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An Originnl Poem, .

[The poem published below was writ-
ton by thoe late W. J. Gilbert, of Willow
Farm, Dorchester, N. B., about two
months boforo bis death, Mr. Gilbort
.succeeded Mr. B. E. Patorson as editor
«of this journal, but died suddenly at the
onrly age of twenty-one years, on the 7th
of Fobruary last, a fow woeks ofter
agsuming that position, as was an-
nounced in theso columns at the time.
The first part of the poem refers to the
home of his childhood, and the latter
portion to the Gilbert monument stand-
ing upon the family burial plot in the
Dorchester comotery, The last verse is
Almost prophetic. Tho lines:—

“And beneath thatrock that wasoloft,
Aand that oross and bendod knee,
Is tho rest and aloep I am sooking:
The only slumber for me:"-
were verified within a short timo after
being written. The mortal remains of
the young author now lie bencath the
shadow of the very monument he
described.] .

AN RVENING'S BOLILOQUY.

As the light of another day
Was dying in tho west,

And another night was coming
To givo the weary rost,

And the ripples on tho water
Geatly stirred its goldon breast:

I was walking in that sunshine,
1n that glorious fadiog light,

I was walking—walking slowly—
Wrapt inthought s0 déep, that night

Boemed to loso its soothing influence
On my souls ungentlo plight.

The village across tho water,
Iayin tho twilight dim,

And softly the hreezo brought over
Tho sound of the evening hymun,

Which roso and foll liko the sighing
Of tho wind through the forest Hmb.

Al ! those solomn strains of musio
Rendered sweot by distance far:

Floating onward, upward, outward,
Over hillsido, strand and bsr,

Ought to clothe with ;adiaat glory |
Thoughts which life’s rough echoes mar. o

Oh ! hovw that beautious home of yoro,
That'homo of flowers, youth and light,

Shines through the gloom of other years,
And scatters far-their deopost night

Changing to joy the saddest thoughts
That dull the brain and dim the sight.

Again I hear tha musio swell:
. The songs of old we used to sing 3
Again tho lighted lemps within
Acrors the Yawn their radianco fling;
And io my cars again I hear
That morry, merry laughtor ring,

T had left the world's great bustls, |
LMt its thronging thoroughfare,
Broathed egain its simple freshness
Of my own swooet nativo air, -
But tho ploasures of my childhood
X was seoking, wore not thore.
- .

Iiko ono in a droam I was walking,
-And thioking with sad dolight ;

While tho landscapo around mo wqs doeponing
In tho shades of coming night,:

And tho musio had ceased in tho village,
And the landscapo had faded from sight.

Calm night! tho timo of nature’s sleep,
YWhen naturo's toils are o’er,

Whon poace and quiot reizn around
Tho poor man's fas:, olosed door, +fi%}

And nought night’s sofomn silonco broaks
Aloug the darkoned shore.

Calm night! like tho calmer nights

That broathed thelz blessings round
That little home; whero tho weary

Sought their rost, and its coraforts found:
Can pevor again such slumbers be,

Such sleep g0 swoot aud profound?

DBeneath the rugged branches
Of a churchyard’s stately troes

The soft moozlight is passing
Over tho grass by dogrecs,

Ovor tho grass of that churchyard
Lingoring a3 it floos,

Draswing long, deop shadorrs
Aocross oach narrow bod :

Lighting with quiet splendour
Tho tombstones at tho head ;

Whilo the wind is softly sighing
O’er tho city of the doad.

Ono towb I liko to pictare,
Half hidden by maay a treo,
A child’s swect sculptured figure
Is olinging with bended knco
To a cross, tho “Rock of Ages”
That ’tia writton *‘was oleft for me,"”

And boneath that rock that was cleft,
And that oross, and bended knee,
Ts tho rost and sloop I am ssoking:
Th» only slumber for nio : .
Whilo tho musio will come from the villago
And tho sanset will brighten the sea.

.
O

Conatry Roads,

The bearing of the road question upon
the growing distaste for farm life should
be more widely recognized, says the
New York Evening Post. Many a per-
son who asks why people are deserting
the outlying farms would be surprised if
somebody should reply, “Because country
roads are 80 bad.” Yet there is no doubt
that this is an influential element. Itis
the golitude of “farm life from which
many men and women flee, and this
solitude is largely due to the fact that
they are debarred from association with
other people through a great part-of the
year by the bad condition of the high.
ways. When atrip to the villageor a
call upon a friond involvesa tedious
drive ovar 2 muddy road, the farmer
takes thedrive no oftener than necessity
compels, and gradually he finds that
his family are becoming discontented
with a'home wbich cuts them off from
all society 2o much of the time. The
drift fzom che farm .will never be arrest-
ed 80 long as the road to the farm
continues almost impassable. = % .

Tho Scotch Groy Fow?.

Amongst all tke different breods of
birds, ono of the least known south of
tho border is that doscribed as & “largo,
handy cuckoo Dorking without tho fifth
toe,” but they are rather longer in the
logthan the Dorking, and scarcely so
square in the body. Yet the description
given is not very far from the truth, for
the Scotch Grey partakes of the Dorking
type more than of any other. The cock
weighs from 8 to 9} Iba, when a yoarold,
and the hons, as a rule, about a pound
less. Tho groundwork of the plumage is
a beautiful blue-grey, with neat moons
of a metallic black on every feather. In
both male and fomalo the pencilling or
marking should be equal all over, from
thetiny foathers on the face to the sickles,
though of course it is oasior in this re-
spect to say what is wanted than to ob.
tain it,

The Scotch Groy is a firsteclass alle
round fowl, and for that reason very
guitable indeed for farmers. Itis a good
layer of largs eggs, well-flavoured, not,
of course, rivalling any of the non-sit-
ting varieties, but laying an average, of
over 100 eggs per annum, which is by no
menns a bad total for & hen that attenda
to maternal duties,.and is alse & good
table fowl, It must be remembered that
100-eggs of the size and flavour the
Scotch Greys produce are quite equal to
159 of some other breeds. They are eggs
which require a larger eggcup than the
Staffordshire potteries are accuvatomed to
make. Scotch Greys are also capital mo-
thers, not clumsy, are good sitters, and
aré very attentive to their chicks. As
table fowl they are very little, if at all,
inferior to Dorkings in the quality of
their meat, The frame is not quite so
largo, and perhaps the keel, or breasts
bone, not 8o deep as in the Dorking, but
there are very few persons who could
tell the difference between one and the
other when on the table.. The S8cotch
Greys have a very decided advantage
over-their cousins, if we may term the
Dorkings by this name, in that they are
much harder, and can therefore stand
cold soils where the others would die off,
They are wonderfully healthy, and are
small eaters. They cannot besaid tobear
conflnement well, but farmors seldom
expect that, and they need not regad
this as a weakness, Scotch Greys are
small eaters, but there is one thing they
must have, and. that i3 greon food. If
they dr not get this they do not thrive,

and ofton contract the habit of feather
eating. But when space and ‘Freen food
can be given we know of no better fowl
than this for farm purposes, and can
therefore strongly recommend thom.—
Live Stock Journal. ., LIS OIREYTTG



