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tixat 1 mnay apprehiend tliat for which also I wvas apprehcended by
Christ Jesus. Brethiren, 1 counit îîot ilnyseif yet to have appre-
hcended; but one thiiîîg I do, forýgcttiuîg thosc things wvhichi are
behiind and stretchingic forward to things whielh are before, 1
press on towa*ds the goal unto the prize of the higl calling, of
God in Christ Jesus.1)

P. S. CAMPBELL

SONGO0F THE PEE-DEE-DEE.

Abird sat singing- alone on a, 11mib,
A swcev, 1ittl2, plaintive, woodhand hyrnn;
And its briglit cyes sparkled withi glad deliglit,
As it plumed its pinions of grey and white.
"Pee-dee-dee ! 'tis a pleasant tlîing,

Here, inidst the rustling ica«.ves, to singr;
With Mie bine sky above nme so soft and clear,
A 11( thie inurnuring, rivulets singing near:
Withi beautitifuil blos.soins everywvhere
Loading w'ithi perfunme the balmy air!

And the grushing trill of 'Lle happy bird
Agrain the o'erhanging foliage stirred.

A sour-faced inan -%itli a gyloomy eye
Chanccd to be s.auiitering s-Iow]y by;
And lie pauscd as the munsic so soft and clear,
Of the blithie littie warbler met bis car.
-He paused, looked up, but soon looked down,
And darker stili grew bis heav-,y frowvn:
I cnnnot imaýgine, indecd,' quoth lie,

"Why snob noisy, troublesoine things shiould bel
«d grive :a. dollar to luave my gun-

soI' on put a stop to lus boistorons fun!

,Poec-dee-doe! ' sang thc sweet-voiced bird,
«For your car, goodl friend, I've a littie word:
Tliere's a thorn ini your broast' thore is glooni on

your brow,
And your spirit is darkcuicd by sliadowvs iow.
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