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Under Grsen Leaves,
BY 3. W, LONGYELIOW,

Pleasant it s, when woods are green,
And windg are soft and low,
To lle amid some sylvan sceno,
\Where, the long drooping boughs be-
tween,
Shadows dark and sunlight sheen
Altornate come and go.

Beneath some patriarchal tree
I lay upon the ground;
His hoary arms uplifted he,

And all the broad leaves over mo
Ciapped their Httle hands In glee,
With one continuous sound;—
A slumberous sound—a sound that

brings
The feellngs of a dream,—
As of fnnumerable wings,

IS

As, when a bell no longer swings,
Faint the hollow murmur rings
O'cr meadow, lake, and stream.

Dreams that the soul of youth engage
Ere Fancy has been quell'd;
Old legends of tbhe monkish page,
Traditions of-the saint and sage,
Taleg that have the rime of oge,
And chronicles ot eld.

The green ?trees whigpered low and mild;
It was a sound of foy !
They were my playmates when a child,
And rocked me In thelr arms so wiid!
Still they looked at me and smiled,
As it I were a boy;

And ever whispered, mild and low,
“Oame, be a child oace more !’
And waved thelr long arms to and fro
And beckoned solemnly and slow;
Oh, T could net chooze but go
- Into the woodiands hoar;

!
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.nto the blithe and breathing alr,
Into the solemn wood,
Solemn and allent evorywhere !
Nature with folded bhands
there,
Kueeling at her evening prayer,
Like one In prayer I stood.

sermed

And, falling on my weary brain,
Like a fast-falling shower,
The dreams of youtd came
again,
Low lispings of the summer raln,
Dropping on the ripened zrain,
As once upon the tlower.

back

Visions ot chlidhood ! Stay, oh, stay !
Yo were 80 sweet and wild !
And distant volces seemed to say,
“It carnot be! They pass away !
Other themes demand thy lay;
Thou art no mare & child 1"

scenes.  Within five miley of almost any
Canndian town or city, or even less, wo
can flud nature in some of her lovellest
moods.  Near Toronto we have the val

leys 0f Roredale, the glades of the Don
and the Humber, and the slopes of
Queen's and High Parks.  Montreal has
the incomparable splendour of hier moun-
tain. Hamilton, the Leautiful valley of
Pundags and mountain slopes bLehind the
. clty, and almost ecvery place In the coun-
, try has some fair and lovely scene.  We
 hope that our young readers will seck
; more and more for an appreclation of the
lbenullea of nature. It wiil glve both
|

health to the body and refreshment to
the mind.

“THE BOOK OF HEAVEN."
Rev, Egerton R, Young, tho missionary

A MIDSUMMER DAY.--Artex Biuker Fosten,

A MIDSUMMER DAY.

The eccompanying admirable engrav-
izg 1s a reproduction, so far a8 black
and white can reproduce it, of one of
Birket Foster's heautitul pictures. Birket
Foster §s one of the most distinguished
British landscape painters, and his ple-
tures command a8 higb pricee. Tho en-
graving was made by the brothers
Brigden, of the Toronto Engraviog Co..
and is one of the bLest pleces of en-
graving ever done In thig country. The
very texture of the wood &nd bark of the
trees, the figures and dress of the chil-
dren In the foreground, the sheep on the
distant down with the water behind and
tho softness of tho clouds, are admirably
rendered. It has & wonderful out-of-
doorish look, and makes v~ long for the
bright sky and the green grass and the
fresh breezes which the children are cvi-
dently enjoying. We need not go to
distant lands to enjoy nature's fairest

to the Indlang in the far northern wil-
derness of British America, tells, !In one
of his addresses, this touching story .
*“Often have 1 been made ashatned of
the littleness of my love by the dovotion
of these Indiaps, and by their love for
the Bible. I.et me give you an incident.
One of our Indians with his son came
away down from the disiant hunting-
grounds to fish on the shores of our great
lakes. This man and his son came
down to fish, and they made splendid
fisheries, put up the white fish on a stag-
ingz where the foxes and wolves could
not reach them, ana one night the father
xaid ¢ ‘My son, we leave to-morrow

pack; we go back onc hundred and forty
miles to our distant hunting-ground to
Join the mother and the others In the
wigwam-home.'
his Bible in hig pack that they might
take it home. Later on, along came an
uncle and said to the young man:

Nephew, lend me tho boak of heaven
that I may read a Httle: 1 have loaned
mine. So the pack was opened and
the Bible was taken ont and the man
read for a time, and then threw the
Bible back amoug the dlankets and went
out.

* The next morning the father and son
started very early on their homoward
journey. They strapped on thelr snow-
shoes and walked soventy miles, dug a
hole in tho snow at night, where they
cooked rabbits. and had preyers, and lay
down and siept. The next morning,
bright and early. after prayers, they
pushed on gnd made seventy miles more
and reached home. That night the
father sald to his son: ‘Give e the
book of heaven, that the mother and the

carly; put the book of heaven in your

So the young man put

rest may read the Word and have pray-
ors.’ As the son opened the pack, ue
1aid : ' Unele asked for the book two

1 nights ago and ft wns nuot put back. The
| father was disapaotuted. but safd little,
, The next morning he rose carly, put a
I few cuoked ralbinits lu hia pack anid awsy
i he started. He walked that day seventy

miles and reached the camp where

"ho and bis son had stopped  two
' nights before. ‘The next day he
bhad made the other seventy miles

and reached the lake and found his
Bible in his brother's wigwam. The
next morning he staried again, and,
walking in the two days one bundred
| and forty miles, wag back at lome once
more. That Indian walked on snow-
, shaes two  hundred and eighty mliles
through the wild forest of the Northwest
i to regain his copy of the word of Qog.
. Would we do that much to regain our
Bib.es 2 Oh, the puwer of the Gospel *
’ It can go down very luw and reach men
j deely sunken in sin, and can save them
grandly. and make them devott students
‘ and great lovers of the blesaed Book I



