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Silently through tnie darkoning
In our trusty boat ive gide.

Honte te the busy City,
To its ceasoless din and strife,

Whero cemplex shutties weave
Dark threads in the web of life.

But with hearta so full of joyance,
That shadows of pain and loss,

0f weary, futile longings,
Whittever may be the cross.

Drift softty iute, the sunlight,
Perchance but to corne again,

But life bas been freed for a time
Froma the tension of toil and pain.

EmmLY A. Syicus.

A CLOSE-F.ISTED ECON0WIfST.

The fariner sat iu bis easy chair
Bet.weevt the ire aladthie laînplight's glare;
Ris face waàs ruddy and full and fair;m
Bis three saiat bq.ýs in the chirnney nook
Conned the lines of a picture-book;
Ris wife, the pride of his hèmie and heart,
Baked the biscuit au na zde the tart,
Laid the table and drawed the tea,
Deftly, swiftly, sitently;
Tired and weary, weak and faint,
She bore her trials without coniplaint,
Like nîany another, bousehold sant-
Content ail seifisli bliss above
hi the patient îninistry of love.
At last, between tlae clouds of anioke
That wreathied hk. lips, tint fariner spolie:
* There's taxes to raise, and itit'rest te pay,
And if the-ce shoîîld cerne a rainy day,
'Twould be mighty handy, l'ni bound te say,
T'bhave soinething 1-1 by. For folksrnust die;
An' t.here's funeral bills, and gravestones to buy-
Enougb to swvarnp a nman. puity nigb;
Besides, there's Edward ai' Dick an' Joe
To be provided for when ive go;
So, if 1 wvere you, l'dl tell you what l'd do,
I'd be saivin' of wvood-as ev'er I Could;
Extra fires dorn't do ally god;
I'd Le savin' of so;îp, an', savill' of ile,
And riin up sosie eindies onice in a while;
I'd ho rather sparin' of coffee aînd teit.

Ëtor sugar is high,
An' ail to buy,

Alld eider is go-id cnouigh drinik for nie-,
l'd Le kiy'd of careful *but ry clo'es,
.And luok eut sharp) how the inonuy ges-
(kewgaws is useless, iiatter knowvs;

Extr-a trinînjin'
S the batte of wonien.

I'd sell the best cf rny cheese ai-' hocney,
And c.gigs is as good. ni;gli 'bout, as nioney,
An' as te the carpet you wanted uew-
1 guess ive cati nuike theould one do;
An' au te the washer an' suiin'-inacbine.

Thom sinooth-tongrued agents, se pesky men,
You'd better Lret rid of 'oui slick ait' dlean.
What do they kz:ow 'bout wvoinen's ivorkY
Do they calilate wotnen ivas inako to shirk(

Pick and Edivard and littie Joe
Sat in the corner in a row;
Tlîoy sawv their patien~t inother go
On ceaseless errands te and fro;
They sair that hier forni wvas bout and thin,
Her temîples gray, lier cheeka sunk in;
They saur the quiver cf lip aud chin-
Aud then. %vitli a %wrath lie could not siuother,
Otitspoke the youngest, frailest brother.

-Y-ou talk cf savini' wod au' île
An' tea au' sugý,ar ail the wvbile,

But you neyer taik of travin' niother!"
-&lecied.

REST.

My feet are we:iried and îny Iîands are tired-
My sout oppressed,

And witli desire have I long desired
Resr-ouly ilest.

'Tis hard to tell, whea toit is alniost vaini,
Iii barren wvay;

'Tis bard te scii and nover garner grain
lu harvest day.

The burden cf mny days is bard tu bear,
But God knows best;

And 1 have prayed, but vL.jn bas been îny prayer,
For Rest, siveet Rest.

'Tis hard te plant ini spritigr and tiever reap
The autunin yield;

'Tis bard te tilt, and.wheu 'tis tilled, te weep
O'er fruitless tield.

Ind se 1 cry, a weak and human cry,
Se heart-oppressedl;

And se 1 zigh, a îvoak aud humaxi sigh,
For Rest, for R-est.

MUy way has wouud across the desert years,
And cares infest

My path. and through the flowing of bot tears
1 pi for Rest.

'Twas always se; whea stifl a chitd, I laid
On rnother's breast

Mfy weary little boad-s-'eri thon I prayed,
As now, for Rest.

And I arn restless stiil; 'till seen be o'cr,
For dowa the West

Life's sunt is setting, and 1 see the shore
Where 1 shail rest.

-a&1'er .Ryan.
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