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Jusper;
THE MAN WHO NEVER FEARED
WHAT PEOPLE BAID.

" HE Bea, the Bea, the glorions Bea!

Bo fall of life and hope to me;

I gaze upon its changing wave,
Now fiereely dashing foam to lave
The rocks, that boldly bound its course,
Forbid its huge gigantic fores ;
Now rippling as the summer Iake,
And sparkling as the diamond fuke.

I view it from a terraced walk,
Where silv'ry pines and fir-trees talk
In langnage known but to themselves,
And to those fair bewitching elves,

In whom we all have faint balief,
Althongh we mingle it with grief,——
And tell you Superstition’s born,

A graceless rose, a worthless thorn.

The sky-lark, though his nest is low,
Hoars in the earliest sunlight glow !
The golden summer ekies appear,
One cloudless hope without a fear;
The bloe balow, the blus above,
Bpeak of that perfect world of love,
Where pain and sorrow are unknown,
And saTiePacTioN reigns alone!



JARPER.

I gazed in lingering raverie,

Upon this sight of sky and sea!

And then my stepe I upwards traced
Towarde a fair Lodge, where interlaced,
The rose and honeysuckle twine,

In grace and loveliness divine;

Fresh ss the early moming dew,
Which, though the same, 18 ever new,

Within I sought s lovely flower,

ing fast for Eden's bower:
A flowar that often seemed to say,
* T long have bloomed to cheer your way,—
Bui wintry days of changing sky,
Warn me to stretch my wings end fly
Where Spring and Sunshine never esase,
And Joy beth an eternal lease!"

The o door 1 open found,

And b the old familiar spund

Of Fire-Fly's bark,—a dog of fame,
Whose charscter was as his name,
And Zebea's Mother came o greet
Me in her spotless gown, so neat ;

A fragile ereature, never made

To dwell with chill or gloomy shade!

Her husband lived at Harkworth Hall,
Where peace and plenty shone on all ;

The prettieat Lodge the Muster gave

His Butler's wife, expense to save:

But e'en in this bright sunny spot,

Death would sn sarow vile have shot ;

For long hir ruthloss hand was stayed,
But now its with'ring power must fade!




JABPER.

The Mother led ma to 8 room,
Where dancing sunbeams banished gloom ;
While Zebee watched the sparkling sea,
And thought of Immortality.

Too weak to rise op from her chair,

Reelining, she enjoyed the air;
Longing to pi the azure blue,
To gain of Bea a view.

Is there & mind of priceless worth,
Whose teachings are not those of earth ?
Ig there a face and form whoss dower,
Bpeaketh of Eden’s perfect bower #
That form, that mind, we surely see,
The firel on Heaven-born wing to flee,
Where ev'ry sight and sound is bleat,
And poumght can jar th' all-perfect rest!

And Zebee's lustrous deep blue eye,
Beemod made for Eden's brighter sky ;
At times it shone with flery hne,

At times it pierced a sightless view ;
"Twaa lit as with a brilliant spark,
Bhe watched the gay, the happy lark,
Higher and hi wing its flight,’
Flc%:’s?ng in mg!:l:]:t.hamgl h.gl;':lg

"Twae calm and placid as a lake,

Boft as the falling snowy flake,—
While listening to those words of peace,
“My love to you ean never ceage.

In the dark valley you will find,

Thet I illominate the mind;

I am your Bun, your Shisld, your Stay,
Fear nothing, for T lead the woy."



JARPER.

Her wavy hair, which shone as gold,
Brooght to our mind the nymphs of old;
The rose and lily vied with grace,

To paint their hues opon her face;

And yet this loveliness was not

That which snstains an earthly lot;

The epirit rerified the shell,

Tmpatient ap above to dwell,

A little boy sat at her feet,

Who rose to offer me & seat:

He placed a chair with weirdieh grace,
viewed me with & solemn [ace.

I ne'er beheld so sirange s child,

Witching his tones, his manners mild;

A baba in years, & man in tho

His spirit seemed with wonder fruught.

Upright and motionless he stood,
Giazing anon upon the wood

That skirted the bright sanny bay,
The fairy huunts where ehildren play ;
Anon upon the book I read,

To e his sister's dg:g bed ;
Anon upon that sister fair,

Whose solitude he loved to ghare.

The child perplexed me,—but the power
That eircumseribes & dying hour,
Hushed every thought with life allied,—
Zabea und Death ware side by sidel
“Are you," I asked, ** content to go,
And lenve all worldly ties below?

S0 young, are you {repumd to die,

And meet your Maker in the sky? "




JARPER.

“Oh, yes!" she sweetly smiled and said,
“With roses fair my bed is spread ;

I often long to fly away,

And lesve grim suffering and decay:

Bat thoagh witheut a single fear,

I'd stay my parents’ heart to choer,—
I'd linger on a little space,

To see denr Jasper take my place |

But when this sorrow 18 o

And I have reached my bome ut Inst,

I feel we never ean be twain,—

Jusper and T will meet again.

We often of that bright land

We would have marched to hand in hand,—
But I must cross the siream ere noon,
Though Jasper will be crossing soon.”

We parted,—ne'sr to meet again,

In seene of sunshine or of rain |

Her spirit winged its upward flight

To regions of eternal light!

The + absent all the day,

At night would sometimes wend his way,
To gaze upon her quiet grave,

Tmlled by the rippling of the wave.

Jasper would strew the grassy mound,
‘With flow'rets bright which grew around;
Ang there he'd sit with tearful eye,

And ask himself, ** When shall I die? "
But Jasper's time had nol yet come,

The desert lay 'twixt him and home ;

His Mother first deseried the hand

Which pointed him to yonder land.



JABPEH.

The little boy was eight years old,—
Cast in o strange, mysterions mould ;
Brave as a Hon, nought conld fear,
And much ¢ould bear without a tear.
Taciturn and laconie, he

Haemed often in & reveris,

His conntenance so fair to view,

His honest eyes so brightly blue.

His Mother faded day by day,

As lovely roses pass away;

While Jasper's grave and solemn care,
Made every fleeting hour seem fair.

Tha old, by sharp experience teught,
Know how life's buﬂa shounld be fought;
But early youth rarely imbibee

The truths to which old age subscribes.

One day the Mother softly said,

“ Dear Jasper, when I'm gone, am desd,
1 wish to leave one role behind,

Which you must ever bear in mind :
CoURT MOT APPLATEE, AND PEAR NOT MAN,
Bur woRE UPON THIS SINGLE FLAN,—

Do oMLY IIGHET, COET WHAT IT MAY,

AND NEVER FEAR WHAT PEOPLE 84Y!

God's word will teach yon all yon need,
To that, and that alone, give heed ;

God cannot change,—but fitful man
Changes with every changing plan,
Mixn YoUR 0WN BUSINESS, AND BE WISE
For SELF, THEREIN TOUE WISDOM LIES ;
AND THEREFORE LET YOUR MOTTO BE,

‘I po arn FoR Ereswroy!™"




