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~ To and bo & B M~~~ | You wolatgo, '{Vlmu.., when a git], into your home | I nebber breaks a colt afore ho'sold enough to trab. Thaw aving Isurel turnod ‘m"'.’mtf“"
2 and hea { { the tond
D and 26 & Zero To bearin all your altar fate s fond and faithfal | 1 nebber digs my taters tell dey plenty big to grab- Thoccunenry dimpon fop b Srass sald stay,
BT ALEZAXDER N'LACHLAN, pats bel; | And tha littlo reeds siched aliluo, sdide,
Un my fslend bo beld and true And tell mo have § ever tried that duty to forego, | An’ when you seee mo rialn’ up to struotlly In Here In the hillaof Habershain,
T{: “‘Yl‘ noble work todo, Or plued there was not joy for me when you were meetin', Here fu the valleys of Hall,
It °re Do v (° which callé o sou sunk in woe? I's fust clumb up de knowledgo treo and done some
ear thave cf'Up a0 o & heyro " No! I would rather share your tear than any others | .uu7,. apple-eatin', Migh o'er the hills of Haberyham,
Kl"‘l | Valing the valluys of Hall,
What, tho' fete has fixed thy lot For th::.g' gﬁg 3 rl\’:z:‘hlng to the world, you're all | I sees :’o.n‘u ;!aum prusint, mighty proud o’ whut dey '{h’o ,,qum,)’. ‘f,l& n,ol,,,,,,"om
. Cafp ta .
?835‘;4‘1:3.'.“.:‘7.2&‘3,111 a gruat You mﬁ‘g-pdmof mysbed, thisrough hewnbench | It's w;}l :ﬁf"; lsn’t apples, now, you better be de- Wrought :x’lc'ller:h:d‘;u‘;’pxll.l't;all}old.
& throne srin’ The ¢k , .
Thou mayest bs abero! There's sunlight for me ln yoursmiles, and musio {n{ For wl]aen yo'u ll:leond yo' markit.price, 't'd hurt yo o.%’n‘&i’ngi‘f' :\l ;r:.:llc‘::rrn::mg'nux‘:fn,:n:'ud '
your toue ; ttle feelin's ; fn,
gl.ﬂ;h.'mﬁ,‘:.‘.‘fo":;i%%" 1100k upon you when you sleep—ray eyos with tear | You wouldu't forch s dlme s peck, for all 5o' feney B Pass not. 30 cold, thess manitold
Without either aword or gun, = | 1y 0 0n; Parent of the poor, look down trom bes- peellu’s. Doep shades of tho hil of Habersham,
Up,audboabero Bohol:;m ;l‘:llln‘l: da dn. ha o O aistaha—lcotle apples (tor you're va'lly mighty lke ero tn tho valleys of Hall.
. m rom to eshaustine stren ‘em rebam
)\"o: grx':!:“::]r%ralﬂlyh:m!xhg, and sou! ¢ v ! 1 lube do ol'-time russets, dough it's suldom I kin ﬁ}:ﬂ 8{: ::: ﬂ:‘; Pﬂ[ﬂf {n'g{ ‘;}’:ll .
‘n°“ £ very love o,",, ht, Oh, look with merey oo him, Lord, for thou oan'st strike’em: Tho v:hite quartz shono and tno. white broo
IR ) hero! . make him whole; An' 80 1 lube you, sistahs, for yo' grace, an’® mvt yo' DId bar mo uf passage with frlendly braw]
i’ Aod w:x;n 33 laat releving slecp bas on wy oyelids 1 don'f?cc:r.-how my apple looks, but on'y how it énd 3‘;"’,‘ » lumtluou Jowel lone— I
’,';g".‘:rh%‘,‘,‘n‘f:n‘::',’gggs' creed, THow oft are they forbade to closein slumber by our tas'es. ! uBJy, ;f,,‘.:if:nﬁf.",’.:’ﬁ }\:,l:?_'.n tet,
o . y - 3 ream
God will hetp g’:g,’g_‘f’;,:'g‘l’- 1iakethe little murmurer that epolls my span of | Is dey a Sabbat scholah heah? Den let him form hie VR AL he hie ot Heborn, aeon
< res mudder . d
There in aced which must be 8o And feel it io'n part of thee I hold upon my bressd. | How Jacoh in-de.Bible's boys played offt upon dey Tt the buds of tho valleys of Hall.
Might troihe t bt taede kbowns! Thero’s only one return I orave, I may not need it brudder! But oh, not tho hills of Habersham
Ty ’;,h., o bo o'erthrown wa, long, Doy 0! him to a trader—an’ at lay’ hestruckde pri. And oh, not the valleynof Hall
ymn Ue, and vo s hero And it may sooth thee when I'm where the wretched *0D; , Avail; Tau falo for to water tho plaln
. P ra oI wert over aind. | P oon)x,eé!:b Joseph's struttin’ in datstrenked coat Downward tho voices of Duty call—
. ask not for a kinder tone, for thou wert ever . ob his'n, o '
;:"‘ e m‘m;’g&wmm" 1 ask not for lessfrugal fare. my fare I do ot mind; 5 Do;:‘j:?"" to toll and be mized with the
O et superstitions, 1 n:: k not m Jl:on':&;o :5'&:.'{ ;::h 14 ‘: hx"; ,‘,‘;’.: wl® Christian frien's, dls story proobes dat cbenmaals Tho dry flelds burn, and tho millsare to turn,
Strike them like & hero ! » He'dbad & dozen fancy coats, ¢t he'd 8* been & “oo: Ard a myriad flowers mortally yearn, R

In the mighty fir1de of thopzhi
Thero ln‘humea to be !ouz;t,t'
Hevolutions to be wroughit,

Up, and G. ahero!

Uloodlees battles to be galned,
Spirits t0 be dlsenchalined,
Holy belghts to Lo attaincd,

Up, and be & hero,

To the noble noul alone,

Nature's mystio art is shown,

Lod will make bis secrets known,
Ouly be a hero!

11 thou only art but true,
What ey not 1hy epitit do,
Al §¢ possibie to 3 0u,

Only boa hero

not.
Butl :)ou!d ask somo share of hours that you en
uf w,
Of knowledge which you prize so much, might Inot
e)meihing know?
Bubtract from meetings amonget men each eve an
hour fog we,
Make me eompuion ¢t your soul, as I may safely
1¢ sou will read, I'll it and work; then, whenyow'ss
away
Less tedious shall 1 ind the time, dear William, of
our stay,
A meeit; eompsfuon soon I'll be for o'en your studioms
ours,
And tnchﬂ er of thoea little cnes you call your cottage
owers;
Anvd “x‘!“db' not rich and great, we may be wise and
D

And sa my'heut “&d. warm your beart, 50 may my

man,

De mmidt ness ob showin® off, he found out all about

An‘yithe wuz a Chfﬁtl‘n man, a8 good As ever
I shouted. '

It lun:g hl‘x;l An’ 1 bet youwhen he come to git
riches
Dey didu't go for stylish coate or Philsdelpby
He didu't wat'c his 10000y when experunce taught
him better,
But wgnluoun' a-Jookin' 11k e he's waitin' for a let.
r
Now, sistahs, won't you copy him? Say, wonyoutake
a lesson
An' mldn‘ dis l_(’)“ﬂm wahnin' 'bout do sln ob fancy
T

And the Jordly main trom be?ond tho plain

Calls o'cr the hills of Haborgham,
Cally through the vaileys of Hall,

The Light That is Felt.
BY JOUN G, WIIITTIER,

A tender child of summers three,
Seeking her bed at vixht,

Paused on tho dark stahs timidly,

**Ob mother, 'ako m) hard,” esid she,
“*And thon the dark willall be light.”

Wo older children grono our way
From dark behind to 1'ght betore ;

And only when our hands wolay,

Dear Lord, i3 1hine, tho night fu day,
And there Is darkncess e\ ermore.

mind your m|

Ool. F. G. Burnaby.

[Killed at the Battleo! Abu.-Klea fn the Soudan,
Jan. 17, 1835.)

Brave Bumnaby down ¥ Wheresoerer ‘tis spoken
The news leaves the lipe \t‘ith a wistfal regret,

How much y%‘e spen’ Upon yo'se't} I wish you might
e

rens v
Yo' preacheraint been pald & cent sence somewhar
in November.

1 be‘.ug gooo. 1oges some gala dis sshmaon's kinder
n' 3
A.whhperin', an' ’sturbin’ all dat's near whar dev's

Light in the Fature.
BY €30, C. CRRESETY.

The leal may fade aud wither,
The tloxer may tade and die,

Resch downward tothe sunless days
Whereln our guldes are blind as we,

And faith {« swall and hope delays;

Tako Thou the hands of prayer we rales,
And let us fecl the Hiht of Theot

as g '
The bLarren forest ahiver Wepicturethat inth rt, shood ed, ,{ Tolook atdem, and lsten as dey onrespec'iul jab- How the World Goes.
teneath the wintrysky. Y’Jz packed -13:‘ stout hearse, and improzoabls yet, ber, o
And there fell, at lass, {0 close melse, tgq fighter, It turns de mllk obbuman kineness gnlz*y nigh to BT AXDREW M. LAXG.
Tho hoatt of man may fslter, Who Death had 0 often affronted before. clabber!

Whilo 1 in thougbt am eitting
AVith books all spread around,

What fs tho whole world di ing,
How o earth’s volces sounu j

And what aro men pursuing, .
On what great mission bound,

And hope may diss )
A victim o the dwppa !
Ot gloomy doubt and fear.

But epring is surely coming
When winter's wrath Is spent,

Ara {aith relleves the mournlng
0! hearts by troudle ront.

Tho uind may dwell with sorrow
Upon its cares 0-day,
Fonzetting that the morrow
May drive these cares away,

Ove deemed he d no dart for his valorous slighter
Who sucha gay, heart to the battle froot bore.,
Butalas! for the spear thrustthat ended s story,
Romant!ic as Roland’s, as Lion Heart's brlet,
Yot crowded with incident, gilded with glory,
And crowned by alaurel that's verdent of leat §
A later-day Palaain, prone to adventure,
With Uttle enongh of the apiris that sways
The man of the market. the shop, the fndenture !

When the Baby Oame.

Alwsys in the house there was trouble and corten.

tion,
ks of feeliog Basbing fnto Saw
Little aparks of fecllox fhabing tnto Same, Eacks has his thoughts of pleasure,

$0 sure t0 wake oocaslon ils thoufl.tg of work aud play,
Yet grie(-diopa will glitter on Bumnaby'sbays. For strife aud tribulation—till the baby came. And sowo 11’8 xladness heeplug,
Faat triend as keen fighter thestrife-blow preferring,

3 o singing all the day;
Tet cheery all round with his triends and his focs: | All the evil sounds full of crucl hate and rancor, And wnie are weepleg, weeping,
Content thrn’;ugh 2 life-story, short, yet soulstirsiog the angTy tumult—nobody to blame § Quito batled Ju fite s fray. <
And happy, as doudtless be'd deem, in ite close. All wers bushed 90 sweetly,
— Disappearing feetly, Ry woodland and by river,
Thou that in every field of earth andaky Or quieted completely—when the baby came. Mea stroll ard roam abont,
Didst hant for th, who seemed tu fce and fear, With merey maldens Jauching,
How great and g eaty fallen thou dost e, Pacesthat had worn & gloomy veil of eadness They dance and alng and shout;
$lain in the desert by & nameless spear ! Hearts Intent on In® for fortune or for fame—
+Not bere, alag!* mav England ey, *'oot bere, Oooo again were lightened,

The fucure lies betare us,
Its page we caunot road §
Themouth's fly suiftly o er us,
Tho years 1a turn sucocod.

The cup of pleasure quatng,
Awi though we all may tremble, T cast, ar '

They cast away all doubt, .
Which et 1 s szl et e e o g Ao thels uen e anta the baby
ch muat £o ug resem But in that dreadful battle drawiare n. nd thelr rapture he —when the " d world £ot .
Anoverlastii g night; To shake the Afehan mountaing lons aid vorn{ came. *Tis thus the wild world go:th,

Each mau his own way gocs,

Stitl through tao world's greas highway,
Lifos laughing current flows

St ite grows vaster. vaster,
And to perfiction grows,

Like Alag bv tho ahips, sbouldst thou bave st od,
And {o «0me pese bave stared the stream of 8ght, | A1l afection’s windowe opened to recelvo it,

The bulwark of thy people and thelrshicld, Puroand {resh {rom heaven and give 1t carthly
Till Helround or tiMLora ran with blood, nam
And back toward the Northiands sud the Night,

The strickon eagles acattered from the flaidl |

Therell vome & clorfous morning
To Aissijate tho gloom
A bright and portect dawning

(/8
To light the opening tomb, Clasplog and caressing,

In arms of lcv~, confessing
That iifo had miseed a.* .aing—tillthe baby-canie

. — i
. . istake.
“Suffer tho TLittle Children.” A Hard, Olose Maxn. Homes that wero In shadow felt, the gentls sun. -~
Suffer tho littlg children A B, o e e Ry s shiae, ¥ . STORT.
To come unto Me, Ho satd, o boarded andagvedy ¥ S 3 8mlling, a8 U anxious thelr sceret o proclaim? How your swect lace revires azain, '

Grateful songs were swelling,
Of mirth and gladnoss telling,
And Love ruled all the dwelling—wlcn the bavy

A 1ald hils loving fingers

The dear ald time, my Pear),
Upon cach lonocent head 3

It 1 way uso the puetty 1ame
1 callot you when a girl.

He pinchod and .h."dh
And the more ho bad the more he orsved.

mn?:"ﬁ’.'e'f&)5°o§?}f§f:ﬂ°fdmm %b. hxg?b:“m?l .’l;mt’n” h::;l O:Iw fln o You are ko youny, whi'eTime of me
¢ : roug m little but care and pain; t bad been sundered by a tido of piasion e g
A:;L:E‘»h(:cml tﬂl‘{{? ;;ood, the great, the wise, For little he spent, nm‘:‘un unlted in purpore A’Ld inalm; P ' ul)'u :m‘-’cz?cf: :::Lpr;'\ awept
. 0 {400, And all he lent 1n the haunt accluded, o‘“ iy of "uuu:.:ma)' v
Then & man with a wleked He made it bring him twent) per oent Peaco divincly brooded, no grace of ¥ *
) & wicked purposs Where disoord had Intruded—till the baby came.
osc up with a brimnming bowl, Such wap the life of Solomon Ray,

The satne sweet face, tho samo xuect smile,
The saamc Hthe Hzure 100!

What did you ray? *'1t was perchance
Your inothor that I kuow 7*

And erlent, *'L bk for the children—
A bid 1or every soul,

*In behalf ¢f Satan's kingdom, §
Rewatn, taely, and fte slime;
1% l-ad them fnto the datkress

Tho years went by, and hishalr grew gray;

3O8THEs cheeks grew thin, oo BV
And dis soul within

Grew hard ac t50 pound he worked to win,

But hedied ana day, as ailmen muss,

d dispelier 1 little comfors bringer!
Llﬁ:l;;l:{t:l' or'mb)'-boy, welcomo all tho same!
Even o'er tho embers

01 bleak and cold Deor.abers,

Bome fond heart remembers—~when the baby cawne, Ah, 3es, of coures, it must tavo been,

) 1) And yettho aame you sce'n,
Through lanes of sln and crime, For life !;‘ﬂ:;t;l‘ng ;r;t:'t::r; batduat. A'H:S?A momolr;t.nll&hm Years
*And who speaks for Christ's kingdom ¥ And lald him aws; o me lke a dream,
.. Cried an anpel robed In whits, o Andthat was the cod of Syoiomon Ray. 80]38 of the Chattahooches.
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Thin tone up & temperancs worker, 11s lande were s0ld, Down the salieys of Hall, Just for your mother's t3ke.
, A woman falr and sweet s And his hard earned gold 1 hurry again $o reach she plan,
Ut caro for the little children, All went $0 the lawyers, 1 am told. Run the rapid and Jeapthe fall, — —
U guude theie tender feet.” 8plit at the zock and together sgaln, A tellow wha lired in our viilaze
Yebmen will cheat and pinchand save Aocept By bed, Kr M e Was bent upon stealing and piliage
mg:i‘;f c‘)‘:,tm’n::h e.’x’; underher beaner, Nor “l’f!ﬁh ,;,l 'luuﬁm' h‘m‘ the grare Q":fn“. ::?.loll n°\3" .tl.g: plaln £0 ha 320l* a aweet kins
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