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How harsh upon her ears his words did sound!
In foreign tongue he seomed his thoughts to tell.
Shefeignead the knowledgo of his words profonnd
And deigned to yield the hand he loved so well,
Y1 oft have wished tobe on yonder height."—
The coyish maiden quickly gave veply,
“To seo disrobing oy pl:opn.re for night,
And plead protection from the stars on high "—
Al, 8ee! the Earth heaves up her mighty broust,
The blushing 8un extends his randlant arms,
And in that fond embraco the two will rest
Until commanding day brings her new charms,

We've reached the hill where elms stand high and proud,
But look ! How, fettored by a natlye grape

That crouching dogwood, clothed as with u shroud,
Or with & fall of snow, has lost its shapo,

What heaven is this that makes such burdoens grent ?
Fulr flower, well dost thou symbolize to me

A truoe nobility, and emulate
Tho highest noble clothed in honesty,

In such & sceno each thought that rolls within,
In such there is no guilty thought to hide;

As through the crystal case the hour iaseon,
8o seo 1 through tho vell the heavens provide.'

Hoer lovor stooil enchantoed by her song,
And yet a puin reachicd decp into his heart ;
Ilis soul was moved, he know something was wrong,
That to his love he could not now impatt.
ILis face was all nglow with loving toar ;
He turned to stay the thoughts hismind contained,
And spled a robin’s cureass lylng nenr,
By whioh this man his self possession guined,
“Ah, see I hie raised the cold and liteless form;
This migrotory thrush with brown-red breast
Ilas met its death and now is scarcely warm.
A male was this becauso so brightly dressod,
110 lacks his tips of white upon his tatl
And owns a spot that's rare on robin's wing.
Some moen in ignorance these birds assail
To suve tho fruits that ripen while thoy sing.”

Thus to his friend the man of sclence spoke
With concise reasons gnswering cvory *why ;"
Yotall the observations he could make
Hud ylelded but a weary yawning sigh,
1Iar thoughts could not with such dry facts accord ;
The fibre ot her brain is flner drawn ;
Her converge is with Nature, not by word ;
But by hor words we learn of Nature's song,
A Mfe was sacriflced in this bird’s death,
A God takes note and will avenge his own,
What value to a world of sin is breath,
However pure, when mid corruption sown?
God values life beyood our own conceit,
T'he Savior suffered gross insult and pain
That we his lifo in ours might repeat ;
And thus & soul from Satan’s clutches gain,
Thisawfual silence, sir, so sweet tolife,
Oft comes to thuse who foel life’s bitt'rest woes ;
And in whose soul redeeming lovo is rife ;
And o'er whose heart grief ne'er a shadow throws,

This stillness deep, as darkness round us folds,
Malkes audible the voice that speaks within,
How mystio is the flower that twilight holds
ire tongues of night thelr melodles begin.
Do not our thoughts, transcending earthly bounds,
Reach upward to the one Eternal Mind,
While in our souls the faintest echo sounds
These words:—'0, man ! this life eternal find {’
Night follows close observed in sable gown
And at our beds oft breathes it in our ears,
So myriad stars that from their height look down
Invite our thoughts to a world of endless years,"

Move bitter now this lover folt his pain,
For every word estranged his from his love 3
His song could ne'er accord with her sweetl strain §
His oeyes were turned upon the star above,
Then through his learned mind such diff'rent thoughts
Were coursing, as he traced the astral fleld,
Dividing it into its stellar plots
And making sure that each its own would yield.
In wordless contemplation he recalled
Tne selentific name of every atar ;
He knew at last what most his love appalled
And now resolved to flulsh cupid's war.
‘My dear,” he safd, “Your world and mine ave two;
In yours I find no place where I can dwell;
In mine the things my senses find, are true;
Against all clse my wisdom must reboel.
T hear her objective sounds: I see and touch,
My pleasure les in knowing why 'tis so.
1 tasto and smell of matters only such
As rench my tongue or through my nostrils go.
In such a world you ne'er conld be content ;
On what Illve you soon would find a grave ;
These duys in idle courtship wo have spent,
To end which, I your humble pardon crave.'

The fair poctic maiden stood orect,
Ior face illumined by a starry sky s
And ere that prosy lover could detect N
Her pleasure, she prooeeded to reply.
“You need not crave for pardon, honored sir,
The gods would no'er consent that we should wed,
Bofore so great an error could ocour
All powor of guardian angels must have fled.
Most gladly do I hear your parting word,
Yot trust that we shall ever be sueh friends
That, though we fin each other most absurd,
We may for past offenses make amends."’
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Graduation Address by H. R. Leyden.

Twenty years ago the powerful German Empire
of to day was but a loose confederation of semi-
independant states. What is now parhaps the
most powerful military nation of Europe, was but
amass of petty monarchies that were at almost




