
THE LAMP.

wings %vas wvanting to maàke-life perfect.
And- thisý hit knew because hie could .fly in
his-dre;irns-asfar asi-any bird oin oarth.

Next tr:ýflying.iýn'thie air the littie boy
dêsiredto-live in --the- water like the littie
fishe And sohe often wadecl in.thb um,.
and, caught the minnovs- and -stickie-
backs, and let; thenv-go.agairi.; or wvatcbed.
thern dart and flash in play, and seutle
and-wave their tiny delicate fins, for hours
together. And-he-found outmrany curious-
things about them, and learned howv they
must be ale to see things which his eyes
were too duli for, and hiear much of
which-his ears quite lost the sound. As
hie had no one to ask questions of, lie
found that wvhen lie wanted to knowv any-
thing very muclihe could know it with-
out asking, and -nothing thiat lie knew
that îvay was over wrong. Lt seenied
like having sorneone inside Iirnself, who
told hiai thiese things, and hie thouglit it
must be the saine part of hiai which wvas
able to fly in dreanis, for in a dreain ie
alvays knev everything lie %vanted to
know, and could go %vvherever lie iished.

One day the littie boy wvas playing i
the ivafer arnong the littie fish and hie
ivaded under the bridge wvhere the Old
Road crossed the burn. It was an old
bridge, flot very wvide nor very high, only
ju.st enougli for a littie boy to creep under
without striking bis head when lie
stooped. And lie fotund it cool and
shady there, and all the wvise old min-
nowvs and fat red-breasted stickle-backs
seerned to biave corne in too to enjoy
thenselves. So the littie boy crept
about froin houlder to boulder under the
bridge, and turned over soine of the
smaller stones, and laughoed to see a
stout old niinnow rush awvay froin bis
favourite hiding-place. And whule hie
crouched and watched hoe suddenly ob-
served the little fish,-ninniows, stickle-
backs and ail, of every size, dart behind
the stones and boulders as though to take
shelter froin soniething coming down the
burn. The littie boy hardly riceded to
ask why t ivas, for bis Drearn Self told
lii at once that there was a flood coin-
ing, and the littie flsb hiad takcen shelter
so thiat the for-ce of it should not carry
thein awvay, and if lie did not get out lie
would be drowvned underneath the arch.

So the lâtle boy scrambled out in a
trernendous hurry and wet his clothes not
a littie as lie didso; and sure enougb, as

hoe got up on the road the flood came
down, lie nover could leara froni whero,
and filled the bura up to the keysone'of
the bridge. Now~ that lie lias grown up
and his Dream 'S>elf seenis iviser tlîan
over, lie thinks it nmust have loarned al
the clever things it knows in soine other
life before this one, for it knewv why
the Jittie flslî ran belindii the stones, and
it could nover have knowvn that without
leamning.

ALBERT. E. S.. SIMYTHE.

BALILADE 0F RE-EiXfB0IDIENT.

In Lotus-land an age ago
Aniong the pyranîids and painis,

Ignoring Nile'e; ilnystorjou,3 flow,
A Coptie neophyte of Brahin's-
Of R',that is II inake saiaamns)-

0'er thissanie probleni îîsed to wvrithe
WVhirh our new criîic disonibainis-

"Pray, w~ho is Albert E. S. Sniythe "

.And Inter on in huinan wcc,
XVhcre Twcedsidc quakcd with pions quainis

To lîcar the snihpiper blow
A bar froni W~ichncl's diag-ianQ,

A novice. bred oi.n Meirose alms,
Fotind ail flesh gra.ss and this the scythe

Betivcen the r-ainion ani the p>alnis-
"Pray, wlho isAlbertEB. S . Siny3the?"

WhVlen Eiîgland'e, monarch proved her foc
And Cromnwell Nvaged his -%var on shanis,

Ere Nowvbiry, nie oughtbelov
The benedictions and the danins,
Thelî etnticl.is and ditlîyranibs,

WVhat overlord exact,, Life's i ithe-
Lcarned, haply, 'neatli Death's oriflarnmes-

"Pray, wvho t.s Ibert Pl. S. SinytlhoV'

ENVOI.

Yo godls, ivho sit as duînb as clais.
Leveal this word nnd inake us bulbte-

Crux in thc cosnlical exanq.-
Pray, %vho i3 Albert E. S. Smythc 1"

.Sundaz, Jorid, 7Lh July, '95.

A CULIIOUS l3IISTAgIE.

Thiere is a dead louter office in France
as in othier counitries, and letters to those
dead or gone are returned as wvith us to
the sonder. A curious circunîstance
happened in Paris the other day, wvbch
rnay wvitness to the painful lack of
rohigious knoivIedge sa widespread in
France. At Eastertide it is custornary to
send out a list of services frorn the Rue
d'Aguesseau Churcli, wvit1, the text at the
foot-" Thie Lord is Rýisen." One of these
%vas addres!ýed to a farnuly wlio had loft,
and was returned to "The Lord is Risen,
5 Rue d'Aguesseau," tlîe ivriter evidently
takcing the tex* as the naine of some
officiai at the church.


