oryof
n the
2asant

Jined
r was

swho
od it

—
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’%ﬁfn Loet's Lage, )

~—For Truth,
The Dying Christian,
BY TIIOMAS SPAREOW,
1{ec] this nud wall cottage shake,
And long to eee it tal)

That I my willing fight may take
To Ml who le my Al

lunlened and groaning then no more,
M)y happy soul shall sing,

Asup tho shining way I soar,
“Death theu hast lost thy sting”

G, Ont.

—For Truth.
The Goodness of God.
BY THOMAS SPARROY,
Good Thou art, and good Thou doest,
Thy mercics reach toalls
Chietly thowe whoon “heo truss,
And for Thy mercy call,

New they every morning are,
As Fathers when thelr children cry
Us thou dost In pity spare,
Aod all our necds supply.
Gat, Ont.

—For Truth.

Men of Temperauce, Awake!
BY W. A, RICUARDSOX.
Ye men of temperance, durvt Yo sleep
While fellow belngs fall and dic?
Awskes your faithtul vigll kceg.
The loe to peaco and good defy,

Asake' Awake! and xird yo on
The annor ready for the Siht,

Awake! your God will look upon
Yoarwork, and help you it the right.

Awale! buforo the nixht sets in

Asda sou muss leave the work undone §
Awate and Qght the scctirsed sio,

T through the cloudsappears tho sua,

Awake for soon 'twill be too late
To rexcue 1wany a fellow.man 3
Axaleazd savo thew. {rom thelr fate,
Anse! for by God's help you can,

Awate! rum’s tattle flekl fgstrown
With mauy’ a loved ono—young and falr ;
Stand finn, as from the tint-rock hown.
For temperance both to do and dare.

Anake!and .lur not at your guml.
Nosnthful soldier thiswill do;

Adratce! he galns the raoe who runs,
Fizhe, trusting God, He'll Lringghee through.

Bo Lrave! ne'er fet thy courage fail,

Let Forward, March,” your motto be,
Tillsaved ones gladly tell thotale,

“Rum's Army’s tanqulshed, wo aro frec.”

Awakeland zht thefoe till death
Relievcs theo of the noble fighs,

Awake!sinp nut to gain your breath,
Dio nobly Qcbting for the right.

$Aeey, C. B,

. —=&or Truth.
. A Ohristian's Wish.

BT W, 4, RICUARDSOYX,

Whatahall I wirh for the friend of mine?
What shalt 1 wish for theo?
$Ball U wieh thee gold or jowels fine,
Or wealth from *neath tho sca?
Ah Bo" for theso are empty thiogs,
Fot short on carth they stay;
Gold of {tse1( will scon take wings
Agd 0y far, far away.
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Sball 1 wish that fame with all its pralse
3Mayin this world be thioe,

Or word]y honors with Ite joys
Around thy pathway shine?

Ah no: tor famo wiil vanish when
Thisframc in death grows cotd,

Avd honor perish ag the lamb
Without the shepherd's fold.

1L

Shall F wiathi that stern afliction’s tide,
Xay never near thee come,

Orthat sad grief's portentous storm
Msr never round thee rosn ?

Ah ool for ofc atlifction’s shaft of woe
183¢nt Lo us for pood,

Tt lifts the rorrowing soul to heaven
Tolean upon its God.

11118

1 w03l wish for theo far wealthler things
Than fame, ot 7old, o health ;
Twould wish for thice what soon wiil prove
¢ Christ!an‘sminc of wonlth,—
That wealvh which s*ands fn time o come
And never fules away,
Rataines forever puro and bright
ough never-ending day.

V.

1%5cld wish for thee a thornless crown,
lelnon 8 adeless fowern,
Fould mish for thee a Christian's hope
Ots¢ecten all llle’s heurs;
ore which looks beyond the gloom
1 our unhls home,
0 at bright world whereall ahall meet,—
., ' every wanderer Come.
g om,

—For Truth,
Edgar Allan Pos,
BY ¥, LYXTON,
In pauh't'z o'or the bards who boro the noblest glits

0
The spirit'turns from Robort Burns to Edgar Allan
e
All who reapeot high Intellect, tho highest and the
1+]
Can rx;l:glgly ece, lor Pocsy, with Poe the homaze

Ho won & name of highest fame for truo poetlo fire,—
No counterpart in Musc's art has Poe’s immortal lyre,

To Griawold’s shamo h oblurred thefame, and dimmod
the meu:;:{ o'er
Ot grandest mind of poct kind—tho bard of Baltl.

more;
Could Griswold write with balf the might or haif the
plalntive swells

Ot he who wroto, with chanmned note, *Tho Raven*
and *"The Lells 7

We answer 'no ;" and fcel {t s0; then why should he
Tho righteststar that ehono atarfn Teaven's bigh

¢ s T tha ono afarfo llcaven's
disdem ¥ . s

No theme could be more grand to me, moro sweet

for bard’s true .onf.

Than one who knew, his whole 1ife through, but suf.
tering and wronz

He had hlestas and shortsomings —which who of us
basnot ?

The hglu of Poe should long ago be buried and for-
gots

Pursued thro' 1o with Litter steite,and o’en {n doath,

os0
Who {new not half tho poet's worth—his mean,{ma.
lgnant foes,

with i:!:ry pen ho wrote for men who now maligs his
n C,
Who should have set his namu erect upon the nichs of

ame.
In ovil hour ho loet tho power to fight the sccret foe,
Which sealod the fate that did awalt poos " Edgar

Allan Pog §
He yiclded to the ghouls who drew him {rom the
path of right
Intoa d?,. o drunken men, who throw him out at
n
Amid the slees, Into the strect, and lef hitn there to

tH
They ld; him there, In frosty alr, till morning suu

igh.
The clt‘)"lg;rong uwho pressed along, and cared not if
o s

Liko rdrlen. of old, by Jesus told, “‘passed on tho other
slde

Untll, at last, by chance there passed, a stranger
whero he l?'.

Who took him {o, and cared for himy, aor asked tor
any pay ;

But alftooth—the poct's {ato was sealed forever.
more 3

And passed away from us foraye the author ot “'Len-
ore."”

Markham, Ont.

—For Teulh,
Rest at Eve.

LY 1DA S8HAPER.

All around the dusk of evening,
Likea somber curtaln falls;

And the shcen from glowing embers,
Dances o'er the pictured walls.

ANl day long have I boen weary,

All tholong day wished for rest ;
And it oomes with fuhcring twilight,
Taat is why 1 love it best,

In the day with naught to cheor me,
01t by anxious care oppressed ;

1 it strange If mnclancholy

Keepe a duelling In my beart.

Oft at times whilo grief Is gnawing,
Wil the tear drop start and roll,
While 1y frm Jips uncomplalning
Guard tho portals of my soul.

But at cvo when falls the stillnces,
And the laboretr’s toil {s o'er,

1 forget my mclancholy §

Thea sad vislons come o moro.

Now glido back those busled plctures,
That in memory live and shine.
Stored away the hoarded treasurcs,
Of that inner Ute of wmine.

Many a form now gong forever,
Many a half-forgotten faco,
Whiio [ ponder in the gloaming,
By the inglesklo I trace.
‘)vnhtho hilll uie :‘he l:\vmhouw.t
ere my oarly days were it,
Ere my lllo had felt s wrm:!:cx
Or my heart known discontent.

Olften in my vine.wreathed window,
Brizhtly streamed the morning sun,
Waking from thelr droway couches,

All the chuldren ono by one,

From our doa: step around the footpath,
Down tho gunny, sloping hill,

Till It met the croasing tootatepa

From the nolsy splashing mill.

In the mill.pond wascer-lities

Grew far out heyond the brlnk,
Where the thirsticg cager cattle
Camc down for thelr sunsctdeink,
Thero wo merry hearted children
Bathed thelenaked lctloteet,
Wading {ar to pluck tho lillics
Growing there 30 pure and sweets

Or we played with carcless laughter,
By tho barn's wide open door,

When they brouchs the golden harvest
To tho clean swept threshing floor,
When at evo they hung the sickics

1n the gnatled old applo tree,

Then wo hastoned all togethier

Round our good kind fathers knee,

Oh thoes acenes, thoss scenes of childhood,
How thelr memory lingers yot,

As 1 ponder, lookiug Iuckwanh.

On the past with fond regrot,

Valn regret, they aro gono torever

With the friends beloved of yore,

As 1 teesd dlo'a weary pathway,

Thoao dear {riends I mcet no more.

'nu-{‘hwo passed tho pearly portal
To tho regions of the blest.

Whero the wicked ecaso from troubling
And the wearyaro at rest.

Then I'll ncet them §n the palace

Of tho king whom wo adoro ;

Far boyond the hllls ot Buclah

Death shall sever friends no more,

Medicine Hat, N.W. T.

—Nor Truth.
“Tho Mither at Hame."”

BY MARY KNOWLES,

She went to tho school for the first thne,
And looked around with childLsh pilde,
As sho took her seat at tho desk

By herelder sisters side,

The blue eyes shone with quict delight
As shetoycd with penctl and slate,
‘The littlo face beamed with smils

At the aight of each Mttlo play mato.

The classcs formed and work commenced,
And then began the nolse and hum,

All forgot her, even her sister,

For sho way busy working her sum.

She looked up in her sister's face,
Then scribbled again onco more;
Then timidly glanced round the room,
Avd towards thio achool-houso door.

Tho pencll dropped from the wee hand,
Then the slato on the desk was laid ,
Asit b{ wagic the din was stopsod,
And all looked at tho little mald,

Thelittle tarm swayed to and {ro
With tho :tlmnf e0obs that came,
The quiveriny 1ips just tamed the worde,
*Oh tak me to mltlicr at bame.”

Ah! how m.\n? In life’s wido school
Find inldst toll, pleasure or tamo,
The face missed wost In the crosd,
1s thedear auld mither’s at hame.

Rossmeore, Man,

, .~ For Truth,
Earth's Covering:
BY J. B, LEARD.

Whon summer comes carth's all astir,
And, lest ane {ecl tho scorching hoat,
God clothes her in a grarb of greco
With beauty fraught, and odors sweet.

And when her heauty faded grows,
And autumn mars her lovely face,

God covers her with winter's snows,
That her defects we cannot trace.

Tyron, INE L.

Legend of The Canadian Robin,
BY TIE MARQU1S OF LORNK,

Is it manalone who merits
Imwortality or death?

Each created thing inherits
Equal air and common breath.

Souls pass onward ; somo are ranging
Happy h\mth{ﬁ grounds, and some

Aro as joyous, though in changing
Forin bo altered, language dutub,

Beauteousall, i furor feather,
Strongth and gift of song be thelrs;
He wha planted all together
Equally thelzfato pacpares.

Like to Time, that dics not, Niving
Through the change the scasons bring
Somcn, dying, ar  utghing
Lite to sowetlce oot orwing.

Bind and beast the savagze cherished,
Bug tho Robins loved he biest ¢

O'ce the grave whero he has perished
Thsy suall thrive and bulld thelr ncat.

Hunted by the white {nvader
Vanish anclont racesall;

Yet no ruthlcas foo or trader
Silences the songeater's call,

For the white man too refolcce
Welcoming spriog's herald bird,

When the fce breaks, and tha volces
Fromn the rushing streams are heand,

When tho Indian’s heatl.dress fluttcred,
Palo tho sottier would recuil,

And his decpo-t curso was ttcred
On tho Red Son of the soil.

fater knew he not, when often
Gladnets with the Robln came,

Jlow a aplrit-chango could eoften
Hatoto dear afiction’s flamne.

Knew not, as he heard, Jdelighted
Mellow notes in woodlands die,

1ow his heart had lcaped, affrighted
At that velee In hattlecry.

For & youthtul savage, keeping
Tong his crucl fast, had prayed

All hls soul 1n yeamning steoping,
Nottor glory, chasc, or mald ;

But to sing in joy, aud wander
Followlng the summer houts,

Drinking whicro the streams meander,
Feasting with the leaves and flowers.

Once hls peoplo eaw himn pafnting
ted hiis slfcs and rod his breast,

Sald, *“11ia s ul for Nikht {8 talnting,
War pajas ilts thohero Lest.”

Weng, wben pagsed the night, loud calling,
Found Lous not, but whero he lay

8aw g 1tobln, whose enth=tiling
Carol scemed tobay:

1 havoe left youl I am golng
Far from fast and winter pain §
When tho {aughing water's ffowing
Hither 1 vl come againl”

Thua hia cbon locks atill wearing,
With tho war-paint on hisbreast

Sthiho corics, our summer shatlng,
Aud the Jands ho once possessed.

Flading tn the white man's reglony
Focumen rono, but telends whoso heuet

Loves tho Robin‘s happy legions,
Mouras whien, sllent, they™depart,

Two Lads,

[ saw two 3« . ths both wero falr in the face,

Thoy hatl st vut foot to footin lifu's race ;

But onesaid ta tho other, I say now, my Lr.tl.1,
You nré gednyg a littlo tooslow ;

Tho world wlil look on, and say, *Sco Josy Juhn,
We must pat 02 more style, now, you know *

8o he tipped a plur hat on ono side of his pate,
And strutted woy with a Jockey. Club ga{:;
And he carrled a cane, and sald, *ft is plain,
I ani too flnoa fcllow to toll.
I can gamble and Let, anda good living get
But my hands aro too pretty to soil.”

1 saw him pass on with a atrut through the stre 4
Saw hlin stopped by a svoro ¢t **good boys iura

treat.
Whilo tho calin **Josy Jehn* went quietly on,
And kept liis lips free from the bowl §
Worked at whatever came, turned from sia and from

shame,
And wroto “Purity,” “Truth,” in hlssoul,

1 saw two men: one was falr to Lehold
Tho other, a drunken sot, bloated and bold,
One stood on the wountain and drank of God's fvoa.

taln,
The other drank beer in the street.
Yet both started alike, but one made 2 *strike,”
Which ended, you sce, in defeat.

———

A Hurdred Years Ago.

Where are the birds that sweetly sang
A hundred years ago?
Tho lowcery, that all sn Leauty sprang
A hundred B'cam ago?
The lips that smiled*
Tho cycs that wild
1n tlashes shone
Bright cyes upon—
Whers, O where, aro lips and eyen~,
The malden's smile, the lover's elghs,
Thatwere so longaxo?
Who peopled alt the city's ateeets
A hundred years ago?
Who filled] the church w ith faccs micek
A hundred years ago®
The sneering ta'e
Of shater frail,
The plot that worked .
Aunother'a hurt—
Where, O where are tho plotsatl sner s,
The poor man's hopes, the tich tan's £ -am,
That wercso longgago?
Where arc the graves where dead mea slept
A hundred vearsago?
Who, whalst llving, oftimey wept
A hundred yearsago?
Ny other men,
They knew not then,
Thelrlandg are tilled
Thelr homes are Wled —
Yet nature then was just as gay,
Aud bright the sun shono as go«lay,
A hundroed 3 cars ago,

Suggestive,
1 praved forrichces, and achieved success,
All that 1 touched turned into old,  Alas!
My carcs wete greater and iy [eace was less
When thut wish canie to jass,

1 prazed tar glorys and I hicanl iny tame
Sung by e cet childzen and by hoars wmen :

But an! the hurts, the hurts that como with fime ¢
1 was not happy then,

1 prayedtor love, and had my soul's dedre ¢
'Ilm;ug}n quivering hcartand body and through
hralin
Therosweptthe flame of ity devouring firc,
And thero the scars remwaln,

1 prayed for a coutented mind. At length
Greay Hht upon my «darhencd apirit burst;

Great peace fell on g, sleo, and great strength,
Ohlhad that prayer been finst,

Bunrss, —In the poem on **Burns," which
appeared in TuvTiof 14th inst., a fewer
rors occurred, which wo desire to coneet.
In tho opsning verse, sccond line, Are
should be sive “In the fourth line of the
samo verse, himed should be Aansd. The
first lino of the thied verae. 7orcitch auld
shnld be gooriteh eandd, In the sixth verse,
dalidy anld, being n profer name, ought to
bLocapitalized,  Tho second line in tho four
trenth verse, tho word sittin should be
Ultin's,  In tho sirteenth vorse, firat line,
pirplin should L kirpdin. Inthozroventeenth
verse, thizd line, chappy should be drappy.
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