
martyrs, as in the following, on "The
Blaick Saturday, August 4th, 1621 "-

a day of preternatural darkness.
-Tis a day o' urrath. and strife, my

Uiris,
A day o' stormind nlrirk;

For th,, linîg's black bands o' Prelacy
Are conspiiî agaîîîst the Kirk.

Ai 1 dred it wvat bc a day o' dool
For the trespass o' the land

'Tis Vîei1iCk. thakIt ele'PithCr lift %Vi'
nîiirk,

Alîd haretlî its rcd richit ianri.

"Fera go,îess, gracelces, boand arc met,
Thisdav iii LEdinbrucht Teun;

And a' tu set up the thing vve hale,
Allad pli' the gilde cause douiî. "

The yearning sorrow for the early
dead, olti as the cry of Egypt for
the firt-borii, oid as the wival of Eve
over Abel, sobs in the following
verses by Daniel N. Gailacher-

Ocit, WEE WILLIE'S DIU.

Cheerless is the ha', 11oo,
(ine thre play thiîigs a', 11o,
0cr Iiai.rlie, fara'a' tnn,

ýtests lits %veary licid ;
Fragrant thovugh tint iloo'rs, nec,
I10ecý3 pass tite Iturs, noo,
113ttic coites ini Aloo'rs Ileo-

0cr troc WilliL's duid !

Sad is Nlysie's sang non,
Every thiîg ganjgs wrang, itoo,
ltaits wtin sac ]ait,, nloo,

Xrè Cant'i, cauld asIv%!
Xae nî,îjr hie; lanchin' 'ceon, noo
Licire np1 thre scelle, nilo.
'Scathivoen bËd 0' grci, iuoo-

0cr tireWilie's deid

li t' past lus ha', acte,
arîU.i n îd a', neo,

Tlîûug1 sad tears shorilti fa', noo -
hle tart iin silenice bleta

lently litre w% yearnt, lc,
For 't bonie bairut, itou,
caulin ieatlî mossy cairnt, rico-

0cr N Willic's deid ?'

U týended feeling of regret and
re~sresignatior strangely min-

e.in ftiese touching Unes by NIrs.
]t Simpson Watron -

tei~ 'bc Itîrruine onit iatora àj i nalk
tas Ieîciy grave,

whêré 1irds inay sijjg abuno my head
âe' iflowv branches wave;

Besidle the bonny mossy sent, %vhiere ;vo
%verc wvont tu bc,

The blini 1 Io'ed sac dcarly anco ivill
vviîple by iny sidc.

Olt ! dark, dlark, is thec( dicary lied beside
the ntolntain stîcain,

An' drîll, duli is the Nvcahy slecp) that
l'cis nlac lichtsolilc dreain.

But glintirn' threîîgli the inista o' Urne a
gioriolis land I sec-

A îworld ntair briîeht than yondcr suit noo
grects My tîanidering Ce.

This world noo wadna' win tue L tek,
thonigh it iiiay secin sac fair,

For joy, eternal joy is mine, ivhcn 1
shaHl enter there.

Oh ! what for mie is von pale sut?î Nvhat
earthly care an' strifo ?

l'ni (lune, forever dune wi' tine. Life,
life, eternallife 1

In the foilowing moralizing, by
George Paulin, we hear the world-
old echo of Solomon's coniplaint,
"Vanity of vanities 1 ail is vanity.1

ITr's NO WOILTII TriE M'AItSLE FOIL'T.

It's no %orth the vvarsle [wrestit] for't,
A' yo'It get on earth,

Gin ye liao na walth aboutn
MNair titan ttarl*s îîortlî.

It's no wvorth a body's vvhile,
Coortin', laine nut glitter,

It onily iliakis thec aftercoînle
Unco black anti bitterr.

lt's no Wvorth the fishiefs heuk,
Fishin' hore for pleasure,

Gin ye calnm' conlt aboonl,
Frcend, an' haine, ait' treasure.

We ail know George 'MacDonald
as a charming writer of prose stories,
but it will :le news to many tliat lie
is an accomplished poet in the Scot-
tIS e-naciilar. In the folloiving he
gives a new version of an old
parable-a new sermon on an old
text :

WIIA'S XY NZILt
Frac Jertisalcîn a travellcr tuik

Tho lai-là roand to Jerien;
It had an iii naine, au' inoîiy a eruik,

t vas lait- alla unco how.

Oct cuant the robbers, ait' fell on tic mi,
An' kiînckit in on thet lieid;

'feok a' whtrcn thcy coulai lay t! cir

.L ,î Liîu ".akil, for doid.

Mo(e'n~ &cottisi .Poelry.


