sleeps above,

Yet thrico more when it glides our ken
With the pence of happy love.

God's fleld with starry blossoms g y
Doth still more gaily show,

When in the heautiful tar-away
You sue tho long ago.

O love and long ago! the themes
Of happy rioh and poor!

Where poots censo to droam their drenms
Theso songs will still endure,

AD, yos, these themes will flll our song
Whore bliss 1s universal love,
Whore long ago is ages long,

In ronlms of light above.
—The La Fuyctte.

A NEW VERSION,
The tencher whackead the boy, one day,
Who disobeyed the rule, '
The scholars did notlaugh nor play,
To see thatlamn in school,
Harvard Lanpoon,



