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GRASS.
The treed are a glory and joy to the aod,
With their rustie of leaves and their
beughs,
As they wava them in air like the ban-
. hers of G()d,
Bidding Natura be trua to her vows ;
As they rise in giad clusters from out of
thae vale,
Aud echa the steps of thy wandering gale
{a their glorious midenmamer pride ;
Ur claster like locks o'er the brow of the
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Or shadow quaint forms ia the giass of the
nll,

As they droopiagly hang o'er ite tide.

12yt the treed are too proud and majestic
for me,
seoat earth-nurtured kings asthey are,
Thoagh useful and grand in their pride
they may be,
There's something that's better by far;
Sur it grows on the wwowatain, and dingle,
and dell,
And patientiy bedrs the rongh Winter as
“well
A3 itw joys in the glad Sammer air;
For though there's na one single dlossom
{0 see,
Taough the frost has eloped wich thy
leaves of the tree,
The grass 13 still hingering there.

it fringes the stream, and cushions the
fawer, ;
And hurs the soft root te 1(s breast;
Aad flies that have wettad their wings in
the shower
Here shelter and build them a nest,
And in hedpe-guarded field, ,or furze
cavered heath,
Whaere the raihbit makes hollows and
hurrows beneath,
And timidly flees as we pass,
The Lee who's been taning his bugle in
fun,
Tha ericket that's chirrup'd all day inth
sun,
Fach finds a glad home ia the grass.

When the erave hath received its poor
dweller at last,
And a heart hath at length found ite
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Mo astter what Life its sad tepant hath |
past, :

How good or ungodly his breast—
The grass springeth up in its freshest of
areen,
With a flow'ret or two just to sparkle be-
tween,
\n{ «cant ail around and above :
Aad that perfuma bequeathed to the light
of the sun,
May be incense to God for the evil that's
aone,

‘a the sight of sweet mercy and love.

What a desert-like place would this earth
of ours be,
if 113 acres wera barren and bare,
Aad the beautitul green at the foot of the
tree
Did not grow in humility there :
W hat a dezert=like spot would this life of
nurs bey :
1¢ amid sands of sin no glimpse we could
Sge
Of wame geeen knotted garland of praes:
&y an oamw bright, a glad hope to napart
That tue sun of the sky, and the son of
the heart
aull abhide n rthe road we must pass.
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« No, child, you are not,” said the old
man3 “and you must not think of such
a thing.”

“ Don't be go positive, grandpa.” And
as she vitered this little sentence in a
half-playful voice, she laid her hand
among the grey locks on the old man’'s
head, aod  smoothed them caressingly.
“You kaow that [ must not be idle.”

“ Wait, child, until your strength re-
turna.”

“ Our wants will not wait, grandpa.”
As the girl #aid this, her face became
sober. Tho old man's eyes again fell to
the floor, and a heavy wigh came forth
from his bosom.

“1 will be very eareful, and not over
wark mygelf again,” resumed Ellen after
a pause.

“ You must not ge to-day,” said the
old man arousing himself, “Itis mur-
der. Wait at least untii to-morrow. You
will be stronger then.”

“If don't go* back I may lose my
placd. You know I have beea at  home
for three days.  Work will not wait.
The last time [ was kept away by sick-
nesa, & customer was  disappointed; and
thero waa a great deal of trouble about ir.”

Another gigh eame heavily from the
old mans hearr !

“1 will go,” s1id the girl. * Perhaps
they will let ma off for a day longer. If

tea, [ will covne back, for 1 must not lose

the place.”

N further resistance was made by the
old wmaa, Ina little time he was alope,
Shs had gone to work, Her employer
would not let her go away, feeble as she
was, without forferture of her place,

About mid-day, finding that Ellen did
not comea back, tha old man, after taking
gome food went out. The pressure of
sevenly winters was upon him, and his
steps were siow and carefully taken.

“ [ muset get something to do, I can
work anil” he muttered to higself, as he
maved alony the sireets. * 'he dear
emid 13 killing herself, and all for me.”

Put what could he do?  Who wanted
the services of an old man like him,
whosoe mind had lost its clearness, whose
step had faltered, and whose hand was
no ‘onzer steady 2 la vain he made ap-
plication for employment. Younger and
more vivorous men filled all the places,
and he was pushed aside, Discouraged
and drooping in spirits, he went back to
ihis home, there to wait the fall of even-
ine, which was to bring the return of the
only berag lefton earth to love him, At
nirht-fall Sllea came in.—Her face, so
pale 10 the morning, was now alightly
flashed ; and her eyes were brighter than
when she went out. The grandfather
was not deceived by this; be knew 1t to
be a sirn of disease. e took her hand
~atwas hot; and when he stooped to
kiss her centle lips he found them burn-
e with {ever,

« wllen, my child, why did yon go to
work to-aay 2 I koew it would inake you
gick,” the o!d man said in a voice of an-
,"'f”ril.

£ilen tried to smiie, and not appear so

ed.

[ have broeght home some work, »nd
will not o out to-morrow,” ehe remaik-
ed. “I think the walk fatigued ma wmore
than anything else. I shall be better in
the morning, afier a good night’s sieep.”

But the giri's hopes failed 1a this. The
morning fonnd hee so wesk that she
conld not rise trom ier bed : and  when
her grandfather came into her room (o
learn how she passed the night, he foand
her weeping on her pillow.  She had en-
deavoured to get up, but iter head, which
was aching teenbly, grew dizzy. and she
fell back nnder a desparing consciousness
that her strength was gone.

The day passed, bat KEllen did not
grow better ; the fever still kept her body
prostrate.  Oace of twice, when her
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An old man, witl hair whiteaed by the |
asows of wauy winters, was siting 1o a |
ron that was pooriy supplied with  fur-
mptare, hig head bowed down, and s
razs castdrewmly on the loor.— A\ pale |
voung gicl came 1y while he sat thas mu-
s, lafung his evesto her facs, he
said, while ke tried to Jook ehecrfal  Blien, .
desr, vou must Dot 2o ut to-day.” f
m 1 fuel o great deal better, grandpa,” |

rephred the gir forcing a suwle. “lam i

Jds to g0 to work agun” ;

arandfather waa out of the rooin, she took
up the work <he bronghthome, and tned
to do some of it while sitting up n bed,
But ere a ninee had pissed, she became
faint, while ail grew dark around her
Stie was no hetter when night came. [
her mind eould have rested—if she  had
been tree frqn auxious unl distressing
thouehts, natire would have power to re-
ac! ; but, ae 1t was the pressure was too
grewt.  She eould not forget that they
had scarcely 8o much as a dollar left, and
taat her old groadfather was o0 fechla o

very ill; but nature was too much oppress-
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work. Upon her rested all the burden
of their support, and she was helpless.

The next morning Eilen was better.
She could sit up withont feeling dizzy,
though her head still ached, and the faver
had only slightly abated. But the old
man would not permit her to leave her
bed, thongh she begzged him earnestly to
let her do so.

The bundie of work that Eilen had
brought home, was wrapped in a news-
paper, and this her grandfather took up
to read some time during the day.

“This is Mr, T——"3 newpaper,” raid
he, as he opened it, and saw the title. I
knew T—— when he was a poor orphan
boy, but of course he don’t remewber me.
He has prospered wonderfully.”

And then his eyes went along the col-

Fllen such things as he thought would
interest her. Among otherg was a re-
miniscence by the editor —the same that
we have just given. The old man's voice
faitered ashe read. The little incident
so feelingly described, had long since
been hidden 1 his memory, under the
gathering dust of time. But now the
dust was swapt away, and he saw his
own beautiful garden. He wasin it and
among the dowers; and wistfully look-
ing throngh the fence stood the orphan
boy. Heremembered having feit pity
for him, and he remembered asif it were
but yesterday, though thirty years had
intervened, the light that went over the
child’s face ashe handed him a few
flowers that were to fade and wither in a
day.

Yer, the old man's voice faltered while
he read ; and when he came to the last
zentence, the paper dropped upon the
floor, and clasping his hands together, he
hfted his dim eyes upwards, while his
lips moved in whispered words of thank-
fulness.

“ What ails you, grandpa?” asked El-
len in surprise.  But the old man did not
seem to hear her voice.

“ Doar orandpy,” repeated tHa girl,
“why do yon leok so strangely?” She
had risen in bed and was bending to-
ward him. '

“Ellen, my child,” said tha old man, a
light breaking over his countenance, as
thongh a sunbeam had snddenly com= in-
td the room, it was your vld grandfather
who-gave the flowers to that poor blind
boy. Did you bear what he said? he
would divide his last morsel.”

The old man moved about the room
with his unsteady steps, talking in a
wandering wav, o overjoyed at the pros-
pect af relief for his ciuld, that he wae
nearly beside himse!f. Butthere lingered
some embers of pride in his heart, and
from the e the ashes were blown away,
and they becarme bright and glowing.
The thought of asking a favour as a re-
turn for that httle act, which was to him

at the time a pleasure, came witha feel-
ine of reluctance. But when he !dcked

at the pale youn 1 girl who lay with eyes
closed, and her face buried in the pillow,
he murmared to Bimself, 1t s for you
—for you!” and taking up his staff, he
went totiering into the open air.

The editor was sitting in  his office,
writing when he heard the doir open,
and turning, ha saw before him an old
man with bent form and snowy heal,
Something mthe visitor's countenance
struck him as familiar, but he did not re-
cognise bim as one whom he had seen
before. 3

“[g Mr. T——1n?" 1inquired the old
man.,

“ My name ig T ——," replied the edi-
tor.

“You?" ‘Thore was a slicht express-
ion of surprige in the old man’s vaoice.

“Yes! ain T——, my friend,” was
kindly said. “Can [ do anything for
you? Take the chair.”

The oifered seat was accepted; and as
the old wman sank into it, his eonntunance
and mauner betryyed his emotion,

¢ | have coma,” and his vowes was un-
steady, @ 1o do what [ could net do for
myself alone.  But I eannot seemy poor
sick arandehild wear ot and die nader
the weight of hurdens oo hieavy t) be
borae, For her sk, [ have c[mq wra
wv prile”

There wasa punss,

“ o oon,” wand T ——, why was look-
{inz at the old man earne tly, and endea-
] vouring *o fix hw ideasity e hizuaing,

umns of the paper, and he read salovd to |
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“You don't know me "

* Your face is not entircly etramge,”
said T'——. “It must have been o long
time since we met.”

“Long? Ohyes!
time.
age.”

* Markland !” exclaimed T - — with
sudden energy, springing to his  fest as
the truth flashed upon him.  “ 32y 10 n
not so 7’

“My name in Markland.”

“ And do we meet thus again” said
T ——, with emotion, as he grasped 1he
man’s hand. “ Ab, mir, | have never for-
gotten you. When a sad-heaited bejy,
you spoke to me kindly, and the werds
comforted me when | no other eom
tort. The buneh of flowers you gave me
—yon remember it, no doubt—is etitl
fresh in my heart. Not a leaf bas faded.
They are as bright and green, and full of
perfume, as when | first hid them there ;
and there they will bleom forever—ihe
unfading flowers of gratitude. | am glad
you have come, thouzh grieved that yewr
declining vears are made heavier by
misiortune. [ have enough and to spare.’™

“lhave not come for chanity,” retorned
Markiand. “ I have handas that would
nct be idle, though it §s not muoch that
they can accomplish.”

* Ba not troubled on that secount, wmy
p1md)” was kindly answered. “ 1 wult
ind something feryohao do. Dut first
tell me about yourse!f.” *

Thus encouraged the old man told hie
story. [t was the common siory, of the
loss of property and friends, and the sp-
proach ef want with declining years, T—

It isa long, losg
You were a boy, und | unbent by

‘ saw that pride and native independence

was still sirong in Markland’s bosom,fee-
ble as he wus, and really unzble to enter
upon any serious cmployment; and his
{irst impression was to save e feelings
at the sane time that Le extended to him
entire and permaneut relief. This he
found no difficulty 1n doing, and the old
man was goen after placed in a sitaation
where but liit'e application was necessary,
while the wicome was all sutficient fer
the comfortabie support of himself sad
grandchild,

The flowerg offered with a purely ha-
mane feeling proved to he fadeless flow-
erg; and their beauty and perfume cnwe
back to the sense of the giver, whare all
other flowers were dead and dying ea
bis dark and dreary way.

THRILLING INCIDENT OF THE.
TEXAN WAR.

The tragedy of Nacogdoches, and the
romantic incidents whicn led to the Tex-
an war of Independence, find their paral-
lel only in the Roman history of Lucretia
and the elder Bruns. Juan Costa was
a person of grest influence and bravery
in the wild forests; bot he fell under the
displeasure of Sautr Anua, and his min-
ion, Pedras, the comunauder of Neeog-
doches, wus sent to arrest him, e ar-
rested lite father st the supper table, ai-
tended by his oniy deughter, a youmg
airl of surprising beauty and wtelligesce.
He loaded him with chains, and cast him
into prison, notwithstanding her fears and
entreaties.  Finally he propesed to fies
the father if the dangliter wonld eomsent
to sacrifice her innocence and hower, Bha
rejected the infamons proposition witk a
blow in the fice ; when the armed rfBan
swore & horrible oath to exceute bis wil
on them both,and then ’ .- \d
* * - * ? & -

With dark eyes, tearless, glassy, fixed
as thoze ofa corpse. yet ilashing u dembie
t portion of lumincus fire, she woanied a
! horse and Lurried awsy wildly nround the
Peomitry.  She haited at every house, pe
matter whether Mexican or Amerean,
and rehearsed, in tones of thelhing horrer
her fathes’s wrongs and her own, Al
timid modesty, ali weakness, bad vaineh-
ed fromn hor tongne, nlter'y consuimed by
the scorehing thirst of vengzeance. She
panted, iy passion's fery language, and
with awii pnontenass, the facts of (he
damaing deed: she bared her viegin he-
sum, and showed the livid marke of the
ravisher's tingers nmone the mases e
those azire veins along the surface o
that expinse of snow, now g0 polinted
and sosle ! but before pure as the givam
of an anrel’s wing.

And g1, wherevo- the braatit:l waid

wandara !, 2 deafoning yoll of wiul 284




