
“T H O U H A S T L O W E D. "

By Mrs. SEBAshilTri.

Dearest, in thineeye'sdeeplight
Is a look to tearsallied—

tº
.

Sorrow strugglingwith delight,

Each theotherseeks to hide;
Thou, the freightedark o

f

life
Lonely floatingon thesea,

With thy being'streasureriſe—
Thou hast wearied thus to be.

Thou hastsentthy dovefrom thee—
Forth hast launchedthy dove o

f peace,

And thebranch,thoughgreen it be,

Can it bid thy doubtingscease ?

Though it speak o
f hopethewhile,

Verdant spotsand sunny bowers,

Can it bringtheeback thesmile
That beguiledthy vacant hours ?

Take thy doveand fold it
s wing—

Fold its rufiledwing to rest;
Delugeairs around it ring:

Let it nestleon thy breast.
Dearest,all thy care is vain—
Mark its trembling,weary wings;

But it connes to theeagain,

And an olive branch it brings.

Take it
,

bind it unto thee,
Though theleavesare dimwith tears;

Such thy woman lot mustbe—
Love andsorrow, hopesand fears.
Bind the branch o

f promiseever
To thy heart, with fear oppressed,

Let theleaves o
f hope,oh! never,

Withered, leave their place o
f

rest.

W I O L A.

By JAMES ALDRICri.

This simplechain o
f sunnyhair,

Thus braided b
y

thy gentlehand,

Anear my heart I ever wear,
Since thouart gone to shadow-land.

Whene'er uponthe little gift

Of thy sweet lovemy eye is cast,

Will welcomememorycomeandlift
The curtainsof thesilent Past !

Ah! my fondheart, a
s

well it may,

Feels then, in all its depthanew,

That which, when thouwast called away.

Ennobledand immortalgrew :

Lost one' to thee I’ll constantprove,
Long a

s
I walk thismortalstrand,

So may I claim thy perfectlove
When we shall meet in shadow-land.

M O R N IN G P R A Y E R .

* - illustration of A rictURE.

HE is not here!

We meetaroundthealtar yet oncemore,

Where we our prayershaveblent so oft before,

And drop a tear
Upon the holy bookfromwhich h

e

read
Who sleeps, a

t length, in peace,amongthesilent dead.

Yet fromon high

He looketh o
n us—widow, daughter,son—

Pointing thecourseby which h
e glory won.

He still is nigh,

On angel'swings, to comfort u
s

andguide,-
Unseen, but not unfelt, forever b

y

our side.

Father in heaven :

Who hast called homethe leader o
f

our band,
And thebrightglories o

f

thebetterland
Unto himgiven,

O
,
b
e

with us, andkeep u
s
in the way

That leads,throughthisdark night, to a
n unendingday:

Strengthenour hearts

To bear,with fortitude, the ills o
f time;

Preservethemeverfrom thewinter's rime,
So let our parts

Be acted,thatagain theprayer andsong

We may togetherblend,and throughall timeprolong :


