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The Dirge of the Leaves.

As the leaves ure falling, fallting,
On the meadow and the lawa,
Hear thom in the twilight calling,
Hear them in the frosty dawn—
Yarewell, sununer, in whose morning
We put on our prinal green,
Now in gold and erimison hurning,
Quivering in the antumn sheen,

As the leaves pre falling, falling,
Seem they pensive thug (o sy
(White the tinted meadow patling),
Favewell, stuemer, for decay
Sends us to the earth to moubler
“Neath our dwelling on the bough;
Ditmner are the suns, aud colder
13 the breeze that fans us now.

As the leaves are falling, falling,
Cometh, too, 0 trinmph tone,

As of stricken heroes ealling
After final victory won.

Saith it: Mortal, can your story
Witneas, at the closing «rife,

On your shrond a brighter glory
Than the fuirest hues of he?

—~& Won. (.'uumuy.
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A Lesson from Nature.

Tue season through which we ae
now passing should teach us an impor-
tant Jesson for the higher Yife of the
soul.  In the autwwmn, the part of the
carth on which we live turns away
from the sun.  The result of this is,
after awhile, cold and frost and suow,
The trees are robbed of their lenves,
and the fields everywhere ave hare and
desolate.  But, as the eavth swings
around once nore toward its great
friend, the reign of coldness and
death begins to be broken.  The
snows gradually disappear, and  the
icy fetters of the streams are m-lted,
By-andby the trees show signs of
rencwed life; the grass taken ou
deeper shide of green, and the bhirds
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come back to fill the air once more

with tlu'n' melodies. At. last the
winter is over, nnd joy und Dbueauty
reign supreme,

What is all this but an analogue
for our spiritunl life? When we turn
our fuces away from him who is our
Sun, coldness is sure to settle down
upon our hearts ; and, if we keep this
position, suon the desolate winter-time
of spiritual torpor and death will weap
us i, What we need is always to lny
our hearts open to God, and wintry
expericnees uro impossible,  Oh, ye
that are cold and dead to spiritual
things, swing round like the earth
towards the Sun of your souls, and
you will know a spring-time which,
like that of Nature, will be i prophecy
atd pledze of the yet grander sumwer
sure to be yours,

o

The Drinking Trough.

(Sce wext parye, ) .

Tuen, is in London w benevolent
associztior for the purpose of supply-
ing fountains and drinking  troughs
for man and beast. Few things are
give greater comfort
and happiness,  Oh the blessing of
these  wayside  fountains,  Jat us
think of hitm who, lonyg ago, wearied
with the way and the heat, sat by a
well and taught a sinning woman how
to draw water out of the well of Sal-
vation, and who still says, “1f wny
man thirst, let him come unto me ud

drink."

more nseful or

The Covenanters.

I'r was now that the cup of the
sutfering  Preshyterians was fillad o
the brim,  'Thé Government
to improve the advantage they had
obtained on the fatal ticld of Bothwell
Bridie, steuvck move teveibly than ever,
in the hope of effecting the utter ex-
termination  of the Covenanters be-
fore they had time to ally.  Twelve
limnedred had surrendered  themselves
prisoners on the battlelicid.  They
were stripped almost naked, tied two
and two, and driven to Edinburgh,
being treated with great inbumanity
on the way, and unearviving at their
destination, the prisons being full, they
were penned like eattle, or vather like
wild beasts, in the = ireyfrine’s Church.
yanl,  What a different speetacle from
that which this famous spot had exhib.
ited forty yeurs before!  Their misery
was heartrending,  The Government's
barbarity toward them would be in
eredible were it not tov surely attested.
These 1,200 persons were left without
the slightest shelter; they were ex-
posed to all weathers, the rain, the
tempest, the snow, they slept on the
bare earth; their guard treated them
capriciously and cruelly, robbing them
of their little money, and often driving
away the citizens who sought to relieve
their great sufferiugs by bringing them
food or clothing. Some made their
escape ; others were released on sign.
ing w bond of non-resistance; others
were freed when found to br sinking
under wounds, or diseaso contracted

ciager
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by exposure. At the end of five
months—for so long did this miser-
able crowd remain shut up in the
graveynrd—the 1,200 were rveduced
o 200. On the morning of the 16th
of November, 1670, theso 210 were
taken down to Teith, and embarked
on board a vessel, to be transported
to Barbadoes.  They were crawded
into the hold of the ship, where there
was searee room for 100, Awful were
the heat, the thivst and other hovrors
of this fleating dungeou.  Their ship
was overtaken by a tervible storm off
the coust of Orkney. Tt was thrown
by the winds upon the rocks, and many
of the poor prisoners on board were
drowned. Those who escaped the waves
were auvied to Baebadoes und sold as
slaves. A few only survived to return
to their native land at the Revelution.
—Dr. Wylie.

A Boy’s Decision.

MaNy years ngo, Me. Hally an Eng-
lish geutleman, visited Treland for the
purpuse of taking sketehes of its most
beautiful scenery, to be used in an
illustrated work on Irelund, which has
sinee been published.

On one oceasion, when about to
spend woday in the neighbowrhood of
Lake Killarney, he met w bright young
Irish lad who offered his service as
guide throtgh the district.

A hargain was made with him, and
the party went oft. The lad proved
himself well aequainted with all the
places of interest in that neighhour-
lnod, and had plenty of stories to tell
about them,  He did his work well,
and to the entire satisfaction of the
visitor.  On their veturn to the start-
ing point, Mr. 1Iall took a flask of
whiskey from his pocket, and drank
some,  Then he handd Vit to the boy
and asked him to help himself,  To
his great surpeise the offer was ficmly
but politely declined,

Me. Hall thought this was very
strange.  To find an Irish boy who
would not touch or taste whiskey was
stranger thian anything he had seen
that day. He could not understand
it; and he resolved to try the strength
of the boy's temperance principles,
He oftered first a shilling, thon half @
crown, and then five shillings, if ho
- ould taste that whiskey, But the
boy was firm. A real manly heart
was beating under his ragged jacket.
Mr. Hadl deterinined to try him further,
so he oftered the boy a golden half
sovereign if he would take a drink of
whiskey. That wis a coin seldom seen
hy lads of thif class in thoso parts.
Straightening himself up, with a look
of mdlgn.mt\on in his face, tho boy took
out a temperanco medal from the inner
pocket of his jacket, and holding it
bravely up he said: “This was my
father's medal. For years he was
intemperate. All his wages were spent
in drink. _It almost broke my mother’s
heart; and what a hard time she had
to keep the poor children from starv-
ing! At last my father took a stand,

He signed the pledge and wore this
wedul as long as ho lived.  On his
deathebed he gave it to me. I pro-
mised him that 1 would never drink
intoxicating liquors ; aud now, sir, for
all the money your honor muy be
worth, a hundred times over, I would
not break that promise”  That boy's
decision abiout drink wus noble.  Yes,
and it did do gowd, ton.  As Mr. Hall
stood there nstonished, he serewed the
top on to his tlagk, and flung iv into
the water of- the lake near which they
stood,

Then he turned to the lad and shook
himy warmly by the hawl, saying as he
did s0;

“My boy, that's the best temper-
anee lecture 1 ever hemd, 1 thaek
you for it.  And now, by the help of
Guod, I will never take another drink
of intoxicating liquor while 1 live.”—

Rcv. Dr. B, Newton.

A Mother in Jail.

“Iup you put my mother in jnil 7”
asked n little tot of a givl, while she
pushed her sunbonuet back and looked
from one oflicer to another, as she
stoodd in the policestation.  She was
so young that she could hardly speak
plainly, and so small that « policeman
had to help her up the steps of the
station-house,

Tho ofticers stared at the little waif.
They had arrested a0 tangle-haived
woman, who spoke four lm"n ages in
lier rage, and fought. the nlium.\ like
a fury. They dul not dreun that this
was her child.

The little thing seemed so innocent
and pure that they did not want” her
to see her mother caged like n wild
heast behind iron bars ; but the mother
heard her voice and ealled for her, and
s0 they swung open the corvidor door,
and let the little creature in, She
went to the cell, looked in, and cried
out, *“ Why, mother, are you in juil 1

The mother shrank back ashamed.
The child dropped on her knees on-the
stone floor, clung to the iron bars of
the door, and prayed, © Now I lay me
down to sleep, and T hope my motker
will be let out of jail.”

The strong men had a strange mois-
ture nhout their eyes, us-they gently
led the little thing away. When the
case came into court, His Honor whis-
wred to the woman to go home, and,
for her child’s sake, to behave ax o
mother should. Perhaps she will do
so—unless she should mcet with some
one licensed to deal out, for “the public
goul,” that which makes fathers act
like Lrutes, and mothers forget the
suckling child. Perhaps she will prove
a true mother, unless sowe honourable
and respected citizen gets her crazy on
& dram, on which he wmalzes & profit- of
six cents, Strange things are dong in
this world, but fow are more strange
than the wonders wrought by the
devil's draught, which. in an. hour
turns love to hate, calmness to frenzy,
quiet to confusion, and & mother to a
fiend.— Selected.
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