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~For Truth,
A Tauoy.
BT MR3. K. M NiiaLkK.

A sweed Iittle chald wan atoay Ing
Along the Leach one day,

Meodleas that thne was passing,
1 1ts inuocent chilldish iy,

As it gatherad the ting peLbles,
Thels threw them into the scea,

Laughing aud singing 8o gaily,
As happy ax happy could be

Me thought, as I wal hod that pictute
Of beautitul childbuwad’s teirth,
How lucely f wecculd bo o er
As frev frvm cars upon ea th,

But chilllcod g drvatu §s scvnover,
We awako to truublcs and care
Seelog sush trials are needtul,
Qur ainiul beartto preparo

For that glorions laud of prowiee,
That bright gokdeu city afar,

Where all areso jurul wlo enter,
Aad sorruw aud sla cannot war.

Necepaws, Man,

UH"

Y sever tiny lootstepo

Went patvering acroes the floor,
14 never hady fingers

Came S2pplng at the door,
J§ peverchildlike voloes

o wusie for the ear,

11 al) were men and women

1n shls sublunary sphere,
Now 3 10 300
The kind of world *tweuld be.

®h, then, Impatient mother,
With temper sadly “‘riled”

At some petty fanls committed
By tby hesdless child,

Do not 200 sevarely elide,
For soon the day may coms

When vo ropuish Uttle cyes
Jay brightea vy thy howe.

Then hiow casy ‘tis 1o Kee

The kitrd of home twould be ¢

The Qavadiau Highlauder.
FY SKARLEM MAGRAT, LLX.
L

Thanks tomy slres, I'a Nighlaad born,
And trod ibe moctiand and the heather,
8inee chilldhoed and thls soul of mine
First earze 510 the worid thes 2
I've *‘paidied ™ hareloot in the bum,
Roatscd 03 the brass 0 p2° the gowas,
Oz clorwb the granite hills 10 plak
The scariet barrisn of the Towaa.

.

And whea the wizds blew Jond aud ehrill
1'vo soaied the heaveuwand summits hoary,
Ol xreY Ban Nerls or his peers
1 &) thelr sclitary glory,—~
And with the ennapiured eyes of youth
Uare veen hal! Scotland spread before me,
A1 proudly thausMt with slaahing exes
How pvble vas theland that bere e,

n.

Alas ¥ the 1and denled me bread,
Jand «f my sires {1 Lyponse ages,
Lara! of the Wallace and the Brace,
Arrd vozaticas heroes, anis and sages.
1% had no piace {or e 224 ine,
No clhaw.rsom 10 stand slive in,
Nor rux! of dAiadly wother eanth
For hraest fudatey to thrivela,

v,

Twas parreiidoat in wile domalss,
Bv ereel aw's resistless fat,

Ro that thenxeread hepde ©f deer

Might roars the wiidernces in qulet,
Ut ulied by thefoot of man

On eariae erle, or shelterlng cortie,
Teat o307t 2borla fa), and selflel wealth

Bedics p0lnted of 1ia guarry,

v.

The 1~ni2 of aerva vecniol theelans
Were acens at ihe tewd, A7 {ocmen,
Ar]that the fvaoe, the sieep, the beevos
Were wwrth.er atimals than yoamon,
Arhiell that then misht tive e slio
Wherc'er thelr 1ada nr fanee I them,
Toxeapt atwong the Highland Mils
\Whare nolie matbers boteazd red them

.

9 agmyetailent tara,
The pertnes of (03 sonl lmaalo me,
1 ervmeed the seas s ) & bvne
That Sotiand enklly denled me,
Al faund (v on Canalian vad,
IWhere man fs man in .0’ hrave laltle,
Ard 1unt, 38 10 my natve gleny,
Of Jesm cagmriaoce thaa s attle.

TR,

A 1gve with stesdlast 1alth in Good,

Strong with the strength T malned in sorrow,
Tve joote! the tatam In the Iare,
« o7 leared tha harlahire of the rCorrow,
Adeared that i I stzave arigMy

Gool a0l would tallow bave heglnzing,
And thatthe brewd, If nosthe

s Wonld vater (all e In the minping.

u

1 learn to chctish 1nore and more
The latd whero Jorve dellighits to linger.

In thoughtsby day, and droams Ly night,
Fomlanumory reealls, and blesacs

fta hieathe 3 Litiew, {ts mountafn peaks,
1ts strafthe amd glensand wildcri.cones.

1x.

And Hope resh es at mera0ry*s touch,
That .s'«.-‘.hnd, crushed and landlord.ridden,
Slay yet Brd room for all her
Nour treat the huniblest as unbladen.—
Room tor the brave, the staunch, the true,
As in the days of olden story,
When mcen outvalued grouse and deer,
Audlived thelr Hves ;—thelr country’s glory,

Loadon, Eng., Dre. 18, 1588,
Ths Xiog's Party,

“The Klng has & children’ 0
Your lll.flo gitlfa mvl:d. ‘p::g & ulgtt,
A xrat fear frose to m)" very bralg,

greal paln smobe at iny very breast.
' There aie pleaty of Listle om’,out 1o the &M,
Why oot gather fhem in 1 I sala;
Laave sou my lttle one mte at home **
Bub ever alic shook her shining heed.

Wul.dnulgﬂhhe wear §0 the King’s high Court ?
1 ssarched her wardrobe through aud thi
1 %e0ed bor 1ittle drosmes abou pehau rougt,

ttlo robe, 30 while,

18 Jool ad 1ike a mowdrits Iald with care;
Thlsahall gho wear to the King’s high Oours,
With {ts dalnty sucks and laces rare.

What gems shall ] set In hep silky halr?
@0 letog we the casket {elald with s«d;
The dlamands shine 1{ke the moming dew,
But shey shine 100 mueh for my Uttle girl,
1 oa1ne %0 & daiaty of
That were St fora kiag’s ewn 40 weAr>
Thees shall sbe wear 10 the King's high Cours,
02 aock and anns, and goldsn balr.
What Soxers shall 1 pot in Ler waxen hauds?
Qo bring e saae Ultes talr!
Yor they droop thelr a0 obo did hers,
Wheti ahe knelt £0 sy ** Our Fatber’s™ prayer.
And O’er her boson strew wany a lnd,
That lics in e assked 000) and sweet,
That went to sleep In the carly morn,
Add pever {elt thie dust the heat.

“Fhat shoes sla)] J put od your darling’s feet?

Go biring me her satin alippers hifzbes

The tears woull coma from Y dareting hieart,

As 1 thougbt of her dim fortso ntie;

Dearlittle fect thas would peverache,

Rambling o¢r Ilis pastures greon s

Ard & great came %o mY aching brala,
Aslth tot her garmente, always ofoan,

s Yaur ohfld I robed 101 the T, they sald,
And 1 wenttojook atmy darliae {ace;

11 was iying coM, and white, and tll},

Aoy 8213 pUows of snowy lace.

1 kpew ap in the King’s high Court

The angels were singiog glad and low,

And that {8 was over my listle ginl,

80 11efs ber up in heaven 30 graw.

¥y Old Straw Hat.
A PANODY OX **TRE OLD ARM CRAIR.”

lovaly, 1 love t, and what af that?

WEe chide we tar loving that ol straw hat?
I'cegazed o it oft with unepeakablo pleasure;
3'vo preservod it 1oDR ae & sacTed treasure
I'vo guanied it lopg with a tendcr cate ;
“Twasthe £t of 2 12a)en 80 1oved and faln—
ticr 2ozcre have woven each dclicate plait,
Atd a sacred thing is that old straw hat,

1love it, Jlove it, and who will say

That I now ahould cast thal wid Bat away?

18 hath cireled my bead where the soa.winds blow;
1t Zathahiclded my head from the tnountaln snow;
From noonday ean & hath shelteted my Lrow,
And thizk ye when 02171 desert it now?

1n sunshitne ami s07m, 804 In wintry weather,
That old hatand 1 bave been trends Wopether,

17 clng 10 1tfondlis yet many a day,

Till iy cyes grow dim, and my locky are gy ;
And when Deatha cold ahaft 1o my tonoh Bath sped,
1t ahall monlder, unwen, in My earth dound Led,

1t tells me tnt 1o’ parting wmande yun fast,

That earth's chotosit rifts not long can lagt ]

And 1 jox that a Jeseon 30 priate ap that,

May (o gleaned from Jhe fateof 1a¥ O} straw hat,

Over tho River.

Orver the titer the? Leckon tome,

Tove] otte who've cromesd 10 the furthes side;
The glcam of thel? snowy v'xa l pee,
Bat thelf voloed ape joxt In the daddhing thle.
There's one with ringlets of Funny gokd,

And eyes the re‘tection of Heavren's oxn Llue:
Tle crosmed In the tuilicht, pray and cold,

And she palo nclet hid him
We nw 1ol the aninls who met him Uiete,

The mades of Lhe ity we could ot eee ;
Orer the Titen—=the mystic tirer—

Ay brother stands walting 19 weleowme me,

Ovor tive tiver the dastman
Curried another, U 1ot
367 deowncurie warad in he pentic lo-
Darting Ninnle? lm):‘r':;lk
o mped hande,
And teatiomis ons » barg
Wotelt 18 gide Prom the ellver
And all ovr dark,

Yor none return from those qulet shores,
boatman

Who cross with the 00ld and pale—
And cvery day as years rolt on We hear the dip of the goldcn oars,
Aud touch my brow with age's finger, Aud catch a gloam of the snowy sall ]

Aud 10! they Rave passed frow our
We sy not sunder the vell &
Wo otily ktiow that

Yet somewbere, 1 know, on the unsesn shore,

And I ult and think, when the sunset’s gold
1 shal cne
1aha ¢ watch for a gleam of thefla -
1 ah: 1l pass from sight with the boamn'wo.
1 ahall Ynow the loved who have goaéd b::ﬂ:

yearning heart,
Who cross the strvam and are gone Jov aye

‘That hides from our vbbnmthl“dln
s 1O Ok

sall with us o'er Ule'’s stormy so:
They watch, and beckon, and walt for me.

1s f°shing river and hill and shore,
Lyuundbythonktoo !
An¢ 1ist for the sound of the Loatman's oar §

1 62AL hoar the Lost as it gaing

To *he better shore of the splrit

And joytully swees will the

When over the river—1be pescetul river—
The avge) of death shall carry me.

*Binee thess lines were writhen, the suther has
crossed ** Over the Rliver.”

A Kiss and & Smile.

Bend the children to bed with & kise and s smile—
Sweet childhood will at bost but a while,
Aud so0on the7 will peas from tho portals of home,
The wiidernces ways of thelr Wawork 3o roam.

Yes, tucla:b:lm in bed -Lma l:u?n&o. *“ Good nighdi”
The may sundows le velling
And may bo—God knows—en each nweet Utule tase
May {all deeper shadows 1nlife’s weary race.

Yon, say 1t—* God birms my dear children, 1 pray §”
I8 ma .mub.: ot will'say lt(o{hae);l

The n‘h ma oDg eTe yOU 900
h’ow;chndnn nu’y mllyonlnnh:.'

"
‘sweed benedietions en their little heads
m(ounm:mwyuuthn nestle {a bed
A goand of bright angels theo {nvite—
Thelr splrite may sllp from thelr moorings to-night.

The Yearz To Be.

o, ©OF the yoears to Le,
.mm-z&
TH ma'm“m'
.
n_;;.r'bhotm‘ﬂmhtl;?-bdmy alr,
rarest Sowers Olspecch,
And action in thy sun shall bear
“The gwoetest {ruit for each.

We sow the goodly ~ i to-day,
Thy suany hands Ul resp.
Wag" the yolden xTain away,
Th qarners soon shall heap,
Who . 1in &y the teeming 8eld,
t recotapense shallearn

time sball caly yield,
The glorious refurn.

orerevery
And walted o’er the scas.

We plant today a sinzlo tree,
Ot drop a single o),
And millionsin the years to be
Shall the simple deod §
The thing we do outrescheos tar .
Ieyond our furthest thought,
The toiling ¢ tho prosent are
With frecet Llcssing fraughs.

With thy vew light, O Yearto Be,”
Shall bean a YVighicr mom,

And manhood with thy dawn shall ses
1t's truest Yelng borm.

The carth will ring thy coming {8,
With gladest peal on poal,

For then shall glotloualy begln
Hlumanity’s best weal,

And then aliall all the echoss chese

Man's rapid onward march,
Yot him angellc hands shall rear

A grand trigmphalarch,
No trackiees waste a eea,

The world shall Enile a garden Ials
Within the years to te.

~—Rurel New Yerber.

. Aloue,
T Y. . & MIEVART,
t.
m"!;n flits on 1he walls

A tendder welrdsome Jinht
O'etrasia e fading creen,
AmM the leatve’ sad Right
Aml Autamn’s poklen aheen
T roam alone.

Alanl the wil] winds
0'er Wintkr's towom white,
ke moane

@or denreel ohes

The distant church-bell sounds
O'cr frgrant sieadows broad
And sileut sleepery’ mounds ;
All pasé to worshilp God,
1 go alono.

Bott doth tho music steal
Qut o'er thy fuw'ring sud,
Nogriet theeo sicepers Sec)
FYorever wore, U God,
1 anialone !

~Chicaye Current,

The Cats,
(Frowm the Omaha Merald.)
Hear the warbling of the cata—

Merry cats!
Ob, I Jove to hear tho music of thelrmidnight nigha

spats

And they waltgaround and frisk al),
1n the {oy alr of night,

1n & way 80 weird and Lrisk all,

Whille thelr shapely talls thoy whisk all
With & Cataline deH?hv—

Xee tims with their talls,

Like a [ot of Runlo flalls,

7o the conoat-osatentation, sung In sundry shuyx

and fiats,

* Ofa cautlcle of fats,
Rats, rats, nals,

Rate—
Te a wild earnivorous eanticle cn rats !
Hear the turbulent Tom eats,
Daddy cats!
Bow the uh;;ul’tlc bootjack Interrupits their Condat

In she darkness o2 the night,
houlish outeries amite
and fiate !

How thelr g

Ab, the w:bon ?M‘NM hilo sho shay
ca whilo sho g
To t::‘ lu;z.gfuudm of thelr vlldl, CUTY

Hear the hoarse grandiather cate—

Tow they mak bﬁ‘guul ! rattthy

ow o us long 12 pcore of I
’(oodbrlcklnul bind

They have caught a Lad catarnah,
Caterwanling at the tnoon ¢
(8ee 1t? Caughtabad at R?)
You may hear thean {romafar,
Roll it Mkca firitiah 12,
QOut of tune.
Ina elamorous appealing to the sges) tabiby cat,
1n 8 futile, mad appealing to the deat, ¢l tattF eat!
Shrieking higher, higher, higher,
Like a demon in a firo—
While the Little kitten cate—
Infant cats-—~ B
Bisg an emulous, sweet ditty of thelr love forxm
. and nate!

That's
Buta rudimental spasm of tho eapers of the eals!
Joy.

JRAX IXORIOW,

Take Joy howme.

.mt wmake 3 place in thy Freat heart for ber,
And give ket time 20 grow and cherish her;
Then will she eote and oft will sing to thee,
Whea thou art working in the {urrows; ay,

Ot weeding 1 the sacred tivur of dawn,

1t le & cowely Iashion to beglad;
Joy is the grace ne say Lo Gode

There 1 a rest remaluing.  Hast thou slnned?

There isnoacrifice.  Lifs up thy head

“The lovely workd and the orversworklalike

Ring with a wong cterae, a tuppy tale s
“Thy Father 10vee thee™

~For Trék
Birthday and Autograph Verses,

Tirightest roace round thy pathway
Tver ey God's hand entwine,
May thy lilo be free {rom sorrow,
And 14 cholcest Uessings thine,
Many happy birtialays follow,
Fach one bhrighter than the lagt 5
Thus tmay Time deal gently with thee,
Tall Lite’s pllgrimage is past.

ay sunshine gl
Thy natal slay,
A} cvery cloud
lle swept away.
May lorve murmnund
Ihy pathway here,
And cvery joy
e thine this year,

The ttuly brave are those who rcom
n e, lnee, t0d0 3
Wheee 1 are 1alr ay purplinginem,
Apd thoughtaare Jare as sparklin, «s.
Who frmly stand with courage st g,
J.nd feal & wotnd lem than astain,
Who ald the right, repyrons the wreng,
Noe Lreak a link in Ilanor’a chain.
De this thy gukde in calm ¢7 3torm,
“Nidet princely walih, of homely eees;
A Ialrer wish Ea cahoot {ofm,—~
Oh, may it be thy portion here §

Ton mk me 1o luscribe allne 3
T'pot thls page a thought to traee,
Trat Thne's redentiems band tay not,
10 coralng Fears, the wonds efface.
4 “Tisenay, Iriend, 10 trace the wonle,
Though worda, when tracet, bl i3 exeve
The beartiell wish, I wart abare, .
That God, Wy 1ife, will guan] and Bew

Withia We drenmions omb 3

Ny ildboeds H:’k walilag 16¢ tne.
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