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NEW ZEALAIST D TABLET. [Friday, October Is,IBts
As he whoputsit off,the battledone.
Studyyourselves;andmost of allnote well
Wherein kindnature meant you.toexcel,
Not everyblossom ripensintofruit.
Write on yourdoois, thesayingwise and old,
"Be bold!be bold! and everywhere bebold;
But not toobold \" Tetbetter the excess
Thanthe defect; better the more thanless;
Betterlike Hectorin the field todie,
Thanlike aperfumed Paris turnand. fly.
Ahme ! the fifty yearssince last we met
Seem to me fifty folios bound andset
By Time, the great transcriber, onhis shelves,
Wherein are writ thehistoriesof ourselves.
What tragedies, what comediesare there;
What joy andgrief, whatrapture anddespair!
What chronicles of triumph anddefeat,
What records of regret, anddoubts, and fears!
What pagesblotted, blistered by our tears!
What lovely landscapeson themargin shine,
What sweet, angelic faces, what divine
Andholy images of loveand trust,
Undimmedby age,unsoiledby damp or dust!
Whose hand shall dareto open.,and explore
These volumes, closed and clasped for evermore?
Notmine. With reverentialfeetIpass;
Ihear a voice that cries, "Alas!alas!
Whatever hathbeen writtenshall remain,
Nor be erased,noi1written o'er again;
The unwritten only still belongs to thee,
Take heed,andponderwell whatthat shallbe."
As childrenfrightenedby a thunder cloud
Are reassured if someone reads akmd
A tale of wonder, withenchantmentfraught,
Or wild adventure, that divertstheir thought,
Let meendeavour with a tale tochase
The gathering shadows of the time andplace,
And banish what we all toodeeply feel
Wholly tosay,or wholly toconceal.
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The writer of this legend thenrecords
Its ghostly application in these words :—:

—
The imageof the Adversary old,
Whose beckoning finger points torealms of gold;
Our lusts andpassions are the downwardstair
That leads the soulfrom adivinerair;
The archer, Death;the flaming jewel,Life;
Terrestrialgoods, the goblet and theknife;
The knights and ladies,all "vrliose fleshandbone
By avaricehave beenhardenedinto stone;
The clerk, the scholar whom theloveofpelf
Tempts fromhis books and fromhisnobler self,
The scholarand the world! The endless strife,
The discord in the harmoniesof life !
The loveof learning, the sequesterednooks,
And all the sweetserenity of books;
The market-place, the eager loveof gain,
Whose aim is vanity, and whose end is pain!
But why, youask me,shouldthis tale be told
To men grown old, or whoare growingold ?
Itis too late ! Ah,nothing is too late
Till the tiredheart ceases to palpitate.
Cato learned Greek at eighty;Sophocles
Wrote his grand (Edipus, and Simonides
Boreoff the prize of verse from his compeers,
When each hadnumbered more thanfourscoreyears.
And Thcophrastus, at fourscoreand ten,
Had butbegun his Characters of Men.
Chaucer, at Woodstock with thenightingale,
At sixty wrote theCanterbury Tales;
Goethe atWeimar, toiling to the last,
CompletedFausL when eighty years werepast.
These are indeed exceptions;but they show
How far the gulf-stream of your youthmay flow
Into thearctic regions of our lives,
Where little else thanlife itself survives.
Whatever poet,orator, or sage
l^i-iy say of it, oldage is still oldage.
it i-s thj "waning, not the crt-scdiit moon,

'i1!i1!c du^k of evening,not the blazaof noon;
I) 1-3 nob strength, but weakness; not desire
But its surcease; not the fierce I'eatof firo,
The burning and andconsuming clement,
iJut Ih.it oi ashes andof embers spent,
In -which some living sparkswe still discern,
jvaoi«h to warm,butnot enough toburn.
"Wh-it then? Shall v.*o sit UVj downandsay
To my/ithath come;itis no longer day ?
The nig'it hathnot yet come;we arenot quito
CiiL 0.l itovi labor by the failing light ;
Somethingremains ±or us to do or dare;
Even the oldest tree .souie fruitmay bear;
Not (Euipus Culoueus, or Greek Ode,
Or tales of pilgrims that one morning rode
Outul thegateway of the TabardInn,
But other something-, would lie but begin;
For age is opportunity noloss
Than use itself, though hianother dress,
And as the evening twilight fades away
The ky ii tilled<ritb stsrs. Invisibleby day,

Thi poetHenry W. Longfellow recently delivered a poem fit Bow-
doin College, onthe occasion of tlio fiftiethanniversary of the class
of1825, to whichlie belonged. We publishpartsof it:

—
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