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The summer on the earth had thrown her robes,
Each Lill embowered wbhere the cool shades lay,
Woo'd by the zephyrs, from the sunny fiulds,
Whore spread tbe grass, s carpet for the beaat

To press his weighted hocf into its woof,

A softer weft than that of lstam's locws,
Whereon he conched, while heaven's light and sir
Beemed bandmaids, woolng bim to pleasure’s gifts§
When failed all these, the countless murmuring streams
Did whisper scnge 1uto his drowey ear,

Whalst sweeping down to gather into deeps,

Lakes that woo'd heaven, and batbed in its Light,
Far down, till each seemed each, 20 like they lovked,
Thus Erie lay, a mirror te the sky,

The sun, the stars, all that looked on the earth
From out erial vaults unfathomable §

Edged by the hills, and fields of summer green,
VWhile all ita surface, where the zephyrs fanned,
Broke iato jewels, flashing "neath the suo,

Pearls, diamonds, rubiss, amethysts snd jots,
Witk eweralds that water-nymphs there tossed

Up to the surface of this chalice grand ;

From whence the day-god his libation takes:
Ambrosial cup, it for immortal lips,

To taste the vintage of sweet Dature o Lresst;

- Aud from the overflowing draught 1o bathe

All earth with gems, wherein the rosy dawn

Alight rovel, ere the ait’s wingn brushed them off,
Thus in the light supreme it Joweled lay,

COolestial pave whereon the angels tread,

Whence srial’s minjcos bear sweet voices to

Cliff3, hills and woods ; eternal hymns of praise
Yor nature's £.fts that line ite | lasant way,

Sun kissed, it is tle wealth of heaven,

Whence gatber ita brigat gems s draught of Jight;
Unatil the storm king from the Northern clime




Comes duwb 10 fed upon §ts plecid bresst ;

Lash it to the foam ; to Lift lte weves in spray;
Bear themw upou the burricane’s fierce breath,
Ma1 rev Jer of the North ! the fce berg's clime,
Stoeds rideriess that no reatraint obey,

But with thelr hoofs npheavs its waters to

The sky, from whenve the lowering clonds do fronn
Down on its boson, weeping darkuess there

In elemental battle, chuoa dresd,

As riven with the lightoing's visid flash,

That, belchung p ald from besven's artillery,
Shakes the fuir bos m of the lake to fuam.

Feals wrought from madnens of the trout bed drep,
The demcue togs from out ite waters wild,

In soger hifting up their savwy hea's,

Deflant to the tempeat breath that lifta

And bears them "way, exultant, as & prize,

The apectral acma isteacted toss in spray,

Then back inoto the deep the legiong pass,

- And, guthering to the fight, they writhe and til,
For jewels striving that are sweeping *way,

Ia clouds that claap thewm io their murky fulds
The chariots drivea by the storm’s fierce king,

As wildly rent, the sky in wrath comes down.
Dread conflict ] element with element,

Thelr vitals burat to feed the powers that rage,
And, ewift s lightaing's car, they cut the foum,
And whirl it in confusion madly ‘way;

¥ hep paseing to the clifis, the lalls, and woods,
Their topa they bend and crush with ¢racking grosn,
A» though fierce pain was hiniag in their furme,
Whalst besring off the heavy storm and clouds.
So weeps the luke in woe against the shore,

Till sunlight comes and baskas its smile again.
Mind ban sssayed to build upon its wave,

A palace, to float o'er its Jemeled pave;

Urged on by gonil of the desp in chaine,

In iron bands, that circle him about,

To hold in durance vile, till he performed

The task assigued ; upon the wings of wind,

A cloud be foatn, like that to Israel’s host,




To duty awaked by Hlery ordesl,
That plerced Lis beart and warmed it into lLife,
He "scapes his privca with s migh,

And weepa toars back upou the waters loft,
80 long his home, where he was jewel-crowned.

Now, monster caged, with keat to fury driven,

He *scapes the vent, with wings and arms outapread ;
As will kis throes the palace onward drive,
Through ghtteriog surf, and mirrors calm that Lie,
Their beautios waklng to the glorious day,

Till they {n pearls, cut by the iron prow,

As drapery Sowing suftly from ite side,

The palace robe around with jewels bright,

Like nymph with every feature besming smiles,
Whose furm l¢ sy mmetry, whose motion grace,
Thus mind, with laber, wronght the palace grand;
its halls were draped, a8 fairy tales dream-told 3
Mirror reflecting mirrot, where they wrought
Hall alter hall, in grandeur, stretching "wuy;
While many throngs that tread the cabln floor,
Thread them in magic numbers multiplying.
While sinking to the West, the sun throws back his raya
Of thick’ning light } his red glare on the lake;

i Aod crimsoned ¢'er the wave, woo'd demcan forms
Of night, whose raven wings float up the deep
Through evening’s gleaming ; his glare on the panes
80 lit the glass, that each spacelooked like fire,
Aud Bashed its curtains’ gorgeous drapery,

As if consuming with a hungry Qame.

Thus swept the palace o’er the wave, like mall

W ho threads the dance, 1o mazy robes,

A nd face that beams with pleasure and delight,
The balmy evening air floats o'er the deck?

The trasvelers wooing to its pleasant touch,

Who throog the upper deck, to watch the laks
And ety merging from the distance dim,

lers men aud women meet, who ne'er had miet,
And a8 old friends in socisl concourse talked,
They to the pilot came, and questions ssked,
Who stovd gray haired wmith service at the helm :
Hie white locks lyiug off his manly brow,




Where intellect spoke out from Lip and eye;
While with firm hand he held the bost ite way,
Full many cbhanges bad he seen through life,

Of storm snd teoil ; but never from his heart

Hasd sunny Lindoese lost its geninl ray,

Or wrong with shadow on it cast a cloud.

Groups gatbered to hiv stand to lust hl, tales;

To wile the time, as swiftly down the lake

The boat rped on. And through the stories told
Crept manly love, and kindly sympathy,

The aim and object of the life he wrought.

The point he steered, kis eye sought earnestly,
A»n his kind heart aimed gsntle deeds of Jove,

H1s soul was placid as the Lake that lay

In the son, basking *neath a clondless sky.

8o much of holy peace, hope, trust and will,

Lost was eack: liatener in the stories told §

Wheb from tbe dock Leneath arose thick smoke,
Like that in which sin fulde the boman hbeart,
Whean sunk in doeds of lowest infamy,

The captain to the mate aake for the canse;
Whea quickly from below came dread reply,

Of firel firel fire! Each beart stood »till in fear,
A moment palsied by the awful cry;

Then through the boat each vuice took up the word,
And echoed Liack the farful soynd. Thecaptain then
With firm command bade each one strive for life,
While sternly stood the pilot to bis task.

Each ene wrought 'gainst the fast consomlog flame,
That eircled them around, with fierce despair,
L{ke deadly sina, that creep about the soul,

That merge 1o Lrilliaat lights, fuise hopes illome,
And nuke to pleasing fancy sll things Lright,
They win their way, the balancs losing staod,
And vivid coatrest forcey deeds of good,

When {t is lost the flames grow strong {ndeed—
Life, hope and al), in sin's flerce grasp is lost,

Bo through the bark of safoty spread the flames |
All feil save one good deed—the pilot stood

Amld the flames ; bs firmly battled oz,




And hold the boat to shore to save their lives,

H e ou time's record stands s beacon light ;

Here and herealor, 8 light to thoss he sayed,

A doed upon redemption’s pages pure;

But swiftly stole the hungry flames around

That form devoted, tlll one side the flames

Crept up aud crirped,—feet and one hand al} palo,
The other firmly Lraced, beld fast the helm.

Love bound him close, a victim on the rack,

The boat an altar—=he the sacrifice,

The ficor shrupk to the lames Lenoath Lis weight;
The captain shouted, ** Maynard I" from below.
“Ayel ayo " rospouulve, ¥ Caa you bold your courre 1
“ With God's will [? came the firm reply,

The bLoat was Leached and all were saved,

John Masynatd found the ehore, not of this earth,
But Beavep—~bis ashes lle in Kris urped,

A uwapument of watersto his name.
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