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1' will praise God al-
wvay for ecdi ncev
ycar,

Knowving that it shall be
Most worthy of

kindness and Iiis pity and His
love.

1 il to i spatet ro ph
tol sapatentiI for phr

Across large times and spaces, ringeth clear
The voice of Iilm who sitteth high above,
Saying, I Behold 1 thou hast had pain enougli;
Corne; for thy Love is wvaiting for thce here 1»
1 know that it mnust happen as God seith-
1 know it iveli. Yet,also, 1 knovw.'l
That where birds sing and yellotv wild-flowers

dwell,.
Or wvhcre some strang2 new sunset lingereth,
Ail Eai-th shall alway of bier presence tell
Who liveth hot for me this side of death."

-Francs Sherinczn <n ifain.

%cap ijVear 3bV1.
ji wvas alwvays a frirnd. o'

rnine-you sec,
We lived in the saine little

towvn,
But tho' hie wvas 'fectionate like to me,

He courted Amelia Brown.
At least 30 I thouglit, and ilen thinks 1,

1 will go and tell lier to speak,
For jirn ias backward, and kind o' shy,

And Leap Year would end in a week.

So on Christmnas Eve I started out,
(She lived nearly a mile away),

The zvenin' shadowvs lay ail about,
And my heart felt dulI and grey.

Then 1 suddenly heard a well-known tone,
And I turn'd, and behind was jim,

1 didn't feel half 50 sad and lone,
Awalkin' along by hlm.

I told him ai that I had to tell,
Without mentionin' 'Mclia's name,

"There's a girl;' 1

So hie iniglithave
known 'twas

1 saici, she hated to,
sechirn tead *-

Sucli a lonesorne,
*bachelor 1 -ifie,

Said lie, with a. little srnile," Indccd- !
Then you think that 1 need a wife?"
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And 1 answcrcd back, Il0f
course, Jirn, yes,

Ondt' n andtr,
o < Okn , tatnd gtruc an

\Vho'll love you thro' sor-
4 F ~ rn% and lialjipttiess."
'Little swcctlieirt,'* lie said, 41that's yoti."

And almost before we knc%% it, WvC
Wcrc close by Amelia's gatc;

1 said, Il Shie is wvaitin', go and sec,"
But lie answcred, I Let lier w~ait !

"Tiere arc plenty to cornfort lier," said lic,
(And she ivas a flirt, 1 lcnev),

Mien lie said wvith a twinklin' cyc to mc,
IYou're the girl tlîat's kind and 1-tie."

'Twvas vcry qucer it should turn ou.. so,
However, 1 rnarried jirn,

Anid tho' he asked inc, as both, of us know,
Yct lie always says, I askcd hün.

-X. HUM3STICD.

he noisy crash of
waves that risc and
break.

'lrbe 1Vbanton Sobtp.

T I-ERE'S a pliantom ship at sca,
When niglit falîs lowv, whcn the wvaves

and sky
Grow dark rnid tempest,

This slip flits by:
Swviîtly and silently.

Out of the gloom of night,
Corne jargon voices of bells wind-swung;
And a darker cowvl

0'er the wvorld is flung,
Till stars creep out of sight.

And there's flot a groan nor sigh,
As a phantom slip on a pitchy sea;

With lier cargo of sou is,
In agony,

Flits swiftly, swiftly by.
-A. P. McKISIImx.

B 1Rew _Vear Utine.

L IKE the surnmer flowers and sunshinc,
That return to us ecd year,

Cornes the saine old rneMr grccting
To ring in the New V'ear clicer.

Summer loîvers can grov 1no sweeter,
Nor thc surishine show more cicar.
Words can hold no more or hCart-love
Than -1 A Happy New Ycar, dear."

-bfAuD TisnJALP.

uev And over ail,
Lost -ai the hîush and iningling %vith the roar
0f sulleiî waters becaking on the shore,
Thîe bugle caîl
Drifts from theFort tlîat nestles quaint and Iow
Becyond the river'-. frozen fields of snow.

trbc Golbeil 'Ibolr.

A ROBIN twittered one bright
spring's day,

To a blossom, that sent hlm a svct
reply ;

In delicate f.errtinmes, together, tlîey
Cleed wveiry liearts of the pass-

ers-by.

0 the sweetcst notes of song lie gave,
And slie srniled and nodded this wvaxcn flowcr;
Then hie kissed lier lips, &.nd said, I be brave,
1 go to to return i the golden hour."

In the golden hour of Autun's gloîv,
Witli lîeart ail gladsome he'sought is bri '-
B3ut the ground ivas covercd with flcccy snow,
The tender blossom long since liad

died.

Then. he sang one song to thc
Icaden sky,

One carol that toid of sorrow
deep;

ll thc chilly winds sighcd a-
iuilaby,

And the sad-voiccd '
robin wvas soothcd i.
to sleep. -
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