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wvhich the compiler cannot s0 con-
veniently transcribe with lus typewriter.
In this way, each supplementing the
other's deficiencies ; these brothers are
producing a work that must prove of
interest to many living in this 'vicinity
and their descendants.

To interest the young in the history
of their country and prompt them to
emulate worthy examples, an excellent
plan is to acquaint themn with the deeds,
traits and times of their own ancestors
and the origin and development of the
towns and states in wvhich they lived.

NOTICE.

If any meeting within Genesee Y. M.
has not yet received " Blanks " for an
enumeration of our Membé&s, as
requested by our late Yearly Meeting,
they may procure thenu by notifying
me of the fact. 1 have forwarded all, 1
think, as requested. The enumeration
should be made at the beginning of the
Newv Year. See instructions on back
of blanks. S. P. ZAVITZ,

Coldstream Ont.

OBITUARIES.

At No. 2o Kennedy street, Syracuse,
N.Y., Prudence, wife of Israel J. Titus,
departed this life i i th mo., i 8th, 1 888,
aged 82 years, 7' months and 2 days.
Remains were taken tri Bernhard's B3ay,
Oswego County, for interment, where
funeial services were held on the 21îSt
inst., which, had she lived until that
time, would have been their 61st wved-
dling- anniversary

We sadly learn, from. a private letter,
of the deep bereaveme-nt that has fallen
upon our friends, joseph A. I3ogardus
and wife of New York, in the sudden
death, by 4ccider±t, of their littie girl
and only child, Bessie. It happened
on the :24th uit. Our heart grieves
w'ith the grieving parents who have
thus lost, s'- suddenly and forever, the
joy of their home and their hearts.-
[ED-]

THE SONGO0F THE MYS'l'R.

1h' FATIliiz RYAN.

l.'We re scnt the ,'oIIoviig pocni bN a kind td
who says of it "l'le enclosed U.\qnlistt I)Oern I
for ý,omc timue desired to send for thie X'otu.(1 iý
PRIvixw. If the auithor hiad %written flosi toîhi r
this pocrm I thilnk lie would bc fully de%eriiý - 1
welI.known tâite of ''lie Sweet Pout of the'
-En.]

I walk dlown the Valley of Silence,
Down the dirn, voiceless valley aloi,

And I hear flot the fall of a footstep)
Arotind ine-save God's and i- cun'

And the hush of miy heart is as hoily
As hovers wherc angels have flow n.

Long ago wvas 1 weary of voices
Whose music rny hecart could flot win;

Long ago I wvas wveary of noises
That fretted my soui with their din;

Long ago wvas I weary of places
Where 1 met only human and !ii.

1 walked thronigh the world with the irlh

I craved wvhat the world r.ever gave;
And I said: In the wvorId, each ideail

That shinus like a star on life's wave,
Is toned on the shores of' the real,

And sleeps, like a dreani, in the grave."

And stili did I pine for the perfect,
And still found the false with the titie;

I sought 'mid the Hunian of 1-leavezi,
But caught a mere glinîpse of its bitie;

And I wept Nvhen the clouds of the NMortal
Veiled even that glinipse fronm% i' c%.

And I toiled on, heart, tired of the Ilniaýn,
And I rnpoanied înid the Mazeb tif ncnl,

Till I knelt, long ago, at an altar,
And hearil a Voice cali me ; !since theu

1 walk down the Valley of Silence,
That lies far beyond mortail ken.

Do you ask wvhat I found in the \'aflIq'
'Tis rny trysting-piace wvith the Pivine,

And 1 fell at the feet of the Hioly,
And about ne a Voice said "«e \lc Iinc"

And then rose froni the depths of ny pirit
An echo, " My hicart !,hall be Tine."

Do you ask, how 1 live in the V'alleyv
I weep, and I dreani, and I pray:

But my tears are as sweet as the iciQ'


