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tbome CttrcIe.
The Good Time Corig.

'Tis coinîng up the steep of tinlio,
And uhis old world is growing brigit or;

We may lot. sec its da.wn sublime,

Ye ihhopes mako the lietrt throb lighit or;

'Wheii it awakces tie wvorld in wvondor;
But wve hiave feit it gatl-erinig rotund,

And heard its voice of living thunder.
'Tis coming! yes, 'tis coining!

Tis coming now, the glorious tirno,
]Foretol(t by seers ani sxuuig iii story;

For which, Nvhen thinking wats a crimeî,
Souls leapt to Heavoni froin scafl*oid's glory:-

They pass&d, nor saîv the îvoîk they wronghit,
Now the crown'd luopes of centuries blo.ýsoi-n

But the live lighitning of tijeir thoughit
Anxd daring doeds, doUx. pulse carth's bosoîn.

'Tis coming ! ycs, 'tis comning!

Freedom! the tyrants kili thy braves,
Yet ln our memories live the sleepers;

And tho' doomed millions fced the graves
Dug by death's foerce, red-handed reape-s,

The world shall not forever hou'
To things uvhich mock God's own. endoavor.

'Tis nearor than they -%vot of nouv,
Whien flowers shall wreathe the sword forever,

'Tis coming! yes, 'tis coming!

Fraternity! love's othor naine !
Pear, H1eaven-connîectin îg link of beiîîg

Thon shail wo grasp thy golden dreani,
-As souls, full-staturod, grow far-seeing.
Thou shialt unfold our botter part,

Ami in Our lifo.cup yield mo' e hioney;
Liglit tir iith joy t'îe poor rnan's heai t,

And fivo's o,,%n world with smniles muxre siiinnu.
'Tis coming ! yes 'tis coming!

-Grcd Massey.

WiIl I Be Like You, Papa?

Prpa 1usd corne liomoý, and the cbldren were
glad i n zce himi: for hoe played deligbtful games
with fl-cml, and told then uvonderful atories. Ho
Joved bis family, and though hie bad lEarnced te
look tipon hIe wino whon it was.rod, yet lie -%as a
kind and tender father to bis eidren.

The faxnily was in the sitting-rociin, and littie
i3ix-year-ohd Freddie climbed on huis iathcr's kixc
anci asked hlm ail sorts of questions, w.id tahked of
what ho would do wvhon ho was a big unan,
and asked if hoe %ould bc like papa thon ; anîd) finalhy, aftor hookinig long and seriously luxto bis
father's face, the boy inquired:

"'Papa, -When I grow Up'to ho a man, -wilh rny
noce be red lik~e yours, and îny face ail swelled? "

Tho reddened face fluslhed yot redder, the tears
started fromn the fatiiers eyes, as lie drw is boy
te bis bosom, and caid in tones i-at îhilldthe
hcart of the wife anud mcther .iitli kt stuauîige iueu
joy:

"«No, Freè(die, plcuuFe God, ýou Nvcuît Le like
me wlion yon get tu Le a, man ; and ncithc(r w-lt

Tyoir father, my boy, fur fr iii this hoxur ) c wil;
lead a sober 111e."

A now light had dawned uipon, the fatliei-'a nuind.
lio had flot thoughit of hie littie boy being liko
Ihîn ; and that thought stirred bis lieart as it had
not beon stirred by soirmon or oration, ontreaty or
exhortation. .And- jet whoso example elhould a
child folhouv if not hue father's? Let fathere take
heed to their ways, and walk la paths whvlere their
children inay safc)y follow them.. -C'hri.itian Safo,-
çjnard.

Crossing The Bar.
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Saset and evening star-,
Ani one clear cail for me!

And niay there- ho no moauiing of the bar,
Wlie I put ont to son.

B3ut suchi a timoe as ocean seouns asleep,
Too full for sound or foam,

When that whlich dî-awni fronu out the 1 ouiiesr3

Tuu-ns axgalin home.

Tviliglit anud evoniuîg bell,
.2u.d af tor thuat tho dark

Ani lie, y there ho no sadness of fareweli,
WVhon 1 euabai-k.

For though froun ont our boumne of Timie and Place
Vie fldjjd may bear nie far,

1 hope to sec my Pilot face 'o face
Whien I have erossed the o.
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The Secret of Heai.-h.

Doiu't Nvorry.
Don't hîirry. "Too tiwift arrives as tardy as

too slow."

Douu't overeat. DoWtt starvo. "Lot your mode-
ration lie kuuown to ail mon."

Court thée fresu air day and niLlht, "'Oh, if --ou
knew what was in the air."

Sleep and rest abuuudantly. Slcop is naturo's
beniedictiox.

Spcnd less norvous energy eaclh day than you
make.

Be cheerful. "A light, heart hives long."
Thiuik ouuly good thouglits. IlAs a maxn thinkotb

iii bis heaî-t, 30 o le ."
Avoid ]passion and excitoniont. -A momont's

auîger nay ho fatal.
"Doni't carry Uhc uvholo world on your slioulders>,

far hess the univorso. Trust the Eteriizuak"
Nover despa ir '"lLost -hope is a fatal disoase. -
C.If yon I now1 these things, happy are ye if ye

do0 them'. -Laiws of Lufe.
co-_

Th-e Story of Rodgers.

A fow yoars ago, on aîiy sunuuy mornîng, a heap
of fiithy rags iiiighit bo secs stretchod on soine of
Uheclhales of a papor warehiuuse in a neigborluguity, %%ithi a btî-ung smoll of stale tobacco and
whiisly ]isngiuîg about it Turmning it over, as yoni
Nw culd a log, yuu would discover tho swvollen, pui-ple
face of whlat lhad once beon a hiandeome yoiurig inan;
but th'iere Nas littie hiopo that the bleared cyce, or
tliek toxiguu, wouhd give you an intt lgent answor.


