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OVERLOOK.
BY-I.- J.  i``1xpK.

\1Te  cannot  te:I  ,i`ou  lmlf  oi]i.  glad elnotic    `
As  fi.oi;1  the  hovel.look"  we gaze en"f abe(i,

Where up  an(I  i-town  Llie  valley  wide   extending
We  see  a  bundle(1  fields  ,ind   foi.ests  mappe(I.

'Tis  changing  evei.,  fi.om  the  spi`ing   till  fall:

At  fii.st willi  fui.I.ows  stl.aight and  meadows  gree
Then,  waving,  ripening  grains  of  diffel.ent  kinds,

and orchai.d§  fi'uitiiig  ill  the  sceneI-Ll
uildings,   and  the  i.iappy  homes

:i;i,':ei. Thelandscflpe  o\ e-x-t-ended  s``ze ;

Witll  vi
S|,e  lgiv  tll

Scat,'el.e
o[.s`;v,:fl]:::[gt;`ne vr:][:{sdotrr:,n[REt¥s¥.:s_e_.  _` \` .   .

Oi.,  view  the  miglity  engii)es  wit,li  tLieir tmms,
'l'rembling tlle  efll.tll  and  air  witll  rumbling  soun

flow  quick  the}.  come,   liow  raitidl}'  depai.t,
Giving  variet.`.  the  whole  }.eai'  I.ound.

And  latel.  cin  behold  t,he golden  slircks,
Whiledistant  stflcks  of  gi.a.In   like  dots  nppe.ii.;

SeeAfn°t{'e::sEatt[::]{:Sgc;gasTs*'6#f:9oST:'r§neai..

While  closer  by  tlie  ciltt,le  may  be  seen,
An(i  flocks  of   sheep,   with  t`risky  lflmbs  at  p`a}-;

We  sometimes  wondel' at  tlleir  antics queer
And  why  t,he  cattle gi.aze with' heads  one wa}'.

Tlie  v:Llley  village  nestles  close  at  hand,
Its  var}'ing  whist,Ies  I.enc\  t[le  ail.   betimes;

WLiile  music  I I.®m  i`.s  chai.ining  bells  soun(`   l`oi.:L],
Filling  the livii]g  picture with  their  chimes.

Blest  RocLlestel.!   'lnong  cllai.ms  sublime  )You  stand
The  emerald  liills iind  spa,I.kling  sti'e&ms compete

Witli  nacture,  in  her  hapi)iest,  briglitest  moods,
To  make  your  glad  surroun.clings  most complete

LigLlts  of the night gleam  fl.om  Detroit  forth,
Like  i`iamonds  bright  they twinkle in  theii.  glow

Fi'om   "Ovei`look"   you  see  their dancing  sparkle,
Their  distance,  guessi[ig ).ou  could  never  know.

Tlie  sunrise,  atid  tl]e  sunsets,  0,  how  grand,---Wffil*ia]ted  cloudlet,s  ancl  tlieii. glittering  fi.ills ;

Or at  high  noon  watcll  sunsliine  bright  and  sliade
Chasing  each  other  o'ei.  the  sloping  hills.

If  satisfied  witli only  I.ocks  and  se€`s,
Then  at tllis  pictui'e gRE  }'ou  need  not  look;

But  if for  fei.tile  vale  and  verdant  llills   you  sigh.
T[ien  view  the  scene  fi.om  lovel}`  "O\'ei.look."

S*a
MACKINAC  ISLAND.

---BY   J.  J.  SNOOK.

If  in  }'our  soul  tl]ere's  room  for  beaut}''s  char.in,
Oi.  from  it  gi'eate§t  granduj2r  ec!loes  b.£-.ck,

Hiish not  its  loi]gings,. oi'  its  lofty  fligl]t3,
'1`jll you  have |{.!pr)wn  and  seep`old   Mackinac.     ,i'

.  ___`tiGFat]d  MackinacT```]~
Isle of tlie  Sti.aits,  sorlie miles from  ally  shoi.e,

Standing  ei.ect,   witli  jagged,  lofty  sides,
Sm±';nogh{:ng]?etcTrfee':tf:Ctso[;eestt'h8}sapqghFn]8Wt:des.

Se:vEap[.e:b§ri]gyohrtb:`e:e:d£:t':nofaflt;a%rr`£`f;eci:c::::ng,

Through  waters  clear  as glass  we  see  the  bottoln`
N()t  rough,  or  wild  enough  to cause  alai.in.

'Rouncl  Mackinac.

Shall  we  together  climb the  zigzag  hill,
And  ride  on  winding  woodland  roads  awhile?

Sui.prised  at  every  turn,  and  glimpses  c&tcning,
Of grandest  scenery,   whicli  oul`  souls  beguile.

On  Mackinac.
bee  steamer  palace  floating o'er  t,he lake;

Look,  way  down  t,here is  Sugar  Iioa,f'q  retreat.
'I`hey  say,; that  t,hi)se  wlio  in  its slladows  rest,

Wlll  soori  I)a  truest  friends, oi'  lovers  sweet.
At  Mackinac.

Why!     Here  we'i.e coming  to  the   lake  again,
And thi.ough  Arch Roc

Foi'  woi.ds  of  wonder,` or F&sro
higli,  behold its

feelings grand,
glitte

ls thel.e  in  all  the-worlcl  a  place  that,'s  fitterr
Tllan  lilackinac?

IIere  stands the  old  Fi.encll  fort,  two centuries  old,
And  tliere  For.t  .`Holines,"  with only  i]ow a  nall]e;

Old  iMissioli  Church,  and  tile  wol.k of Marquette,
Ancl  fur-ti'acling  stfltion  of  Astoi.  fame.

Historic M.ickinac.
Bellold!     Tliis  island's  strange  bewitchings,

Witll blufl.s  of quaintest mming on  its hem.
You  cannot gi.asp its chai.in by  wol.clings,

This  Isle of all the  lakes  the lovliest gem.
Queen  Mackin.`c.
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