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nobody. I have tried 10 love a rich g
ir
l
, b
u
t
I love before he obtained an absolute permission to be happy

Mary without trying . Give u
s your blessing , grand in h
is

own way . Wise grandmammasay we .

ma , and let's have the wedding a
t

once ! " Mary was always a good girl , and riding in her

The o
ld lady , speechless, could only hold u
p

both own carriage has made her a beauty , to
o
. She is not

hands ; but Alonzo , inspired b
y

real feeling , looked so the only lady o
f

the “ aucune " family who fourishes

differentfrom thesoulless darling h
e

had ever seemed , within our bounds . A
s

fo
r

our friend Alonzo , h
e

that she fe
lt

a
n involuntary respect which prevented smiles instead o
f sighing , a
s

h
e passesHumming -Bird

her opposing his will very decidedly . It was not long | Place .

A ARON ON MOUNT HOR .

BY MRS. LYDIA H. SIGOURNEY.

The summerdaydeclinedo'er Edom'svales,

A
s
o
n , throughwindingpaths o
f

loneMountHor ,

Three menwent travelingslow . Onemovedwith pain ;

His white beardsweepingo'er his reverendbreast,

And ever , a
s

theascentsteepergrew ,

More heavily did lean o
n

thosewho lent

Their kindly a
id
.
I seethemitredbrow

O
f

theHigh -Priest o
f

Israel - andanon,

As theslantsunsendsforth a strongerbeam
Through th

e

sparseboughsandcones o
f

terebinth,

His dazzlingbreast-platelike a rainbowgleams.

Methinks h
e

communeswith thepast, andcalls
The buriedyears. Each , like a flirtingghost,

Comeswith it
s

memories u
p
, andglidesaway .

Oncemorethemoan o
f Egyptmeetshis ear ,

A
s

when her first - bo
rn

died — th
e

sullensurge

O
f

th
e

dividedsea, enforced to leave

It
s

ancientchannels, andtheaffrightedcry

o
f

Israel a
t

redSinai'sawful base.

Their murmurings, andtheir mockings, andtheir strife

,

The si
n
a
t

Meribah ,—thedesert- graves
Fed with their recreantrace - all rise anew,

And passbeforehim a
s
a troubleddream.

But lo ! h
is

featureswear a brighteningtinge,

And o'er h
is high, anointedbrow theregleams

A transientsmile. Caught h
e
a gloriousview

O
f

thateternalCanaan, fair with light ,

And watered b
y

the river o
f

h
is

God,

Where was h
is heritage ? O
r

stolethesong
Of Miriam's timbrelo'er the flood o

f

death,

Wooing himonward throughthe last, faintsteps
Of wearied life ?

And now theyreachthespot

Where h
e

hadcome to die . Strangeheaviness
Settledaroundhis spirit . Then h

e

knew
That death'sdarkangelstretched a sablewing

' Tweenhimandearth. The altar , andtheark ,

The unutteredmysteriesseenwithin thevail ,

Thosedeep- se
t

traces o
f

his inmostsoul ,

Grew dimandvanished.
S
o , with tremblinghand,

He hasted to unclaspthepriestlyrobe
And cast it o'er h

is
son, and o

n

h
is

head
The mitreplace ; while , with a feeblevoice ,

He blessed, andbadehim keephis garmentspure
From blood o

f

souls. But then, a
s

Mosesraised
The mysticbreast-plate, andthatdying eye
Caught th

e

lastradiance o
f

thosepreciousstones,

By whoseoracular andfearſul light

Jehovah had so o
ft

h
is

will revealed
Unto thechosentribeswhomAaron loved

In a
ll

their wanderings — butwhosepromisedland

H
e mightnot lookupon - h
e sadly laid

His headuponthemountain'sturfy breast,

And with oneprayer, half wrapped in stifledgroans,

Gave u
p

theghost.

Siedfastbesidethedead,

With foldedarmsandfaceuplift to Heaven ,

The prophetMosesstood a
s if b
y

faith
Following thesaintedsoul. No sigh o

f grief ,

Nor sign o
f earthlypassionmarkedtheman

Who once o
n

Sinai's t
o
p

had talkedwith God ,

-But theyoungpriest kneltdown , with quivering li
p ,

And pressedhis forehead o
n

thepulselessbreast,

And mid the gifts o
f

sacerdotalpower

And dignityentrusted to his hand,

Rememberingbutthe fatherthat h
e

loved
Long with his filial tearsbedewedtheclay .

MENTAL SOLITUDE .

B
Y

ELIZABETHOKESSMITH, AUTHOR O
F
" THESINLESSCHILD, " ETC.

THERE is a solitudethemindcreates,

A solitude, o
f holythought, profound

Alone , savetherethe “ Soul's Ideal ” waits ,

It maketh to itself a hallowedground.

Lo ! theproudeaglewhen h
e highestsoars,

Leaves thedimearthandshadowsfar behind
Alone , thethunder- cloudaroundhim roars,

And the reſt pinionflutters in thewind .

Alone , h
e

soarswhere higher regionssleep,

And the calmetherowns nor stormnor cloud
And thusthesoul it

s upward way mustkeep,

And leavebehindthe tempeatsraging loud
Alone , to Godbear u

p
it
s heavyweight

Of humanhopeandfear , nor feel “ all desolate. ' '
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