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‘‘Summer is Here.”
BY ROBERT AM'INTYRE.

When the mower cuts the clover, and

the swallow skims the corn,

And you hear the herd boy calliag ‘cross

the meadows {n the morn,

And the dawa I8 rich with robins, piping
in the poplar trees,

And across the bending buckwheat gad
the )ellow-buskined bees,

And tho quail calls up his covey by the

music of his name,
In the plaited old fence corner, with iis
Indian pinks aflame—
Then summer-time {8 bere!

When bobolink falls from tree-top, trip-
ped and tangled .n his song,

Angd the catbird buttonholes you, for a
dialogue, right or wrong,

And the speckled bhawk loafs
lonely on the dappled, dis-
tapnt sky,

And the affable white sheep
graze about you as you lle,

ship in our picture.

when 1 was a mite iIn my dear old

our foes, and made England mistress of
the seas  Good old wooden walls: But
| now what a difference.
| have given way to steel, and sails to
steam. Cur fighting ships now harve
walls of steel twelve or olghteen inches
thick, and are armed with monster guas
| which cost the country about £20 at cach
firing, and which will send the destruc-
tive bullei to hit and damage at a dis-
| tance of five or six miles, while for closer
quarters, from the fighting top: on the
masts, a storm of bullets are poured out
a8 the gununers grind the handle. Ter-
ribly destructive are theso modern ships
| of war. We are glad they are seldom
| called upon to show thelr teeth. May
their strength and might long maintain
our peace.
Travelling waa slow when I was a boy,

That was the sort, '

mother’s arme, which swept the soas of ,

Wooden ships '

all 80 satisfled with the coach.
could be faster or more comfortable.
What a mad-brained follow Stephonson

, was to think of doing batter than tho .

, coach and hurses. What disasters, the
knowing ones sald, would tcke place
, When the first rallway was made. Boll-
, ers would burst, cattie wuuid stray on
; the lines and upsot the train, and as for
, Lho 1dea of travelilng at Lwenly miics &0
, hour, it was wicked, People must ox-
pect to got killed it they rushed along
; at such a breakneck pace. But now you
, youngsters coully step !ato the mudern
, tralns with the palace care, so different
, to tho stifling boxes of early times, and
; are whisked along at sixty or more miles
, &g hour, making a joutney in a day
; which we 9old boys would not have
, dreamt of doing in leas than ten days.
| I wonder whether the horse will vne
; day be thonght worthy a cage in our Zoo
as a specimen of one of the animals

|
Nothing .

spark. What a feeblo light our asplut.
tering, guttering. tallow candles gave.
, Every fow moments they neceded snuft-
ing, and somotimes in snufflag thom, dut
, would go the light, becauss our sauflers
, bad snapped off too much of the wick.
, And then wo wouldghave to go ollck,
, clicklng agein for another aspark. At
, last, 8ir Hamphroy Darvy sald we should
, have our streets and houses lighted with
, 8. Nonsenso . how could It be ? How
, could he got the gas to our houses?
) No, he was a d-eamer, suroly. But yet,
, We heve got the g.s in our housce, ®0
, bright with its incandescont maniio, that
, surcly Sir Humphroy Lavey wouid open
) his cyes 1o sstonishment at Wta beil.
, nancy. And botter than that, electricity
; 18 here with its powertul light, and olee-
y tricity by which wo may send meoasages,
| in a fow moments of time, to ans part
i of the world; and by which wo may
speak to one another, although bundrods
of miles apart. What an aitera-
tion, too, In farm work. The
sicklo and scythe are old-

Looking down cool terminal col-
onnades where bits of blue
are seen,

Through the sinuous antique
arras of the breeze-blown
muscadine—

Then summer-time is here!

Far and faint you hear the
tinkle of the bland bells of
the kine,

And your heart spills out its bit-

terness as hacchanals splll

wine,

peace comes down, balm

breasted, on the weary

heart and brain,

And your soul bursts off her
gyves, and, rull-statured,
hears again

Tarough lapped leafage the light
footsteps of the Master
pausing near,

Rise and gird thee for his com-
ing — hear him calling
plaintive, clear:

Summer-time {8 here !

Soft

1857-1897.—THEN AND NOW.

What! You want grand-
father to tell you the story of
hig life ? Well! that's & large
order. But stil), TI'll tell you
something of the old and new
things I've scen.

Now sgit round and listen .
and you, young Quicksilver Bert,
sit in the centre, and see If you
can keep your restless energies
quiet for & few minutes while 1
show you these Dictures, and tell
you the story. Are you all com-
fortable ? No? Well, let Dolly
come closer. Miag, cease chat-
tering. ‘There, now, you &re a
nice party.

Well, when I was a youngster,
some siuty years ago. I well re-
member the good Princess Vie-
toria being hailed Queen of Eng-
land. The old king had died in
the night,” end his, ministers
hastened to Kensington, whero
the princess was sleeping, and
aroused the household. They sald they
must see her Majesty the Queen. * But,”
said the ladles of the household, *“the
princess is fast asleep.” *“Ah! but,”
replied these gentlemen, ‘‘the Qucen's
business is {mportant, and we must see
her Majesty.” So the princess was
awakened, and hastily putting on a dress-
ing gown, she came to the room where
these gentlemen were awalitlng her. They
satd they were sorry to disturb her Ma-
jesty's slcep, but events h2d happened
which rendered it {mportant that they
should at once see the Queen of England.
And 80 they delicately made known to
her that the king was dead and she was
Queen.

For sixty years has she rolgned ; a
model Queen, a npble woman. And
possibly, she, with others of up old folks,
will be Iboking back over those years,
and compating what then was and what
new 8. Look ut that old woodsa bDutile-

fashioned implements of harvest
Now the farmor employs a ma-
chine, which cuts the corn at
one side, and throws it out at
the other as a neat, tied-up
bundle. And tho old fiail, shovel,
and sleve aroc laid on one side,
for machinery now boats cut the
corn, winnows ft, and stacks the
straw.  All this is thie result of
fntelligence. The harvest s
quickly gathored, littlo is now
spolled, and so thero is more and
cheaper food for the pooplo.
But wo old folks somectimes long
for the swish of tae scythe, and
the song of the barvest homae.
Ah, mo ® for the old days But
yet it 18 goud to sec tho free
schools and the froe lbrarics,
where all may acquire know-
ledge. What pokey little rovms
the old dames taught us in, and
what a little they taught. “What
nerseus old svuls they wero.
How they cleared the rooms of
all necdles, and even the fonder
and fire-irons, when a  storm
camo, and we all huddied to-
gether, shivering with fright,
terrorized at each crash of
thunder. Wonder of wonders
was the penny post, when Sir
Rowland Hill enabled us to send
a Jetter to any part of the coun-
try for a penny. But you young-
gters can beal that, for thero {a
sour halfpenny post. It was
catd tha penny post wuald neser
do, for everybody Wwould be
wanting to write. Yes, It's true,
these fine schools and the in-
telligrnt teachers aro putiing
knowledge in cvery one’s way.
And Is it not geod to learn that
pain is lessened nowadays. With
chloroform and ether vur surgeons
put us to sleep while they cut
away or examine our diseases,
and osur dentists with their gas
make us unconscioua that we are
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go where you would. Lands across the
sea were only reached by salling vessels.
And if winds were contrary, it was slow
indeed. But steam has altered all that,
and we don’t wait for favourable i.inds.
The powerZul engines ¢krust the steamer
against wind and tide, and rapid travel-
ling Is now tho order of the day. But
more than that.

other lands. These are s0 quickly car-
ried that scarcely anything the world
produces cain now be consfdercd perish-
able. Ice is not now sought for, but
made; and in theses steamships are ice
chambdaors in which these fruits and foods
are kept gweet and good  So-that even
i the very poor may row enjoy what in
| 2y boyksoed's days weres considered by
i the rich as luxuries.
y Ahl what a to-do there was whex
, Ceorge Step™cnson set adbcut chaoging
cur ways of land travelllng We were

Steam has brought .
within our reach the fruits and foods ot

, which used to inbabit England.

used to ride hlm a good deal. Now the
. cycie takes his place, To-day we make
him drag our carriages. By-amd-bye, I
suppose, he won't be wanted at all, for
we shali ail travel by motor car. And
then poor old puss will have to fina some
other food than cat's meat.

People

take our box of matches, strike one, aud
immedlately there s light. You would
, scarcely beliese it, but there was not a
;match fn England when I was a boy.
; When wo wanted a light, we took a pleco
, of flint and g steel, and got 8 spark like
Bert dees when he strikes his heel-tip on
'the kerb. Bat we took care to have
, some very dry tinder close by, Into which
. our spark should drop, and thes, haring
, caught our spark, we would blow and
puft, and puff and blow, till we got &
, flama. Ah: often I've stoed sbivering
with anl allek. ecllek. clicking Cor the

How easily we get onr light now. We .

bavng ©vef sv many of thuse
gehing teeth removed. We have
potice to protect, firemen to savo;
while out at sea the satlor ia
peril sends up his rockets, as-
surcd that some braie lifecbuatmen wiil
bnog thels unsinrable lifcboata $o Lis
rescue. And thers are papers and buvks
by the hundreds for us to read, and
<hii*rens buoks are cheapel, ever so
much ilarger, and twxenty times more
interesting than when Viciuria bowame
Queen. Surely it 18 good to llve to sco
1. We are ali happier and morc com-
fortabie for a:l th.s inteil.gence. let us
,uss cqur iotelligence to make others
, happler—QOur Bouys and Glirls.

' Tho latest devico of & Paris papr~ for
' ativacting attention s tbe engagement
‘ot two eminent physicians to attend

‘zramnously upon ta yearly subscribers

, The giass and porcelain trad« of Vieans

, s interested 1o & new aubstitute for

, glass, which hss all the brilliancy with.
ont the Dritiensss In fact s Uexibla
1t ts made sf Collndlon wool



