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INTRODUCTION,

ThesE scraps of chyme together brought
From fly-leaves, letters, scribbled e'er,

In part from other tongues were caught
Yet most were planted leng before, —

Germs quickened by a constant rain
From the twin wells of joy and pain.

Not sorted, labeiled, each in place,

Or sharpened into weapons keen,
As when a wit with wits would race ;

Small food for “ minds " may here be seen !
For yau my *scribbles,” gentle wight,

Wha, like their writer, cannol write |






CLOSENESS.

“ Cenx guie MONS GUORS afniel & gNE Mous avous perdus ne somt
ur o s cialent, mafs (5 sond partent o foujowrs ow newr
sommnes.’
“THEY are not absent from our life, our being,
Whom thus you style, — “departed — gone away "—
Dead? Yes, to sight! but that thin veil concealing
Their lives from ours is pushed aside each day.

Na strangers now, though we may not have known them,
And e'en their names have never reached our ear |

If on these gravestones we one day are shown them,
Straightway are they our friends, beloved and dear.

We know the promise, * man shall live for ever,"
But many till they lose some loved one wait

‘To feel, bere in the body, nought can sever
Freed souls from those within the earthly state !

“They are around us when in summer lying
In spicy shade we listen to the pines, —

For when this world says most the next is trying
To show itself behind the outward signs |



o CLOSENESS,

But most of all at night | when few are waking,
And the great characters no eye can spell

Shine out above us, and the moonlight breaking
In solemn glory, floods each hill and dell.

As we stand tranced, in deepest awe and longing,
The mortal bandage on our spirit eyes

Loosens so much we ket the souls are thronging
Close here beside us, not in far off skies.

Fear them | how should we fear them ? they are brothers,
The lessons we are leamning have been theirs ;

Though some have reached the goal vet are there others:
Like us detained upon the heavenly stairs,

One bond is ours | those crowned with soul perfection,
And they with wisdom barely sown on earth,

Baoth long with us far that grand Resurrection,
The consummation of the heavenly birth |

Our Father ! dead and living Thou dost hold us,
For them we plead and for our joy they pray ;

Both are thy children, — by Thy Christ enfold us
Close to Thy heart in everlasting day !



