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It was the softest September day tihat
ever blessed New England. It was a day
of celestial skies and golden hazes and
fiery foliage-a day wlen the very rock
seemed to melt before the eyes; and all
liard outlines to muove and waver as if they
souglt to mergeothemiselves in mis, and
cloud and sea. It, was ee of .the days
when the imaterial struggles i;ovard ithe
spiritual so subtly yet so surely, ithat one
can sec it between.tleflalf-closed eyelids
and hear it bettén one's heart-beats. Ib
ws-the-dayv hen.our great Christian poet
was borne to his burial.

The funeral of Whittier was in sone re-
spects cte of btheb ost extratordinatry of our
times. It differed fron the great urban
funeral scenues as iucli as lis peaceful rural
life differecd froin the histories cf men who
move and have tleir beinug in town, and
travel, and public appearance and electric
action. As we ail reimeniber, the lest scenes
that lionored hui werei eneacted in the open
air in his own gardent, with te autuin
Ilowers burining about, aud the late birds
singing above.
. 'lie Quaker form of service, quaint, old-
fashioned, assured, and indifferent to the

Opintions of " the world," vent peacefully
its appoited way, te its leisurely end ; and
by the cerenonials of his own. faithli e was
buried, as lie lhad chosen. All day the
comnon people whom ho loved, aid who
loved him, poured in and out of the thresi-
old of his simple Aunesbury home ; thou-
sands upon thousands of then to take a
last look at his precious face.

It was, above all else, a people's funeral.
As one watched the press and mass .of
faces, one felt that hbre was the kind of
tribute, which, out of ail others, one would
prefer for the last whiclh hunan regret
should offer on one's burial day.

In deference, perhaps, to the wislhes of
is literary friends, or to his well-knovit

sympathy with the higier interests of
thoughtful womenîei, :whose advaitcement
he had se long and se chivalrously Chaim-
pioned, a pleasant departure fronthe con-
ventional thing was arrange b in the chôice
of- his lionor-ary bearers. Amông hese
were numnbered four voien, all personal
friends of lis-Mrs. Goverior Ciflii, Mrs.
Alice Freeman Palmer, and the wiriter of
this. We three are left. The fourth lias
just dropped beside us-the first of his
bearers, and, so far as I low, the first of
his old friends to follow imiî.

As I sat in Trinity Chturch to-day, listen-
inîg t 1-he triunp hant Episcopal burial ser-

'ie; and to the joyful hymitns chosen to
celebrate her release fron a life whiichl she
haeself has doue se much to nake cheerful
and strong, and'in which she herself

Siad so iimîited a share of human- joy
-I tiougli of tIate Septeberrky andtiat
garden funeral.

Wlhen the flower-coverecl casket-not
black but quiet gray, "lilke Lucy," and

.when the mourners-ione of them iclad in
mourning-passed down Ithe broad aisle to
bite strains of one of Triniby's nost ringing
chants, I recalled the likeuess (for thero
n'as a likenes, eno matter how deep their
differences) between the great poet and his
sister singer. They were lifeIong f-rinds;
anîd as she was borne out into the gray
April day, froi the sombre ehurcit interior
1 could almost hear hit say in the hearty
tones which se many of his chosen friends
nrill so well recall :" Well, Lucy, I ama glad
tthee've come !".

It was. impossible to leave the historie
churci-from whose aisles buta few iveeks
sincé its own great pastor was borne for the
last time amid the tears Of fif teen thousanîd
people-witiout giving our thoughts to an-
otier-of thofriends cf lier whon wie were
there to - honor to-day. It is said that,
wien his last illness fell upon Bishop
Brooks, Miss Larcoi, lierself then stricken
with mortal disease, caused a few written
words of sympathy to be senit to-him ; and,
in that little note she seid that sie would
never sec him again in this vorld :' But
ive sitl soon meet in te utxt."

wHe ias then too spent te write ; but, the
word goes, that lie was able te send a mes-
sage in answer te lier farewell signal.

Thus, in the solemun brotlherhood of the
-believers' trust and joy, the great souls
-p its.

-Thie iterery career cf Luey Larcent lias

been an interesting ee front certain points
of view peculiar to herself: Sie stands in
our thtoughts for two tiings--tlhe power of
the innate poetic gift to figlht its way. to
te front, antd ithe power of a devout life

to- elevate the poctic gift.
jAs we all. know, sie began at ieavy.

ýdds. Thte picture of the yountg girl in
te factory at Lowell, dreaming over the
loon, wiose toil siouldpurchaseeducation,
is One whicl we have long respected. The
silkcen song of the d-intiest of literary
aristocrats would not dare take on ait ac-
cent of condescension toward that simple,
patient, laborious youth. Its results were
too valuable to be ignored. One of the
iaughîtiest of our critics said of onte of lier
later books: " Tiere is somîethinîg liere
whicl we do noôt itind calling geniuos."

Wo pass the phre-se with ithe smile whici
it deserves ; and yet the mîemory .returns
to it witl pertinacity. Grant the tone of
half-grudlged respect wli which a pOet of
the people is received, whient she ciances
to b a woman and a Chiristian, too-yet
peraps tie words compress as well as any
might ithe literary estimîate of Miss Lar-
con's work.

LUCY LA RCiM.

A great poet she w'as not; nor did ber
mîtodest, sweer spirit over so accounit her-
self. A poet sho was; and, out of the bars
of a life not wholly tor easiiy set to music,
sie evolved strais tliat wil!ilimîger iii our
literature-it would b idle to prophesy for
how long or hov short a tinie. Sue sang
as the birds beside the Merriuiack do-be-
cause she couldnot help it. lHer medium
of - expression.t was thoroughly musical,
fluent and finisied. She did not toil nor
spin to "aniko poetry." IL sprang froua
lier soul as spontaneously as the current of
a streani goes ovor a cascade. The beauty
of lier work lay in its naturalness. That it

was lier nature to bo hopeful, cheerful,
wliolesome and inspiring decided the direc-
tien of hier special uses ; for that these were
real and wide is not to be doubted.

Yet wuhent iv have said this, w'e wonder
how much lier public would have been nar-
rowed liad sue not been the devout writer
that site wîas. " l'Hannah. binding Shoes,"
is a good ballad and deserves its popularity;
but te religious poems of lier later life rise
te a strengtlh, nd enforce a respect far sur-
passing that shovnt by, or shown to lier
folklore.- Thtese lastare enviable for thoir
dignity, thteir symmnetry and their useful-
ness. Many of thei rise to inspiration as
unquestionably as anything in our devo-
tional literature.

By the old 'rietorical rule btat, other
things being equal, tat is the highest
works which treat the -highest sub-

heiglits, on which and of which we can
aivays say: It is good to be here.

O God. how beautifuliis life.
SiiîeeTho 3it sou! andasweetnss art IH-owv dies is childishi fret and strife.
On Thy all--harionizing lheart! . . .

"One soil it iThce for evernraore,B3orne highi beyoncl thecgolfs of death-
A joy that ripples on thy shore-

Vith Lifes vast hymn I blond my broath,." . .
".To., joy to se froni every shore

ur'on my sop makes pressure fond,Tlxy smnrise. redflenixîg sti!! before 1
Tlr lit, more love, more lifo boyond"

A FRUIT-BEARING BRANCH.
Polly Percy vas older and wiser in many

respects thn she was when she started on
her journey heavenward ; yet nany a
stumble slo had on the rougl, old path to
the goal. And even now, though for six
long years she lad been toiling steadily
onward, she sometines felt hersolf to bons
far as ever from the desired haven. This
she told Miss Merry one day, and that lady
though synpathetic, sniled a little at
Polly's woc-begone face.

"So it is a tiresomie way T' sie said,
holding the younger girls hands.

" Yes,itis," Polly adhitted sorrowfully;
and the werst of it is, I don't bear fruit,

Miss Merry."
"You ix metaphors, Polly," smied

the other. ''And do you really want to
bear fruit to His honor, dear?"

Polly nodded. "I don't suppose any
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lect, [iss Larcomlias made te nosb of
lier gifb, and ber works will follov ber.
The people love lier, for she knew lhow to
sing to theni. Christians read lier, for she
expressed them. The doubtingd and the
troubled seek lier, for she üplifted.tliem.

Hers lias been a good ivork, balanced
andbeautiful in spirit; cultivated in expres-
sion, and consecrated in aim. She has
been dear to thousands, and sie will be
inissed. I would ratlier have lier fame
than that of nany a poet called greatér, as
iudedicated criticisn calls greatness, whiose
regal gift lias been made plebeian by pal-
try metrical experiments, b imythological
mires or doubtful, modern niorals, or soul-
less and aiiless imagery. She is no "idle
singer of an emipty day." Her nost hu.
man poems-tiose on Fiiendship, which
we all know-have a serious and a sacred
touch :

"A friend.-it is another name for God.
Whose love inspires alllove. is all in all.
Profane it net., lest lowest shame befall 1

Worship no idol, whîeticr star or clod!
Nor think that an)y friend is truly thine.
Save nslife'sclosestlink with Love Divine."

Her hyntîs take us to clear and sunlit
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one would think so-but I hoped you
wvould. And I've tried-why, Miss Merry,
every norning I take one of the fruits-
gentleness or peace or patience, or sone
one ; thon I try to add te iy faith virtue,
and so on ; a fresh one every day till all
are taken, and then I begin over again.
But it's no use. I don'bsucceed; 'in just
as cross and impatient as ever. Now this
Lorni If took charity, and then accused
Lorrieof trying te parade lier honesty wlien
she owned she whispered in class. Oh,
it's no use 1"

Again Miss Merry smiled, but this time
her sweet blue eyes alinost overflowed as
she folded lier armis about poor Polly.

e Don't," she said, '' don't say that. He
will giie thee the desires oif thy heurt, dear
girl, and he says ho will purify unto
hiiself a peculiar. people. But arc yo
working in the riglht way, mîy Polly ?
Christ is the Vinle and you are-what ?"

"A branci."
"A nd now does a branch bear fruit?"
"By abiding t lii ; and I do try"-
"One moment, please. And ifa brancht

-onle of those, there-is to bear grapes,
what nust be the condition ?"

"It nust be joined to a vine."
" And thenwliat iakes the fruit grow "
" Why, the life of the vinle, of course,"

Polly said, with a puzzled air ; what was
all this leadiing te ?

But suppose i.t doesn't plan to bear any
grapes"-

lWhy, of course it doesn't plan, it just
bears then ; it has to, if it is joinîed to the
vinle."

" A ud," said Miss Merry, closing the na-
ture lesson, 'and dear, if we are joined to
the Viine,' we do not need to plan te bear-
fruit-the fruit cornes ; not always as
quickly as perbaps we expect, but in the
riglit tinme, and that time will cole morequickly according as the life of the Vine is
in us. 'If any man have not the Spirit of
Christ,' lie is none of bis, dear Polly, and
'the fruit of theSpiritis love, joy,peace.'"

" What a foolish branch I'vo been 1"
sighled Polly. " But, Miss Merry, how
shall I be able te have that life in me -
do tell me."

.And the wiser, older Christian, an-
swered sobèrly yet with a glad liglit in lier
cycs and a joyfully triumupiaitt noteo i lier
voice: "Polly, Jesus is the Word; he
says lie is comle that we, Polly Percy and
Merry Lambert, mîay have life, and that
we nay have it more abundantly ; dear,
you and I nust let the word of Christ dwell
in us."

And Polly has given up trying to bear
fruit ; and people are beginning te -sec in
lier life rici clusters of the fruits of the
Spirit, of which one is peace.- Well-Spring.

DON'TS FOR CHRISTIANS.
Don't speak impatiently to children.
Don't go where you cannot ask Jesus to

go with you.
Don't get so far away front lonetlhat

you have to leave your religion beind you.
Don't forget that noi matter where you

are sonebody is looking at you.
Don't go wherc you would not be willing

to die.
Don't give advice te others that you are

inot willing to folow.
Don't look whiere you know it isn't safe

to walk.
Don't go where you would not have your

children to follow you.
Don't go to sloep until you can forgive

everybody.-Bum's Hora.

LINE UPON LINE.

It is se much harder to lodge spiritual
truth in the humani mind than secular or
scientific, that the Bible teacher mîust
needs give "line upon line, and precept
upon precept." B.egbin the new lesson
by reviewig the past, sometiies for
several weeks past, wien the lessons are
on the sane line. Tien sinn up as yen
proceed to add the new truths, and at the
close sun up and review on all points
niade, and preseit the lesson as a whole.-
Swaday School Teacher.

DO IT NOW.
"Do It now the kindly decil,

Speakl it now, the chering v word;
Sone one waits; umaybe his need

Presses sorely. Good deferred,
Robs of half Its blest intent.

Giver and rocipient."


