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Now nobler, sweeter, loftier strains
May rise, from lips of ours,
O’er Glory’s ¢ wide-extended plains,”
Than once from Eden’s bowers.
ARTHUR JOHN LOCKHART.

RESURGAM.
IN MEMORIAM. gﬁ:"a‘ﬁ‘f}’;:‘;ﬂs::%;:gt’ ‘“ NONE but the brave deserve tAhe fair.”  And even the
. (J. ¥., Died July 6th, 1889.) gmo:hgse dwellilng p}:ﬁar brave can’t live with some of ’em.
] y ra .
Wh)’ Weepest thou ?” the Angel of the Lord ow doth my sou —Longfellow. ARDENT lover : Will you marry me, Helen ? Young
sked of the woman Mary, ling’rir.)g near 1. widow : No, George, I think not. ~And why? Well, you
‘oe empty Tomb,—“Tlly Mflster is nPt here Ah! why should we dread see, I love you, and I want to continue to love you,
reH‘;, 1s risen, ':“Iﬁ”ed is His word. . That quiet sleep Docrer: I see just what’s the matter with you. Yonu
]:{ rom earth’s bondage, like an uncaged bird, Down, down in the deep need something strengthening. Eat a plate of oatmeal
u‘iv klte soul took its flight—with quickened ear, Confines of earth, boiled, every morning for breakfast. Patient : Ido, doctor:
A vgicened by grief, the watchers seemed to hear Where never a dream Doctor (equal to the occasion): Then leave it off,
Wy © With pity for their anguish, stirred ; Can disturb the charm ; FATHER : So you have been studying grammar. Then
I ‘lalvy ‘;’e;p ye? In my Father’s House above g?cihnever 2ag1ea:;m peghaps yt])u canbtell me the diflerence between the regular
e I, his risen Lord, prepared his place € sun can wi . and irregular verbs. Paul: Oh, yes. You get a good deal
nmlib ‘1031_ have brought’ him home ; rest, péace and love evu}failgst;::; Ei??;s(t)r mirth ? more bad marks on the irregulars than on the reglﬁars.
aradise are his—there, every trace KNEW WHAT HE WANTED,— ¢ Is there anythi 1
earth- - For the eyes that weep . S ything 1 can
With minl;o(:;rieasn{ite;‘deﬂy removesom d face.” For the fe{:t that keep ' do for you?” as!<ed Mrs, Cums?, tenderly, when her hus-
and, from every ransome . Hurrving to and fro 1 band ‘was suffering from sea sickness, ¢ What do you
Ontreal, Sept. 4th. HELEN FAIRBAIRN. Whatya %Ieasant home ]Wé"lt(?i I want _the earth,” gasped Cumso, as he again
aned over the rail,
CHERRYFIELD, Aug. 3oth, 1889, For those who come ¢ R .
0 Sympathetic Fditor - » AUg- 3010, . Homeless and cold, TED was invited out to tea with his mother one day, and,
. at boots singing? This is what the poet saith, when To the yielding mold, among other dainties, a saucer of orange gelatine was set
at Sees his ideal floating away from him, as he vainly From the ice, and frost, and snow ! be.fore': h_lm. It. was a new dish to t}}e little fellpw and he
mafé‘;: at Ihir skirts, and she is gone—a faded shred re- i ;ﬁidplxte gi"%ﬁg‘?ﬁﬁ;ﬂ’me’f}’:ﬁ,sa'd’ very pohtelyh o If
iy gL ave just ceased to copy a little song; an . ) - ’ % . rather guess you can have it
g;ln » as I look atJit, I am foolish fg send it, andgyou will Dreamless slumber ! perf’ect rest ! back—it keeps wagging so !”
didyy 150 0 print it ; but, of course, I should be sad if you Oh! God knoweth what 'S.fbesu CrviLITIEs BETWEEN DEAR FRIENDS. — Miss Garling-
da l;t. So here goes ! (for we are doing mad things every Weary wanderer,_ tlredeafl_ s house, dining with her friend (sweetly) : What perfectly
0}' —and with it the last of four precious poems entrusted He will keep ye just as safe lovely coffee you ma];e, Laura! I don’t think I ever tasted
butnile by Vivien, which may not be better than the others, In the earth? any that was just—just exactly like it, you know. Miss
o rs better than mine. She ought to feel free to come to As amid the want, and blight, Kajones (still more sweetly): 1 always use genuine coflee,
vanishﬂlop now, if she ever will. But if I mourn the Hungry day, and hungry night, So glad you like it, Irene, dear.
readsl}?g ;luse, or groan because the matter-of-fact world 111 of land, and ill of wave, . HE: My dear Miss Angel, will you not partake of just a
aph ard on me, I catch a glimpse of—whom? Why itis From the womb unto the grave, little pale, pink cream and one bonbon, which I fear will
You “nﬁi at the end of that wood-lane ! Run, Apollo ! or On the earth ! not be so exquisite as you are accustomed to in Boston?

hever catch her! How well Browning’s lines in She: What a break! I'm not from Boston. I live in

@
SOrdello" will fit on to that face ! {éaa;;;y s::sp(;rlise!t -hili)cl))t}llleddeiflczl fod : Kansas City. He: Well, I'm a fish! Here, waiter,
) s < ’

) . ¢ bring us a double order of pork cho d i
T Glance . i 1, and rave, and rush; ; : P Ps and some turnips
Hl}e berry through, divine Apollo’s choice, }Zl:leeféetal]’ :21), hush ’ with the peeling on.

is Daphne 1 ) . ' . ) ’ll)\leath the ground. ; NoT FOR SPORT.—Grocer (to clerk) : What are you
Ing How the tresses curled " . doing there, Henry ? Henry: I am picking the dead flies
A 0 a sumptuous swell of gold and wound Ye are waiting, §tl", a{ld calm, out of these dried currants. Grocer: You just let ’em
W out }.ler like a glory ! even the ground For a touch of God’s right palm; alone. Do you suppose that I am running this business for
aslbrlght as with spilt sunbeams ; breathe not, breathe When ye from the south and west, fun? Do you think that I come down here early at morn-
Itot *—Poised, see, one leg doubled underneath, From the ocean’s vast unrest, ing and toil all day just for the spirit of the thing? You
: Small foot buried in the dimpling snow, From each mound ; let those flies alone.
’es:st}l,)m the other, listlessly below, . From the pit, where low and high . MaMMA’s Exact Worps.— Willje (regretfully) : I’d like
he veiencouch-snde swings fe.ehng (or COOFhalr, Mingled by the plague-fiend lie ; Just awfully to kiss you, Gracie, but I spect it wouldn’t do.
The Jan -Streaks swollen a richer violet where From the lowly pauper’s patch, You know your mamma said you mustn’t never kiss the
On her gllpd blood lies heavily ; yet calm From the church where angels watch, boys. Gracie : Yes, that’s what she said, I ’member just
A suspentied o e o P Set in stone ; ver et me see yon Moot 213 e Grace, don't you
l);rcmSCiousness of beauty, whence her eyes From the Alpine gﬁacier,] an((il eO:,': tf) ;lllfsselgilyt?ylts issin’ the boys,” Mamma, she’s gone
N with ; ts The lost grave in Arctic-land ; . . . .
Apollo's gafefi?:teaptﬂ:r;ﬁ)}:}ﬁ.r she mee From thegﬁel ds where traitors slee P, It is asserted that swine have so much fat over their

o Bue g & oy the pine ) e us but a From the fields where heroes keep nerves tl!at they can hardly feel pain.  This accounts for

ace, , ould only fit in part, since you ga S Vigil lone : the serenity of the railroad hog. You are pained to see him

life! " a fair face too; yet in the lines there’s poetry, 1g1 ’ make a hog of himself, but now that we know that h

Who paovement | And now step out of the way all you From the north, and from the east, no pain_himself, we extend to him our hearty con :atfefls

Cenge V¢ SOUr noses, for I am about to scatter some in- From the maw of jungle-beast_; tions, If ever we feel for him hereafter it will begv:-itl;la'

abou{ th t}‘:Pllé that little gem right to my heart—that one From the urn, and fromlg?e knife, club.-— Boston Transcripe, 2

of ¢ ¢ children I mean, in the DOMINION ILLUSTRATED Bursting into wondrous life, Ay 3 i ;

Lay'g ecks ago, and alfo the blind-girl poem, and that How they come! in Aberdeen, and was to share b e oot holidays

I ) . . -1y er,

‘:\f the same kxgr:‘z:g' ?1 No}:v I \:lxshbz?tzrwoulsn}érlx;::riz Scattered dust, and scattered bone, The first night he happened to be home before his bedfeligow

inrt T Weir?  He eive);o:s l?c:,:e o(} the so'n s we look for ; Burnt upon the Druid-stone ; and was sound asleep in b?d when that individual arrived,

kil}.q CT€ are other Sgi] nt ‘e want ,ousgd up.  Who's Burnt and tortured at the stake, },{ls bedfe'll?w’, on observing this, was heard to remark .

able ese Cock R ‘13)_ 0_:‘551“}? there have &en critics For the gentle Saviour’s sake ; I'm doobn'n 1 1] have to shift my quarters, for [ can never
Yoad ; & obins ? ear there How they come ! th.mk o’. lyin’ wi’ a fellow wha sleeps wi’ ae e’e an’ watches

1 e they sparrows ? wi’ the ither,

N getti 3ppy to know that the DOMINION ILLUSTRATED Thou—thou tiny thing, who ne’er He W S Ba ) ) .

h“ttr Ng a fair foundation under it, and trust that it is being Moved, or breathed, come now, and bear - E ASN'T BASHFUL,—Mrs, an’: (;gc\)d morning,

“Subgesoed and walled up with a good permanent list of Life immortal ! Come, and know Lommy. ]?ld your mother send you in? Tommy (aged

O gpq . > Columbus found a way to make an egg stand Of a God who watched thee grow elght)}i No'm. 1 thought 1 would like to make a call,

Mgy, 3 and I have no doubt that you will find a way to In that home Mrs. Prim : That is very nice, I am sure. But you musn’t

sig, 2 good illustrated journial to flourish, rather than sub- be bashful on your first call. Can't you raise your eyes

, in urish, | th the mother-heart ; from the carpet? T : Oh, I’

Pr anada, Tha 11 be the aim and Undernea ¢ p ommy : m not bashful, but
ayer of others besidtegou may do this ‘VlPAs’]‘OR FELIX. Even thou, wee thing ! thou 'art mqther says your carpet is so ugly i,t makes her sick to look
HE Joy oF . Precious to the Maker,—see ! hee ! at it, and I thought I would come in and try it myself,

: ¥ INNOCENCE AND THE Jov o¥ REDEMPTION, Yon white soul who \:valts for thee! ¢ NELLIE,” said the mother to her four-year-old littje
€ hosts around th’ eternal throne How they come ! one, who was sitting quietly in a distant corner of the
Whegan.a louder song . III. room, ‘“ what are you doing ?” “Drawing a picture on
D, girt by Eden’s 'ﬂowery zone, Nought He has made is lost. my slate,” replied Nellie. A picture P rejoined the
Wh an joined th’ adoring throng ; An 'ghow the bones unite mother, glancing over her shoulder, ¢ Yes, and a pretty
en bmeg lowly, pure and calm, lfnder His touch ! one.” «“What is it?” ¢ Ips my kitty,” said Nellie,

Then the unstainéd sod,

v ¢ But it looks more like a tree!” < Yes, [ made it so that
Morning hymn, and eVening psalm,

d
Women we loved, and gave my left hand wouldn’t know what my right hand done,

Unto the greedy grave ;

o 0se from his heart to God. Children who at the breast And I guess it don’t, do you ?”
Matin song, too soon unsung ! Stiffened, and went to rest ; A LITLE ENCOURAGEMENT.—He was a hardfaced
wo folding clouds of doom ! Rising, burst into such working man, and he wanted to have his wife's portrait
nere now sweet Innocence, and young, Glorious being ! Freed taken. Wh‘lle the photographer was arranging his camera
Bye 14 Eden’s flowery bloom ! From all early stains, the husband sought to give some advice to the companion
ut h,a,-k! clear Auman notes above From all mortal pains,— of his ‘hfe regarding her pose. ¢ Noo then, Betty,” he
™ angelic hymnings rise ! Spurning the sod. said, ."be sha'lr and keep yer face stracht an’ no’ be
e, ansomed sing Redeeming Love !— Happy dead ! happy dead ! laughin’.  Think seriously ~or ye'll spile the pictur’,
Ve Joy is in the skies ! Why should we mortals dread Remember that yer faither is in prison, an’ that yer brither
W Sin and surif hall That tranquil sleep, which is has had to compound wi’ his creditors, an’ jist try to
And Joy's sm Ets 2 ve}:‘ I"I"bmore' Only the gate to bliss, imagtne “I'?“‘é wid d}'];e’ b]ecokme ©’ ye if I hadna taen pity
In ros right wing shall be and God ! on ye.” etty didn’t look serious after that j i
fain OW-beauty spread to soar Beauty eterne, VIVIEN, wasn’t his fault, o THat At certainly

Orever fresh and free :



