Don’t Forget Me.

:‘::;’t- With the first pinch of poverty
the ’ fnd not enough wealth to spoil them,
b Y lived to enjoy life, and see it enjoyed
‘g'mothers. If a real sunny-minded man
gen‘e? on a concession, the light of his
mo;ta mind shone all along the line! Itis
and hWOnderﬁ‘xl how such influence acts,
town z\v long it 1asts! There are parts of
are st ips that may be as gloomy as they
30m: Pf’ese:tt for centuries, just because
chie miserable old muck-rake was the
ment man at the beginning of the settle-
Such. Others again use the maples in
urn'a ‘:’a_y that ¢ they grow fragrant in
Plan:ng-’ unde'r their hands, and seem to
in th Wlt‘h thelr.ﬁrst crop so many flowers
arag'sm" that it is like an outlying bit of
was 1Sle ever 'after. One of these places
som:a led ¢ Fiddlier's Hollow.” Whether
t"stestrxa.m.ied Orpheus ha.d come to these
trees fIn wilds, and charméd the listening
"her; know not; but I do know that
stichy a place once gets a name, the name
a hol; In the first place, it wasn’t much of
Ping ow; .afew rather rolling farms, dip-
‘Owa,rdnﬂ:mght be, into a little lower level
never b e lake; and in the next place, I
was 3 :ard any fiddling there. But there
their 1 e.al:tmess about the farmers and
come fm!les, that it was a pleasure to
aliro:v‘}hm reach of. A poor fellow in
onger Nia, whose sands of life were no
by the measured by the rocker, or even
‘they fell Pan, but might be counted as
Was by l:(Wl'o'tﬁ home that ‘‘ he wished he
nd tl: again, fo die in Fiddler's Hollow!”
ose le oldest man in the settlement,
ong white hair defied the ravages
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of time except to bleach it, told me, as he
sliced a musk melon on his verandah (and
I helped him to dispose of it), *“ When I
came here, it was all bush. Icame with
a pair of strong arms, and a cheerful heart.
I loved to see the green trees, and hear the
birds sing. 1 knew that God loved ‘me,
and I loved Him, and I did think that one
of His sweetest smiles came down on this
hollow! When an ill-conditioned grum-
bling character would come along, looking
for land, I'd tell him that this heavy timber
would be the death of him; that a singing
man’saxewould gorightthrough aknot, just
like they used to say sassafras would split
rocks; butif he couldn’t come with a cheer-
ful heart, he'd better go to the open bush
or the ¢ plains.’ But when a poor fellow of
the right kind would come along, I'd tell
him to scttle right in here, and I'd help
him—if it wasn’t more than just to cheer
him up a little. And I do think we got a
lot of the best fellows in here that you
could think of. And every man of them
has dune well. And I suppose it was be-
cause we were all so happy and peaceable
down here, that somebody got up the name
on us—said we were all as happy as fiddlers ;
and so it got to be called ‘ Fiddler’s Hol-
low.’” But the name’s nothing. Have
another piece of melon?”

I quite agreed with the old patriarch,
that it was the people that made the place ;
and where the right kind of people get into
a locality together, that place would be a
happy spot;—for my early belief has never
left me, that “’There is a great deal of hap-
piness lying about loose in the world I”
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Do":‘ forget me 1”—Sweet and sad,
€re those whispered words of thine:
Like the voice of flowers at eve,
&nd‘:,ohen they fold each little leaf,
™ the ssleep their life resign
. un awakes them glad.

AR but T am not to thee
“".‘.nnhtoduﬂowen—-

Tihigy live only in his hght,
. . They ive only in the might
Of the brightuess that he showers
From his golden-majesty.
Bright and gentle, pure and good,
Ever in miae eyes thcu art,
Far too good and pure for me—
1 can ouly worship thee!
Kobping thee within my heatt,
. Aoddess ofmy soMtade,



