and bo baptiscd.” St. Nicholas' merits Loing
thus appealed to, the man was iestored and
tho Jew beeamo a Christian  Tho lotter s
described in Belvo’s Ancedotes of Litera.
tme, Thoe curious may gather much in.
teresting matter concerning tho mannors of
the times from theso singular narratives,
which wero much more sought after than
tho eacred Scriptures, from the fact that the
clergy. viewed tho perusal of such works in
preforenco to searching tho Scriptures, as is
scen in tho mandato of Berthver, Arch.
Lishop of Mentz, issued in 1486, againat
translating tho Scriptures into tho vulgar
tonguo.

Glie Loct's uge,

' —F A,
Why Truth Goes Naked. Tk,

BY R, U, ORERN,

Falsehood and Truth, *‘upon a time,”
One day In June—ueliclous weather,
(Twas f11's distant age and clime,)
Like aisters took a watk together.
On, on tholr merry way they took,
Through fragrant woud and verdant n.zadow,
To whero a becch beside a brook
Invited rest beneath its shadow,
Now, while ia voluble discourse,
Un this and that thelr tongues were running,
As habit bado them speak~perforce
Tho one i3 frank ; the other cunning.
Falschood, attength impatient grown
\¥ith scandals of her own creation,
Ssid, ¢ Siace we two are quitealone,
Avnd nleely screenced trom obtervation,
Suppeso In this delighttul o),
With all around us so propltious,
Wo take a bath?*  Sald Truth, I will—
A bath, I'm sure, will bo deliclous I’
At this her robe sho cast aside,
And in tho stream that ran before her
She plunged—}{ko Ocean's happy hrido—
As naked as her mother bare ber.,
Falachood at lelsure now undressed,
Put off tho zobes the Hmbs that hanper.
And having donned Truth's snowy vest,
Ran off a3 fast ag sho could scamper.,
Since then the subtle madd,in sooth,
Expert in lles and shrowd cvaslons,
Haa borno the honcest vame of Truth,
And wears her clothes on all occasions;
While Truth, disdaining to appear
in {alsehood's pettionat and bodice,
Still braves sl oyes from year wfear,
As naked as a marble goddess

—For Truth
To Mary.
M. A, MAITLAXD,

Sweet Mary, it this feeble pen

Could all my dearest thoughts unfold,
Nor slack nor stay,
Till close of day,

My love for thee would scarce be told.

For as to storm-tossed barue tho star,
That throuzh the drifting cloud {s scen,
Tho leht that les
Withln thine eyes,
Unto iy longing soul hath been.,

To thee, dear love, within my heart
I'll hulld a sacred, sccret shrlne ;
For here below,
Too well 1 know,
1 may not be thy valertine.

Stratford, Ont,

—For Truth.
A Ohristion Home.
BY DR. MULVANY,
A Christlan llomel no dearer words arc known,
On carthnone heaventicr, and none more our own;

Forwhere {ts Jove-enclustered columns rise,
All best affections, blended, mectour oycs.

01 worldly strife the tumult and tho din,
1988 not the threshold as wo enter in.

The doulta and sceptio darkness gathering stemn
Thelizht dispells; faith's golden years returmn,

As when by ein unsoiled, from sorrow {ree,
Wesald “Qur Fatter® af a father's knco,

All else has changed, youth's promlse, manhood's
To othets hardencd, to ourselses untrae,

1i1e's treasures vainly lavished, idly lost ;
Too late to draw the stakesor count the cost ]

S0 kind, 0 pure, £0 noble ! long azo
We rulght have beca 1 did the years find it so?

Pt here lost youth retarns, and mashood's powers
For pood, for purity, once moro arc ours.

Here and forever, with no wish to rosm
We keep tho kindred hope of Heaven and Home.

ToRnXTO

A Stranger,
BY BRRAIR CIIANDLRR.

An old inan went by tho window,
Shrunken and bent with caro;

He'd a reytho swung over his shoulder
And whito wero hiy beard and hatr,

My Hitle one eamneatly watchod him
:l‘»_gtho hilly roadside climb—

¢0 aad, {n & tono of conviction,
* Mamma, that was Fathor Time "

- For Truth.
The Worket Gone,
J A, KNOMLES,
1.
Ambitious, oer fretting, yct never regretting
The wearinees labor d'ki caurg ¥

Content to work on till the prize he Jud won
Of his followmon’s grateful applause,

1.
And is It not right that those who stem fight
And glvo up tor our good their 1ito's picusure
Should, when life’s raco is run, when the day’'s toll Is

done,
8leep smtlingly, knowlng the treasure

n
Of & no'er dylog fame, attached to thelr name,
Wil reward the dischargo of thelr duty ?
And when Ia{d in thele grave noneed be 1o crave
A marble shatt carved 1nto beauty

.

To attract to their lite, amid earthily strite,

Attention from each generation 3
3en will think oft with Jove of him who's above,

8o worthy ol thelr vencration,

e

Who told truthto their heart which ne'er will depart,

8ince to thew u:cf havo leesencd llte’s gorrows;
And thelr faces smilo aweet asthoy hope himn togreet

8hould God call them homo on the morruw.

vi.
Thelr griets ;.lhoy'd forgot, in the songs which them
tau

8
Ilow to lay all thelr carcs on Another,
Who camo down upon earth, to win by fuis bieth,
A sharo in men's grlet as tfnlrbrother.
Tororto,

= For Truth.
Sympathy,
3r n. U,

A knight and a lady ouce metia a grove,
While each was In quest of & fugittvo love;

A river ran mournfully murmuring by,

And they wept in 1ts waters for sympathy.
Oh, never was knight such a sorrow that bore,
Ob, never was wald 80 deserted before,—

** From lifc, and its wocs Ict tsinstantls fly,
And ]un&) in torether fer syn.pathy 1

At length apoko tho lass, *twixt a smile and a tear,
“ The weather {s cold for a watery bier,

When tho summer returns wo may casily dio;
Till then let us sorrow in sympathy."”

w For Truth.
Temperance,
BY M. C

Fatal cfTects of luxury aud eate!

We driuk our polson, and we drink diseaso,
Indulge our scnses at our reason’s cost,

Till acose is pain, and reagon hurt or lost,

Not 20, O temperance, bland ! when ruled by thee
The brute’s obedient, and tho man s irec,

Soft aro his slumbers, balmy Is his rest,

His velns not boillog trom the niidnight feast.
Touch'd by Aurora’s rosy hand, he wukes

Peaceful and calin, and with the world partakes
Tho jostul dawnings of retuming day,

For which thelr grateful thanly the whole creation

¥,
Al bumho human brute; ‘tshe alone,
Whose worksof darkness f1y the rising sun,
*Tis tothy rules O temperance| that wo owe
All pleasures, which fragn heslth and strepgth can

tlow; .
E_lgorot body, purity of mind,
louded re M 1y

aron n
Unmixed, untalnted Jora without remfnu,
Th® Intemmprate “sumer 3 nover-failing cunse,

“ Gaudeamus Iemtur,”
OECRGYE MURRAY.

Children of Foliy!

1n ham:on?‘ slny:
Sour melancholy

Away will wo 8ing,
Pleasure has neover

Caused tears 10 o'er flow:
In our path cver

Dricht Nowers it will sow,

Let us hereafter

Aborninate efghe—
Only in laughter

Truc happluesslice.
Sucet s wooing

Ere maldens are won—
< Biling and coolng**

Is excellent funl

Ol age s hurrying,
Barren of spott:

142 us cease wutny log,
Time s too shory;

All {s uncertain,
*Tis valn to preaago

To-morrow Death'scurtaln
May drop o’cr li{e's atage.,

* ot

The Truth Beekers.

Eternal {onth {s pushing ugwardu still!
1s the load lighter from tho toll of af_a?
Docs it pet near the summit of tho hitl?
And will y¢ tol] on ever, (' Yosagca?
When to tho top the slmt mansigta‘en
Wil it £all back and crush 3032 pay to kuow
Perchance wero woreo than thisead work and pain,
Tushon! Pushon! O morialsonwardpo}
oinortal fove !s watching o’c? each pang—
Though ye ars blind—from life’s obecurity—~
When on tho verge the quivering mass doth hang,
Lovo will appear and {'our poct hearts be (reol
What do wo know={f *tis not love is near?
What hope have wo—but that love will awanke
The sullen surges of life's ocosd drear,
A glotious sunrise? Broak, O morniog, break |

TRUTH.

7

e - —— e it

And Th_ﬁs a Qentlo Woman's Lifo.

Down In our hawthorn meadow, whore
1 somctimces stray,

1 hear a lono brook, out of breath,
Running away

To hide from all the pry Ing cyes
Uf garish day,

And, under corvert reeds and rushies,
Singing #s lay,

Yet God'asweet eky beamed tu 1ts face
Andon it went ;

Musto as out of wingsand winds
To it was lent §

Fragranco ¢f mountaiua and deop woods
Was in Jts scent,

And God s own tlowers grew on Its banks
In glad coutent.

And thus a gentlo woman s iifo
Unknown abroad,

May bless souso atill, seeluded nook
8een but of God-—

With tendcr flow of healing waves,
By angels stirnd,

With fragrance of cclestial bloom
1n decd and word,

And musio of the angel's harp,
Sct tolifo’s chord.

.
—

The Signpost.

1 you sit down at a2t of sup,

And count the acts that you havo done,
And counting find

One selt denying act, one word

That eased the heart of him who heard
Ono glance most kind,

That felllike sunshiue whero it went,

Then you may count that day well vpent.

But if through all the livelong day,

You've cheered 1o heart by yea or nay ;
It through it all

You'vo nothing done that you can traco

That brought tho sunshino to onoe face;
No act most small

That helped somo soul, and nothfng cost,

Then count that day as worse than lost,

Behind a Fan.

Just for & moment, in arch surpnise,

With brows upiifted in wock surprise,

Comes one swift glance from saucy e)cs
Behind a fan,

Then sandal-wood and a bit of lace,

Wielded with artless airy grace,

Sceurely guarnds a blushlng face
Behtud a fan,

Ah, I1ove her! Sho knows how well |

Docs love tor mo in that bosots dwell?

What fluttering thoughts now males it swell
Behind a fan?

O longing heart, ceaso throbbing so! .
She speaks, my love, 80 sweet and low
‘Inat § am suro b0 won't say **No*

Dehind the fan,

For Baby's Sake.
UY FRLPRIC B. WELTIIRRLY

1o you remember that morn in May, dear?
Biids were stoging and towrs aglow,

Out in the woods wo kept tho day,dear—
Baby's birthday a ycar ago.

Chaeing tho buttertlies o'cr the clover,
Plucking the floncrs a crown to make,

For she was queen the whole wotld over,
All was happy—-for Baby ‘s sake,

But éhe s:’lnslxlno passed and the dark clouds
i

o
Fell a shadow our lives between
And Baby's sweet little faco was l[lu:d.
Worndcring whatcould that shadow mcan.
“Father, kiss mother,” Baby faltered s
Oh, wo wept till our hearts must break,
As the old, old lovo camg back vnaltered,
All torgiven—for Baby's sake,

Bab)'s gone to the golden weather,
Gver the shininiz mountain’s brow ;
Through tho dark miss wo walk together,
W e have ouly each other aow,
Put your hands into mine aud prav, dear,
P'ray that soon morn willbecak,
That Uod will hee. us and shewthe way, dear.
Safc into heaven—for Baby’s sako,

The Monarch.
BT BIRCIT ARNOLD,

Not he wholeads the conquering host,
Nor mounts the highest throne,

Norwins the loudest pralsc of mnan,
Though he achieve alone.

Not ha who braves the battle's front,
When treason ficree agsails,

Anddare’s tho deadly cannon’s month,
When only hope prevalls.

Nor he who smites with a) his powers
The falsity of heart,

That luths In aubtlo reasonings,
Or smilcs in fancied art.,

But he who strikes the foe widdnn,
The part of sclf that keejps

The noblc aspinstions drawned
Tu mournfullytus sleeps.

Who hears afar the angele call,
And Titan-like ho atrives,

Un¢l, in mortal agony,
Herexds the fron gyves,

And standa at last a eoul confessed,
Unlcttored, free, and grand:
The vistor over self, becomes
The greatest monarch of the land,

Now I Lay Me Down to Sleop-
DY PANNY BARROW

Golden hicad 80 lowly Lending,
Littlo feet ro whito and bare,

Nawy ¢yes - half shut, half opened
Livping out her evening prayer,

Wellshe knows what she fs gayIng,
*Now | lay me down to slecp;*

*Tis to God that sho Is pray Ing,
Praying him her *‘soul to keep.*

1lalf asleep—and murmuring faint)
"1t Tahould dlo before 1 waket~
Tiny fingcrs clasped 80 mintly,
‘] pray tho Lord my toul to take.”

Oh, the rapture, swect, unbroken,
Of the soul who wrote thas prayer

Children's myriad volees, floating
Up o heaven, recond I¢ there,

11 of all that hasbeen wniton,
I could choose what might be mine,
It should bo that child’s petition,
Ruslog to the throne divine.

\When at last tho words ara uttered,
*‘Earth to carth, dust to dust,”

My treed soul, on faith uplifted,
Faitb, aud hope, and perfect trust.

Would approach I1im, humbly prasing,
All the ghlldmn clustering %Endy— &

“*Jesus—Father~take Thy scrvant,
Glvo to hor Thy children’s crown,”

Love is Blind.
UY I, L, WATSON.

Said the ancients **Lovo I8 blind"—
Nover you beliove it!

*Tis a Getfon most rofined
Can you not pereeive it?

Meant to charm away all fea

By a tribute totho car.

Love Isknown to be a wit 3
When his straying fingera
Over idie oyelids tlit,
An lllusion Jingers-
By some maglc undefined
Prests 1s lovo's victim blind.

Calaban instanter wears
All Apollo’s graces—~
Vanity assumcs swect alrs,
Anddeceit grimaces
For the cyes that c.upid closes
Never know the weeds from roes,

Dawn,

On the uptumed faey of the quivering sca
Shimmered the dawn ;

White bars of light stolo up In tho sky,
And tho night was gone.

Was gone-- with tho fear of a followed fawn,
And with hurrsing fee

To tind in the shades of the forest glades
Asafo retreat.

The legions of stars that had w tehed weardly
Creptout of sight;

Uprose the heln of advancing Day,
Andfast fled the Night.

A freeh wind blew from the cdge of tho sea,
From the rates of the East,

That plashed tho tide on the feet of tho land,
And fn the dight Increased,

And the glittering tips of a myriad spears
Shot up fromn the gea,

With guldons and pennantsand lances of light—
A splendor to see,

A hundred flags wero uphel in the sky,
And unfolded thero—

Banners of llzht thatglimmerod snd gleamed
In the moring alr,

Then from the glowing Fast uprose
Tho kingly er'n,

And the sea grew gold 23 a 8100l for hig fect
To restupan,

Fishing,
XLLA WIEELER WILCOX,

Maybe this s fun, sittingin thosun,
With a book and parasol, as my angler wishea
Whilo he dips his Hno in the oocan brine,
L’r.dﬁ:hthe delusion that his balt will ecatch the
cs,

*Tis romzantic=yes ! but I must contess
Thoughts of ahady rooms at home somchow scems
more inviting,
But I dare notmove.  *“*Quict there, my lovo,”
Say:‘jn‘v anzler, ““forI think a monstrous fish is
tng."”

Oh, of courso it's bliaa, still how hot is )
And the rock I'in sitting on grows harder every
minute,
While my fisher walta, trying various lalt,
ut the basket by his alde, 1 sce, has nothing in it.

It1e just the way to paesa July day
Arcadian and sentimeatsl, dreanmiy, {dle, charming.
But how ficree the sunlyzht falle, and the way that
insectacrawl
Along iy neck and down iny back is really quite
alarming.

v\ay luck 7° 1 gentls asked of ¢ ¢ angler at hilgtask,
**There's anmething pulling at the lne,” hio eaid,
“I've almost caught it.”
But when, witha Llstered face, wo our homeward
steps rotrace,
o tako the little basket just as cmpty as we
brought i,




