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TEE LEB80N or TEE WEEB.

SIEMING weed, uiightly, euase'
Within a garden fair,
Unfit companion for the dowers rare
JOs bursting into blnomn.
Pluck out the bold intrader;
For a fairer growth nake room.

A gentie voice, entreating, sweets
Pleads for the doomed weed's life,
Abd holds in check the Sharp, uplifted,

hnife'
So near the fated item,
Who.e jagged leaves seaM pleading

hande
Teachilg her garmunt'a hem.

A respite given, the sit volee speak:
I knu ht in flot nueet

To mar the beauty of thi- loved retreat
With rank un!ovelineu ;
tut let nie wait the comoing bloom,

The future fruitfulnes."

Th. knite i stayed, the weed in spared;
Jaune rooes bloom and die ;
Thegardenwithers'neathJuly'ihotsky,
Revives 'Nmeath August showera;
And yet the apared one shews but

leaves-
Where are the promised Sowera?

To pluck out by the roit.
So little promise did they give
0f bisemn. of seed. or fruit. j

Then came this messaga borne te him
On olosom.seented lreeze
Judge not hy leaf, or branch, or Stem,

cmor otite
Too qmuck the hasty knife
To sever fron ita'anch'rinig root
An undeveloped life.

In G(oda great human garden plot.
A wealtl of beauteous leaves
Net always shdp-ows forth the golden

sheaveu.
Nor upright item or shoot,
Or lavish wealth of br*nches yields
The luscious, mellow fruit.

But ofit a twistedl, tortured stem
Witt on its sumnit bear
A moa of beauty anSd o fragrance rare;
And oft the golden fruit
Witt hear to eartb, with i1s rich weight,
Some ileu, withering shoot.

Eaux.

(Mon sclsemam's miAtAi.ilU

CAPTAIN JOE AUD JA IE.

A STORY OP TuS TANTax&a TDm.

SoPitember days-bope ainot gone, OW the wind roared in fron the
When, lo! a bul app=e", @ea over the Tantranar dyke 1
In mute appeal 'gainst furiher taunts It was about sunset, and a fierce

and jeers: oranmge-red gleamn, thiruting itself
What will the blossom he? through a rift in the clouds that blackened
Wil patient tendance, loving care the sky, eut a stransge glow over the wide,
Their due reward now see ? deslate marshes. A tuile back rose the
From outits waste of dew-dipped Ieaves, dark line of uplands. with small, white
Like a shy child in tears, farn-houses already hidden in shadow.
Intothstrange,new life around,itpeers Captina Joe Boultbee had just left lais

And fears te raise its head; waggon standing in the dyke-road, with

A zephyr's ki-a is un care- his four-year-old boy on the seat. He
Lo, al ita fears have ed! was on the point of erossing the dyke, to

visit the little landinig-place where lae
A perfect lower i a glorions bloom i kept lais hoat, when above the rms and
Fromn out the tangled green whistle of tie gale lie ieard Jaunie's
phe raises her fair hend, the garden's voice. He hurried back a few paces

quen ; before he could nmake out what the little
"lu perfect, purple state" fellow was saying.
O'er &U lier fair domain she reigns, " Pap," cried the child, 'I want to g t
8hy, modeut, yet elate. out of the waggon. 'Fraid Bill goin' te

And on. who «rtt had known the weed, run away."
Despied, condemned, now heard "Oh, nonsense !" answered Captain

The fame of its rare beatyo and wa Joe. "Bill won't run away. He doesn't

, cf.,g ' know how. You stay there, and don't be

To inmet depths of heart: frightened, and Ill be right back."

Wih te rt G "But pap, the wind blows me too

Striviag te lean His ah. lard," pipeI the snmall voice, pleadingly.
"Oh, ail right," said the father, and

Within the plot of garden ground returning to the waggon ho lifted the
ne fer the Na tfied ' child gently down and set him on bis
Was. strange, unsightly growth, thaît feet. "Now," he continued, "il's too

ait ho wiMd I windy for you on the other aide of the

dyke. Youi run over and sit on that big
stick, wlhere the wind can't get at you,
and wait for me. And be cure you don't
let Bill rin away."

As he spoke the captaîin nioticed that
tie horse, orinarily one of the mot
stolid of creatures, seemaed to-night pecu-
liarly unàeasy ; with his head up in the
air le was saiffing nervousoly,and glancing
fromn side to side. As Jamlie was trudging
througi the long grass to the seat which
his father had sieown hint, the captain
said, " Why, Bill doie sseei scary, after
ail ; who'd have thought this wind would
sete him "

"1Bill don't like it," replied Janie ; "iL
blows himmi too hard." And, glad to be
out of the gale, whieh took his breath
away, the little fellow seated himself
contentedly in the shelter of the dyke.
Jlust thne there wu a clatter of wheels
and a crash. Bill liait whirled sharply
about in the namrrow road, upsetting and
smmashing the light waggon.

Now, utterly heedless of lhis muaster's
angry shouts, ho wau galloping in mad
haste back toward the uplands with the
fragments of the waggon at his heIs.
The captain and Janie watched him
flying before the wind, a red sceptre in
the lurid light. Then, turnxing away
once more to set to hic boat, the captain
reimarked, "Well, laddie, I guess we'll
have to foot it back when we get through
here. But Bill's going to have a licking
for this 1"

Left to himself, Jamie crouched down
behind the dyke, a strange, solitary little
figure in the wide waste of the narshes.

Though the full force of the gale could
not reach him, hic long fair curle were
blown across lis face, and he clung
determinedly to hsis simall, round hat.
For a while ho watched the beamu of red
liglt, tiil the jagged fringe of clouds
iased over it, and it was gone. Then,
in the dutsk, he began te feel a little
frigitened: but he knew his father would
soon be back, .nd he didn't like to call
himni again. He listened te the waves
washing, surging, beating, roaring, on the
shoals beyond the dyke. Presently he
ieard them, every now and then, thunder
in against the very dyke itself; upon
this he grew more frightened, and called
to his father several limes ; but of course
the smaU voice was drowned in the
tumiult of wind and wave, and the father,
working eagerly on the other aide of the
dyke, heard no sound of it.

Close by the shelter in which Jamie
was crouching ther were several great
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