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11FROEs there are unknown ta rame,
That live andI (lie without a name,
And yet whose lives niight put t0 shame

The proud of birth.
Meek, humble, unassuming ones,
Ye are the spiritual auns

That giadden earth.

My oId schoolmaster, Upright John,
Tho' ta the world but liftie known,
Was one who might have filiet a throne;

Well would il be
If al] earth's thmones werc aniy fiiied,
And men, were taught, and trained and drilled

By such as he.

Wide was his spiiulkn
One bon t.gude with tangue andI pen;
A leader, yea, a king of men 1

A sou! upright
Meanness and Malice, Lust and Greed,
And ail their hungry, heartless breed,

Quailed in his sight.

A bulwark to the miltI andI meclt,
A staff was he te ail the weaic,
A voice for those who could flot speak,

And sorrow lone,
Witb flanc ta succor, nonec ta cheer,
HIad aye thy synipathetic tcar -

Great hearted John!

Many there are could look on cieath,
And willingiy resign their breath;
But few like thee could face men's wrath,

And nobly dare
The bîgot's frown, the tyrant's snoul,
The pointed finger of the foui,

So few can heur.

And leavung speculutions high
For common things that round us lie-
Thungs tuat aur unmost spirits try, pk wrsfl
Vea, living wards, ail void of art,
The very coinage or bis heurt,

I heur them yet:

FaIsehood may flourish for an hour,
And sit within the scat of power,
AndI virtue in her presence cowcr,"

But sureiy she'l be overcast, 'Twas thus he sipoke,
Arnd weary carth be frce at iast,

From ber vile yoke.

We sec the just man viiely treated
But God antI Nature can't bc cheated,
He etili is victor, tha' defeated

Ninety limes nine:
For who can put the truth ta raut.
Or who caf ever trample out

Aýught that's divine

"Whea once thy duty's plain andI clear,
Then do it tbou, and neyer fear,
Tho' friends may pity, ois may jcer,

And coward's fiee;
Yea, what, tha' ail the worid disdain,
While God and Nature tbee sustain

What's that to thee ?

«'We issue from a bright abode,
But weighted wlth Ibis earthy clod,
We crawl thraugh malter bacit ta God,

The glory gane I
'While ail the hosts of angel eyes;
No ! flot In anger, but surprise,

Are looking on.

John Fraser, laie of Newfteld Hou$%, Johnstoneo Seottand.

0O why wiii men flot wali< erect !
Their brows with native giory deck'd,
AndI led the joy of self-respect

And maral worth,
And thrnw aside tiseir cats and creeds,
And make their standard noble deeds,

Not hlaod and birth.

"Cust -elfishness from out thy mind,
Feel foi, and with ail) humankind,
Leave nothung ta regret behund,

And death shall be
A summans ta a higher state,
Where aIl thy iov't and lost shail wait,

To weicome thce."

ALEXANDER M'LACHLAN.

ANOTHER GOOD MAN GONE.
A'ejurta Party (H.-run)-Oh 1 Malcolm Colin, you don't mean

it 1 You'd neyer do such a rash deed 1 How can I. live without
yau? You shall nu/ jamp off!il

M. C. Caiieron-Won>t I, though!1 (and ho daes!)

"VYES," said the editor, as he put his mucilage brush
in the irik boule and tried to paste on a clipping witb bis
stub pen, Ilyes, the great fault of newspaper contributors
is carelessness. Indeed," he continued, as he dropped
the copy he bad been writing into the waste basket, and
niarked -I Editorial " across the corner of a poem entitled
an IlOde to, Deatb,"1 "lcontributors are terribly careless.
Vou wouid be surprised," said he, as he ciipped a column
of fashion items and labelled them "lFarm Notes," "lto
see the slipshod writing that cornes into the editorial
sanctum. MisspeiIed, unpunctuated, written on both
sides of the sheet, iliegible, ungranimatical stuif. Con-
trîbutors are terribly careless. Tbey are-" Just then
the office boy came in, in that dictatorial and autocratic
nianner be bas, and demanded more copy, and the editor
handed him the love letter be had just written bis girl,
and, as be bad forgotten wbat he had been talking about,
went on with bis work.- Yankee Blade.


