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PÂT IN ADVAHCE.
'Thc wvhole e' maaklnd frac the carliest date,
Hla'c been barklng a bitlng 'gain4t fortune

and fate ;
To the niaist o' aur woes ire maun bew and

enidure thora
As nacbedy kiens hew te baailsh or cure thora.

But therec ne cure, I trow, that I'm frec to
disclose,

Would gang a greatw%%ay te unburdea cur wees;
The cure, man, is plain, Il ls scea at a glance-
Just keep, eut e' debt, nman, and pay la advaxice.

If ye'ro ceurtlng a bas, it*s thc best w y o' a',
Afore yc get marricd, tuc loy deen the lîaw;
And tell her, off-hand, withcut any pretense,
Te tak' came hew she handles the dollars and

pence.
Aitheugli at yeur werds she may fume and nMay

fret,
Resqtroin lier and charge lier te kcep ente Wdobt;
If she'll ne bie advlsed let lier c'en gang te France.
Ne'er marry a nmaid wha'l1l ne' pay la advaîîce.

Yot, should she censeat wi' yur plans te, agrce,
Ye'll mast bic as happy as happy caa lie:
But teniptatien may cerne, sac ye inaunna bie

Tac say, ilka day, Yc mîust pay as ye go.

When the ycars ivear awa, losh maxi, ye'll bce
tain,

lVhen ye sit 'zrang yeur liairniçs around yeum
hearthstane,

In the nîldst e' ycur gîe. rnan, whea ye ha'e
a. chaace,

Siag cor the bit sangle ca'd-Pay ln Advance!1

Herc's a battle song fer Lalior,
Hore's an anthcm for th"o Riht

For the toilera, and the meilerils,
For the mca whese lirawn and bene

Make the desert bloom and blessera
Like "The Valley cf Delight,"

And ling Pleaty wbeme wlthcut thcm
Famine gaunt wculd mear bis threne.

Hcre's a veice te cheer thein onward.
On their wvay frera darkncss sunward,
Place there! Fer-wamd, foremeat, vanîvard I

B3e the FIag cf Laber shown.

Le! thc day dawn!1 The horizon
New grews glad %with, frcdern's rays;

Le! tic portents cf the morroiý,,
Clouding, crcwding all the skies;

Hlark I tic breezes c'en are veiceful
WVith the sengs of pray'r and praise

That, obedient te the petent
Spell of Theught and Justice, risc.

'Hear the notes ef joyance swclling,
Dooni cf Wreng and Errer knelling,
Li ht¶ bas corne. the night dispelig

Tu1ýis bora and Falsehood de.

Frein Uic vallcys where the farmier
Plows andi doives andi sews thc soil;

From the facterles and forges
Where the million workcrs throng;

Freni tic discmiboell'd nicuntains,
Where the grlmy niincrs tell,

Hear thc poean rising jubilant

Swectly resonant and strong.
'1Glory 1for a nowv evangel
Cenîeth Nwlth a power to change 111!1
Hlall the message of the angel-

Justice trluniphs ever WVrouw c!"
D~ivîD ]RORTY.

S11UN TuIE DOTTLE!

WIT 111W
these gla ssywalls con fin c,

Tho muin lurkis
cf huivan kind.
More nîlselief
bore united
dwell, Anet more
diseases haunt
thils ccli, Than
erer plagucd
EgypUian fiocks.
Or ever cursed
Pandora's box.

WVithin theso prison
,%Valls Tt-poeo, 'lho

seeds of rnany a bloody
nese; Thec chattering
tongue; the horrid cadli;

The fist for ighting nothingz
loth; The blackcned eycs and

nose s0 rcd; l'le bloated face
and broken hcad! Ferover fas-
toed hie this door, Conflned
within a tbenscd more: Destruc-
tive flends cf liateful shape, Even
now arc plottlng for escape. Heore
enly by a cerk controlled, And
sîcader walls of glassy meulci,
In all their pomp of death reside,
1'wengze that ne'er was satis-

fled:- These SPI R ITS breed the
dcafily fruit 0f wvilful murder
and d ispute, Assauît that lne
cence assails, .And durance vile
ln gleemy jails: The giddy
thought on mischief bent, The
even ing heur ln folly spent: In
all these things the grogs appear,
Aad Jaek the han g isa in the
rear! Thrice happy hne -,%ho earlv
taught, fly nature, ne'er th's pol[
Bon souglît. Ia reason's scale bia
deeds are weighed. His spirit
needs ne foreign ald. Long life
ls his ia vigor past. Existence
*welcerne te the last. A spring
that nover yet grew stale:
Sucb virtue rests la Adam'sAie!1

THE DYING WVIFE.
Lay the babe upon xny beoem,

Lot nie feel ber sweet wvarm brcath;
Fer a strange chili o'ur me passes,

And I kaow that it is death.
I would gaze upea the treasure-

Scarcely given ere 1 goe;
Feel lier rosy diînplcd ingers

Wander e'cr rny cheek ef saoîv.

I amn passing threugh tho waters,
But a blessed shore appears;

Kacel bes«lc mie, husband dcarcst,
Let me kiss away tby tears.


