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@he Bngel ¥ EEhI- in my Breaw.

R

I HAD such an exquisie dream last night,
Az I lay on my couch asleep,

That thoogh it is June, and the earth ia bright, -
I only awoke to weep.

I dreamed that & flower which last winter froze
"Neath the storms from the pelting skies,

And folded its petals noder the enows,
Away from our loving cyes,

Revived, in the light of its loveliness,
On the banks of the genial spring,

And put out its blossome to cheer and bless,
Like the breath from a seraph’s wing.

She parted the clonds whero the sun went down,
With fingers like rosy shells,
And came, with the sweep of her hair so brown,
Abloom with pearl-colored bells.
Clad in the folds of a blushiog cloud,
With a girdle of lilies white,
[
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In tenderest beauty she over me bowed
Till I trembled with wild delight.

¢#(h, yor have come back te your dear old home,
To the hearts that have missed youn so !

Our lives bave drooped, and our joys are gone,
Since you were laid under the snow.

*But you have come back with your love again,
And gone ia my desolate life:

I tramp 1z my joy on the weeds of pain,
And laagh at the cold world’s strifa.

Put off the flowers of the pearly hue,
The cloed with its foldings fair:

Your life io the angel-laod is through ;
"T'was gingham you nzed to wear.

Come close to my side, and hear me tell
How the months have dragged along,

And the momenta rung with & ceeseless knell,
But never a merty song.

% Come closer yet: I have dreamed bafore,
And T fear I am dreaming now,

That vou wandered back from the shadowed shore
To cur shadowed hearts helow.

Oh, make me koow I am wide awake,
And you have come brek to me!

Else to-morrow morn my hesrt will break
*Neath the weight of ita misery.”

Her eyes looked #ad, and she pasged her hand
Over my burning brow,

And a balm dropped off from the ** Betler Laod,”
Ag she gaid, ¥ You ore dreaming now [




THE GREAT REBELLION. T

“'When morning breaks, you will lock for me
Through the house, and among the trees;

Baut, darling, your eyes are too dim to see
Far over the purple seas,

I watch, I wait by the pates of lLight,
And my haod shall let yon throngh,

Wheo your days go down in the misty night
To a land that is bright and pew,

T would come back through the gate of pein,
But only to comfort youn.”

% 0Oh, no 1" I sobbed : ** death has wronght yon gain,
And 1 can toil up to you.”



