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THE GLEANERS.

The harvest time was past, the snmmer ended,
And all the ripened grain was renped,
When through the barren fields a stranger
wended
s way where onee their wealth was heaped;
And where some zeattered grain was intermin-
eled
With stubble, erespiog vine, or thorn,
From out the dross the gold he slowly singled—
Al in the early autumn mom.

The ehilling winds had come, snd all the flowers
ITad heard the knell and sank to rest;

When slowly, sadly throuph the lealess bowers—
That oues the fnint and weary blessed —

There wallked a lover voung, and plocked un-

bidden

Some truant blossomis by his side—

That, nestled in a nock, from frosts lay hidden—
And wove a garland for his bride.

A dreamer passed ofer life's uncertain high-
Way,

With downcast eyes and faltering tread,

And by the wagside of a narrow by-way,
Where rays of light were rarely shed,

Seme grain he found in stony plaees dying,
Bome lingering flowers still abloom;

And in the pebbled way some jewels Lying
Conecealed from others by the gloom,
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IN THE WOODS.

I've ladden the world adien to-day,
And, leaving my burdens all behind,
Happy and free to the woods I stray
To find a balm for my fevered mind,
And to read m the bool divine,

In the woods iz a plesssnt spot 1 koow,
Where the dark groon ferns and the daisies
hicle:
Where the pu!re white flowers of lanrel blow
The maple and hemlock and hireh beside,
And & brooklet murmurs near,

Up in a gkyward maple branch
A warbler carels forever nnseen,
And the oven-bird, like an avalanche,
Poureth his song through the leafy sereen
In a elimax loud aod elear,

The woodthrush's ringiag, silvery tooe
Chaseth the remnants of eare’s alloy,
And | think that Eden hag never flown—
‘With nothing forbidden 1 taste its joy,

And no ternpter need me allure,

['m gay as the white moth sailing thove,
Or the butterfly resting on yonder fern;
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Or the bee that is sipping the wine so rare
That is hidden within the laurel’s urn
By von stately beech so tall,

Some gne has summed up life in this:

To cat, to work, to steep and die;
But I find his reasoning all amiss—

He premizes wrong and eoncludes a lie—
For existence is ool 1ife,

There 13 zomething more in this life of onrs
Than sensuons plessure and drudging todl ;
I find it in birds and trees and flowers,
In Leaunty, in love, in harmonoy’s coil— -
And most in the soul of man.

I have castles and palaces all T choose,
And riches unmeasnred my argosics bring;
I'm a prinee, my Kingdom 'l never lose,
For am T oot aon of a greater King
Than ever thiz sarth has seen?
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MY LOST CHILDHOOD.

West of the cabin home was & thicket of sumac
and loeust

Twined with the vine of the crape, while the
musaive rocks noderneath it

Were hidden by ivy and fern, as sin is by char-
ity hidden,

Just at the thicket s edee s row of froit treos cx-
tended ;

ITere an abandoned eiave, whose walls were erum-
bling and falline,

Formed a pabace of plessure, an Aden regsined,
for the ehildrrn— -

Heene of orgies as wild ag those of Arabian fan-
eiea,

Hast of the eabin gureled & spring with the
elearness of erystal,

Roofed with Lthe wild-grape vine, forming a Chi-
nese pagoda,

Bomewhat east of the spring o brooklet gleamedd
in the sunshine— ;

Hare many eataracts fommed and infant Niaga-
ras thundered ;

Fultong invented their boats and sailed them on
minialure geeans,

Needing no mariner’s ehart, nor compass, nor
stars to guide them,
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For Acolus, pleased with fheir sport, sent his
lightest wephyrs to waft them;

Yet many A bark was wrecked and derelicts dov-
ered the waters,

Many a life-line wasg thrown to rescue the sferm-
tossed =ailor,

Crusoes were cast ashore and pined on their des.
olete islands—

Sweet Indeed are the faneies of youth and the
make-believes of ehilidhood,

Hwueeter stili when seen through the viste of

- years that have faded?



