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'Twas late beore Caleb Mcl)onald wvent to bcd that ia(igt.
lie sat in his large arm--chair, and the fire-lighlt froni the largre
wide hieartli shione upon a, ponderous volume on Iis knce. Over
bis countenance stole a sol'tened expression as lie read -%vith a,
niew intercst the old, old story of fIliin who wvas richi yet for our
sakes becamie poor.

Since thiat nighlt maxîy have been the bicssings invoked iipon
Caleb McDonaid's hand 'iOld Skia-fliat>' is a titie no loniger
used. Thie deacon's hecad 15 groving wvhiter, hiis step more un-
certain; before many suns roll round, lie wvi11 pass l'rom this te
the othier side. But lie is happy in the thoughit, and in thiat dziy
iiiany wviil risc up te cail 1dm blessed.

Tyro, j876. B. A. C..

TO A COMRADE.

Give me thy hiand, for mny years have flcd
Since we as coînrados v.roughit on Tndias strand,
And nioons have w anod d friends have passcd away;

Give me thy liand.

The w'orid relis en wvith its brighit sistor orbs,
That pass and repass in thecir paths of ighlt.;
Great rivers flow, thecir drops return in rain,

XVc nicet te-ni(rht.

One will there is thiat gruides these radiant sphoercs,
One love alone can reachi the sons of men,
No joy is found in wanderings wild, until

Thecy turn agai.

And se to thoe, thioughr niiny voices cal
Witlh Babel accents, in thiat Orient land;
Friends muay growv cold. yet whien wve nicet again

Give me thy hiand.

L. GAftSIDE, '95 (Ti>

i


