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ories of Old Frieinds," whose author is
Caroline Fox.

A paper on "The Proper Use of
Meeting Houset-," was read by Mar-
ianna Hallock. A discussion on the
subject followed, ind the meeting
closed with a silence. B.

DEAD BIRDS AT E ASTE R.

It was an Easter Sunday, bright and calin,
And life, not deatb, was the glad therne

that day ;
The air was ful I ci Spring's delicious bain,

Tne roaple buds were dropping on the way
And one sweet leaf with fl-ash of crimson on it

Fell en the dead birds of a woman's bonnet.

Wbat say the beils at these good Easter
tinies?

They tell of var quished death and risen life;
Husb, then, 0 helis, your inconslstent chimes

Yeu and the diiii old wvorld are bard at
sttlfe ;

For surely wben the crimoson leaf falis on it
I saw dead birds unon a woman's bonnet!

WVbat does it cost, this garniture of deatb?
It costs the ii1k which Ged alone can give;

It costs duli silence where was rnusic's breath ;
It costs dead j iy that foolish pride may live.

Ah, lift and jjy and sorig, depend upon it,
Aie costly trimnnings for a woman'à bonnet.

Oh! wbo would stop the sweet pulse cf a
lark,

That flutters in such ecstasy cf bliss ?
Or la>' a robin's bright breast cold and statk

For such a paltry recorpense as this ?
Oh! you who love your hableF, think upon it,
Mothers are sl2ughtered just to trirn your

bonnet!1

WViil Hierofi never cease to rule the land,
That we musrt sla>' sweet innocency so?

Is je>' s0 chenu, or happiness sure planned ?
Tell me, O friend, who irt icqu;int with

woe.
Dats lb>' sadl hezît pi oclaim, ne Drotest on it ?
%Vculd'st ibnu slay bappiness jnst for a bon-

net ?

And mnust God's choirs, that through Ilis for-

ests rove,
Granting sweet nutinees to binh and low,

Must His own orchestra cf fieli. -- d grove,
Himself their leader, be disbanded se ?

Na>', na>', O Goël, vreclaim Thy ban upnn it,
Grard Thy dear hirds from sport and greed and

bonnet!

Their fine spun banimocks, swinging in the
bret ze,

Should be as safe as babies' cradies are;
And no rude band that tears them frein the

trees,
Or dares a sweet bird's property to mar,

Deserves a womnan's toucb or kiss upon it,
Uoiess she wears dead bids upon ber bonnet!1

Dead hirds ! and dead for gentie woman's
sake,

To feed awbile ber vanily's poor breath!1
And yet the foolisb belis sweet clamer niake,
And tell of Ouie wbose power bath varquisbed

deatb!i
Ah 1 Esster time bas a reproaLch upon it,
While birds are sînin tee trim a woman's bon-

net !

-. lIfay A'iley Sinit, in ozur '«Dzwb ï1j-
,utrls.-

SOME THLNGS THNI' MAKE
MvE TIREJ).

"Not when it is dangerous to tell the
truth will she lack a prophet, but only
wvhen it is tiresorne."

You are not to infer froni my begin-
ning with ibis quotation, that truîh-tell-
ing is one of the things that niake mne
tired, unless, by truth-telling, wve inean
proclaitning the truth as I see it, to
thosf- who cannot or will flot see wvhat
I do, and who persist iin believing
theories or advancing arguments that
have been killed-dead-more imes
than any nine-lived cat. You hiave
douhtless heard of the mari who tried
to get rid of a very live cat by poison,
by drowning, by chiloroformn, and how,
finally, ail other nieans failing, lie cuL
off the cat's head, tied up the pieces in
a bag and threw iL overboartd. Imagine
the unutterable wear.ness that feil upon
that man's soul wheri, on arriving
home, lie found that cat perambulating
the front steps, carrying its liead in uts
rnouth ! Imagine that, and know 1mw
the teniperance maan feels whien he
slays a fallacy for the fortieth tinie.
He feels tired ; the fight beconmes mon-
otonous, and presentiy truth loses her
prophet, flot because there is danger in
the service, but because àL is tiresome.

It niakes me tired to hear the strong
young.- person say, '«I neyer expect to
drink, but I'm flot going to sign any
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