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Brlng Fiowers.
BY MRS. 0. W. FLANDERS.

]3ring flowers, briglit flowers wlien iny soul is tsad,
They ever in cheerful tones arc clad;
They whisper of Hirn, who these gerns bath made,
I can seo His hand in cadi varying shade,

<rhey tell ef Hie Iove, Hie mighty power,
IJeautiful emblems-bring flowers, briglit flowcrs.

flring flowcrs, bright flowers, fromn the shady dcli
A t'ale 0f My carly youth ±hey toi,-
0f the briglit green lanes, the oak-tree shiade
Wlxcre the violets grew in tie opening glade,
And the rippling brook, whiere in suminer hours,
Wc oftimes wvadcd ; bring flowers, briglit flowers.

flring flowers, bright flowers, their fragrance recaîl,
The vines that clamberad the gardon wall;
Thcy wore planted tiere by my mother's haud,
Wlîile we gathered near, lier littie band,
To watch their growth with the passing hour-
How sweet tie remembrance 1 bring flowcrs, briglit flowers.

]3ring flowers, bright flowers, their sweet perfumes
Mly heart to holier thouglits attunes;
They tell of the land of immortal birth,
WViere the weary find rest fromn the toils of earth,
W'bere the glorifled spirit receives its dowrs-
0, when I amn weary, bding flowcrs, briglit flowersi.

]3ring flowers, bring flowers, te lay on my brcast,
WVhen miy formi le shrouded for its final rest,

And, when mother carth shall pillow my head,
May sweet flowers brighten my iowly bcd,
Thougi my spirit asccnded to holier bowers,
0Of my duel the emblerne; bring flowere, brigit flowers.

Simple Trust.
CY FRNESI' GILMORE.

During the burning of a miii rccently in our town there
was a strong tircntening of a large conflagration. People
even two blocks off begu te pack their household treusuros.
For many blocks around the coule fromn the flaming building
were scattercd over the white snow. From my window the
:scene was really magnificent. The wild, hot flames soaring
aloft, the burning elevator looking as if suspendcd in the
lcuvens, the countlese millions of sparke asccnding, the
Gway and surge of thie terrible power of fire. Il eeemcd te
me that a row of cottages within my siglit muet soon bc
swallowcd Up too, and as 1 thought of an eldcrly fricnd-
heiplese la lier bcd - I wrapped myscîf Up warmly, and
went out in the nigit to lier. Sic was white and trcmbling
with excitement, for fire was oiuly two buildings distant, and
lier room was liglit us day, illuminated by the flames.

IlI was jusi wondering whether it was bcst te, gel lier up
upon lier chair," said the girl te me.

"4No, don'l," I said," cc do not believe there is any dan-
,ger, and if there le, sic shall net suifer."1

,Don'tyou believe there le any danîdar?" asked tic invalid
as I reacied lier bedside.

"1,No, 1 do not, unlese tic wind ehould change. Just lie
stili and dont worry. If lie nexi house shouid catch fire,
wc will come for yon the firsi thing."

She acceptcd our word and kepi lier bcd, thus escaping a
cold; for lier outer door kepi being opencd and closed ; and
morning found lier ahl rigit. I wondered tien wliy we could
not accepi our loving, hclpful Father's word as unquestion.
ingly as elhe did thec word of a mortal. Wliy we will pereisi
la borrowing trouble when He lias promised ci As thy day s0
shah tiy strength be." Wiy we do noî uways aseert proudly
yet liumbly, 1I wiil say ofithe Lord, He is my refuge and my
fortreess In hlm wili I trust."-G'liùtian at Worlc.

Some of Longfellow's Poems.
The ifPsalm of Life " carne into existence on a brigit

summner morning in july, 1838, la Cambridge, as the poci sat
between two windows, at a emali table in the corner of hie
cliamber. If came from hie inmosi heart, and lie kept je

unpublishcd for a long Itiiue. It expressed hie own feelings
ai that urne, when recovering from, a dccp affliction. The
pocm of 4 The Ileaper Deat I came withoui effort, crystal-
iizedimb hie mmd. "Tic Light of tic Stars" was composedl
on a erene and icautiful stimuler evening exactly suggestive
of the poem. Tic ' Wreck of the flesperus" one nigit afler
a violent stormn liad occurrcd, and, as tic poci eut smoking
hie pipe, the"c Hesperus " came eailing ln hit, mimd. Ife went
te bcd, but could not sleep, and wrote the celebrated verses.
It hardly coet hlm an effort, but flowcd on without let or
hindrance. On a summer ufternoon in 1849, as lie was riding
on tlic beach, (cThe Skeleton iu Armour "l rose as out of tlic
deep before him, and would not be laid. The single word
Ilexcelsior " huppened to catch hie co one autumn evening
on a tern piece of newspaper, and etraightwuy took fire ati h.
Taking up a piece of paper which happened to be the back of
a letter rceived that day frorn Charces Sumner, lie crnwdecd
it willi verses. As firet down, "9 Excelsior"I -differs from lie
perfected and pubiisied version, but ht shows a rush and glow
wortiy of its autior. Thc story of"c Evangeline"I wus sug-
gested to Hawthorne by a friend who wished hlm to found a
romance on it. Hawthorne did not quite coincide witi tle
idea, and lie handefi it over be Longfellow, who saw in il al
tic elements of a deep and tender idyl.-J. T' Fields.

Modest Oharity.
In a discussion on ostentation ln giving to charitable

institutions one of the gentlemen spoke with earcasm of the
benevolent peopule who make donations to lave tudr namnes
publishcd in tic papers.

"9N early ail charitable acte," lie suid eloqueutly, "ghave
vanity as their motive. For xny part I hale ostentation. I
remember once, when I was travelling tirougli a part of the
country where I was not known, I came upon a lonely littie
station, where, in tic waiting.-reom, there was fastened te
tic wvall a contribution-box for tic benefit of tic euffurers
tirougih recent inuindations. There was not a soul there;
net a person in lie neigiborhood knew of my presence or
wae acquainted with my namne; and I weat quielly and put
a twenly dollar bill mbt tie box and elipped away witioul
being seen, now sir, wliat I contend is liat my secret offcring
was a mAre meritonlous one than if il had been made lu a
publice s.bscription lisI, witi a loud flourisi of trumpets.'

"lYou are riglit," said a listener. "iTiat was genuine
modeet ciarity, and I don'l wonder you brag of il."

Discoveries in Pompeii.
Somne relice of torlured humauily, recentiy dlscovered ut

Pempeil, tell tic slery, witi mute. but touching eloquence, of
a sud 11111e epîsode in tie terrific cutaclysm whici resuitcd se
fatally to the inhabitants of that lucklcss citv. Wiile
excavating in one of tic narrower etreels a parly of workmen
came upon a hollow in tic bcd of dried mud covering tic
slratama of lapilli whicli reacies te tic second etory of tic
lieuses. A custing of tuis hollow, oblained in tic usual
munner by fllling tic vacuum witi wet plaster of Paris,
ussumed lie ferma of a baby boy; and within tic house, close
te the second floor of whici. tic child hud manifestly met ils
deati, was found the ekelelon of a womnan lnau attitude of
supplication, tic arme stretchcd out teward tic window from
whichin ahl probubility, a despairing wornan had dropped
lier litile one int tic street~ jusi as tic stream of boiling
mvd began te flow, in thc vain hope of saving its life. One
of tic arm-boncs was encircled by a massive golden bracelet,
and tic scene of the tragical incident, indicated by tic ekele.
ton's position, was a hundeomnely-dccorated upartment, pre.
surnably tic sleeping-charnier or boudoir of a Pompelan lady
of condition. Since tic patrician dame, distracted by terror
and yielding 10 a wild impulse of maternalI o-, e, dropped lier
infant son inte tie roadway, only te sec hie tiny form engulfed
lu a torrent of liquid fire, elgiteen cealunies have elapsed.
Humun enterprise und perseverance have compelled tic en-
temied city te give up ils ghastly secrets, however; amongat
tkem this piliful tale of amotier's death-agony. Il leintend-
cd te place tic casi ubove ulluded te lu tie 11111e museum.
enectcd neun tic entrance te Pempeil. At present it le on
view, us we arc informcd, la a lieuse rccently cxcavated ix
tic neighborhood of the Temple of Iris.


