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TO

MY FRIENDS EVERYWHERE,

AND TO

MY BEST FRIEND IN PARTICULAR,

Bre these Blossoms Bedicuted.

THAT THEY MAY COME FORTH FROM LIFE'S TRIALS WITH A RECORD
AS STAINLESS AS THE PETALS OF THE HUMBLE MAYWEED, AND
WITH A HEART-RICHNESS WHICH SHALL FIT THEM TO
BLOOM WITHIN THE GATES OF PARADISE,

IS THE SINCERE PRAYER OF

LOIS WAISBROOKER.
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TO THE READER.

KiIND READER:

You may think that I have chosen a singular
name for the collection which I now give you in book

form; but is it not good to seek to glorify common
things? And though

The Mayweed is a bitter herb,
A humble wayside flower,
With neither form nor fragrance
To grace a regal bower;
A common, vulgar, wayside weed,
That few would ever pause to heed,

Yet deep within its heart qf gold
The sunbeams love to play,
And from its petals purely white

Comes the unbroken ray
Which gives the colors all in one,
Reflecting all, retaining none.

L. W.
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*12 MAYWEED BLOSSOMS.

while a voice, that seemed to issue therefrom, said,
“Were there no sweetness the bee would not tarry in its
flight, and as for the beauty, wait.” Surprise changed
the current of my thoughts, and forgetting my sorrow,
T listened intently for more, and lo! I was taken back
to the very morning of my childhood.

The simple weed seemed possessed of clairvoyance,
for it told me of the timme when I had pressed its kindred
beneath my little feet, as I made my way for the first
time to the portico of a-b-c-dom,-and there was no
sorrow in the recollection. Ah, the very spirit of May-
weed ! I could fancy it to have stepped forth from the
form, and to be leading my spirit over the pathway of
that life of which I had spoken so bitterly. Back and
forth we went over the devious windings of that summer
at school. “See here,” said my guide ; * do you remen-
ber this creek, by the side of which you used to play,
bringing moss from the woods to carpet the sand, the
floor of the play-house, and to make a bed for dolly,
decking the whole with the scarlet berries that grew
beneath the pines?” Just here came the thought of the
day I played in that same creek’till the teacher had to
wrap me in her shawl while she dried my clothes.
Well, I suppose it was not quite so pleasant in the time
of it, but I question if the delight of paddling in the
liquid crystal did not fully compensate for the annoy-
ance of the wise sayings of, “ See what little girls get
by being naughty,” etc., etc. If not, I am sure that
the laugHs I have had since, in reference thereto, have
more than made up the deficiency. No, there was no.
sorrow in the recollection of those years. What cared
I for poverty? The trees and the flowers were as beau-
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tiful to me as to the richest; the broad earth was as
green, and the blue heavens as bright; and then, in
my grandfather’s home, where I was privileged to stay
through that, my four-year-old summer, —a very un-
pretending dwelling by the way, but to me wonderful,
— within was comfort, and without the glorious old
pear trees, the big sweet apple tree that almost tossed
its fruit into our hedroom window, with the plums, and
the cherries, the walnuts that grew in the fields, and the
chestnuts in the woods. What a world of treasure
stored away in the chambers of Memory, to be enjoyed
even yet! “Is it not so?” said Mayweed; and my
spirit could but reply in the affirmative; and yet, with
a kind of perversity which is perhaps peculiar to me, I
look some two years ahead to a scene in- that same
home, where I find myself in tears. Tears for what?
Why, you see, “ Little girls must be industrious,” and
I was learning to knit; but the glad shouts of uncles
not much older than myself, and of .cousins also, have
tempted me from my task, and here I am in the midst
of them, my hair streaming in the wind, and as merry
as the merrfest; but a voice that I dare not disobey
summons me back to my little chair and my knitting-
needles with, ® Ain’t you ashamed to be out there with
the boys?” and so I weep, but.not much ; for that only
brings additional reproof to the eldest granddaughter,
of whom they are somewhat proud, and would like to
manufacture into the article known as “Lady.”

A little thorn this, but I cannot forget the pain quite
so quickly as I did the other, for it was a real robbery
of my rights, and my heart goes out in sympathy to the
thousands who have been robbed in like manner.
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Mayweed, however, is again at hand, and she gently
leads me back to the school-room. “Dg you recollect,”
she says, “when you read of the lazy sheep who ate
‘ grass, and daisies white,” how you wondered what the
white daisy was? There was a golden-colored, buttery-
leafed flower, which you had named yellow daisy, but
nothing that had ever fallen under your eye that filled
your idea of what a white daisy should be ; and yet you
might be mistaken, and, wandering in a by-path by your-
gelf, when recess came, you gathered some of the fairest
of the Mayweeds among my ancestors, and tried to make
yourself believe that they were the flowers intended.”

While Mayweed was thus reminding me of the an-
cient examination, I plucked, and began, unconsciously,
to examine a blossom from the one before me, when a
voice by my side—a real human voice — said, “ You
think that is homely, auntie ; but just look through
this, and then see ; ¥ presenting me, at the same time, a
magnifying glass of moderate power.

“Well, Charley, this does change the appearance
somewhat,” said I; *but it is not very beautiful yet.”

He regarded me a moment with an afnused look, and
then handed me one of much higher power. I adjusted
it to the humble weed, and what a transformation !
Glorious beyond all I had ever imagined, the very dust
upon its leaves sparkling like diamonds." * Beautiful !
beautiful ] > I exclaimed, in rapt astonishment, when
there came a soft whisper, “No beauty, no sweetness.
Is thy life like the Mayweed’s?” *“Would to God it
might be!” was the full response of my heart. *“The
lens of thy spirit is the glass through which thou must
look upon it,” came in sweet reply. “As it expands
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thou wilt find the bitter bringing sweetness — the unat-
tractive changing to attractive — then beautiful, then
dazzlingly glorious — brighter and still brighter, as the
jewels polished by the rough hand of Time reflect the
blaze of Eternity.” I listened till the voice ceased, and
then went forth content.

FAINT NOT.

FAINT not, soul, beneath thy sorrow ;
Long the night that brings no morrow ;
Woo thou Hope, and she will sing,
While she folds her fluttering wing,
Soothing strains, to ®heer thy way,
Till night brings the new-born day.

Courage, courage, struggle on :
If a cloud obscures thy sun,
Dream not that thy joys are past ;
Of thy faith ’tis but a test:
Courage, and it soon shall be

A crowning gem in victory.
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FLOWERS THAT BLOOM BESIDE THE

WATERS.

FLowgRs that bloom beside the waters,
" Murmuring waters,
Coming from the hidden fountains
Of the heart, —
Fathomless fountains
That, with joy or sorrow vynoved,
Give the tints those flowers are showing,
All the hues in which they’re glowing,
As a mirror
Giveth back an image true.
- e
Flowers that bloom beside the waters,
Gushing waters,
That with life instinctive swelling,
Upward welling, ever welling,
Out in rivulets are flowing,
On the banks of which are growing,
In varied hues,
Those blooming flowers —
Flowers, and buds, whose bursting fragrance
Floateth heavenward, —
Floateth through the upper air
Till the angels bend to breathe it,
Bend to breathe it,
And return it,
Sweetening thus our every care.
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Flowers that bloom beside the waters,
Laughing waters,
Leaping upward,

Like a full-toned shout of joy,
When the soul takes in the gladness,
Draughts of gladness,

That through Nature’s wide domains

Flows, as floweth through our veins
The living tide ;

Leaping up, then backward falling
To the earth,

For the flowerets that are calling
Know their worth ;

Know, they to those liquid crystals
Owe their birth.

Flowers that bloom beside the waters,
Bitter waters,
Where the wormwood of affliction
“Hath been cast,
Till with shrinking we have shivered
As they to our lips were pressed ;
Waters where the fragrant rose
Blooms, then sinks to its repose
With the thorns all turned within,
Drawing from life’s vital fount
Its crimson hues. '

Flowers that bloom beside the waters,
All along the path of life ;
Born of grief, or born of gladness, —
Born, where rippling o’er its bed

L

17
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"Tis so shallow,
That each pebble

Gives an eddying whirl,

And the sunlight makes it sparkle,
Till *tis fairer

E’en than they, the flowers.

Born where in their quict flow
Silently the waters go,
Hiding all their depths ;
Or where, winding through the shade
Where the cares of life have hid
- The light of heaven

In that shadow of the tomb,
Growing up without perfume,
Fading almost ere they bloom,

An ashen hue is given.

Born where life becomes a cascade,
Leaping from some rocky wall, —
Leaping till its shivered atoms
Weave the sunlight
Into rainbows,
While the foaming and the dashing
Tend to quiet flow again, —
Even here they will be blooming,
For they’re sown beside all waters,
Germs of flowers,
By angel hands.
Germs of flowers that bloom to wither, —
Here on earth flowers will wither,
But their fruits,
* ' »
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If protected, they shall ripen
In a fairer world than this —
Ripen for the hands that sowed them,
Ripen for the hearts that nourished.
Both shall share
The harvest bliss.

THE FLOWERS OF LIFE.

THE burning sun of noon was o’er me;
A long journey lay before me;

I looked around on all the plain

For shelter, but I sought in vain.

Just then I saw, far down the way,

A flower of colors bright and gay:

I ran in haste to gather it,

Unmindful of the noontide heat.

And then another and another

Drew me still further on and further, —
Ah, yes, they even drew me on

Until my journey was quite done ;
Then, as I turned to seek for rest,
Thinking how much I had been blest,

*Twas thus I mused : “ What should we do-

But for life’s flowers, as we pass through?”

19
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HEART LEAVES.

Heart leaves, as ye turn them o’er,
Ye that are called sages,

Can ye read the mystic lore
Traced upon their pages?

O, THE heart! the heart! What a strange, com-
plicated piece of workmanship! The human heart, —
the seat of feeling and affection, of all the various
emotions which go to make so large a share of the hap-
piness or misery of the individual! Heart leaves: turn
them over ; read them till their number shall exceed the
leaves of the forest; but do not imagine, even then,
that thy task is accomplished, for new ones continue to
present themselves, each varying from the other, and
stretching on, onward, till the years of eternity are num-
bered. Only to the eye of the Infinite are they spread
out in one ever-present panorama.

As the lights and shades — the rough and smooth
places, and all that, taken separately, would look like
unmeaning distortions — are needed to make the work
of the artist perfect, to make a picture that shall pro-
claim a master’s hand, so is each leaf in that wondrous
book called “The Heart” needed to form a perfect vol-
ume. But here theretare no stereotyped editions — no
ten thousands struck from the same type. No; each
book is a new work, complete in itself — original and
distinct from all others.

You may do them up in the same covers, give them
the same title, and try to pass them off for copies of the
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same work, but it will not do ; sooner or later you will
discover that God declares his infinity in all his works,
and that variety is the natural language of that infinity.
Cease then, poor foolish mortal, to measure the capabil-
ities of another by thine own. Think not, when thou
hast deciphered a portion of what is written upon some
page of thine own .heart, that thou hast obtained so
much of an insight into the multitudes of hearts around
thee; for none but the “dear God” can fathom the life-
springs of humanity, and he only can touch the chords
to which their deep pulsations vibrate.

PLEASURE.

Long time I sought for Pleasure ;
At length to me she came,

And with hex a companion, —
The people call her Pain.

She quickly introduced me
To this unwelcome one,

‘And then as quickly left me,
But, O, she went alone!



22 MAYWEED BLOSSOMS.

“WEVE GOT A GARDEN!”

“0, Miss, we’'ve got a garden! come and see our
garden !” said a little, slender, blue—eyed child, in one
of those dwellings so common in cities, — those which
are so closely huddled together that there seems hardly
room left for a breath of air to intervene. I wondered
where room could be found for a garden in that crowded
place. I followed the child, however, and she led me
to the back part of the building, then pointing to a win-
dow over the sink, she bade me look out, and there, on
about a yard of ground, I saw a few green sprouts of
some kind, the seeds of which had been accidentally
scattered, and had taken root in that uncongenial place.
Never shall I forget the sickening feeling which came
over me as I looked at those pale, sickly plants, and
then into the eyes of that equally delicate child, as they
danced for joy, while she continued repeating, * See!
we’ve got a garden ! haven’t we got a garden?” It was
Nature’s own voice, speaking in language not to be mis-
understood, asserting her right to the love of her chil-
dren. And then to think that this feeling must be
warped, twisted out of shape by the force of surround-
ing circumstances, and perhaps entirely crushed from
the heart of that trusting one ere womanhood was
attained, was indeed sad. How often since then have
I thought of that child, and wondered what has been
her fate ; and how often, as I have seen large plats of
ground running to waste for want of cultivation, have I
thought how differently they would look, if the owners
loved their gardens as she loved hers !
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COUNTING THE STARS.

You ask me what I'm thinking of,
And willingly I'll tell, '
For ’tis of other scenes on which
Fond memory loves to dwell.

I'm thinking of a cottage fair
That stood among the hills,

Where I sported in my childhood,
Amid the sparkling rills.

I’'m thinking of a grassy plot
Before that cottage door,

Where carelessly I laid me down
One night, in times of yore, —

Yes, carelessly I laid me down,
Unmindful of the dew

That fell like sympathizing tears
From yonder arch of blue.

I looked upon yon milky path,
Which seemeth to me now

Like a wreath of silvery roses
Upon Creation’s brow,

And thought it was a fleecy cloud
That stretched across the way,

And cast its shadow on the path
Of the departing day.

I looked upon Night’s radiant gems,
And with my childish eye,
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I tried to tracg my alphabet
Upon that page so high ;

I counted clusters one by one,
The great ones and the small,

Until at last I thought that I
Would try and count them all.

Ah, little did I think

That the angels hovering o’er me
Were greater in their number

Than the stars that shone above me !
Ah, little did I think ‘
 That those orbs, so wondrous fair, -
‘Were to me but a symbol,

My angel name a star!

THOUGHTS.

THOUGHTS are angel children, begotten in the depths
of congenial minds, and brought forth from thence, to
bless or curse the world. See to it, then, O mortal !
even to the character of thy thoughts, for by them thou
shalt know whether thou art in sympathy with good or
evil angels. Evil is undeveloped good.
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PLEASANT FLOWERS.

WHEN I was twelve years of age, my father rented a
house and lot of Esquire C , In the town of D-
His daughtey had her bed for flowers, and of course I
must have one, so I selected a spot, and filled it with the
choicest seeds and roots that I could obtain. Two
years passed. They grew and flourished, yielding their
share of beauty to gladden our hearts, and then we
changed our residence. The following spring 1 visited
my friend, and with her the spot which had once been
my home. How changed! The house was full of ma-
chinery instead of happy children. The garden fence
was thrown down, and what had once been so carefully
tended was exposed to the invasion of anything that
chose to enter. 1 surveyed the scene in silence, but
passing round the house, a vision of beauty met my eye
which chased away my sadnesss. There were some of
my flowers in full bloom, bending their heads gracefully
to the morning breeze in spite of the surrounding ruin.
And can we not thus plant flowers in the moral, as
well as in the natural world, such as will bloom in the
midst of desolation? What though we move from place
to place, is it ‘any the less our duty to scatter sunshine
as we go? J
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THE TWO HOMES.

LoNG years have elapsed since I gazed on those homes
So dear to my heart when a child ; ,

Where plants of affection sent forth their perfumes,
And grandparents looked on and smiled.®

They who dwelt in those homes were equally kind,
I cannot tell which I loved best ;

Then why in my dreams do I still always find
That"but one is the place of my rest?

Why is it I pause but a moment at one,
Then hasten to pluck the bluebell
Which grew o’er the river? or yet farther on
I seek the wild grape of the dell?
Then off to the hills where the blueberry grows,
Or on the brookside the wild plum?
"Tis thus when my body has sunk to repose
I wander away from that home.

But when to the other, on wings of delight
I speed me, full long is my stay ;
In the orchard and garden I revel all night,
Nor leave till the breaking of day.
O, this is the cord, the secret that bound
My heart like a charm to the spot —
Here flowers and fruits in abundance were found,
While they at the other were not.
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THE USE OF THE BEAUTIFUL.

“Ir is very pretty, but I don’t know as it is of much
use to soul or body either.”

The above remark was made in my hearing, not long
since, by & lady who has lived more than sixty years in
this beautiful world, upon being shown a nice piece of
worsted embroidery. “It is very pretty, but I don’t °
know as it is of much use to soul or body either.”

And what is your idea of use? thought I, as I looked
into her time-worn face., Is it that a thing is of no
value, unless it will bring money or its equivalent?

God must have made a strange mistake in prepar‘i‘ngr
a home for man, if money is the sine qua non of all
that is desirable; if a beautiful thing is of no use be-
cause we can neither eat, wear, or sell it, which latter
we could never do if there were none to appreciate it.
If, then, it is of no use because it cannot be appreciated
in any of these ways, why did God send forth the spirit
of beauty to pervade, like the breath of life, all created
things ? ‘ :

Beautiful, and yet of no use! O, woman, thy gray
hairs should make thee venerable ; but has the lapse of
years so shrivelled up thy soul that thou canst feel no
joy in looking upon that which is lovely? Does the
song of birds, the delicately tinted flower, the stately

tree, -
¢ With quivering bliss of thousand leaves, -
Kissed by the wooing summer breeze,”

the gorgeous sunset clouds, the shining stars, or blush
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of early morn, never awaken emotions of gladness, and
cause thy spirit to thrill with'unutterable bliss ?

Canst thou see nought in fields of waving grain,
flocks of bleating sheep, droves of lowing kine, but the
shining dollar? Canst thou look upon the abundance
of luscious fruit, or listen to the hum of bees, and think
of nothing but the gratification of the palate? Then,
indeed, art thou miserably poor. Though thy posses-
sions should reach from the rising of the sun to the set-
" ting thereof, the veriest beggar, whose heart is open to
the charms of nature, is richer than thou, and may say,
in the language of the poet,

¢¢ Cleon hath his million acres,
Not a penny I,
# Yet the poorer of the twain
Is Cleon, and not 1.”

If that mother has spent all the years of her life thus,
if she has brought up her ten children to see no value
in aught but money, the world could well have spared
her for all the good she has ever done it.

She may be called an energetic woman ; but of what
use has that energy been, if it has only moulded the
hearts of her children into stone, by making them insen-
sible to all the softer influences of life, thus crushing
out the better part of their natures? If, under her in-
fluence, her sons and daughters barter their best affec-
tions for gold or position, what is gained by such ener-
gy? Are families made happy, is society better, does
the blessing of the poor follow in its footsteps ?

“God is love, and they who dwell in love dwell in
God ;” ’tis true, also, that he is an energetic power, and
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that energy, which trains souls without the love of God
as seen in his works, is tramlnc them for a harvest of
sOrrow. * _

Suppose those children yield themselves to such an
influence, become moulded and fashioned with one ab-
sorbing idea, money, what happiness can their compan-
ions or children find in their society? And even if
their love of possession should be restrained sufficiently

to keep their hands off the property of another, what,

benefit will they ever be to neighbors or friends ?
But suppose, when they come to act for themselves,

that they should break away from the unnatural restraints

of their childhood, and seek, in the gratification of their
appetites or passions, compensation for the higher and
nobler enjoyments of which they have been deprived,
what then? Why, we shall have the drunkard the glut-
ton, or the heartless libertine.

O, mother, what a sad mistake you made when you
thought that the love of the beautiful was of no use to
soul or body either! This love is implanted in the heart
of all, it is a want of our nature, and throughout the
works of Nature we find provision made to meet this
want ; but if this provision is left unappropriated, this
part of ourselves uncultivated, the restless longings of
our souls will find vent somewhere, and streams turned
from their course are apt to do mischief.

If parents only felt, and taught their children to feel,
that “a thing of beauty is a joy forever,” what different
looking homes should we see all over the land! Neat-
ness would take the place of filth, and beauty of deform-
- ity.  We should not see pigsties and barnyards in such
close proximity to our dwellings, neither would those

-
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dwellings be exposed to the scorching rays of the sum-
mer sun or the driving blasts of winter because each
cooling, protecting shade had been destroyed ; *and their
walls would not be lined, as they now often are, with
store advertisements, or other coarse pictures.

How my heart ached to see rooms that were daily
frequented by bright-eyed, beauty-loving cherubs, dis-
figured by the portrait of some public dancer, dressed
in almost any conceivable style but a modest one; or
perhaps a rude sketch of some bloody battle, placed in
a conspicuous view.

Do such parents ever stop to think of the power of
association, or do they not care? Do they not know
that our characters are, in a great measure, formed by
what is continually presented for our admiration? and if
they admire such things enough to give them a place in
that sacred spot called home, will not their children think
them valuable, and the scenes they represent worthy of
being imitated ?

Very young children will, if properly taught, soon
see the difference between the beautiful and the comical
or ludicrous. I was once spending a few months in a
family where this part of the soul was well cultivated.
One day Charley brought in a comic picture that he
had found somewhere, and gave it to his little sister,
but little more than three years old. She looked at it a
moment, then commenced laughing heartily. “Is it
pretty, Fanny?” said her mother. *“It’s funny,” she
replied. It was not pretty, but funny; it excited her
mirth, but not her admiration. Very correctly an-
swered ; but how had this young child learned so soon
to select the proper language for expressing the differ-
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ence? Go to the play-room where she spent hours each
day with her brothers and sisters. Look at the papers
and magazines that were appropriated to their use, and
from which every beautiful picture was carefully selected
and arranged, while the funny ones were laughed at and
thrown aside, and you will have an answer.

Children love pictures, but this love is liable to be
perverted. If we take no pains to place before them
images of the beautiful and true, the image of that _
which is deformed and untrue will form its counterpart
in their minds, and go to help make up their characters.
But it is not only children that love pictures — the pas-
sion is universal, or so nearly so, that of him who does
not, it may be said, as of him who has no music in his
soul, he

¢« s fit for treason, stratagems, and death.”

Then why should this part of our souls be so neglected ?
“ Better be earning something to support herself, than
spending her time making pictures,” said a stern back-
woodsman of his sister, who was gratifying her love
of nature by trying to imitate its beauties. But who
support themselves best? Let those who know them
both answee. And go ask that sister if she regrets
the time thus spent because it has brought her no golden
returns, and she will tell you that money could never
purchase such pure pleasure as she has derived from
thence. |

No; believe me reader, let your walls be adorned by
pictures of your own make, or the works of others,
that you have learned to appreciate by discipline in that
direct'ion, and their presence will create a charm from

- -
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which you would not vivillingly break away ; a som&hing
without which your life would seem incomplete.

How many young men, who now frequent the saloon
or gambler’s hell, would never have been seen there if
pains had been taken to make their homes attractive, by
gratifying this innate part of their nature. And why
should those who have taken it upon them to lure souls
to ‘ruin, understand this so much better than they to
whom God has intrusted the business of training them
aright ? .

“0,” says the poor man, “I have to work to get a
living for my family. I have no time to whitewash,
paint, plant trees, or train vines. I have no money tq
buy pictures, or to pay out to have my children- taught
- to make them.” But you may find time to have an ach-
ing heart when they flee from your comfortless home,
to seek at Destruction’s mouth the gratification of those
tastes for which you have neglected to provide.

“ Where there’s a will, there’s a way.” If you could
but see the value of such things, you would find time
and money too, even if you did without your tobacco,
or something else equally useless, if not pernicious.

“But,” says one, “ what hasall this to do with worsted
embroidery ?” .

Nothing, only it forms a part in the chain of the
beautiful, the ornamental, which go to- make up so
much of the enjoyment of life; and they who would
repudiate it, because “it does no good to soul or body
either,” would repudiate a thousand other. things for
the same reason, without which life would not be very
desirable. .

Recreation we must have; it is a necessity of our



AUGUST. 33

existence ; even the toiling captive proves this by songs
that lead the unthinking to believe him happy; and
what more innocent recreation can we find than trying
to imitate God in his works?

“ But,” says another, “ would yon have a woman neg-
lect her household affairs to embroider or paint?”

Never. I would have her see that these are kept in
the best of order, but I would have her taught so- to
arrange them, as not to make a drudge of herself; and
I would have her husband, brothers, and sons remember
that she needs relaxation as well as they; and I would

have them all feel that whatever tends to increase their -

happiness, whatever adds to the attractions ‘of home,
and makes the thought of. it a pleasant thing, is good
for soul and body both.

AUGUST.

THE Sun is an ardent lover
These brilliant August days,

And Earth, as he bendeth above her,
Shrinks from his burning gaze.

O Sun, deal gently with her,
Lest she faint in thine embrace.

3
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THE OLD PASTURE FIELD.

DEAR sister, I'm thinking, to-night, of the place

Where, sporting in childhood’s bright day,
With hearts on which sorrow had left not a trace,
> We carolled the glad hours away.

I think of the spring, and the streamlet which ran

- In its gay laughing beauty along,

Of the flowers that bent o’er it, their beauty to scan,
Or list to its murmuring song.

The banks where the hazel and June-berry grew,
The log which we used as a bridge

For crossing the stream, which smiled from below,
Or struggled in impotent rage. |

I think of the aspen, so ready to tell
When the soft summer zephyr flew by,
The oak in the corner, whose acorn-cups fell
From boughs that seemed up in the sky.

I think of the vine, whose tendrils alone
Supported its clustering weight —

The hoary old rock, whose particles shone
Like jewels reflecting the light.

I think how we hastened with eager delight
To greet the old pasture-field slide,

‘When Winter came down with his garments of white,
The bosom of Nature to hide. *
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But years, as I think, keep coming between,
With lessons of wisdom and truth ;

As things that recede, in the distance are seen,
Sc¢ now are the days of our youth.

The river of Time, as onward it rolls,
Forbids us our steps to retrace,

While change after change sweeps over our souls,
As if all the past to efface.

But change, though it often comes christened in tears,
Is proving itself but a friend';

Each tint in life’s picture the plainer appears,
The nearer we come to life’s end.

We know that the beautiful blossoms of spring
Must fade ere the fruit we can taste ;

And life’s many changes were given to bring
Earth’s weary ones home to their rest.

LOVE.

THE magnetic chain which binds in one the universe
of mind and matter, — the gravitating power attracting
all things to one common centre, even to Him, whose
love is the life of all things.

-
<



36 : MAYWEED BLOSSOMS.

~

DISCOURAGED.

Di1scourAGED, ah ! Discouraged, are you? Well, I
do not know that I can give you better advice than father
used to give me when I complained of being tired.
He used to say that I must put tired to tired, and at it
again; and I suppose you will have to do the same with
your discouragements. Poor consolation, do you say?
I know that it is, but I can give you no better; and I
am not sure that it is so poor after all. What could I
say that would be more to the purpose? You don’t
know? Neither do I; if I did, I would say it. Of
what use is it for you to keep struggling, do you ask ?
Of what use will it be for you to stop? Tell me that?
Why, you can die, at least. I deny it: you cannot
die. You may pass out from your present habitation,
but you cannot die; and if you pass thence before the
work that has been assigned you is accomplished, what
then? God knows, and the future will reveal it; I
cannot.

It is easy to talk, say you, but to what does it amount ?
I know it is, my friend, and if talking would dispel
clouds, woilld scatter gloom, what a bright world we
should have! how quickly the slightest mist of sorrow
would vanish! But the poet says,

““ How oft the laughing brow of joy
The sickening heart conceals.”

Bah! Poets should know better than to sing such
stuff. They should soar above the earth-bound fogs
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and mists that envelop common mortals; they should
become so etherealized as to feel no weight of care
while hymning the praise of cheerfulness; and instead
of battling with despair, when faith and hope are the
themes of their inspiration, they should frighten the
monster to death with one of their gifted smiles. Hun-
ger and cold should fly from the magic touch of their
dainty fingers lilke dew before the summer sun. They
should say to neglect and scorn, )

‘“ Pass by, I heed you not;”
and to Penury’s meagre train,
¢ Come on; your threats I brave.”

Yes, they should say all this, and feel it, too; but
such is the perversity of human nature that we ask for
“bread” to mingle with “the word that proceedeth
from the mouth of God;” and when darkness comes
upon us like clouds in the morning, or thick darkness
like the pall of night, we fear that it will not be given

us. When told that

¢ The clouds we so much dread,
Are big with mercies, and shall break
‘With blessings on our head,”

we point to the scattering drops that have been licked

up, almost, before they reached the thirsty earth, and®
to the clouds which return after the rain — to the chill-

ing winds and biting frosts — to the empty garner and

the empty purse. Strange, is it not, that we should

think of such things?
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LIGHT IN DARKNESS.

Frowm off the couch of darkness,
Where morning bade them rest,

Arose Night’s frowning shadows,
And hastened to the west,

To quench the sunset glories®
That lingered on their way,

As if they would assure us
Of a returning day.

I stood and watched their progress,
Stood ’neath the falling dew,
And saw Night draw her curtains,
Curtains of sable hue,
Before the scenes of nature,
That were my heart’s delight,
And thought it was an emblem
Of my own spirit’s blight.

Then, as the past came looming
Before my tear-dimmed eye,

Still darker grew the shadows
Across my mental sky, —

Grew darker still ; in anguish,
I turned to seek relief,

By weaving into song-wail

A record of my grief.

But as I wrote, a something
Seemed saying in my ear,
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“ Why should you thus be helping
.~ To make life’s pathway drear ?
Hath not each heart of trial
Enough that is its own,
That you should add the burden
Of griefs which you have known ?

“0, cease to ponder only
Upon each cloudy day,
And think how much of sunshine
Has lighted up your way !
When God his love discloses
In thousand varied forms,
Will you receive the roses,
And scatter only thorns?”

“0, what to me is sunshine ?”
My wayward heart replied,
“That into night has faded,
Or roses that have died ?
What cares the weary traveller
That there has been a day,
When through the thickening shadows
He gropes, to find his way ?”

And then I turned me sadly
Again upon the night,

To gaze, as on an emblem
Of my own spirit’s blight,

When, lo! where I had fancied
A brow of ebon hue,

39
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Ten thousand gems are gleaming
From yonder concave blue.

Were gleaming, softly gleaming,
And with their gentle light,

They pierced the thickest darkness
That veiled my spirit’s night,

While through the breaking shadows
Remembered blessings shone, —

For Night was still an emblem,
Though now a glorious one.

LIFE.

THE visible evidence of an invisible God, — the breath
" of his nostrils, — the beating pulse that tells of his con-
tinued existence, — a spontaneous effort of his begetting
power, — an artery filled from the Heart of hearts, —a
stream from an exhaustless fountain, — a perpetual out-
flowing from the ever-living, ever-moving, everywhere-

present Deity, —from the All in all — the Gob.
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THE MISTAKEN VINE.

ONCE upon a time there stood, upon the banks of a
marshy stream, a young and thrifty vine. The time
had come when she could no longer sustain the accu-
mulated weight of her own growth, and the question
arose as to where she should seek for the needed sup-
port. Upon the left, close upon the borders of the
marsh, was an abundance of shrubs and weeds, some
of but a year’s growth, and some of longer standing
on the right, and but a few rods distant, stood a stately
oak.

The oak looked kindly down upon the youthful vine,
and said, “ Come to me ; your graceful foliage shall be
a wreath of beauty about my rugged trunk, whlle I lift
you high above the earth, into heaven 8 broad sunlight ;
you shall rest securely upon my branches, and together
will we listen to the notes of the aerial songsters that
come to refresh themselves from your pendent clusters.”

But the inhabitants of the marsh said, *Nay, why
should you leave your friends for a stranger? Some of
us rejoiced at your birth, and others have since come to
admire your beauty; we all love you, and why should
we be separated? To be sure, we are small as yet,
but, like you, we are in the morning of life, and Whlle
the oak, that has seen so many years, is going to decay,
we shall be flourishing in the vigor of' our prime.
Come, then, let us grow together, and cement the
friendship so happily begun.”

The vine, thus harangued, looked thoughtfully from .
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one to the jother, and thus communed within herself:
“J should like to sit, like a queen, upon yonder oak;
but I do not like the idea of crawling on the ground to
. reach it, and then to climb so far, with nothing but that
rough, Pugged trunk to twine about: the very thought
of it is shocking. DBut then, to unite myself with those.
low bushes would be quite too bad. I ought not to
think of it for a moment, and yet they are really grow-
ing very fast. Who knows but they may become as
high as the oak in the time it would take me to crawl
thither and climb to its branches, and by continuing
with them, I shall thus save myself all this humiliation
and toil.”

Delighted with this pleasing conclusion, the vine
reached forth her tendrils, and clasping them around
her professed friends, agreed to cast in her lot with
theirs. Time passed on; the broad-leaved luxuriance
of the thrifty vine nearly hid her supporteis from sight ;
only here and there a sprout, more vigorous than the
rest, or requiring less room, found its way upward.
Autumn came, and the heavy clusters bowed the frail
reeds nearly to the earth. Mutual recriminations took
place. The vine complained that, instead of being sus-
tained, as she had a right to expect, her fruits were
constantly in danger of being destroyed by the four-
footed beasts that went that way. And the bushes said,
“It is all your own fault; you hide from us the light of
héaven, leaving us to pine for its. vivifying influence,
and then load us with a burden intolerable to be borne.”

But their murmurings were of short duration ; -for a
thirsty herd of lowing kine came thither in search of
water, and together they were trampled  into the mire,
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the beautiful clusters being crushed beneath the broad
hoofs. -

In the mean time the son of the thrifty farmer com-
plained that they had not land enough, and wished his
father to purchase more. “ But why should we do this,”
repligd the thoughtful sire, “when much that we now
have remains uncultivated? The bed of yonder stream
can be straightened and deepened, thus making acres
that are now useless not only tillable, but of a superior
quality ?”

The marsh was accordingly cleared ; its shrubs and
brakes, together with the vine, gathered into heaps and
burned. But while they were exterminated, the roots
of the vine remained, and life was strong within. Again
she sent forth her branches, and again ehe bent beneath
her own weight; but having learned that *humility is
before promotion,” and “a haughty spirit before a.fall,”
she bowed herself humbly to the earth, and, regardless
of the invitations of others, made her way towards
the oak; patiently she ascended the rugged trunk, till
at last she sat like a “Crown of Glory,” a *“ Diadem of
Beauty,” upon the topmost boughs.

“In the long, unmeasured ages,
Given to the different stages,
In Progression’s onward scale,

There is hope for each and hope for all.”
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PROGRESSION.

AND yet another day has come ;
Another day of joy and gladness
To many a happy heart and home —
To many more it bringeth sadness ;
For ’tis the self-same light
That giveth to our sight
The sparkling eye and rosy cheek,
Of health and happiness that speak ;
And the maniac’s form, whose pulses beat
With fierce and fevered madness.
Another day so like the past,
That bitter it may bring, or sweetness ;
Full well we know it cannot last,
For while we pause, its airy fleetness
Hath borne it quite away —
That new-born dying day.
Even now, upon night’s ebon car,
The pale-faced moon has come from far,
And with her many an evening star,
Its exit hence to witness.

And thus they haste, both day and night,
Like messengers in swift succession,
Still crying in their rapid flight,
“Trust not, O, mortal, the possession
Of joys that come and pass,
Like sands within the glass ;
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But calmly view each checkered scene

With spirit undisturbed, serene,

Knowing that nought can intervene
Betwixt thee and progression.”

THE LOVE OF GOD.

AN ocean replete with forms of creation,

So radiantly bright in their soft emanation,
That diamonds of earth grow pale at the sight,
Are lost in the depth of its beauty and light.

An ocean, whose waves are rolling forever,
So wide and so high, we can measure them never ;
So peacefully still, that its on-flowing tides
Disturb not a mote on its bosom that rides.

An ocean infinitude glories to call,
Broader and deeper and richer than all ;
An ocean that Deity bids us to prove,
Eternal, essential, unchangeable love.

An ocean that hath neither bottom nor shore,

From which those that drink shall thirst never more ;
Whose life-giving waters continually rise, .

To meet new creations with endless supplies.



46 MAYWEED BLOSSOMS.

LISTEN.

I saw thee last night, sweet sister, but not as thou
now art ; the rosy cheeks, and rosebud lips that I kissed
so passionately, were those of long, long ago. Even
when thy brothers and sisters, proud of the beauty of
the youngest darling of the household, took turns in
placing thee against the wall, and then stepped back’
for thee to come tottling, falling into their arms, amid
shrieks of childish laughter, while our mother sat watch-
ing us with the fond loving pride of her maternal heart.

Sweet sister, never shall I forget when I first took
thee from our mother’s arms, a dewdrop from the skies,
the breath of heaven fresh upon thy velvet cheek. Ah,
thou wert a very rosebud, the last of our domestic sum-
mer! For the frosts of death came all too soon, and
the parent stem withered beneath its touch. Then they
took the pillow from thy head, even thy mother’s bosom,
and thee from us; then we were scattered like leaves
of autumn before the breath of poverty.

Yes, we were scattered, and now I see thee only in
dreams, but- never will the sweet prattling of thine in-
fant years be erased from thy sister’s heart ; and though
our paths on earth are widely separated, a mother’s eye
is looking from the heavens upon us. A mother’s yearn-
ings mingle with those of the great Infinite Heart over
all the dear ones left behind, and we hope to meet a
united family in heaven.
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SHOWERS.

LET others sing of bright sunshine,
Of richest fruits and flowers,

. I choose another theme for mine, —
I sing the gentle showers :

The rain, the crystal drops that come

In myriads from their airy home,

That they may aid in giving birth

To all that springeth from the earth.

There’s many a glittering gem that shines
Upon earth’s bosom fair,
And deeply hid within her mines
Are jewels, rich and rare ; '
But is there one to vie with these,
Suspended from the dewy trees?
These clusters on each lovely flower,
Left by the welcome summer shower ?

O, beautiful the robe which spring
Flings o’er this world of ours,

And brwht-eyed summer comes to brmg
Her coronal of flowers !

And autumn, from his garner, yields

Abundance to the wide-spread fields ;

But fruitful fields we seek in vain,

Or robe, or flowers, without the rain.
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The glorious sun, with gladness sheds
His light from out the skies, ‘

And flowerets from- their lowly beds,
As if to meet him rise ;

And every shrub and plant that grows,

Hastens its beauty to disclose ;

But brighter still will they look up

With rain drops in each tiny cup.

Then let it come, the gladsome rain,
To beautify the earth ;

Yes, let it come, again, again,

. For who can tell its worth !
But, Father, when thou sendest showers
To fructify this world of ours,
Remember that our hearts will prove
Barren without thy showers of love.

MY GOD, MY HEAVEN, MY ALL.

I was walking along the streets one pleasant morn-
ing, when I saw an awkward-looking, coarsely-dressed
boy crossing the Common at a little distance. He was
singing. At first I could not distinguish the words, but
my involuntary thought was “some vulgar rhyme, no
doubt.” I had been particularly grieved that morning
by the naughty conduct of one who was dear to me,
and my feelings were running in rather a sad channel,
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and I followed out those feelings by proceeding to
mourn over the evil effects of such coarse and often
deeply impure rhyming, when the words “ My God, my
heaven, my all,” fell distinctly on my ear.

He had paused, and was looking down into a pond
of water which stood in the centre of the Common, but
he continued his singing, and seemed to dwell almost

unconsciously on the words, “My God, my heaven, my
all ¢ So I but safely reach my home,
My God, my heaven, my all.”

I had heard them hundreds of times, but never did
they sound half so sweetly as now. Those few words
from that poor ignorant child — that undeveloped image
of the Deity — were to me like the song of an angel,
or like the voice of the great Father speaking through
mortal lips, saying, “ Fear not, for I am with thee; be
not dismayed, for I am thy God.” Yes, he was my
God, my heaven, and my all.

I had started to my day’s labor, looking within upon
my own sad thoughts, instead of without where the sun-
light lay, like the smile of love over all the force of
nature ; but the words that I had heard touched a new
chord in my heart, and it thrilled to the hidden har-
monies within — harmonies which gushed forth to meet
the spirit of gladness that was abroad in the earth. I
now felt that I could walk and not be weary, could run
and not faint, in the path that was marked out for me;
yea, -as though I could mount up as on the wings
of eagles, to meet that God who was “my God, my
heaven, my all,” and not only mine, but of every suf-
fering son and daughter of earth.

4 _
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SUMMER’S COMING.

SUMMER’S commg, bright-eyed summer,
Wreathed about with fruit and flowers —
Bringing grain to fill our garners,
Giving songs from green-leaved bowers.

~ From that bright and distant Aiden,

Where our future days repose,
She is coming, heavy laden
With the blessings God bestows.

She will scatter — O, how gladly ! —
Those rich blessings all abroad,

Tokens of the loving kindness
Of our Father and our God.

She will kiss the ripening berries
Till they blush a crimson hue;
While from flowerets that she weareth
Humming bees sip honey dew.

She will bid the coming harvest
Haste its heart-life to unfold,

While the tintings of her pencil
Make it look like waves of gold.

She will shake her clustering ringlets
O’er the broad-leaved fields of corn,
"Till the growing ears shall glory
In the tresses she has worn.
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She will wander by the streamlet
‘Where the branches twine above,
And the happy little birdlings
Sing of innocence and love.

O, she bringeth joy and gladness
As a crown to heart and home;

Very soon she will be with us,
She is coming, coming come.

MARRIAGE AND GENIUS.

SOMEBODY says that “ all women, whatever their at-
tainments, have a yearning desire to love and be loved
again ; that the head cannot be educated at the expénse
of the heart, and that if they cannot obtain such as they
can most venerate and respect, they unite themselves
to such as tender them the love they have the need of :
they dream of happiness, and awake to disappointment.”
. « . “Not alone are women of genius thus unhappy ;
men suffer too, from ill-assorted marriages.”

“ Men suffer, too ! Well, why shouldn’t they? Are
they so complete in themselves that they can do without
love? Are they a whole, and we only a part, that must
be attached to them, ere we can survive? Have they
no hearts, no longings for affection? Woman may suf-
fer, — I sometimes think she is made for suffering, —
but deliver me from the anguish of a truly noble-hearted
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man, who finds that his affections are mxsplaced his
tastes unappreciated.

But must it always be thus? Is there no remedy for
the ill-assorted selections, the wretched mistakes that
are made here? Is there nothing to satisfy the longing
for companionship, that is a characteristic of the race?
Believe it not. “In that world they neither marry nor
are given in marriage,” is the language of the Nazarene ;
but shall there be no union of congenial natures com-
patible with this declaration? Is not the soul, so to
speak, separated into two, each incomplete without the
other? and if divided here, will they not, when freed
from the body, be drawn together by mutual attraction,
and clasping in an eternal embrace, be henceforth essen-
tially and inseparably one? If to be perfect and com-
plete is necessary to unmingled happiness, why may not
this union be an ingredient in the cup of heavenly bliss,
and the want of it add to the sorrows of those who have
not, as yet, entered into the fruition of life?

Tell me, ye who have felt this unsatisfied longing, if
the prospect of bearing it about with you forever would
not, of itself, be sufficient to insure misery ?

But rejoice, ve that trust in the wisdom of the In-
finite ; ye that believe he will meet the wants of your
entire being. He created you as you are, and will not
annihilate what he has created.

If perverted, He may cleanse, as it were, by fire ; but
your wants shall be met, and your longings for compan-
ionship abundantly satisfied, for in Him is fulness of
joy, and at His right-hand are pleasures forevermore.
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SPIRIT UNION.

THE mantle of evening is falling .
Q’er earth’s weary bosom a while ;

Each mate to its loved &he is calling,
“Q, come and rejoice in my smile.”

While they to their rest are repairing,
My thoughts shall be given to thee,

For distance prevents not my sharing
The love that is life unto me.

Thy soul is conversing with mine, love, —
I feel that thy presence is here ;

As soft as the voice of the ringdove,
The spirit tones fall on mine ear.

The ear of my soul they are thrilling
With cadences soothingly sweet,
My being with happiness filling
And making my heaven complete.

O, happy am I in possessing
Thy love, though they deem me alone ;
How sweet is the spirit’s caressing,
They dream not, who never have known.
*
Though distance and time may divide us,
Or death roll its billows between, —
Whatever on earth may betide us, ‘
. My spirit waits calmly serene. )

53
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For well do I know that when ended
The days of my sojourn below,

My soul with its own shall be blended,
And thus through eternity go.

Then blest be the pinions that bear us
Swiftly on to the evergreen shore,
And welcome the grief’s that prepare us
For love that shall fade nevermore.

For love is the living pulsation
Whose currents magnetically flow

Out, outward to all of creation,
Till all things exult in its glow.

Spirit with spirit still may blend
With yet a bar between,

. E’en as the sun will warm the earth,

Though clouds should intervene.

But there are hours, sweet painful hours,
When soul with sense is dealing,

That sturdy will must shut the gate
Upon the tides of feeling.

And ne’er to be forgotten times,
When every spoken word

Falls lightly on the listening ear

« Like tones of mocking-bird ;

For though we strive most earnestly
To shadow forth the real,

+ We know how utterly we fail

To paint the soul’s ideal.
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SANCTIFICATION.

SOME people seem to have imbibed the idea that chil-
dren and young folks have but few serious thoughts.
This I consider a great mistake. I do not believe that
I am so different from others ; but in looking back upon
my early years, I sometimes laugh, and sometimes feel
indignant, as the retrospection brings to mind the world
of anxiety, the absolute mental torture that a false theol-
ogy inflicted upon me. When I was some four and a
half years of age, a minister told me of Jesus who died
on a tree for little children like myself, and said I ought
to love him. “I do love him,” I replied, in the sim-
plicity of my heart, for the story of his goodness won
me at once. The following summer, if I remember
rightly, I learned to read in the Testament, and there it
said that Jesus died on “the cross. Now here was a
puzzler. The preacher said a tree, the book said the
cross ; how to reconcile the two I knew not, for I had
not the most distant idea thaf it was possible for big
Jolks or books to be mistaken, or tell stories; only
careless, bad girls, like myself, could be guilty of either.
What did it mean?® I dared not ask, for I never heard
these things spoken of only by the preacher, and the
book, both so commanding my reverence that I feared
to question; and how my little brain used to ache in
trying to solve the problem! From this time forth I
was in constant trouble. The wonderful stories told in
the book made a vivid impression upon my susceptible
mind, and what the preacher said of the certainty of
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death for all, and of hell for those.who did not love and
serve (God, drove me nearly wild at times.

But it is only the old story, only what thousands have-
experienced, and I will not dwell upon it; suffice it to
say that when a little past fourteen, I fell in with a pro-
tracted meeting, and was counted with the converts.
Yes, I thought I had got religion; but my mind being
progressive, I had no idea of standing still; I must go
ahead. The command, “ Be ye holy, for I am holy,”
and the like, were they not in the Bible? and being
there, were God’g word ; and, as he would not command
what we could not obey, it was plainly my duty to make
the above practical. In a word, sanctification was pos-
gible ; it was for me, and I must obtain it, or fall short
of my duty as a Christian. Honest conclusion; but
how should I reach the desired ultimate? To be con-
sistent, or not to be; that was the question. Some
three fourths of a mile away from my home lay Lake
Erie, to be reached by crossing meadow after meadow
belonging to the rich man on whose farm we were but
poor tenants; and close along the bank of the rock-
bound shore grew a few blueberry bushes.

One day, as I went in search of this, my favorite
. fruit, my mind was particularly exercised on this same
subject, sanctification. Several months 'had passed since
I had professed religion. I had become weary of the
sinning and repenting, and my heart longed for rest ; if
I could only get the blessing I sought, of. course all
would be peace. At length, after a strange process of
reasoning, resolving, and faith, I-psychologized myself
into the belief that I had actually obtained it. True, I
did not feel the rapture I had expected, but I had done
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what I could — I had given up all, and as His promises
were “yea, and amen,” it were sin to doubt, and 80
there was peace, and I tried to exult in that peace, but
it was only ¢rying. Blueberries were scarce, so I made
up my mind that I must take them all home, and that it
would be wrong for me to eat even one ; but after a while
I found -my hand going to my mouth with a very large
one between my fingers. 1 checked myself in time,
however ; soon the process was repeated, again, and yet
again, till finally the tempting berry slipped down my
throat, and away went my sanctification.

From that day to this I have never been able to find
it again ; but sometimes my mind goes back to that long
strip of meadow, to the blue waves beating against
forty feet of perpendicular rock, and to the struggle
between sanctification and the big blueberry, in which
the latter came off triumphant.

THE HEARTH AND THE HEART.

O, COME, let us gather

Round the hearthstone to-night ;
‘We heed not the weather
- When the fire burns bright,
And loved ones hasten

To bask in the light
That beams from the hearth

And the heart.
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Here’s a seat for our father;
Who so kindly as he?
And one for our mother,
With her babe on her knee ;
While sister and brother,
In innocent glee,
Add light to the hearth
And the heart.

The father is smiling

Upon the loved throng ;
The mother beguiling

Her babe with a song,
And loyingly checking

Each movement of wrong,
Thus guarding the hearth

- And the hegrt.

The light of the hearthstone, —
The warmth of the love

' That gathers around it,

O, may it €’er prove
A lamp to our feet, |
If we’re tempted to rote
From that God-given homé
Of the heart.
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£

CHILDREN NEVER PAY FOR THEIR
BRINGING UP.

An! and whose fault is it, if they do not? Did they
thrust themselves upon you, thus forcing you to provide
for them against your wills? Has their coming been a.
dreaded, instead of a looked and longed for event? Be
this last as it may, it is certain that they have only come
at your call; and if you have called from the lower
instead of the higher plane of your. natures, then God
pity you, and them also, for the suffering that is thus
brought upon you both.

« thldren do not pay for their brlngmg up.” And
what recompense are you seeking, poor earth-bound
mortal? Must you be paid in dollars and cents for
bearing the burden of God’s greatest blessing? Have
your hearts become so stultified that the trusting confi-
dence of their loving natures is of no value to you?

Why,. children are our guardian angels! To how
much of good have they stimulated us, and from how
much of evil have they kept us back? Some of us are
8o selfish in our very“natures, that I sometimes think we
should dry up and®blow away were it not for the de-
mands children make upon us.

But here comes another, who says,-“ When our chil-
dren are small, they lie heavy on our arms; but when
they are large, they lie heavy on our hearts.” .

Alas, that this should ever be true! But is there
not a cause? Had they held a larger place in your
hearts ere they came to your arms, would not the result
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have been different? Had you been as careful in laying
the foundation of being as you are in laying the founda-
tion of your dwellings, would the rearing of the super-
structure be so difficult a task? :

That we do not gather grapes of thorns, or figs of
thistles, is as true in one department of God’s kingdom
as in another ; and those who sow to the wind must not
complain if they reap the whirlwind in return. The
fountain must be cleansed ere the streams can be pure.
Study the laws of your own being, and live in accord-
ance therewith, and you will no more have occasion to
say that children never pay for their bringing up ; will no
. more find that their maturer years bring to your yearn-
ing hearts a burdgn too intolerable to be borne, for Na-
ture’s laws are just and equal — they are God’s laws,
and their fulfilment can never result in positive evil.

————

THE LANGUAGE OF FLOWERS.

“ BEINGS of birth celestial
Walk the earth, both when we wake
And when sweet sleep restores
Our wasted strength.” And twhere
Their feet have pressed, buds spring
To life ; there, *neath the genial warinth
Their breath bestows, expand

o To beauteous flowers, on which
In hues most delicate
Is stamped an outer image
Of their angel life.
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GLIMPSES

“Of that which, lying deep, sometimes comes rolling upward on
the surging crest of feeling’s wane, catches the sunhghl: till ’tis pho-
tographed, then disappears.”

. “ AND bitterly I thought
Of the meeting and the parting,
Of the tear unbidden starting,
Of the heartstrings wrung,
Yea, and broken o’er and o’er !
Till I vowed, by God above,
That from henceforth I would love
Nevermore !
And so farewell | For death ifor hell,
Nor the sweet heaven sometimes given
In arms like thine,
Shall tempt me henceforth never !
 Farewell forever !”
So sang the maid, but still loved on.
The sun may hide behind a cloud,
But its own light makes it a sun.

“Talk not to me of barriers,” she cried ;
“The love that would not wade
Through hell itself to gain its object,
Is not love.”
And yet there was a barrier
From which she turned aside :
It was a heart, a tender human heart ;
On this she must, with crushing firmness,
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Plant her foot, or fail.
With folded hands she turned aside,
Forgetting all, or so it seemed.

“ Alone when the morning shineth,
Alone when the moon is bright,
Alone when the sun declineth,
Alone in the hush of night!
O, God! is there no comfort
For the sad and lonely heart?
Must it be wrung with yearning
Till it in sunder part?”

Thus sang a voice of wailing sadness,

Tilly sinking into mournful silence,
Another voice responsive came :
“Ah, yes, ® must be broken —
But not the trusting heart ;

"Tis only that which holds it,

That must in sunder part.

The heart of the rosebud pineth

‘In darkness yet a while,

Pines till its own expanding
Catches the sunlit smile
That gladdens everywhere ;

" Escaping its own darkness,

Light shineth everywhere —

Yes, light is everywhere.

Then pine, soul, till you learn it —
That God is everywhere ;

No more, no more alone,

For God is everywhere.”

No more that-heart in sadness
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Wails forth its mesére,
For by its own expanding
It finds its jubilee,

It finds that it is free.

We have met and we have parted ;
We may meet on earth no more; -
But when we have crossed the river,
When we reach that shining shore,
We shall surely know each other
By the memories of yore ;

We shall meest and we shall mingle
In the memories of yore.

POETRY.

EARTH, air, and sea are full of its spirit, and so are
all human hearts. Their hidden fountains are replete
with its untold beauties ; but often they lie so deep that
the arrows of affliction must penetrate to the very core
ere they can come forth to the embrace of that which
is without, thus begetting * thoughts thate breathe, and
words that burn,” beautiful embodiments of brighter
ideas. Beautiful embodiments! yét tinged too often
with a spirit of sadness from the unhealed wounds
through which they have escaped into freedom.
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“A CHORUS OF ANGELS.”

ONCE upon a time, a man of large heart and noble
charity, who had succeeded in rescuing a lost one from
the haunts of degradation, was speaking of the trials
through which he passed in accomplishing that work of
love. “It was a hard place,” said he, “but I shrank
not, and when it was over, a chorus of angels would
have been discord to the music that was singing in my
soul ;” and to-night I can say the Same.

Angels of hght my soul leaps with joy as I clasp
your loving hands, and ask, “ What am I, that I should
be made the agent of loved ones gone before, in the
mission of love and justice?” Music singing in my
soul ! O, these singing birds of harmonic rhythm ! birds-
that are caged till' the sharp, grating file of affliction
rasps away the bars® behind which they sit in silence,
and then with quivering wing and open throat, they
~pour forth such volumes of ecstasy, that we ask, where
is the place of sorrow, and whither hath she fled?

¢ Through tribulation deep, the way to glory lies;”

but when we reach the glory, we forget the tribulation,
or remember it ofly with the exceeding thankfulness
that wonders at being honored with the draught of puri-
fication which alone could fit us for joys so heavenly.

Blessed mission! Mediums, mediators between those
in the form, and those who have left it; bearing the
cross — wearing the thorns — drinking the wormwood
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and the gall — tonics for the soul, making it vigorously
erect to bear the exceeding weight of glory that shall
come after. Blessed mission to sustain the weak, to lift
up the fallen, to feed the hungry, to clothe the naked,
to have the desire to do this, trusting the angels for the
means and the opportunity, having respect unto the
“recompense of reward,” that comes welling up from
the innermost soul-depths, saying, “ They are saved!
they are saved !” Thanks, O, ye angels ! ye dear ones,
whose hands I have clasped, and whose lips I have
- pressed in the earth-life ; thanks for making me your
agent, your unworthy but rejoicing instrument of good.
And yet ye come, and through mortal lips ye thank me
for what I have done, for what I could kiss your very
feet in the prbild humility of exaltation for, the blessed
privilege of doing. With an angel mother’s arms around
me, and her breast to lean upon, with an angel brother,
lover, friend to clasp my hand, and shower thrilling
kisses upon lips and brow, why should I fear to enter
into the very blackness of the Valley of Shadows, in
order to lead forth those who have lost their way amid
its wildering mazes.

¢ Could I meet with the angels,
I’d sing them a song.” -

"Twas thus I sung, long years ago. I have met with
the angels, and my soul is singing its song.

)
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SLEEPING IN THE SUNSHINE.

SEE the maiden in the valley,
Sitting in the sunshine,
Pleasant sunshine,

Of a bright autumnal day ;

‘While the clouds that flogt in heaven

Make the sunshine all the brighter, —

Make the sky a deeper blue, —

And the maiden never heedeth

When the sun withdraws his shining,

As behind a cloud he hideth ;

For the veil is so transparent,

That his face, but not his presence,

From her landscape is withdrawn.

Now the clouds are growing darker,
And a chill is on the air,
While the wind is swiftly rising,
Like the breathing of the tempest,
As he cometh from afar;
But the maiden in her dreaming,
She is heeding not the change,
For the soothing of the sunshine,
It hath lulled her into sleeping,
Lulled her into quiet sleeping,
And she heedeth not the change.

But the bursting of the thunder,
And the lightning’s vivid flash, —
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It will wake her when it cometh, —
Ay! it cometh,
And the maiden springs in terror, —
Springeth from her grassy couch ;
But the storm is now upon her,
And the torrents are a pouring
Down the hills into the valley,
Cutting off for her escaping,
And the maiden
- That was sleeping in the sunshine,
Pleasant sunshine,
In the storm is overwhelmed.

See the maiden in the valley,
Sitting in the sunshine,
Sweetest sunshine,

Of a warm and trusting love ;

In the sunshine of his presence,

His, the chosen of her heart.

In the sunshine of his presence,

Made more bright by days of absence,

That like clouds would intervene :

Clouds they are, but still illumined,

For his spirit so pervadeth

All on which the maiden looketh,

That the sunshine never seemeth

From her presence to withdraw ;

While in blindness she is yielding -

Reason’s self into his keeping,

Deeming not that he can err.

Days of absence growing longer,
With a chill upon them cast,
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For the smiling of another
Draweth now the pleasant sunshine,
Draweth it to hold it fast ;

‘But the maiden, in her dreaming,

She is heeding not the change,
For the firmness of his premise
Hath so soothed her into trusting,
That her fears are- all a sleeping,

And she heedeth not the change.

But the truth will burst upon her
Like the rolling of the thunder,
Like the scathing of the lightning,
And ’twill wake her when it cometh,
Ay, it cometh !
And the maiden, wild with terror,
Sees the ruin that is sweeping
Like a whirlwind down upon her ;
Sees the scorn that’s ever given, —
Given to those who trust so blindly ;
Down in torrents coming, coming,
Pouring down on every side,
. And the maiden, ’
Who was sleeping in the sunshine,
Love’s sweet sunshine,
Wakes to ruin and despair.

Ay, the thoughtless, trusting maiden,
In the flowery vale of life,

Of the sleepers in the sunshine,

She is not the only one.

See, with folded hands they’re sitting ;
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Laid aside their oars of watching,
While their barks are idly floating,
Floating onward with the tide :
For the calm reveals not danger,
But so lulls them into sleeping,
That they wake not till the tempest
Is upon them in its fury,

And the roaring of the breakers
Tells them ’tis too late to flee, —
Tells them that the calm of sunshine
Was not given for sleeping.

ANGEL WHISPERINGS.

I am glad, T am glad, for the dawning of the morn-
ing breaks upon thy spirit; the shadows are fleeing
away, and soon shall the rising sun proclaim the reign
of the night at an end. I have watched the pathway
of thy progress with all the interest that my soul could
feel in that which was as dear to me as my own life,
even thy success; and as I see the time drawing nigh
for the brightness of its earthly fruition to show itself to
others, as thou hast ever felt it in the depths of thy
spirit, and as we have seen it from the shores of the
beyond, surely I may rejoice in the prospect, and
share thy heart’s gladness. A new era is rising, not

only for thee, but for others that have waited, watched,
" and prayed. The answer to thy prayers tarrieth not,
but hasteneth to crown thee with rejoicing. Thy star is
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in the ascendency, and though a cloud flit across its
disk, it cannot obscure the brightness of the glory that
shall cause coming generations to call thee blessed ; yea,
most blessed, for thy flowers shall be unfading, while
the thorns that have scratched thy bleeding feet shall be
removed forever. But not yet; not quite yet; the
morning dawneth, but those who are in the valley can-
not catch the first rays of sun as we can see it from the
hill tops. It was thus, when my soul was sad, that the
angels whispered their words of comfort, —

¢ Blessed ministers of God’s love!
How ye lift the fainting spirit up,
And bring to life the dead.”

——————

MORNING CLOUDS.

OLD ebon Night has placed her bars
Across the path of Day,
Just as the little twinkling stars
Were hurrying away, —
Were hurrying to place their light
:_Beyond' the day-king’s searching sight,
Lest he should scorn their milder gleam,
And quench it in his own bright beam.

Heavy and dark against the sky
Forbiddingly they stood,

As if the power they would defy,
Which pours its rising flood
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Of light and life upon the earth,
Awakening to a newer birth

Each blessing that the God of heaven
Hath to its mortal children given.

But steadily the chariot wheels

That bore the monarch came,
Till rising o’er the eastern hills,

Robed in refulgent flame,
He saw, that seized with mortal dread,
Old Night had left her place and fled ;
Had fled, and never once appeared
Behind the breastworks she had reared.

But there across his pathway stood,
Till, in his living light,

They seemed to be all turned to blood,
And then they took their flight.

Away, as if possessed of life,

They fled from the unequal strife,

While fragments of reflected sheen

Gave greater glory to the scene.

Is it not thus in Error’s night

Before the coming dawn ?
The sources that had given light
. Are, one by one, withdrawn ; .
* While thick against the moral sky .
The frowning walls of falsehood lie,
And darkness, like a funeral pall,
Seemeth on all our hopes to fall.



2

MAYWEED BLOSSOMS.

But shall our doubting spirits take
This as a reason why

The cause of truth we should forsake,
Or deem that it can die?

Shall we submit to doubts and fears;

When knowing that eternal years

Are given to sustain the right

Against the marshalled hosts of night?

God rules, and with unerring hand
Arranges all below,

Permits the wrong a while to stand,
That by its overthrow

The world may learn that he is just,

Though patient with presuming dust,

And truth the lovelierbe seen,

Contrasted with the works of sin.

God rules, and such a glorious light
Shall fill our darkened earth,

We shall forget there was a night, —
That morning had a birth, —

Forget that e’er the cause of right

Lay bleeding ’neath the heel of might,

Or shall remember to adore,

Permitting wisdom yet the more.

“Truth crushed to earth shall rise again.”
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LIGHT.

“ Gob said, * Let there be light, and there was light.””
How simple; how beautiful ; how sublime! No cor-
uscations of eloquence to herald in the mighty truth.
They were not needed for that which could stand upon
its own grandeur as its vital element. “Let there he
light.” Hearken! The chariot wheels of receding dark-
ness are sounding like the voice of many waters, as the
smile of Omnipotence fulfils his behest, by diffusing
itself over the oceans of immensity.

Light, the garment of God — the flowing robe whose
hem we may touch — the illimitable sea upon the bosom
of which we live and move and have our being, and the
undulations of the waves of which shall bear us onward
in our progress from the lower to the higher, from the
outer to the inner life. For within this garment, fit-
tingly put on, there is a robe whose correspondence is
to the eyes of the soul. .

Close thine eyes; O, mortal, and say there is no sun!
Stop thine ears, and deny the possibility of sound; but
wait till the last ray of light is withdrawn from the
carth ere thou darest to deny the existence of God !

“And there was light.” How it went rushing past
the lifted curtain that had held it from the face of the
newborn earth, —how it sought out every nook and
cornér, — every crevice where there was a possibility of
ingress! And even so does that inner, that higher light
seek to enter into and pervade our souls. Even so does
it strive to penetrate its darkest corners, to illuminate
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its deepest recesses ; and it shall accomplish that where-
unto it is sent, for the eternal years of God are given
for the exercise of its renovating power.

REPLY TO POE’S RESURREXI.*

THOUGH on earth we had no meéting,
I have heard your words of greeting,
Words that come like rippling music, from that far off
seraph shore,
Telling of the waves of gladness
Sweeping o’er the lines of sadness,
Traced upon thine earthly being, till it bled at every
pore.
Words that wake anew the yearning,
Which within my heart is burning,
For theeblending of my being with some soul I can
adore.
"Tis an ever-restless yearning,
Outward going, ne’er returning,
As from the ark the raven wandering went in days of
yore.

Long I've watched for some sweet token,
For some branch from olive broken,

* The Resurrexi can be found in Miss Lizzie Doten’s first volume
of poems.
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Presage that the breath of heaven woke the earth to life
once more.
But the dove, forlorn and weary,
Comes from o’er the waters dreary,
Telling that the raging billows rise above the highest
* shore.

Draining here the cup of sadness,
. Till thy soul was stung to madness,
While life’s bitter burning billows swept thy burdened
being o’er ;
From the bondage that enslaved thee,
Thou hast found the love that saved thee,
While I wander searching for it, searching, wandering
evermore.

Once methought that I had found it,
Then I seized and quickly bound it
To my heart more fondly, closely than I e’er had ought
before ;
But the viper turned ypon me,
Like a poisonous adder stung me, -
Till the depth of love and trusting changed into a canker
sore.

Now I feel with life mismated,
- Ofttimes feel accursed and fated,
As the tides of desolation flood my being o’er and o’er,’
And I pray that life’s poor token,
Canker-eaten may be broken,
Setting free the chafing spirit beating ’gainst its prison
door. |
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O, my earthborn spirit-brother,
Well I know there is another, —
One to meet my spirit’s yearning, one to love and to
adore,
Tell me, is my bright ideal
In the land where all is real ?
Have you seen him? is he waiting, waiting on the other
shore?

Have you ne’er, at morn or eve,
Seen him from the gates of heaven,
With a lover’s eager footsteps, turning towards this mor-
tal shore?
Does he know my spirit’s anguish,
As in bondage here I languish,
Strive the balm of consolation in my wounded heart to
pour? '

Ah, he does! for heavy-laden,
Sighing for that distant Aiden,
For which weary ones are sighing, seeking, sighing
evermore ;
Often times the light supernal,
Beaming in that home eternal,
Flashes on my inner being, thrilling it at every pore.

When the anguish, all unspoken,

Of the spirit bruised and broken,
Feeding on the soul and substance till it writhes in an-

guish sore,

Is forgotten, till the raven

Memory plays the traitor craven, |
And the bright-hued bow of promise, I, for tears, can

see No more.
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But though storms and clouds surround me,
Though in darkness they have bound me,
Yet I know the sun is shining high above the tempest’s
roar,
And TI'll seek until I find it,
Give of love till I can bind it,
Like an amulet of safety to my heart forevermore.

DRENCHED.

YEs, and pretty thoroughly too; wet to the skin, and
all from my own - foolhardiness. Perhaps you would
like to know how it came about! I will tell you.
Long, long ago, — before we made our home on the
shore of Lake Erie, away back in my childhood years,
— my parents lived on what was called the East Hill,
in a. certain county of the old Empire State. On the
hill, but not at the top; for after going across the big
meadow, across the pasture field, and full half the way
across the bush lot, and all the way up hill, we came at
length to where the blueberry bushes grew. O, the
delicious fruit with which they were loaded in summer !
and so abundant! It was before I was troubled with
the question of Sanctification ; but even in-that case,
- they were so plenteous, that I could have eaten my fill
without injuring my peace of mind.

Well, I went one day with my little sister to my
favorite resort, the very top of the hill, to gather ber-
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“ries. Before we had been there long the clouds began
to look black and threatening, and a few drops of rain
foretold the coming shower. I did not like the idea of
going home empty basketed, but what should I do? go
without accomplishing the object for which I came, or
stay and get a shower bath? I finally concluded that I
would do neither. I would break branches from the
surrounding shrubbery, form a temporary shelter, gather
all the well-filled blueberry bushes we could find han-
dily, take them under this shelter, and pick the fruit
from them at our leisure.

Sister acquiesced, for she never thought of question-
ing my superior wisdom, and so we went to work with
a will. The shelter was prepared, the bushes broken
off and brought thither for picking ; and none too soon,
for the few drops that had come, and then held off, as
if on purpose for .us to escape, were now incrétsed to a
gentle shower. However, we huddled together in our
house of refuge, and began to fill our baskets ; I boast-
ing, meanwhile, to my silent auditor, who, while she
tried to smile, kept turning her blue eyes towards the
intruding drops, for our shelter was rather leaky, —1I
boasting, however, that we were not going to be scared
out ; not we.

But the rain fell thicker and faster ; courage waned,
and water increased in our little domicile, till finally
courage took to her heels, and with little sister close
behind, broke into a full run for home, Right through
the hardest of the shower, down through the bush lot,
down through the pasture field; but by the time we
reached the meadow it had spent its force, and retiring
in haste, left the liquid pearls it had flung so profusely
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over field and forest to sparkle like diamonds in the
sunlight. - :

Beautiful, O, how beautiful the scene! But I was
in no condition to enjoy it, for upon my head must fall
the blame of not only my own condition, but that of
my little sister’s. You see I have never forgotten it ;
and I often whbnder if there are not reformers who some-
times brave public opinion as recklessly, provide for
themselves as poor a defence, and retreat from the con-

test as ingloriously as I did from my fortification in the
blueberry field. . |

»

TRUTH, LOVE, AND LIBERTY.

OF workers we'’re a fearless band ;
One common cause unites us;

Where hearts are joined, to join our hands
For love and truth, delights us;

For love and truth bring liberty, —
The freedom God hath given,

And freedom, love, and truth shall make
This earth like unto heaven.

While other souls are drinking in
The past with all its folly,

We'll follow with the few who go
Where truth and freedom rally ;

On, on to freedom, on, my friends,
Stop at no wayside station,
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For what are buds and blossomings
Compared with full fruition ?

Hardships shall not our spirits shock ;
We know they lie before us,

But standing firm upon the rock
Of truth, her banner o’er us,

We'll gladly meet the gathering hosts
Of Superstition hoary ;

Her shafts can pierce us but to give
A conqueror’s crown of glory.

For souls like ours can never stand
And see their birthright rivgn,
While dwellers in this glorious land

To Error’s rule are given ;
Will ne’er permit the hosts of night
To shut the gates of morning,
To intercept the rays of light
That on us would be dawning.

No; by the truths already born,
And by their birth-throe’s anguish,
Though myriads of foes unite,
Our cause shall never languish !
Through walls of adamant we’ll pierce
With truth, to cut asunder,
Till those who are so feawful now
Shall shout with joy and wonder.
For God himself sustains the right
Against whate’er opposes,
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And through it to the sons of men
His matchless love discloses ;

A love whose efforts cannot cease
Till every cloud is riven,

That hideth from the needy soul
The light and life of heaven.

APPLES OF GOLD.

¢ Go, tell thy struggles and thy victories,
Not as the conqueror tells, but as a friend
Who fain would lift the sad, the fainting soul,
That, sorely tried, but for such aid would sink.”

“ Goop morning, Mrs. Cleves. You see I have taken
a friend’s privilege of calling without ceremony.”

“Just as I wish you to do. It is pleasant to meet
those we love, untrammelled by the restraints of fashion-
able life.”

“And I shall use my privilege further, by askmg what
you were reading ?”

“Q0, ’tis one of Mary Irving’s stories, with which I
am much pleased. Have you not read it? I believe
you take the Journal ?”

* Mr. Hanson takes it on account of the business por-
tion, which he thinks good ; but I cannot bother myself
- with such dry stuff, and I never read stories. I think
the coloring thrown over them gives one false views of
life, unfitting the mind for every-day duties.”

6
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“Pardon me, Mrs. Hapson; but I could not help
smiling to hear you plead for practical utility, and com-
plain of the dryness of business details, in the same
breath. I agree with you as to the importance of
gelecting such reading as shall best fit us for the duties
we owe to ourselves and each other. That there is
much written in the form of stories which is injurious,
I acknowledge ; but in this, as well as In other things,
we can select the good and leave the bad. A truth
illustrated by scenes from real life is certainly more
powerful for good than the same truth without the
illustration ; and there are facts enough upon which to
base stories, and make them more interesting, more
intensely thrilling, than any of fiction can be.”

“Then I have known but little of real life, for I have
never seen much that could compare with the stories
that are to be found in almost every newspaper or
periodical one takes up. As to the one of which you
were speaking, I heard sister Mary read it, and I own
it is well written; and had I not felt, as I always do
when listening to such things, O, it is all made up;
there is no truth in it,’” it might have had some effect
upon me.”

“I see no reason why it may not be true; and if -
not, is it not a good illustration? Is there not a truth
embodied therein which may thus find access to some
heart, which could be approached in no other way?”

“I think truth potent enough to do her own work
without questionable aid. Do you not detract from her
authority, when you represent her as seeking such means

of success?”
“Certainly not. As well might we think it detracted
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from the wisdom of the Creator because he often uses
the most simple things to accommodate himself to our
understandings. But to return to Miss Irving’s story.
You will be surprised to hear that it recalls most vividly
some scenes in my own life.”

“In your life! Is it possible?”

“It is not only possible, but actual. You have known
me only in prosperity ; and when you tell me how happy
I always am, you little dream of the struggles through
which I have passed, — struggles so severe, that it makes
me shudder even yet to think of them; but they are
over, and I have gained by the conflict.”

« My dear Mrs. Cleves, you astonish me ; but if it is
not too painful a subject, will you be kind enough to
give me some account of the struggles of which you
speak ?”

“Certainly. The pleasure of gratifying you w1ll more
than compensate for- any painful emotions that may be
awakened thereby. And, indeed, I think it does me
good to live again, at times, in the past. Poverty is
associated with my earliest recollections. We never
went cold, nor hungry; but our father had to strain
every nerve to keep us from becoming so, for he had
_nothing but what his hands earned from day to day, and
our mothers health was such that she could do nothing
to assist him.

“Often have we staid at home from church for want
of proper clothing; for much as we desired to attend,
we could not go dressed so badly as to attract attention.
I involuntarily looked upon those who could dress well,
and live in good houses, as better than those who could
not ; yet my heart rebelled that it should be so.
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~ “You will smile when I tell you that my highest

ambition was to own a white dress, to be able to teach
school, and to make coats. I thought that if I could
accomplish these objects, I should be as good as the
best of them.

“Never shall I forget the pride with which I put on
my new hat and cloak the fall before I was thirteen. I
had, with the help of the younger children, gleaned
wheat for the first. To procure the means of purchas-
ing the latter, I went three miles through the hot sunsto
gather blueberries ; then took them about as far the
other way to sell them ; added a little by selling grapes
gathered with an equal amount of labor; knit socks
and braided corn-husk mats for the remainder, the cloak
costing the entire sum of five dollars.

“I will pass over a few years, — my mother’s death,
my marriage with a comparative stranger, the bitter
rueing of my haste, and the blighting desolation which
bowed me to the very earth. Indeed, you would as
soon have looked for a tree that had been torn up by the
roots, and left to wither in the scarching sun on a barren
heath, to become green again, as for happiness to flour-
ish anew in my heart.

“ Deceived, heartbroken, I wandered from place to
place, supporting myself by hard labor a few weeks
here and a few months there. I might have taught
school, but I had lost all confidence in myself. Life
seemed a great failure, and the constant cry of my
heart was, * What’s the use?’ I felt that I was out of
my sphere, yet knew not how to find it. Water and oil
could have mingled as easily as I could have entered
into and become a part of that with which I was sur-
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rounded. I was constantly seeking society, yet ever
- alone ; and I would gladly have sunk into annihilation,
to escape from the unsatisfied longing which filled my
soul. : ' .

* Well, after a winter of .severe labor, that left me
unablé to do housework, I resolved to visit a while. I
had but little money, but hoped fo add to it from time
to time with my needle. After spending a few months
among my relatives, I resolved to visit an old friend
who was attending school at Woodville. "After spend-
ing a few days here, I intended to visit the home of my
childhood, but I was so charmed with the spirit of the
place, that I knew not how to leave it; it soothed my
wounded spirit like healing balm. I had never before
seen such quiet happiness and such earnest effort.

“I thought I should like to stay there forever; but
what should I do? Why, I could study ; but for what ?
O, to pass away time. Life had become a burden to
_ me, and the lighter I could niake that burden the better.
I liked study, and I might as well do that as anything.

“ It was something new, to say the least ; so I obtained
a situation in a small family, did the work at small
wages, and took half studies. I joined the Ladies’
- Literary Society, which, with my ather duties, kept me
quite busy, and I was comparatively happy. Still I
had no idea of using the knowledge thus obtained ;
as a person on the cars takes up a book, so did I take
up mine. ' _

“The lady with whom I staid seemed to understand
me better even than I understood myself’; little by little
she drew my history from me, and strove to awaken
hope. She told me that my mind and my associations
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had been at variance; that I pined for something dif-
ferent” from what I had ever found, and must not be
discouraged if the past had been a failure; that if I
could not swim, it was no sign that I could not soar, if
I would but plume my wings. |

“Remarks like these awoke my benumbed aspirations,
and I thought that perhaps after a while I would try and
do something; yet I was sure to put it off as far as
possible ; I would stay and prepare myself for a long
time. But my old feelings would often return, and I
could give vent to my anguish only in floods of tears.
In this manner I spent the fall and winter ; but in the
spring took full studies, and sewed for my board, while
the family hired a good strong girl, and boarded several
students.

“But I soon found myself so reduced for clothing,
that something must be done to replenish my wardrobe.
Mrs. proposed teaching ; but I shrank from the
thought, and offered to do her work the next term, as
the girl she then had was soon to leave, and she knew
not where to get another. )

*“She was a feeble woman, and needed some one on
whom she could rely, and I never dreamed of a refusal.
Judge then of my surprise, when she quietly but firmly
said, ‘No, there are enough who can do my work, who
can do nothing else. You can teach, and you are
needed in that capacity. °Tis true I know not who to
get, but I shall find some one, and I shall not let you
do it. '

“This proof of disinterested friendship touched me
deeply ; it gave me courage to make the effort which
proved the foundation of all the success that has since
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been mine. Those who, with feeble health, have to
depend so much upon their kitchen help for the comfort
of themselves and families, can best realize the sacrifice
made for my benefit, in thus exchanging a certainty for
an uncertainty ; for I can say, without boasting, that I
was responsible help.

“To some this might seem a matter of but little im-
portance, but it was the hinge upon which great things
have turned ; at least for me ; and surely the happiness
of even one heart is no small matter. And how many
others might be led from darkness to light, if those who
have the power to do, would show that they care for
the interests of others as well as for their own.

“This lady was so circumstanced that she could not
have rendered pecuniary aid, had she so desired; but
she gave what was of greater value — the encourage-
ment which enabled me to use my own resources. It is
better to teach one to walk than to carry them, though
at the sinking point; as Miss Irving says, something
may be needed besides words. Yet if there is a heart
to do, an empty purse cannot prevent the accomplish-
ment of much that is good in the way of blessing others.

“That ‘ words fitly spoken are like apples of gold in
pictures of silver,’is as true now as when it was first
written ; and could I speak to every suffering, strug-
gling soul upon earth, I would say, ¢ Take fast hold of -
hope ; let her not go, for she is thy life. Though clouds
intervene, hiding the sun from thy view, keep her lamp
burning, and thou shalt yet emerge into the light of a
glorious day.’”

,
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THE FAIREST SIGHT.

THE fairest sight, do you ask,
. The fairest I have seen,
As I’ve wandered o’er the mountains,
Or by the rippling stream ?

The fairest sight, do you ask,
The fairest to behold,

As I've sailed upon the ocean,
Or through the forest strolled ?

Prairie flowers are very fair,
The forests, they are grand ;

Salubrious is the morning air
That sweepeth o’er the strand.

And proudly fair the goodly ship,
With white sails brooding o’er
The restless spirit of the deep,
A warring with the shore.

The birds upon the waving Boughs,
Beside the rolling stream,

Are fair enough, sing sweet enough
For Paradlse, I ween.

The valleyg and the fragrant meads
Seem set in beauty’s mould

The azure hue of the western sky
Changes to,burnished gold.
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The smiling stars come one by one
To look upon the scene ;

And bright-eyed beauty sits and wails,
Or seeks her couch to dream.

The sunlight on the eastern hills,
The cascade’s glittering spray,

The splendor of the noontide hour,

- The closing of the day.

The mother bending o’er her babe,
The father’s beaming eye,

And loved ones gathering round the hearth,
When darkness veils the sky.

O, these are sights full fair enough
To fill an angel’s dream ;

But still among them all is not -
The fairest one I've seen.

The dying day God’s trailing robe .
Upon the hill-tops lay,

When I beheld the fairest sight
That e’er hath blessed my way.

An agéd man, with silver hair,
And brow all wrinkled o’er,

And children’s children sporting round
Upon the cottage floor, —

Rested head upon the knee
Of her he chose for wife

89
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Long years before, standing ergct
In manhood’s pride of life.

And she, with gentle loving grace,
Still threaded o’er and o’er

These silver locks, with fingers that
He’d clasped so long before. '

Or rested them with love’s caress
Upon his aged brow,

And this of all the sights I've seen,

- Was the fairest one I trow.

For the faithful love of hoary hairs
Is lovelier far to me
Than rosy cheeks or sparkling eyes,
Or youthful vows can be.
-

——

LOVE AND WISDOM.

LovVE is the flower of wisdom; and as the flower
fadeth when separated from the stalk, even <ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>