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Tu3E OLD HOMESEAD).

DY ?4ELL M. MOFIAT.

1, bore itie, thtdLr old place'
nhagdthrough all theo yoars,

oliko somo ewoet, aiirfc
Kfy chiidhood'a homo appeaors.

ho grand cid troos bosido the door
Still aproad their branches wide;

lie river waxiders ce of yore
With swiftly runuing tido;
o diBtaat his look green and gray,
Th'i flowera are blooming wild,
nd everything looks gay to-day
As whon I wua a child.

gdies how the years have fIewn,
ffalf-wondering 1 stand;
catch no fond endearing tono,
I clasp no friendiy band.
thjnk My Mothors emilo to meot,
I list my father's call,
pause te hear my brother's foot
Oorae bounding tbrough the hall;

ut silence r.1l around me reigns.
A chili eceps through my heart;

go trace of those 1 love romains,
And tears unbidden start.

biat though the snnbeams fall as fair,
4Whab though the building îiowera
till shed their fragrance on the air
Witbin life's golden hourm;

hoeloving loues that cluster bore
Those walle may net restore;
oice8 that filled my youthful ear
Wili greet my seul no more.

li nd yet I quit the dear old place
With slow and Jingaring traia,
a when we kiss a olay-cold face
A.nd leave it with the dead.

TRUT]IFUL AND OBEDIENT.

CîAu Cn harlie!"lo clear and 8weet
voice rang ont ov'er tho comuon.

That's inother! I cried one of the beys,
ntly throwing down hie bat and pick.

up bis ciap d jacket. "Don't go yet
eoit out! Juet finish this game,"

.jdthe playors in noisy chorus. I
et go right oif, this minute. 1 told

oUlir Id corae whene ver she called.»
Ilake believe yon didn't heur f I thoy ail
laimed. l'But I did heur' " l lShe»l
*or know yen did." Il'But 1 know it

-»IlLot him go," said a bysbandor.
ou can do nothing with him. He is

to hie xnother's apron strings." IlYes.11
Charîjo, "anud thore is where e'.ery

lought to be tied ;and in a bard knot,
poé l.Bu wouldn't bc such a baby os

ute minute aho called," said one.

1 dun't caîl it 1babyaeh to.keop une à wurd,''
said tho obedient boy, a beautiful lighit
glowing in bisbin eyoa -IIcalliinanly
for a follow to keeop bis wor-1 to biri
inother, and if ho duesn't kcop hut word
to lier, you nce if ho keeps st te anyono
else."

DOT'S WELOOME.

DOT HUNT WaS a sweet a chilil as yen
over saw. -1~o wus beautiful, tffl, and
everybody lovod bier bocause qhp, waB
loveby. Sho wus an onby chiid of &
wealthy widow, and bier homo was oe
of elegance aud culture. Thoro nover was
a kindor or more generous child or oee
more compassionate. If whilo driving in
the grand carniage baside bier manmma, eboe
saw a chibd grieveil or injured, she was
net happy mntil somothing was donc to
eomfort or help it. If a beggar child
came to the door, sho turned beggar, tee,
beg-ging Aun, the cook. te feod tbe hungry.

But Dot was only fivo years old. I tell
yen this se that yen wiil net wonder at
what I arn about te relate.

Dot went te churcb for the finit timo,
one bright summer day. Shoe was a
perfect bbossum in ht'! snuwy whitu dree,
with a buncb of roiebutla fatted in thio
broad sasb.

At the church door steod a plainly
dressed woman with a '.ery tsad face, and
beside bier a little girl of perbaps ton
years o! age, the latter wearing a calicu
dresa and a very common-booking brown
straw luit. Poople wcre guing into the,
church vMr fast, but nu unu seemed tu
notice the Bad.booking woinan and lier
daughter. Presently a suuisbiny vuirp-
broke the icy coldnes of the church-
geers; it was Dot's.

IlIsn't you doim' tei church ? " askod Dot
of the bittle girl.

IlIt isn't our church , we're strangers;i
wu don't know whoro e Wgo," antworud the
littie girl.

',Ifsa God' chnrch," Dut iado. moi, rently,
"'Come with mammnj an' me, thuru8 blu
of rooni in lod's cbnrcb."

The weary weman lotuked inte Mtrâ
Hunes face îjnestioningly, atid athuugli
tho lattere face fliaabad, :ilhu tiecuadcd her
bittle daugbtcr's hearty invitatieu.

l'îes, do corne with nstpi. e. she
said, IoWe wilb bu glad t, hàlvu yun And
presently, eeated aide by iiide in 'Ood's
church' were the chiliren of puvcrty and
%yeabth. Thoro had beeu % niumber o!
witne.we te th(-, pretty scoune, and more

ithan, -ie face tiusheld -with shaino ws the
w-er, during bis reading, gave this

pw~ago,.%"I waa a strnger ani ye k
Me in."

Wua it Jeans looking througli Uiat sad
woiuan's oyea? JeAns looking throngh
lier littie danghter's cyca?7

IlInasmuch a yo have done It unto the
loaat of thoeo, ye have donc it uit me."

And al ter tho service, more than oe
richly drmoad lady shook bande lcindly
with the Ilstraugere," and mo do thoîn
wolcomo.

Dot nover knew bow foriorn, how home-
nick, how desolate, those two strangors
baolà belon bofore hoer gontie welcomo
reachod thoir seuls, but her fint Sunday
at church had taught eome Il childron of
largor growth I a besson sadly noeded.

And Io 1 how great a troc growe £rom
a littie acorn. Tho Il trangera who bad
corne to the city frein a boreavod borne,
frein wnicli death had taken bel ovod unes,
and anoney liail takci wings, fonnd
f riends ani plonsant and profitable ernply-
ment. low fur a fîite candle throwa
its hennis!

A PENNY AND A PRAYER, MO.

"W,-s that your penny on the table
sue -mkud grauîiia, as the ffl- dren-

caiu in fruni Sabtatti, ticholol- «Il sw it
alter yen w'..it and 1 was afraid yen iad
forgotten it."

'01ii, no grandmna, mine went into the
box ail safely."

* Didyua drop anytbing in with it?"
asked granilima.

-Why, no, ma'arn," said Susie, looking
iurprisetl. 1 liadn't anything ta put in.
You know, I carn my penny every woek
by gotting up early and going for the
iik."

IIYes, I remember, dear. Do yott know
just what becomea ef your penny 1

"No, ma'am»
"Do you care'i'
"Oh, indeed I du, à% ,grMt dual. I warit

it te do geod somewher&'
. Webi, thon, oc, ery Sil.baitl, %when yen

drop your penny in, whj, dun't yon drop
a prayer in, tee, that yetîr p'-nny may bc
blessedi in itq work and di, goo.I wirvic4-
fur ed?î Don't you thii-k Jf ucry pcn
carried a prsay.r çyt itiaa. the ikney tilt
6chuub senthi awity wuuil-1 du a wtuntorful
work ? Just tbink e! the prayers thuo.
would go out, buttie 'îcru>a the o ccan, atie
away off amolmg the Intlzag.»

. 1 neyer thongbt u! tha~ti grundoa.
The prayer wi-uId du ais noluch g"u as th,
penny, àl it waa a real true prayocz.
wouldn't it? îLi. gu;ng t-, reznombtr, and,

Inet lot My penny go alune again.",


