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PASSING AWAY.

3T ELSIE ILLISTER.

Brief, brief our journey,
Short, short our siay ;
On all is written,
* Passing away.”
Scarce is the flower
Opened in bloom,
Ere it is stricken,
Laid in the tomb.

Hopes that are brighteat,
Soonem may fade ;
Hearts that are lightest,
Saddest be made,
Time knows no choosing,
Deathk knows no stay—
Oan ali i3 writtea.
** Passing away.”

Earth groweth older,
Seasons retorn,
Friends beloved moulder,
Come trials stem.
Well nich we falier,
Till Faith's meek eye,
Heavenward lifted,
Sers God is nigh.

O, f onrinals
Leadas o im,
Blessings they'll be whea
Earth groweth dim,
Honors, posscasions,
Never may save
Adam®s fral chilidren
From death, and the grave.
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STAR LIGHT. | tious tone, “ you are so young and hearty, to beg ?
— i Can you not work 2"
BT GEORGE W. BUNGAY. ! **Ab. my dear sir,” replied the boy. “ I do not
- Know how, I am too little yet to thresh or fell wood.
How radiant ﬂ:r.cv'n lany SRICE, furled My [.ther did three weehs ago, and my mother and
., Br""_"l ‘,““?- o k; e ';" f“"“";“ pniaried,— hule brothers kave caten notning these two days.
"”,’ii..“""' e “‘:' rat ey 'l Phen Iran out in anguwsh and { usked for alms.
OC wWailare ot a4 siee l!lll._. L0 §it Y l‘ll(, :l]“‘i ! a .‘lulgll' pcusanl Onl}' guve mea picce or
bread 5 sice then | have not eaten & morsel.”
It is quite customary for brggars by trade to con-
trive tales like this, and this hardens man’s heart
*againet the claims of genunino want. But this time
the merchant trusted the boy’s honest face. He
To wake the sistethood of flowers, . thrust his hand into bis pocket, drew forth a piece of
So God shall kindle up the morm, ; oy, and said: ,
Pratse shal! expand these heans of ours, i _“There is halfa dollar: goto the baker's and
' ;’ml}} half t:h:: gn_cnc);n b?t:mati' for g'oll;rself,u:d your
. T e e QT  brothers, but bring back the other half to me.’
PROVIDENCE ! -{U_bl ERS HONESTY. * Sy m?kg‘hc moey and ran joyfally away,
TRANSLATED FROM THE GERMAX. L “Well,” said the surly book-keeper, “he will
) laug{nx vl;: h'x\s slccvt’f,. and ncve; come back ag.“:;(’i'

A poor bay, about ten years of age, entered the 1, Y ho knows 27 replied Herr Richier. ~ And as
warcmxsc if the rich ?ncrclmm,agxmuei Richter | :'c :po}xc ?%}ﬁ:ﬁ‘im‘f b°5 fclumxnghqu:!ckly awxlhs
in Dantzic, and asked the book-keeper for alms. | x;;?xiv ‘i): the olhzr read in one hand and some
“ You'll get nothing here,” grumbled the man, with- { ™ a3 L .
out raising his hoad from his book,  be off.” | (h;l here,good £t he cried, almost g;‘f‘“‘l:e‘"

Wecping himirly ! llhe:o y glidedcdww:lrds the door, i hun"rr(;' he bcggcd‘ at 0(:);0?:3 a knife (t:g'cuxmagpicg
at the moment Herr Richier entered. PoLhe IAEE, "y Ptk

« What is tbe matier here 7 he asked, tumning to ;zisb;::l‘;ét ll\"::it;_cbool.-kecper reached him in silence
the book-keeper. ! L.

“A wonhlpccss beggas boy,” was the man’sanswer, | The lad cut off a slice in great haste, and was ab-
and he sczreely looned up trom his work. | out to Lite upon it.  But suddenly he bethought bim=
i In the meanwhile, Herr Ruchter glanced towards | »elf, laid the bread aside, and, folding his hands, re-

the boy, and rematked that, when cluse 10 the door, hearsed a silent praver. Then ho fell to his mesl
he picked up something from the ground.  * Ha ! ; with a hearty appetite.
my bitle lad, what is that you pickee up 27 he eried. ;. The merchant was moved by tha boy’s unaffected
e weeping boy turned, and showed him a needle. | piety.  He inqui-»d after his family and home, and
“ And what will youdo with it asked the oth- learned from his simple nurrative that his father had
or. ilived in a village four miles distant from Dantzic,
-3y jacket lias holes in it,” was the answer, 1 where he owned a amali house and farm. Buat his
will sew up the tag ones.” N aouse had been burnt to the ground, and mngh sick-
{ Herr Rucl ter was pleased with the reply, and still | ness in his family had compelled himto »ell his farm.
{ mare wizh the bay & nnocent bandsome face.  * But { e had hired himself out 1o & rich neighbor, bot be-
1 are you not ashamed,” he said, 1a 2 kind though se- ! fore three weeks were ot an end, he died, brokea

e Lehts the wild-flower in the wond—
And rocks the eparrow in her nest,

He guides the angels on their road,
That come to guard us while we rest.

When the bee blows his tiny hormn—




