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Our Mothor,

smany lips are saying this,
; d falling tears to-day,
nimany hearts are aching sore,—
i mother’s passed away ;
watched hor fading year by yoar,
hoy wont slowly by,
%t far from us o'en the foar
ffiat sho could ever die,
seomed so good, 2o pure, so true
S our admiring oyes,
ever dreamed this glorious frait
s ripening for the skies ;
{whon at last the death-stroko eamo,
Ma awift, 8o suro, 80 true, .
Shourts that held her hero so “ast
Ford almost brohen too,

»

bed hor in familiar dress,
smoothed her gray heir down,
o ono Iast kiss, thon laid her 'mid
he autumn leaves so brown ;

M cach took up the broken thread
Jife and all its cares ;

sod the heart ‘mid daily tasks—
‘inlss our mother's prayors,

ne’er shall know from what dark paths
Moy may have kept our faet ;

holy will their influence bp

hile ench fond leart shall beat;

“as we tread the thorny way,

Fhich hor deur foot have trod,

shall feel onr mother’s prayors

ding us up to God,

' for the one still left to us—

ur father, old and lone,

o hears perhaps by night and day
ie old familiar tone—

'Ll gather closer round him now

y guard from every ill,

near the darksome river sido
waits & higher will,

vhen the storins of sorrow come

o each bereaved heart,

faith glance upward to the home
here we shall never part;

Micro one awaits with loving eyes

0 seo her childyen come,

¢ by one we cross the'flood

d reach our heavenly home.

Lettors from Florida.
BY THY EDITOR.

‘WE reprint from the Toronto Globe
following account by the Editor of
RorE AND Scuoor, of his visit to Flor-

MBIt i o very striking change from the
Bld and blustering March morning on
ich I loft Toronto, to the warm,
mmer-liko day on whick I write
50 notes by an open window, and
dly seek the shade when out of doors.
I rode over the Oredit Valloy, and
Canada Southern Railways through
festern Ontario, the fields were cover-
with snow. As I passed through
fichigan and Ohio tho snow gradually
Bisappeared, st Cincinvati I took the
mfortable buffet sleeping car of the
pouisville and Nashvillo road, and in
venty-six -hours passed from the do-
in of winter to that of summer. Onse
‘the most striking characteristics of
ic South is the ubiquitous presence
[ our brother in black,” and a very
dllic* urcsque object he is. There isabout
im a strange immobility of attitude.
A8 ho stands motionless as a statue he

iIboks like a black bronze antique,

But to see him. at his best you should
te him in animated conversation with
4is brother black. Then
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m white teeth gleam, his eyes fash,

B his jolly laugh pours forth peal on

peal in an  inexhaustible Hood. A

¥y small joko causes infinite merri-

pgucnt, and.you feol that « a jest's pros-

- @ crity lics in tho car of him “that hear-

BLh it.”

' JE: Pensicola, on.tho Gulf of:Moxico, is
o first Florida port at which we.

& top. It hag a noble harbour, and some-
i wes floats moro square-riggod shipping

s

, than any port in tho United States,
Tt is a favorito gail down the harbour
to the historie Iort Pickens, Fort
MoRae, and the U, 8, Nayy-yard.
‘The principal exports are timber and
naval stores. All through Alabama
aud Northorn Floridn are vagt * burpan-
tino orchards” of the long-needled pitch
ipine. Tho treon are scarfed with
chovron-shaped gashes through which
exudes the resinous ssp Thin is col-
lected and in rude forest stilly-is monu.
factured into turpentine, tar, and resin,
A very picturesquo and rather uncanny
mght it is to see the night-fires of theso
atills and the gnome-iko figures of the
blacks working amid the flames,

THE S80UTHERN CHAUTAUQUA,

There are few moro striking ovi-

qua movement than the existence of a
saccessful Chantauqua Assembly here
in the heart of Flonda, 1t bLuds fair in
time to rival its Northern prototype.
Thegrounds aremaguificent—=60 acres,
surrounding 2 lovely luke & mile in cir-
cumforence. At night, when illumi-
nated with a score of blazing camp
five, it looks like fuiryland, The pro-
gramime covora a month, and embraces
lectures, coacerts, veadings, stereopticon
entertajuments, illustrations in  cos-
tume of oriental life, ote. Neow York,
Boston, Chicago, St. Paul, Toronto, and
other remote places are represented.
Prof. Sherwin, Col. Cowden, Governor
Perry, QGeneral C. B. Fisk, President
Hopkins, Dr. Deems, Col. Bain, Bishop
Walden, Dr. W. H., Withrow and a
host of others give variety to the exer-
cises. If, in this sparaly-settled country,
such & successful Agsombly can be held,
wo think it

BEYOND QUESTION THAT A CANADIAN
CIIAUTAUQUA

on the Niagara would be an equally
great success, Here the local patronage
is almost ni/, the great bulk of the
visitors aro from the North, and » great
attraction it is to exchunge our March
winds for out-of-door amusements and
pleagant company in the Sunny South.
The management of this Assembly think
that they can greatly help our Uana-
dian Chautauqua by organizing summer
excursions to take in the falls, Niagara,
and Toronto. Canadians might recipro-
cate by retwrning the visit with benfis
to both parties.

JACKSONVILLE.

‘This pleasant city is the great ron-
dezvous of tourists and health-gseekers
in the South. Tt is the largest city in
the State, jts resident population being
about 16,000, but probably 100,000
tourists pasy through it during the win-
ter-months. It ig always a surprise to
the Northern visitor, On one side of
the car is the St. John iiver, with
its palmetto-fringed” shore, and on

city greets his eyes. Fine buildings,
crowded stveets, and tho rush and bus-
tle of a Northern city are gomething
unoxpected in o region long considered
almost & wildorness. A large busiuess
is done in lumber, cotton, sugar, fruit,
fish and early vegetables. Of tho red
Tlorida pine about 50,000,006 feot aro
shipped annunlly. It is w remarkable

a very fine grain and taking a beantiful
‘| polish, It is so saturated with resin
thab it catches firo irom o match like
tinder. This resinous quality makes
it very enduring when used for ship-
building.

dences of the growth of the Ohsutau-

the other.side an almost metropolitan

waood, heavier and havder than osk, of.

87, AUGURTIN®.

From Jacksonville you go overy-
whero in cast Floride, A favourite
trip is up the Bt, John river and by
rail to 8t. Augustine on the Atlantic
const,  The railroad traverses barren
pine flats whero not & houee or sign of
lifs moots the oye, St. Augustine 1s
the oldest scttlement in the United
States, and its history carries one back
almost to the middle ages. It waa found-
cd by the Spaniards in 1565, more than
half a century before the landing of
the Pilgrims at Plymouth., It still
retaing much of its Spanish aspect,
strangely quaint and in havmony with
its romantic higtory. The mediweval
fort and gateway, the nurrow erooked
streets, tho Moorish bell tower, the
shovel-hats and black gowns of the
pricsts, tho gliding figures of the nuns,
and the dark hrown and black eyes and
hair of the people seem like a chapter
from life in old Spain. The indolent
gweot-do-nothing air of the natives
complote the resemblancoe. The most
interosting feature of the Ltown ix the old
fortSan Marco, now Fort Marion, It was
captured from Spain by tho British, and
wag said to be the handsomest fort in
the King's dominions. Its castellated
battlements, its frowning bastions, bear-
ing the royal Spauish arms; its port-
cullis, moat and drawbridge; its
commanding look-out tower and time-
stained, moss-grown, massive walls im-
press tho observer as a relic of the
distant past, while its heavy casemates,
its dark passages and gloomy duogeons
guggest still darker memories, Any-
thing more thoroughly quaint ang
unfamiliar to Canadian. ayes it would he
bard to conceive,

Both Sides.

AVANina carriage was riding along,
A gaily dressed wife by his side ;

In satin and laces she looked like a queen,
And he like o king in his pride.

A wood-sawyer stood on the street as they
passed ;
The carringe and couple he eyed :
And said as he worked with his saw on a log;
¥ wish X was rich and could ride.”

The an _in the carringe remarked to his

wife,
*“One thing I would give if I could—
I'd give my wealth for the strength and the
heulth
Of the man who sawed the wood.”

A pretty young maid, with a bundls of work,
\Whose face, like the mo’rning, was fair,
Went tripping along with a smile of delight,

¥ fhile humming o love-breathing air.

She looked on the carriage: the lady shesaw,
Arrayed in apparel so fine,
Aad said in a whisper, “I wish from my
heart
Those satins and laces were mine.”

The lady llookcd out on the maid with her
work,
So fair with he= calico dress,
And said, “I'd relinquish position and
wealth,
Her beauty and youth to possess.”

Thus it is in the world, whatever our lot,
Qur mindg and our time we employ

In longing and sighing for what we havo not,
Ungrateful for what wé enjoy.

Too Late.

To all who havae ever felt remorse the
mere thought of it should be caution
enough againgt breaking the laws of
duty and right conduct ; bnt thousands
who-aro uninfluerced by higher moral
restraints rush into wrong-doing with-
out thinking of self-roprouch and pun-
ishment that are sure to come. The
following containa = lesson to hot-

headed youth who are in dangor of

| (]

- breaking their mothers’ hearts hy dis-
ohedienco or hasty, unfilial worda:
i They were sitting in ths waiting-
room of the depot togethor—the dapper
little man who looked as thongh ho
might, bn a commercial traveller, aud
the great, rough fellow whose cowhide
houts, shaggy garments, and broad
brown Mexican hat told that he wag
fresh from gowe gomi-civilized region of
the West, The Wosterner sat looking
out of the window npon the dreary con-
fusion of tracks, switches, frogs, and
snorting froight engines, Just at thas
moment he seemed liko a man without
a frivnd in the world, and out of pure
sympathy the commercial traveller
attempted to strike Up a convervsation:

“ Got long to wait?” he asked, in a
friendly tone.

“’Bout an hour,” was the short an-
BwWor.

“ (oing far?”

“ Nigh onto a hundred miles back
into the kentry,”

“Yes, whero?”

 Stranger, I'm going howme, Home.”

“So! Been away long?”

“'Bout ten yeard.”

*'Ten years, and now you are going
home! Well, that’s pleasant. I know
I'm only away about a month ata time,
y2t when I come back I'm ag happy as
a gosling in a sun-shower.  Fact; you
wouldw’s think I'm sentimental, yet
when I'mt on my way home the cars
ngver seem to go fass enough, and 1
can’t think of anything but home, home,
all the time till I'm there, My! but
I'd like to be in your shoes for a short
time, just to feel how happy you must
be! Tolks all well, I suppose?”

“Stravger, I'm going back to my
mother's funeral, +It's ten year, ten
long, long year, since I saw her last,
and then I went away saying 1 never
wented to ses her again, I did that to
my mother. But T was not much more
than a boy then, and I didn't know
what I was doing. It was my mother,
but I'm not to be blawmed too harshly.
And after I went away I never sent a
letter home—not one, but I always
meant to. She used to write me suck
heavt-breaking letters that I, great,
rough miuer as 1 was, couldn't keep

| the tears back, You see, I didn't write

because I was always a-—a thinking
that I would strike rich, and then I
would go bome and just show the
old folks what money and case was;
but—Dbut-—bat, stranger, I put it off too
long. T was going home next week.
I was going to surprise ’em, and I bad
enough money to make their old age
comfortable ; bug, stranger, she went
howe before I did.”

And he wiped hig horny, san-browued
hand across his eyes. Theve was silence
for a fow minutes, then he continued:
“Don’t think the worse of me for that,
stranger ; I may be 2 grown man, bub
somehow, I can’t keep tears out of my
eyes. They will come. Yousece, I was
the youngest. I was the baby—her
boy, she used to call me; and when I
grow up I wanted to see the world, to
see life. Bub she wanted me to stay
at home, and I was hot-headed and—
and I went away. Bub I always dream-
ed ot coming back, and hers when I
was. veady it was too late, toolate. A,
strangor! I can't help it.”

But the other said nothing, There
was a lump in his throat that provented,
and he looked toward the window un-
dor pretence of wiping his forehead
with his handkorchief, but it was only
to conceal the mojature that came unbid-
den to his eyes.—Sel,




