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The Pheenix.
BY MRY., LAWSON, HALIFAX, N 8.

Yo have heard the wondrous story
0f the strauge and eacred bigd,
Who in werrd and lonely glory
In the far-off ages stiveed ?
Hood and feathers greon aud golden,
Burnished wing snd erimson breast,
And by scers and sages holden
Messenger of Goid’s behest.

Through the mystic Iinstern ages,
Living five in haunted air—

Centuries folded up their pages,
Still the wondrous bivd was thero.

Generations camo and ended,
Numberless in mul .tude,

But the Pheenix lone and splendid
In its changeless beauty stood,

None ou earth its secret sharing,
Day of death and hour of doomn;
On with stately preseuco hoaring
Ever thiough the coming gloom
Boughs of trankineense, scent laden,
Gathered where the dew-drops press,
Myrrh, whose twigs like weeping maiden
Held life’s sweot in bitterness.

All the fragrant branches heaping
Into one grand funeral pyre,

While the stars their watch were keeping ;
Higher grew the pile und higher,

Untal morning’s roxy fingers
Rent the curtain night had drawn,

And with touch that faints nor lingers
Flooded all the golden dawn.

To the altar ho had moulded
With brave step and fiory eye,

Head etect, and plutnage folded,
Went the lonely bird to die.

Ambient smoko tho ait perfuming
From that stow and sacred fire,

Al s glovious life consuming —
Uly ashes strew the pyro.

Sage and seer their watch ave keoping ;

As they gaze with straining eyes,
From the holoeaust is leaping

New boun bird in glovious guise— .
Brighter, stutelios than the sire

Who had passed the flame away !
Getm unfolding out of fire

Into full unclouded day,
Still to walk adown the uges,

Or through realms of ether flying,
Folding up the centuries’ pages,

Symbol of a life undying.

Country Life in Ireland.
BY D. JANES.

Tar farmers iu the north of Ireland
were nbout as contented ns the Cana-
dian farmers, They — tho farmers
—are a priviloged class, allowed to
grumble when it suits their purpose
or quiets theit mind. Tho rents of
good arable land are from four to six
dollars per Irish mere. Cowrts are
held from time to time for their re.
duction, when the tenant may apply
for redress if he decms tho vent a
burden. Some of the farmers ave
making money, and are quite con-
tented ; others, like people here in
York County, are only making =
living,

The farmers of the north depend
very much upon flax, oats, and pota-
toes for their profit. The yield of
potatoes was very large, and the
quality was botter than any I ever
saw in “Comada. - I measured vines
between five and six feet long, yet the
tubers were plentiful, and of good
tize, Was pnt aware that the Irish

farmer depended s6 much upon pota-
toes ns an article for feeding stock
and hongehold eonsumption.  In some
honses the potato-pot is over the fire
from morning to night. Not being
able to raise peas, it ia fortunate so
good a substitute i found in the po-
tutn for their stack.

Whiles a great majoricy of the hold-
ings are small—about twenty acres—
yeu in some places (east of Dungannen
for instance) the farms are from one
to two hundred neres, have goud out-
buildings and fine orchards. The
stack-yards aro neatly kept, and were
well fiilled.

On tho small holdings, the small-
ness and irregularity of shape of the
fields attracts the notice of a CUana-
dian. Yet this is not so much the
fault of the people as of the land laws,
which are being modified from time to
time.  Much of the land is naturally
wet ; snd when the tenants reclaimed
it from the second growth of trees and
shrubs, the small portions reclaimed
each year was enclosed by a Jitch and
fenee, answering a double purpose of
protecting it from the stock and encry-
ing the water from tha cultivated
land. Another reason why the fields
are so irregular is, that the roads are
very crooked—ut least they appoear so
to a stranger, although, perhaps, not
to a native.

Ono day, when out for a drive of
gonie fen or twelve miles, and making
enquiry as to the direction to take for
a certain place, the reply was to “keep
straight on.” 1 thought the answer
peculiar ; for, during the two weeks I
was in the country—with ono single
exception—I never saw two niles of
what we in Canada would call &
straight road. The roads keep the

alleys as much as possible, making it
much easior in the draught of vehicles,
Bug if the roads nve crocked, yet the
surface of tho roadbed is so smooih
and nico that I never saw them nearly
equalled in Canada. The less travelled
roaes are in such a high state of re-
pair, that a full load can be drawn at
any and all seasons of the year. The
drives are most enchanting, having a
smooth and hard veadbed, and the
ensy reclining seat of a jaunting-car.

Nico hedges of various shades of
green, the flowers and berries of the
shrubs in the rows, the famous holly
tree, the spreading beeclhies and elms,
the vich green of hill and feld, the
well-kept lawns, make quite®s contrast
to the wooden fences, brown and tree-
less fields of Canada.

The Advice of Miss Alcott.
Oxce, in the audacity of youth, 1
wrote to Miss Alcott a lotter, tho
tenor of which iz indicated by her
prompt, characteristic reply, hevewith
shown you. It may help some of you
‘young people, as it did me :-—
“ Concord, October 24th.
«J. P. True: Dear Sir,—I never
copy or ‘polish,’ so I have no old
MS8. to send you; and if X had it

would be of little use, fo prerson'’s
method iz no rule for muotier.  Bach
must. work in his nwn way, and the
only drill needed is to kvup wrifing‘
ond profit by criticism.  Mind gram-
mar, spelling, and punctuation ; uee
sharl words; and express as biiefly ss
you ean your weaning Young peo
ple use too many adjectives, and try
to ‘write fine The strongest, sims
plest words are best, and no foreign
ones if it can bo helped.

“Wrice, and print if you can; if
not, still write—and improve as you
go on. Read the best books, and they
will improve your style. See and
heor good speakers and wiss people,
and learn of them  Work for twenty
years, and then yca may some day
find that you have a style and place
of your own, and can command good
pay for the same things no ane would
take when you were unknown.

“ I know little of poetry, as I never
read modern attempts; but advie
any young person to keep to prose, as
only once in a century is thero a true
poet, and_verses are so easy to do that
it is not much help to write them,

“T have so many letters like your
own that T can say no more, but wish
you success; and give you, for a
motto, Michnel Angelo’s wise words :
¢Genius is infinite patience.’

“ L. M. Avcorr.

«P,8,—The lines you send are bet
ter than many T see; but boys of
nineteen cannot know much about
hearts, and had better write of things
they understand. Sentiment is apt
to beerme sentimentality; and sense
is always safer—as well as better—
drill for young fancies and feelings.
Read Ralph Waldo Ewmerson, and see
what goou prose is, and somo of the
best poetry we have. I wwuch prefer
him to Longfeilow.”—8t. Nicholas.

A Noble Wife.

Durixa the revolution in Poland
which followed the revolution of Thad-
deus XKosciusko, many of the truest
and best of the sons of that ill-fated
country were forced to flee for their
lives, forsaking kome and friends.
One of those who had beon most enger
for the liberty of Poland, and most
bitter in the enmity against Russia
and Prussin, was Michael Sobieski,
whose ancestor had been a king &
hundred and fifty years before,

Sobieski had two sons in the patriot
ranks; and the father and sons had
been of those who persisted in what
the Russians plensed to term rebellion,
and a price had been set upon their
heads.

The Archduke Constantine was
eager to apprehend Michael Sobieski,
and learned that the wife of the
Polish hero was at home in Cracow,
and he waited upon her.

# Madam,” he said, speaking po-
litely, for the lady was beautiful and
queenly, “I think you know where
your husband and sons are hiding.”

“JT know, air.”

“Itf you will tell me where your
Imshund is your sons shail be pac
doned.”

“ And <ol be <afe ??

“ Yoo, Madam, 1 swear it, Tell we
whete o hnshand is ('ﬂnl:t-nlvd, foned
both you aned yonr song shall be sato
and nnbarimed.”

“Then, sir,” snswered the noble
wowan, riging vith a dignity sabline,
and lyying her hand wpon her borom,
“he lies coneenled here—in the Leart
of his wife —and you will have to tear
thi+ heart out to find him”

Tyranut -~ he wasg, the Archduke
adired the answer, and the spirit
which had inspired it ; and desruing
the good will of such & woman worth
seeuring, he forthwith published a
pardon of the father and sons,

Cigarettes,

Tue increase in the use of cigar
ettes by boys is really alaruing. There
are over a billion and a half manu
factured, and the number has been
arowing at the rate of abont a quarter
of a willion por year. It is estinuted
that from one-third te onellf of all
the cigarettes consumed are smoked
by lnds under fourteen years of age.
Cigars are harmful enough—to grow-
ing lads partienlarly so—butr cigar-
ettes are tenfold worce.  Therr action
18 compatatively quick and deadly.
Cigarettes make havoe of the nervous
system. Not a few cases are being
reported of young men who bave been
unable to rally from the elivets of the
poison inhaled through them. ’There
should Le a law, rigidly enforeed, pro-
hibiting their use by persens under
sixteen years of age. So long as there
is no such law, teachers in the Sunday-
schools should wisely counsel the buys
in their clusses against having any.
thing to do with them. It would be
ditlicult to render them a more im-
portant service. Still, it should be
borne in mind, that the cigar cannot
well lecture o cigarctte.

Having Revenge.

PeorLe somictimes say, “ Revengs
is sweet.”” Often it is not—but quite
the reverse.

One time a certain little bay was
stung by a honey-bee.  OF course it
hurt, and he dotermined to have re-
venge, e got a stick, went to the
hive, .pushed up among the bers, and
commepced punching them. Very
soon & lot of them came out to see
what was the matter. It took no
time to find out, and at the boy they
flew. ‘Thoy stung him on his hands
and face, aud mude him yell and run
with pain. They left so much poison
in him that ho waz vevy sick, and his
mother had to put him to bed. ¥ora
day or two his face was so badly
swelled that his eves were almost

elosed.

This little boy conclided revenge
was not sweet, and he was very care-
ful after that about having revenge.




