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LITTLE LESSONS.

A cilver-winding streamiet,
Thtough an emeraid meadosi fl-jwicg,

Flecks ol ligbt and V'ue se bright.
Back frein its su: face thiewsug.

A cl;invy, worffiand blossorn
Forth froin the datk cafth springirg,

Fillirg ttc air with ý fragrance rare,
And j y to the wild wood bringieg.

A elcaux of tbe glancing sunlight
Dztp inte the forest steaiirg,

Lghtiug it low wtih a golden glçjw,
And beauties rare rtvealîrg.

A crystai flike fromthie suowcloud,
Se pure and fait and wite~,

A perft cý forn frç i out the vorm,
That filled the winter night.

Only a crystal dewdrop
To the iiy's petal clirging,

A jr-wel bzight in a setîiug white,
lis mite of beauty bringing.

A bit of buddiaiz cbiidbood,
Yet great are its giftc; of sweeinesF,

There is notbiug se srnaii but it bolds in thralJ
Feul beauty and conipieîeness.*

Oh. touch of baby fingets,
And g earn cf eyes se cleair,

Ob, lead us on till the days are gene,
0f our toilsoime journey here.

Sweet sounds of cbildish laughter,
Sweet love of heatts se tue,

The dazk old earth had lest its mirth,
Ob, chIldiren, but for you.

A-NE-s WOODMAN.

THE POET 0F THE FUTURE

O the pcet of the future!1 He wiii corne te. n
as corne3

Thre beauty o! the bugle*s voic.- above the roa
of drum,-

Thre beauty ci thre bugle's voice above tir
roar arnd dtin

Of battle-drurns that pulst the tîne the victo
matches in.

i-is hands will hoid ne batp, in sootir; hi% lifte
brow will bear

No ceronet of iaurel-nay, nez symbol any
-where,

Save that bis paints are brothers te thre toiler'
at the plow,

His face te beaven, and tire dew of duty un hi
brow.

He will sing acrets the rneadow-aud the wo-
Man at tire well

Wil, stav the drippng bucket, with a stuce in-
tff.bie ;

Aud the childien ini the orchard wili grze wiEt-
fully the way

Th! happy seug cernes Ite e, witb the frag,-
rance ef the hay ;

The bain 'W!!) neigh in auswer, and the pasture-
lands behind

Will chirne with beils, and send respensive
lewiugs down the wind ;

And ail the echees cf the wooci will jubilantly
caii

Ici sweetest mirnicry of that eue sweetest veice,
ef ail.

O the peet of thre !u!ure 1 He will cerne as
tan te tan,

With the beuest atm e! laber, and thre honteet
.f ice ef tas',

The houest ireart of iowiiness, the bonest £eui
of leve

Fer human.icind and nature-kind abeut bit,
and eabave.

His bauds will held ne bt zp, in sues-; bis lified
brow will beaz

No cerouet ef iaurei-nay, uer symbel any-
wbere,

Save that bis paîts are brothers te, tbe toiiez's
i ae the de e dtyonbi

Hi aetheaven, -and the dwo uyo i
brow.

-James Wiiicomib Riley.

OUR COSY CORNER.

Yes, dear cousins, winter is here
again, and though at timnes it places a
limit to Our freedosw, yet it is in itself a
dear delight, possessing flot less of
beauty and pleasure than the sumnmer
season, and though it wraps our belov-
ed blossoms beneath a coverlet of
white, with draperie%, we know it is
only protecting them while they slumn-
ber, to rise again with renewed fresh-

s ness in the corning sprin9', and though
zwe may feel som-ething like its chillin.u

0cr spiritual natures we may corrclude
e that our buds of promise that lie hid

r beneath the ice may be the better for
'rits comning, and tise to bloomn again in

d heaven's good time. In regard to faith,
if our faith ' is right it will be with us
always ; nor sunstroke, nor chill can
drive it away. \Vhen we hear scine-
thing that is in keeping with it the

la heart says "'Amen," and when we hear
that which is flot in harmony with it
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