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nests, containing eggs, and a variety
of other objects, are exhibited to vi-
sitors, as proofs of the petrifying qua-
lities of the water, The weight of the
water is twenty-four grains in a pint
heavier than that of common water.
The top of the cliff projects consider-
ably beyond the bottom, and the water
is thus thrown to some distance from
the side of the cliff, which is ot a con-
cave form.

The Little Shoe.

BY MARY NEAL.

I found it here—a worn-out shoe,

All mildewed with tune, and wel with cew.
'Tis a little thing ; ye would pass it by
With never a thought, or werd, ur sigh;
Yet it stirs in :ny epint & hidden well,

And in eloquent tones of the pust doth tell.

It tells of the little fairy child

That bound my heart with & magic wild,
Of bright blue eyes and golden hair,
‘That ever shed joy and sunlight there—
Of a prattling voice, so sweet and clear,
And the tiny feet that were ever near.

It tells of hopes ‘that with ber had birth.
Deep buried now in the silent carth;

Of a heart that had met an answering tone,
That again js left alone—alone !

Of days of watching and anxious prayer—
Ot a night of sorrow and dark despar.

1t tells of a form that is cold and stilf—
Of a little mound upon yonder hill,

That is dearer far to a mother’s heart

Than the classic * statutes of Grecian art.”
Ah ! strangers may pass with a careless air,
Nor dream of the hopes that are buried there.

O ye, who have never o'er loved oncs wept—

Whose brightest hopes have never been swept

Like the pure white cloud from the summer
sky.

Like the wreath of mist from the mountain

1 —
Like the rainbow, beaming a moment here,
Then meiting eway to s native sphere ;

Like rose-lcaves, loosed by the zcphyr’s sigh—
Like that zephyr wafting its perfume by—
Like tho wave that kisses some graceful spot,
Then passes away, yet is ne’er forgot ;

If like these your life-hopes have never fled,
Ye can not know of the tears I shed.

Ye can not know what 2 little thing

From Memory's silent fount can hring

The voice and form that were once so dear.
Yot there are hearts, ware theg, onlyhete,. .,
That could feel with n:c, v}ﬁ'eq i et with
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1 found it this morning—this httle shoc.
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The Days we went to Sign the Pledge

In the days we went to sign the pledge,
A long timoe ago,

‘The speakers on the platform
Were scated in a row ;

And drunkards told their horrid tales,
Or wretchedness and woe ;

In the days we went to sign the pledge,
A long time ago.

The thought of long past hapless years
Were present to our mind ;

Nor peacr, nor hope, nor happiness,
We any where conld find ;—

When, lo! the ‘Temperance star appeared,
With glory un its brow,

1 Inthe days we went to gign the pledge,

| A long time ago.
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And now we love the soeal cheer,
Of the bright winter's vve ;

We have no cause tor sigh or teur §
We bave no cause 1o gricve .

Our wives are clad, vur children fed,
We boast where’er wo go 3

*Twas all because we signed the pledge,
A long time ago.

And Britain long shall bless the tume
When our great cause arose,

To crown her with its glorious light,
And crush her daring foes 5

And may God bless the Temperance cause
Wherever it shall go ;

And keep us to the pledge we signed,
A long tinie ago.

Each Motherﬁove the Best.

_[Afriend has put into our iands the following
lines from an unknown source, Their intrinsic
beauly and merit will commend them 10 ail readers,
while the simplicity of the subject and the style
will make them specislly pleasing to our youthful
readers. The moral is told in every stanzs.]—
Lutheran Observer (Baltimore.)

As I walked over the hills one day,
I listened and heard 2 mother-sheep say :—

* Inall the green world there isnothing so sweet,
As my littie lammie with his nimble feet,

With his eye so bright,
And his wool so white;
O, he is my darling, my heart’s delight,
The robin, he
That sings on the tree,
Deerly may dote on his darlings four;
But I love my one little lambkin more.?
So the mother sheep, and the little one,
Side by side, lay down in the sus,
And they went to sleep on the hill.side warm,
While my little lammie lies here on my arm.

I went to the kitchen, and what did 1 see

Baf 2be old.grey, cat, and her kittens three ;
Endard heriwHidpering soft.  Said she :

¢ My kntfons, with tails all so cunningly curled,
Ar;.the.}gre;tie'st things there can be in the
Toworld. o
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