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attire from our stock. We are making a magnificent display of these Suits.
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OLIVER GOLDSMITH.

Oliver Goldsmith, one of the most distinguished orna-
ments of English literature, was born in the village of Pallas,
in the county of Longford, Ireland, on the roth of Novem-
ber, 1728. His father, the Rev. Charles Goldsmith, a clergy-
man of the Established Church, held the living of Kilkenny
—West, in the county of Westmeath. At the age of six,
Oliver was placed under the care of the village school-
master, “ Paddy ”’” Byrne, when an attack of the small-pox
interrupted his studies. On his recovery he went to several
grammar-schools, and acquired some knowledge of the an-
cient languages. In his seventeenth year he entered Trinity
College, Dublin. After remaining here four years he ob-
tained the degree of Bachelor of Arts. Goldsmith wasnow
in his twenty-first year, with all the world before him ; and
the question was as to how he was to employ such knowl-
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edge as he had acquired. His relatives were anxious that
he should enter the church ; but when he appeared before
the bishop, he was rejected. A kind-hearted uncle then
gave him £50, and sent him to Dublin to study law ; but
Goldsmith being attracted to a gaming-house, lost every
shilling. Another sum was raised, and he proceeded to
Edinburgh to study medicine, where he remained eighteen
months in attendance on lectures, but did not take a degree.
He then proceeded to the continent, hovered about Leyden
for some time, haunting the gaming-tables with but indif-
ferent success ; and in February, 1755, in his twenty-seventh
year, he left that celebrated university, for the purpose of
travelling on foot through Europe. His wardrobe, furniture,
and finances, at this time amounted to ¢ a shirt on his back,
a flute in his hand, and a guinea in his pocket.”” He ‘ took
the world for his pillow,” and rambled on through Flanders,
France, Switzerland, and Italy, supporting himself by his
musical talents with which he entertained the peasantry,
and by the gratuities given by the universities to wandering
students. After taking his degree of Bachelor of Medicine
at the University of Padua, the wanderer returned to Eng-
land, landing at Dover in 1756, without money, friends, or
object in life. He made his way to London ; and here star-
vation stared him in the face. By the assistance of Dr.
Sleigh, a fellow-student, he set up as a physician among the
poor. His fees however, were small, and very ill paid. He
found it necessary, therefore, to have recourse to his pen.
He took a garret in a miserable court, and here, at thirty,
the unlucky adventurer sat down to earn his bread as a
bookseller’s hack. His first work of note was an “Inquiry
Into the Polite Learning in Europe,” and was published in
April, 1759. In January, 1760, Mr. Newberry commenced
the Public Ledger, to which Goldsmith contributed the cel-
ebrated ¢ Chinese Letters,” afterwards republished under
the title of “The Citizen of the World.” He also wrote
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a ¢ Life of Beau Nash,” and a“ History of England,” in a
series of letters. On the 31st of May, 1761, he was intro-
duced to Dr. Johnson, who, in his turn, introduced his new
friend to the Literary Club. By this time Goldsmith had
quitted his miserable garret, and had taken chambers in the
Inns of the Court. In December, 1764, “ The Traveller”
appeared, and at once placed him in the front rank of Eng-
lish authors. The outline of this beautiful poem had been
sketched by Goldsmith during his residence in Switzerland,
and part of it had been addressed from that country to his
brother Henry in Ireland. A soft musical sound pervades
the whole composition, and it is full of graceful melody from
one end to the other. What could be more rythmical than
the following lines ?

‘“To kinder skies, where gentler manners reign,
I turn ; and France displays her bright domain.
Gay sprightly land of mirth and social ease,
Pleased with thyself, whom all the world can please,
How often have I led thy sportive choir,
With tuneless pipe, beside the murmuring Loire !
Where shading elms along the margin grew,
And freshen’d from the wave the zephyr flew ;
And haply, though my harsh touch falt’ring still,
But mock’d all tune, and marr’d the dancer’s skill ;
Yet would the village praise my wondrous power,
And dance, forgetful of the noontide hour.”

Two years after the appearance of “The Traveller,”
Goldsmith published the “ Vicar of Wakefield,” which is a
perfect picture of domestic life, and is still read with interest.
It became immensely popular, and had a large sale, to which
its merits justly entitled it. In rapid succession he pro-
duced his other works. The comedy of the “ Good-Natured
Man,” in 1767 ; and the “Deserted Village,” the sweet-
est of all his poems, in 1770. Its leading thought is based
on an idea of Goldsmith’s that the accumulation of wealth
in a country is the source of all evils, including depopula-
tion. This poem is clear bird-singing; but there is a pa-
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thetic note in it. It is, simple, natural, melodious, and in
places full of pensive tenderness. Nowhere in the realm of
poetry do we find a sweeter burst of song than in these lines
of the ¢ Deserted Village " :

‘“ Dear lovely bowers of innocence and ease,
Seats of my youth, when every sport could please,
How often have I loitered o’er thy green,
Where humble happiness endeared each scene !
How often have I paused on every charm,
The sheltered cot, the cultivated farm,
The never-failing brook, the busy mill,
The decent church, that topt the neighboring hill,
The hawthorn bush, with seats beneath the shade,
For talking age and whispering lovers made ! ”’

In 1773, Goldsmith’s comedy of * She Stoops to Conquer”
was produced at Convent Garden with great success. It
brought the author five hundred pounds. His other works
are a ‘‘ Grecian History,” 1774 ; ** Retaliation,” a poem.17%7,
and a “ History of Animated Nature,” which he did not live
to complete. Although now in receipt of large funds for
his works, Goldsmith had not escaped from pecuniary em-
barrassment. His charities were only bounded by his purse
and he frequented the gaming tables quite as often, and with
as constant ill success, as of old. He owed more than two
thousand pounds, and he saw no hope of being able to pay
it. In March, 1774, he came up to London, ill in body and
harassed in mind, and on the 25th of that month he took to
his bed for the last time. He became rapidly worse, and
died on the r1th of April, 1774, in his forty-sixth year, more
lamented than any literary man of his time. He was in-
terred in the Temple burying ground, a few select friends
following his corpse to the grave. Some two years later, a
monument was erected to his memory in Westminister Abbey
between that of the Duke of Argyle and Gay. The bustof
Goldsmith is exhibited in a large medallion, embellished
with literary ornaments, underneath which is a tablet of
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white marble, with a latin inscription by Dr. Johnson, con-
taining the famous line :
“ Nullum quod tetigit non ornavit.”

Goldsmith was the most natural genius of his time.
There is an indescribable charm in his writings, that wins
the heart of every reader. His style was simple, graceful,
and easy. His own character was not without serious blem-
ishes. He was extravagant, loved fine living and rich
clothes, and was vain and impulsive ; but he was mild and
gentle in his manners, warm in his friendships, and active
in his charity and benevolence. ¢ Let not his frailties be
remembered,” said Johnson, “he was a very great man.”
In his wayward and troubled career he passed many trying
hours, and had moments of sharp mental anxiety; but he
had the satisfaction of knowing, before he died, that his
productions, as a novelist, dramatist, and poet, were appre-
ciated by the great bulk of his countryman. Goldsmith did
not leap, as did Byron after him, from obscurity into thelap
of fame. He did not “awake and find himself famous;”
but his rise was gradual. He was a plant of slow growth.
He spent many weary years of drudgery and hack-writing
before he came into prominence; but when he “struck for
honest fame,” and gave the world “The Traveller,” “The
Vicar of Wakefield,” and “The Deserted Village,” the
public were not slow to recognize his genius and to give
him a high position among English men of letters.

We conclude this sketch of Goldsmith’s life and works
with a criticism by Macaulay :

“There have been many greater writers; but perhaps
no writer was ever more uniformly agreeable. His style
was always pure and easy, and, on proper occasions, pointed
and energetic. His narratives were always amusing, his
descriptions always picturesque, his humor rich and joyous,
yet not without an occasional tinge of amiable sadness.”

W BOD, B
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ALFRED THE GREAT.

The youngest son of Aethelwolf, king of the West Sax-
ons, was born at Wantage, in Berkshire, in 849 A. D.

He was a bright, brave boy, full of the folk-lore of his
own people, with a mind of rare power and sensitiveness—
a docile,loving, reverent soul. In his boyhood he was enfee-
bled by disease ; and, about the time of reaching his majority,
he was attacked by a malady, which afflicted him through
life.

Even in his time of greatest activity he was seldom free
from pain. It seems that these diseases came on him, in
answer to his own prayer. Before all things, he was desir-
ous to strengthen his mind in the keeping of God’s com-
mandments. Finding that the devil, who is jealous of good,
was likely to become the master of his mind, he used often
to rise at cock-crow, when the sparkling dew was fresh from
heaven, and repairing to some church, or holy place, and
there cast himself before God in fervent prayer that he might
do nothing contrary to His holy will. Finding himself un-
able to conquer all evils that came to him, he began to pray,
that God in his great mercy would strengthen his mind and
will by some sickness, such as would be to him the means of
subduing his body, but would not spare itself outwardly, or
render him powerless, or contemptible in worldly duties, or
less able to benefit his people.

After he had thus prayed it pleased God to answer his
petition by afflicting him with a very painful disease, which
continued until his twentieth year—during this year he mar-
ried ; and during the wedding feast he left his frolic, went
off into a quiet place and prayed to God to change the form-
er affliction for another. This prayer also God granted, and
this second disease lasted him through life.

As he advanced through infancy and youth, he did not de-
viate from the old saying, that ‘“ an ugly baby makes a
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pretty grown person.” His form appeared more comely
than those of his brothers; and in facial expression, con-
versation, and manners he was more graceful than his rela-
tives. He was the darling of his people, the ¢ household”
joy and comfort of his mother.

Now let us turn to a few among the many services he ren-
dered his country.

‘“ Darling of the English ’—

Time but adds to Alfred’s praises. He is a star of the
first magnitude among the galaxy of kings that have
reigned in England. With one consent our historians agree
in characterising him as the wisest, best, noblest and great-
est king of them all. His disposition was gentle and amia-
ble, and his bearing frank and affable towards all. He had
a regard for, and was merciful and forgiving toward his bit-
terest enemies. The country was never governed by a fairer
hand, impartial and sympathetic. I have never read of his
equal. As a warrior, when not many years of age he
was summoned to the assistance of his brother, Aethelred,
against the Danes. A series of encounters took place, in
which Alfred greatly distinguished himself, especially at
Ashdown, where the Danes were routed with great slaugh-
ter, leaving several of their most famous leaders dead on the
field.

Aethelred dying in the midst of the struggle, Alfred was
without any objection elected king 871. He was defeated
at Wilton.

Both parties were now becoming tired of war, immense
loss had been suffered on both sides. A treaty of peace was
concluded, and the Danes withdrew to London. On the
cessation of hostilities Alfred was enabled to turn his atten-
tion to naval affairs. The sea was swarming with pirates,
and their descents on the coast kept the country in a state
of perpetual alarm. To cope with them, Alfred resolved to
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meet them on their own element; and a naval victory,
which he gained over seven Danish roversin 875, is the
first on record won by Englishmen.

Alfred brought the fleet into a state of great efficiency ;
it was Alfred indeed who laid the foundation of England’s
naval greatness so well displayed at the ¢ Rendezvous”
held at Norfolk in April, 1893.

After he had, to the best of his ability, placed the country
in a state of defence, then he gave them laws. Thelaws
prior to Alfred consisted in imposing all sorts of religious
disabilities, the corn laws, the clique laws, etc. ¢ On the
contrary,” said Alfred, ¢ there must be a high ideal, there is
order laid down from everlasting to everlasting, and the
tendency to each faith in God, was the thing that was tak-
ing the tone and nerve out of our system.” Alfred’s sole
aim as a law-maker was to recognize and declare these eter-
nal laws of God; and as a ruler was to bring his own con-
duct, and that of his people, into accordance with them.
With this view, “Alfred’s Cade,” or “Alfred’s Doom,” starts
an almost literal transcript of the Decalogue. There are a
few variations the first; the second commandment is
omitted in the right place, and stands as tenth (in the words
of the 23d verse of the 20oth of Exodus), ‘Work not for
thyself golden gods or silver.”” Again, in the fourth, the
Saxon text runs: “In six days Christ wrought the heavens
and earth and all shapen things that in them are, and rested
on the seventh day; and for that the Lord hallowed it.”

I shall now give you a few selections from the Mosaic
Code, from the 21st and 22d chapters of Exodus, with their
modification :
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Exopus xxI.

1. Now these are the judgments
which thou shalt set before them.

2. If thou buy a Hebrew servant,
six years he shall serve: and in the
seventh he shall go out free for noth-
ing.

Exobus xxii1.

1. If a man shall steal an ox, or a
sheep, and kill it, or sell it ; he shall
restore five oxen for an ox, and four
sheep for a sheep.

2. If a thief be found breaking up,
and be smitten that he die, there
shall no blood be shed for him.

3. If the sun be risen upon him,
there shall be blood shed for him ;
for he should make full restitution :
if he have nothing, then he shall be

ALFRED’S Doowm.

11. These are dooms that thou -
shalt set them, if any one man buy a
Christian bondsman, be he bonds-
man to him six years, the seventh be
he free unbought.

EXoDUs XXII—I. V.

24. If any man steal another’s ox
and slay or sell him, give he two for
it, and four sheep for one. If he have
not what he may give be he himself
sold for the fee.

25. If a thief break a man’s house
by night and be there slain, be he
not guilty of ianslaughter. If he
doeth this after sunrise he is guilty of
manslaughter, and himself shall die,
unless he did it of necessity—and so
on.

sold for his theft.

Alfred’s devotion to learning, and his exertions in the
cause of education are among the most to be admired phases
of his reign.

While at Rome he received that great impulse to the
culture of the South, where such deep ignorance reigned
that hardly a man south of the Thames could understand the
ritual of the church or translate a Latin epistle. One of the
strongest and most cherished of his purposes was that this
direful state of matters should be completely changed, and
that every free-born English lad, who had the means should
qualify himself to read English correctly. To this end, he
rebuilt the monasteries which had been cast down in the
late wars, and which had been the great centres of learning.
Then Alfred invited men of some attainments from all
quarters to his court, and by their assistance compiled a
number of works for the diffusion of knowledge. They
were not original, but free translation of Latin authors, and
the fact that Orasius and Belle are two of the works he se-
lected, shows his high values of an acquaintance with histo-
ry and geography.



96 RICHMOND COLLEGE MESSENGER.

The royal minds of those persons he sent for, and the
mind of the scholar co-operated to kindle in the fogs of our
ancestral island even in the darkness of a gloomy age that
torch of gentle radiance which “shineth in the darkness.”
Amid all the conflicts of that age the virtues of the grand-
est, noblest and most intellectual of the early English kings,
were tried in the fire and found pure gold. It is a matter
of surprise, but of stern reality, that amid the arduous duty
of government and the disasters of war, this benign sove-
rign found time for those laudable pursuits in which he so
greatly delighted and excelled. Nothing but the most me-
thodical division of his time could have enabled him with
the meager facilities at his command to make such great
strides in literary attainments. Let us all pay due respect
to Alfred The Great, by using our influence to make him
more prominent in the front rank of great minds. ¢ His
genius was equalled by his beneficence, and his wisdom by

his success.”
R. W. ReHcTAH.

SOQUIRREL HUNTING IN THE VIRGINIA
MOUNTAINS.

“Uncle are there many squirrels around here?” I
queried, as John and I halted before a primitive log hut in
full view of the Peaks of Otter. The gray-headed negro
addressed as *“ Uncle” had evidently seen better times, for
his patched garments were neat and clean, and the cloth
bandages around his right foot, which lay pillowed on a
stool, were fresh and white He explained later that his
foot had been crushed by a tree which he had felled to get
a 'coon. There was something in the old fellow’s manner
too which betokened gentle associations, for he pulled off his
hat and laid it beside his chair before he made answer. “No
suh, dere’s not many squer’ls roun’ yere. I did manage ter
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shoot fo’ er five las’ week wid my ole muskit, but ’pears
like dey’s pow’ful skace dis fall. T yeres a mighty lot
o’ shootin’ in' dem woods over yonner too, but I doan’ no
wat dey’s shootin’ at.” ¢« What kind of a gun did you say
you had?” I asked, as I gazed admiringly at the twin-
barrels of the breech-loader I w: s so anxious to test. “ Uh
muskit suh, jes’ an ole muskit, but I'se kilt many a squer’l
wid it. Hits de bery same gun what my young marster had
in de wah. Lor’ suh, de squer’ls me and my young mar-
ster useter kill! We libbed in Car’line county den.
Humph,” and here the old man seemed to be talking to
himself ‘“de squer’ls wus wuf huntin’ fur den, I’se brung
home fo’ty many’s de time.” ’

I had hunted in Caroline county myself, and could testify
that game was abundant there, but I had my doubts about
the forty squirrels nevertheless. Besides I was in Bedford
county and had no time to listen to ““ befo’ de wah” remin-
iscences. So after getting all the information I could about
the neighboring woods, we let the old negro resume his
work on an old-fashioned cider-press, and struck across the
fields towards a distant belt of oaks where somebody’s corn-
field had invaded the forest. The denizens of the woods
had done their best to repel the invasion, and the numerous
corncobs, fringed with shreds of shuck, that still hung from
the nodding stalks betrayed the frequent visits of the game
we sought. But the field was deserted on this occasion. It
was too late in the day, for squirrels visit open fields only
about sunrise and sunset. The big red squirrel, now a
rara avis in Virginia woods, is never found in the fields af-
ter the sun has risen. I remember hearing my father in
reciting some adventures of his youth, relate how he found
six red squirrels pulling up corn just about daybreak. He
and a negro lad had taken a pewtei-barrel gun of their own
manufacture and slipped off without leave, to try their new
weapon. The squirrels scampered away on their approach
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and my father fired, but instead of killing a squirrel, he
brought down the negro, who screamingly protested thathe
was killed, and would be dead in a minute. My father was
frightened almost as much as the darkey, and did not draw
a full breath until he found that he had loaded his gun only
with the ramrod, which had not penetrated the boy’s cloth-
ing. He has never cared to hunt fox-squirrels from that
day to this. _

After examining the corn, we went into the skirt of woods
and gently waited for something to turnup. I have always
preferred to hunt without a dog except when the trees are
bare, and even then I believe I get more squirrels on a
“still hunt.” There is more excitement and more exercise
when you have a dog along, but you lose many squirrels and
do not have the same opportunity to observe their habits. I
would rather watch the development of curiosity in one
squirrel from the the time he shows a single eye and ear
over the top of a branch till he gathers courage to bark,
than to shoot down a half dozen that had been treed by
dogs. We had not waited five minutes when the quick bark
of a bushy-tailed announced that our presence had been dis-
covered. We hastened in the direction of the sound and
saw two squirrels leaping through the tree-tops. We tried
to turn them, but they continued their rapid flight and we
both fired as we ran. Both squirrels dropped at the crack
of the guns, but as soon as the one I had shot touched the
ground he began to run. I gave chase, and we made things
very lively for each other for about two minutes. Once I
threw my hat on him and though he was safe, but was too
much afraid of his teeth to seize him with my hand and he
got away again. He had seemed at first unable to climb a
tree, but to my great disappointment I now found that he
was going up an ancient black-oak. My gun had been cast
aside in the mad hurry of the chase, and before I could
recover it he had disappeared in a hole. Neither coaxing
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nor violence could dislodge him from his retreat, so I had
to be satisfied with John's success, and hope for better for-
tune next time. I had made such a noise chasing my
squirrel that we thought it best to move some distance away.
We found some hickories and waited again. Hardly were
we seated when I heard that peculiar, rasping sound which
experience had made familiar to my ears. I crept off to-
wards my left and soon caught sight of a fine grey squirrel
sitting close to the trunk of a big hickory, with his tail curl-
ed over his back, and busily engaged in cracking the nut
he held in his fore paws. He espied me at the same instant,
and holding the nut in his teeth, he dropped his paws,
hesitated a moment, and then sprang up the tree. But I
was quick enough this time, and he soon lay sprawling in
the leaves. I picked him up by the nut he held in his
mouth, and when I took him out of the game-bag that even-
ing it was still between his teeth. We hunted till sundown
and bagged eleven squirrels. There was something distinct
and interesting about the capture of each one but it would
take too long to tell it.

The grey squirrel is the only species of genus sczurus that
I ever met in Bedford county, but in hunting on the crest
of the Alleghanies above the level of 4,000 feet, I have met
a peculiar squirrel called by the natives, “ mountain boomer.”
This animal has the general marks of the grey squirrel, but
is not more than two thirds as large, and has a small, stout
tail. Its movements are far more rapid than those of the
nimblest grey squirrel 1 ever saw, and its bark or cry is
very similar to the rattle of its neighbor, the rattle-snake,
only shriller and more prolonged. They are tough and
sinewy, and on this account not palatable. I am persuaded
that this species must also belong to the genus sczurus, but
hiave never seen them described or classified. The common
ground-squirrel or chip-munk belongs to a different genus
from the squirrels I have mentioned, and like his grey
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kinsman is found all over Virginia. The best season to
hunt squirrels is when the first frosts fade the green from
the hickory leaves, or when the buds begin to swell in the
spring. The best locality is where the negro pot-hunter

has not gone with his “ muskit.”
FusiL pE CHASE.

THERE IS NO DEATH.

We clip from the Courier-Fournal the following bit of
literary history, which will doubtless be of interest to our
readers :

That Bulwer wrote this beautiful poem was commonly
supposed by English readers, until its authorship was claimed
by a Mr. J. L. McCreery, of Washington, D. C. Thisis
his account, as taken from a collection of poems by Nellie
Leigh Cook:

“This poem has been the subject of considerable contro-
versy. It was written late in the fall of 1862, and the next
spring was sent to Arthur’s Home Magazine, Philadelphia,
appearing therein in the number of July, 1863. One E.
" Bulmer, of Illinois, copied it, signed his own name to it, and
sent it (as his own) to the Farmers' Advocate, Chicago.
The editor of some Wisconsin paper (whose name I have
forgotten) clipped it from the Farmers’ Advocate for his own
columns ; but supposing there was a misprint in the signa-
ture, changed the ‘m’ therein to ‘w,” and the name of Bul-
wer became attached to the poem. An immense accession
of popularity immediately followed. Copies of paper con-
taining it credited to Bulwer have been sent me from nearly
every State in the Union, and from England, Scotland and
Ireland. It is to be found in orthodox spiritual hymn and
song-books, in at least one school reader in wide use, and
in a score of bound volumes of selections. It has been quo-
ted from in speeches in the Legislatures of several States,
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and several times in the Congress of the United States. On
the last of Jan’y, 1880, I had the pleasure of sitting in the
strangers’ gallery of the House of Representatives in Wash-
ington, D. C., and hearing the Honorable M. Cofforth,
member of Congress from Virginia, in his oration on the
death of the Honorable Rush Clark, from Iowa, quote a
portion of the poem, which thus become embalmed (credited
to Bulwer as usual) in the Congressional Record. (See
Forty-sixth Congress, second session, Part I, page 638.)
Every reader can decide for himself whether this wide-
spread popularity has its baris on the merits of the poem or
in the celebrity of its supposed author.

« Whether this claim be correct or not, the poem is in no
way unworthy the great English author himself. I give be-
low the unabridged text of the poem as taken from Miss

Cook’s collection :

““ There is no death ! The stars go down
To rise upon some other shore,

And bright in heaven’s jeweled crown,
They shine forevermore.

“There is no death ! The forest leaves
Convert to life the viewless air ;

The rocks disorganize to feed
The hungry moss they bear.

“There is no death! The dust we tread
Shall change beneath the summer showers
To golden grain, or mellow fruit,
Or rainbow-tinted flowers.

““ There is no death! The leaves may fall,
The flowers may fade and pass away—

They only wait, through wintry hours,
‘The warm, sweet breath of May.

““There is no death ! The choicest gifts
That heaven hath kindly lent to earth
Are ever first to seek again
The country of their birth.

“ And all things that for growth or joy
Are worthy of our love and care,
Whose loss has left us desolate,
And safely garnered there.
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‘“Though life becomes a desert waste,
We know its fairest, sweetest flowers,
Transplanted into Paradice,
Adorn immortal bowers.

““The voice of bird-like melody

That we have missed and mourned so long,
Now mingles with the angel choir

An everlasting song.

‘“There is no death ! Although we grieve
When beautiful, familiar forms,

That we have learned to love, are torn
From our embracing arms.

‘“ Although with bowed and breaking hearts,
With sable garb and silent tread,

We bear their senseless dust to rest,
And say that they are ‘dead.’

““They are not dead! They have but passed
Beyond the mists that blinds us here

Into the new and larger life
Of that serene sphere.

‘“ They have but dropped their robe of clay
To put their sunshine raiment on ;

They have but wandered far away—
They are not ‘lost’ nor ‘gone.’

‘“ Though divine-thralled and glorified
They still are here and love us yet :

The dear ones they have left behind
They never can forget.

‘“ And sometimes when our hearts grow faint,
Amid temptations fierce and deep,

Or when the widely raging waves
Of grief or passion sweep.

“We feel upon our fevered brow
Their gentle touch, their breath of balm,
Their arms enfold us and our hearts
Grow comforted and calm.

““ And ever near us, though unseen,
The dear immortal spirits tread—
For all the boundless universe

Is life! There are no dead!”’
ORTON LOWE.
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Toitorials.

Tue following lines were penned last summer by a Rich-
mond College student, who had been greatly in love
throughout his whole college course, but who had always
refrained from writing or speaking of his love, because he
was afraid that he was not sufficiently matured to know his
mind on this important subject, and also because he was
urged by his parents to be careful in the matter. The poem
is an attempt to verify the line:

“Love is a bitter sweet, full of pain and bliss.”’

I'll tell you why so young I try
To write a simple poem ;

The only reason I can give—
My heart is overflowing.

Long years ago I met a maid ;
We played ‘“1 spy ”’ together.

My heart has since the pen’lty paid ;
For I’ve become her lover.

They say that love’s a bitter sweet,
So full of bliss and pain ;

And this I now appreciate,
But still love on the same.

Too young to love they said I was
(Though why, I scarce could see)
And told me that in after years
No longer she’d suit me.

But raged the passion in my breast,
And stronger grew the flame ;
After the first vacation’s rest,
I loved her still the same.

The second year to school I went,
I corresponded with her;

Back and forth were letters sent
Throughout the whole long year.
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The third and fourth I did the same
Though at no rapid rate ;

Until at last to home I came
After I did graduate.

In all these years did I not write
Of love ; but only friendly,

My parents’ warning had its weight,
And to obey is manly.

But meanwhile many fears I had
That she’d become another’s
And often was my poor heart sad
And filled with many bothers.

Now thinking I was old enough
I could no longer stay,

And though my future way seemed rough
I made no more delay ;

But at the first opportunity
Which now had come, it seemed
I told her of her charms for me
And how I her esteemed.

I told her how my love for her
So wide and deep and strong

Had swelled my heart for many a year,
But yet untold so long.

And when I asked if "twere returned,
And if she’d be my wife

And if she’d cheer my troubled mind
Throughout my future life.

She simply hung her little head
And placed her hand in mine :
And then in sweetest tones she said :
‘1 do not know my mind.”’

She said she loved a little bit,
But was not willing then,
Herself entirely to submit
But said we’d talk it o’er again.

On the following day we took a stroll
In the village cemetery ;

Again my heart I did unfold
And I was then quite merry :
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For, sure, I thought, she loved me some
And this filled me with pride,

And hope that soon I'd take her home
Where she would be my bride.

But though my heart on this was bent
And though I pleaded hard,

I could not gain her full consent
And this my joy has marred.

She loves me some but not enough ;
Suffers not our lips to meet,

Ah ! true the poet said of love
’Tis pain and bliss—a bitter sweet.

How eloquent is silence! Acquiescence, contradiction,
difference, disdain, embarrassment and awe may all be ex-
pressed by saying nothing. It may be necessary to illus-
trate the apparent paradox by a few examples. Do you seek
an assurance of your lady love’s affection? The fair one
confirms her lover’s fondest hopes by a compliant and assent-
ing silence. Should you hear an assertion which you deem
to be false, made by some one of whose veracity politeness
may withhold you from openly declaring your doubt, you
denote a difference of opinion by remaining silent. Are
you receiving a reprimand from a superior? You mark your
respect by an attentive silence. Are you compelled to listen
to the frivolous conversation of a fop? You signify your
opinion of him by treating his loquacity with contemptuous
silence. Are you in the course of any negotiation, about to
enter upon a discussion painful to your feelings, and to those
who are concerned in it? The subject is almost invariably
prefaced by an awkward silence. And first, what an inval-
uable portion of domestic strife might have been prevented,
how often might the quarrel which by mutual aggravation
has, perhaps, terminated in bloodshed, have been checked
at its commencement by a judicious silence! Those per-
sons only who have experienced them are aware of the bene-
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ficial effects of that forbearance, which to the exasperating
threat, the malicious sneer, or the unjustly imputed culpa-
bility, shall never answer a word. Secondly, there are not
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