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Ho was six foot o' man, A 1,
Clear grit an’ human natur’;

Nono could n't quicker pitch a ton
Nor dror a furrer straighter.,

Heo 'd sparked it with full twenty gals,

Hed squired ‘em, danced "o, druv 'em,
Fust this one, an’ then thet, by spells—

All is, ho could n't love ’em.

But long o’ her his veins 'ould vun
All erinkly liko curled maple,

‘The side sheo breshed felt full o sun
Iz o south slope in Ap'il,

She thought no v'ico hed scch n swing
Lz hisn in the choir ;

My ! when he made Olo Hundred ring,
She Anowced the Lord wns nigher.

An’ sho 'd blush scarlit, right in prayer,
When her new meetin’-bunnet
Telt somehow thru’ its crown a pair
O’ blue eyes sot upon it.

That night, I tell yo, she looked some /
She seomed to 'vo gut » new soul,

For she folt sartin sure he 'd come,
Down to her very shoe sole.

8ho heered a foot, an’ knowed it tu,
A-raspin’ on the seraper,—

All ways to once her feelins flew
Like sparks in burnt-up paper.

He kin' o' V'itered on the mat,
Some doubttle o’ the sekle,

His heart kep’ goin® pity-pat,
But hern went pity Zekle.

Arn’ iit she gin her cheer a jerk
%2 though she wished him farder,
An’ on her apples kep't to work,
Parin’ away like murder.

““ You want to sec my Pa, I s’pose ¢’
“Wal...no...1comedasignin'’—
**Toseo my Ma? She s sprinklin’ clo’es

Agin to-morrer’s i'nin’,

To say why gals act s0 or so,
Or don’t, ‘ould be presumin’ ;
Mebby to mean yes an’ say ao
Conres nateral to women.

Ho stood a spell on one foot fust,
Then stood a spell on t’ other,

An’ on which one he felt the wust
He could 1’ ha' told yo nuther.

Bays he, **1'a better call agin ;”
Says she, ¢ Think likely, Mister :”
The last word pricked hin like a pin,
An' . . . Wal, ho up an’ kist her.

When Ma bimeby upon ‘em slips,
Huldy sot pale ez ashes,

All kin’ o’ smilp roun’ the lips
An’ teary roun’ the lashes.

For she was jos' the quiet kind
Whose naturs never vary,

Liko streams that keep a summer mind
Snowhid in Jencovary.

Tho blood clost roun’ her heart felt glued
Too tight for all expressin’,

Toll mother sce how metters stood,
An' gin ’em both her blessin’.

Then hoer red comne back liko the tido
Down to ths Bay o' Fundy,

An’ all T know is they was cried
In meetin’ come nox’ Sunday

THE CHANGRLING.

I had a little daughtor,
And she was given to me
To lead mo gontly backward
To the Heavenly Father's knee,
That 1, by the force of Nature,
Might in some dim wise divine
T? o depths of his infinite patienco
T'o this wayward soul of mine.

I know not how others saw her,
But to me she was wholly fair,
And the light of the Heaven she came from
Still lingered and gleamed in her hair ;
For it was as wavy and golden, .
And as many chaunges took,
As the shadows of sun.gilt ripples
On the yellow bed of a brook.

To what can I liken her smiling
Upon me, her kneeling lover,

How it leaped from her lips to her eyciids,
And dimpled her wholly over,

Till her outstretched hands smiled alsv,
And I almost scemed to sce

The very heart of her mother
Sending sun through her veins to me }

She had been with us scarce a twelvounionth,
And it hardly seemed 2 day,

When a troop of wandering augels
Stole my little daughter away ;

Or perhaps those heavenly Zingari
But loosed the humporing strings,

And when they had opened her eage-door,
My little bird used her wings,

But they left in her stead o changeling,
A little angel child,

That seems like her bud in full blossom,
And smiles 23 she never smiled ;

When I awake in the morning, I seo it
Where she always used to lie,

And I feel as weak as a violet
Alone 'neath the awful skv;

As weak, yet as trustful also,
For the whole yearlong I sea
All the wonders of faithful Nature
Still worked for the love of me;
Winds wander, and dews drip earthward,
Rain falls, suns rise and set,
Earth whirls, and all but to prosper
A poor little violet,

This child is not mine as the first was,
I cannot sing it to rest,
X eannot lift it up fatherly
And bless it upon nuy breast ;
Vet it lies in my little one’s eradle,
And sits in my little one's chair,
And tholight of the Heaven she’s gone to
Transtigures its goldon hair.

.
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