THE ORITIO,

DIVIDED LIVES.

Bomewhero across tho wild deep aca that enges,
Danbing sgalnst the rocks in clouds of foam,
Nomewhers beyond my life, the Iatter pagea

Of yourn ate written in dletaut howe.

Wll, it {s well { and yet 1 keep you nolely,
Deep in my heart, a templo aud a shelne,

No conscerated place of prayes moro holy,

No {ove miore pure thau this great love of mine

Sowmetimen 1 wonder if the acenes around you, 4

Aro like the sconcs wo loved so to behold ;

Sometimen I wonder Il uow ties have bouud you,

Aud blotted out all record of the old,

And when the woods grow datk, and dreams descendlng,
Fall vt tho carth as suftly as the dew,

And meworiea grow and gather, never omllng‘

I'lie thought will rise, * Am I forgotton, too?”

Al Liow tha Leeath of Spring is strong to waken
An feom the dead, the thoughts of bygone houes ;
Tho rustlo in the leaves the winda havo shaken,
*I'ho frealiness aud the odor of her tlowers,

Thio tusic of the stream, the blackblrd afuging
Deep (u tho hrake, tho fleecy lambs at play—
All these have more than magle in them, bringiog
Back to the heart sowe glory passed away,

And how, just when tho world {s green and pleasant,
Now iu the goldes promise of tho year,

Strong, tender thoughts of you aro ever present,
Your memory is tmore than over dear,

Ah, if I could but hold your hand—be noar you,
1k in your face and find {t still the samo,

Stand for a moment by your sile, and lioar you
Lend with your volee, new music to my name,

But that can nover be~—1I think, forover;

Fate is wore cruel than tho eeas that roll,

More pitiless than all the seas that sever

‘I''wo Jives that were as ono-—-ono perfoct wholo ;
Aad sfuco all prayers are vain for that one favor
I'hat might bring quiet to u long unrest,

What {s there lelt on all tho earth tol(-ray for?
What {s thero left to say, but ** God knows best.”

———y A O rmrtmce

HEART GROWTH,

In early duys wo passing fancles take,
Our love ia changiong, and our hearts untruo
As huttertlies that flirt from tlower to flower,
For ficklo childthood ever recks the new,

13t as the years ﬁo by we cono to feel
‘I'hat scenes and faces atrango, and all the rest

Can never be the same as those we've knowan,
And that “*old tunes are sweetoat, old frienad best,"
—CouxeLits Renxoxn in the April Ladies’ Home Journal,
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FARMER SPRIGGINS.
HIS IMPRESSIONS GP A VISIT TO THE GREAT CITY,

“T)ear, dear, what things one sees in a great clty,” remarked Farmor
~priggins to s family . 1 went to the theayter, and what do you folks
think 7 There was some women came to eeo the plsy that was so poor they
diin't have any bunnits oo, an’ they jes' sat thore barsheaded an' took their
deaths of cold. I nover heerd tell of such shif 'lessness,”

“ That warn't all,” continued the farmer, resching for the buckwhest
wake piatier, ** ther wusa foller next to me that reached ovor and whispered,
‘hevaglesa? 1 don't keer if I dow,’ ses I—what you scowlin' at Melindy 3
on ke hended me a double-barrelled bottle, but Lord, I couldn't get a drop
cut of it. I tricd both ouds, but it wuz os dry as corn cake. I reckin he
thought 1 lvcked green, but I fooled him, for I ses * Thankee, it goes 1ight
to the spot,’ and give it back to him."”

] reckon thoy hsve some poworful queer ways in tho city. Evory fow
mioutes when that big rolling curt’n came down every man in the house
weould jump up, grab hig hat an’ get out. I stood it ss long as I could, ap’
at las' 1 asked a woman, ¢ Whero's the fire, ma'm 1

¢« What firo ¥' says she, e8 peart an’ uncivil a3 you ploase.

¢ Ain't the mon all gone to a fira1 says I,

“J.rd, she laughed as if I hed ssid somethin’ funny. I'd bo shamed to
de'th if you'd acted liko her, Melindy.”

“TLure wiz come fun in tho show, but Lord, those city folks don't know
how ter leff. Thero wus a man whbat wasa farmer, an' he tslked about
wincowin' hay sn’ thrashin' clover. I see he was » imposter an’ didn't
koow hay from a ban'saw, an’ I up an’ laffed cut jes the way I dew to home,
an’ a felier thal luoked as if ho'd been paradin’ touched me on the shonlder
an’ seg, ¢ you'ro disturhin’ tho peace.’

‘¢ 1 ain't either,’ 1 see, ¢ tho pieco is disturbin’ me, an’ I Isfed sgain, an’
he ssid he would tako me to tho station,

““‘ Not much,’ I ecs, * I'll go to the station whon my train goes an’ I'm
good 'n’ ready, not afore.’

“Then he told me to keop quiet, an’ I ees, ¢ you're makin’ all the noise ;
keep quict yourself ,’ an’ with thet Lo went off an’ stopt disturbin’ of the piece,”

“Tho way thoy do things in the city sin't right ; there ain't no law nor
justico in it. Thoro was s girl in the play with big bluo eyes an® yeller hair,
8o’ thet girl jes had the hardest kind of a timo 20’ didn't git no show at all.
An olo womun was 8 pullin' hor bair an’ yankin’ her roun’ the room, av’
then & man jined in abusin' her. Thet was more nor I cud stan’, and 1 riz
right up an’ hollered, ‘ Let up! Haul off thar! T'wo to one ain't no fair

plsy I' An’ you never seo such a row as tiie folks made. Thoy pulled me
down an’ sot on mo jes for wantin' to eoe fair play. They most killed that
girl in the show, but nobody seomed to e & mito sorry. They jes laffed.

“ Thore ain't nobody es frien'ly in tho city like they are to home in the
country, 1 ecoa man when I was comin' out of the theytor thet looked
kindor nat'ral, like 1'd scon him afore, I kelched hold of him kinder
lo;.hblo'. an’' I ses to him like this: ¢ Alu’t I seon you somewhere, some time,
mistor 1"

+'* * I oxpect you havo, as I've beon there frequently,' he ses, colder nor
fco in January,

“ 1 was doad sure of it,’ ses I, ‘shake /'
I knew,

“ILord, he was az mad ss a wot hen. Sos ho:—*If you speak to me
sgain I'll hev you arroated.’ Think of thet, Melindy, think of that for city
manuners! Down at the etation thero was a man sottin' next to me, an' I got
80 tired of actin’ like a dumb oritter that Lesked him tho time of dsy. Ao’
with thet he riz up an' ses he :—* No you don't, ole baysced ; I oan see thro'
yor disguise—yer don't confydence me,’ and with that ho walked off. I
tell you, folke, you can't get a anser to a clvil question in the oity. It's a
hard place sn’ you're a beap better off on the ole farm.—Detroit Free Press.

I was 50 glad to see someons

-

A CUNNING ROGUE.

I bad been at the littls mountsin botel for a week, and every day had
listoned to & sweet tenor voice singing old hymns with ¢o0 much melody that
my ears were always hungering for more. But of the singer I never caught
s glimpse,

“ Who is he 1" I enquired of tho landlord one day.

“Het Oh, he does sing protty, for a fact. Thers he comes now,
stranger.”

He was not sicgl~g ss he passed hurriedly without looking up—a
choreboy, bat very plessing in appoaraace. I turned to the landlord.

¢ Is he in your employ }'

“1 expect he is, stranger., The womoen folks kesp him busy running
errands, and they like to hear him sing—the scamp.”

¢ What is wroog .with hiw ?"

¢ Steals everything he can lay his hands on.”

He relaled numeroua instancos of Jimmy's dishonesty, the youth esssping
punishment on each occasion through his innocent faco and sweot volce.

" Send him up to my room,” I said, “1 want to Leir that voice at cloae
range.”

* He will steal you blind.”

I} risk it

* But he took a gent's gold spectacles off his noss without teing detected.”

“ Ie'll not steal from me.”

“ Don't be too sure, stranger {”

But I was aure—so sure that I secreted everything of value, and deter-
mined not o take my eyes off the young man while he was in the room.

He came, but whon asked to sing he hesitated.

“"I baven't any book,” he said, * aud I don't know the words—only the
tune.

I was propared for that and had taken out of my trunk a little bymn-book
which I slways carried with me, a choice collection of desr old hymns in a
dsinty binding.

Then Jimmy sang for .ao. and I neveragain expect to hesr such singing
this side of heaven. Iis +oice was like a girl's soprano, fresh and pure and
full of religious fervor. When I could hear it no longer—for its swestuness
was akin to sadness—-I dismissed him with a fee. I did not see him sgain,
When about to leave in the morniog I enquired for him,

* What did he got away with 1 asked the landlord.

“ Nothing,” 1 answered quickly, ** there was nothing for him to steal,
oxcept—by Jovo I" as a sudden thought struck me, * he did steal it, right
under my own eyes, too "

“Your vtcht’

# No, indeed. My hymn book.”—Detroit Free Press.
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BOOK GOSSIP.

WonTtiincTon's Maaazine—This publication has already won for itself a
high place among the choice magazines of tho day. The May number {s the
bost yet issued and coniains much that is interesting, ‘ Some Women
Artists of Now York City” is tho title of an illustrated paper by Lita Angel-
ica Rice, which will be exceedingly intcreating to srtists. A second illus-
trated paper is ‘* A Summer in Hoch Tyrol,” asketch of life in a typical
Tyrolean villsgs, writion in a bright yot thoughbtful and sympasthetic vein by
Mrs. Joan Porter Rudd. An article on ** Charlea Lymb and His Letters,”
sume oxcellent short stories, and other good reading make up an excsllent
tabls of contents. Published by A. 1), Worthington & Co., Hartford, Conn.
$2.50 per yerr.

Tux New Exaranp Macazine.—Tho April number opens with a paper
by tho late Phillips Brooks on * Trinity Church, Boston,”” with photos of
somse of the Roverend gentlemen who hava filled the position of rector of the
church, with other illustiations. This is followed by a description of the
church by H. H. Richardson, Architect, Bepjamin Kimbal -has s very
interesting srticle, profusely illustrated, on ‘* The Boston Camora Ciab."”
Raymond L. Bridgman writes of * Biennisl eloctions snd Legislative Sees.
jons” and Lucy M. Salmon gives ** Some Historical Aspeocts of Damestic
Service,”” The stories are bright and well written and the poelry of the
number excellent, Poblished by the New England Magazine Uorporation
Boston, $3.00 per year, ‘




