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‘The hills and the valleys are fast aslcep
In the warmth of the summer noon ;
‘The yellow lilies stand straight and tall
Like sentinels under the giim stone wall ;
Butterflies, amber and white and brown,
Whirl and flutter and settle down ;
Burds, like bits of the cloudless sky,
Silently over the pathway ily ;
Brown bees, tired of the chase they've led,
Rock in the clover blossoms red,

And soltly, sleepily croon.
Poppies, scarlet as sunset seas,
Nod and bend in the idle breeze ;
Grasses, frnging the fields of wheat,
Shimmer white in the waves of heat,
And maple: *nder the light wiod’s play,
Glimmer with minpgled green and gray.
The quiet world, in the silence mild,
Thrills like the soul of a dreaming child.

But when the day’s brief reign is past,
And shadows rise to tule at last,

And allthe flowers ate dying ;
When down the misty mountain-sides
The mutky twilight lucks and glides.

And all the lights are flying ;

When gently through the silent dusk

The pink rose leaves are falling ;
Aud from the shioing upland plain

The whippoorwills are calliog;
When the fire-flies flash their torches bright

Through willow boughs low bending—
Ah, me ! [ fear

The summer’s ending.

Into my heast there comes

A vague but sad regret,

Ah! fair sweat suinmer day, 100 soon

We shall forget !

Too soon forget the mystic charm

You weave above you—

Too soon forgzet your smiling face,

Though now we love you,

Oh ! golden lie the waiting fields,
With sunshine o’er them- glancing,

And bright the winding river gleams,

Aund all the sippling rills and streams,
\Vith mirth are daacing ;

‘The lakes ate seas of burning glass,
“I'he brooks are crystal clear;

Lake cheery prophets in the grass
The crickets’ chirp we hear ;

But through the beauty and the glee
There rings a vote of sorfow .

To-day is sweet, but, ab! 190 fleet—
Too soon will come the morraw.

—Harper's Bazaar.

THE EXTRAVAGCANCE OF
SOL2MON GILL.

« ] wouldn't iike tosay asit were
wicked,” remarked old David Lumsden as
ho met Jobnny Button crossing Plum-
ridge Green, ¢ but I'm bound to say as it
ain’t fittin”

Luwsden and Button were the two
old men who met young Potterbee on the
night be preached his first sermon, and
they were now engage2 in discussiag the
conduct of Solomon Gill.

«'To my knowledge, Gill have been
hard put to it this winter a’read y,"” he con-
tinued, “an’ he ain’t so young as he were.
He ought to be a-saving somethin,” he
did. But you can't move Gill when he has
wade up his wind. He've giv' that mis-
sionary supper this thirty year, an’ 'tis
my bolicf that if he know'd ho'd go scat
to-morrow morn, he'd spend his last penny
on it."”

Jobnny Batton indalged in a snigger,
which was instanily suppressed. Ho was
not by naturen humorous man, but he
had occasional mnoments when, as ho said,
# thinge camo to him, fanny-like.”

The * thing *’ that had come to bim
at this moment wasa very old story about
Lumsden. It wassaid that Lumsden had
ouce been a ¢ chief man ” in a ncighbor-
ing chapel, wheroupon a certain occasion
it had been necessary to find a homo for a
* supply.” No one had felt equnl to the
honor, and there wes s prolonged discus-
sion on the sabject, which ended in Lums-
den offering to submit to the inconveni.
enco if tho people would pay the costs
which he incarred. This was agreed upon
and Lumsden received much praise for
his public-spirited conduct.

*You'd liko him to bo troated re-
spoctablo 37" ho was reported to have said.
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The people agrecd that they would.

“And waited on proper? If we-be
poor, ‘tis no cause why we should bo look-
ed down upon.”

This was felt to be an admirabloe senti-
ment, which did Lumsden honor.

“ They ‘supplies’ what como from
tho collidge is uged to luxury,” he con-
tinued. ** 'Tis gaid they do moastly sleep
on feather beds, and stay with gentle-
foxk whon they do go to praich. They do
have four meals a day reg'lar, nnd the col-
lidgeis a kind o' palace. I know a man
as seed it, and ho told me.”

These facts produced consternation.
Such grandeur in connection with “ sup-
plies " had not been dreamed of.

“ We wonder as you dare attempt it.
"Twill bo dreadful tryin’ for ’eo to keep it
up proper from Saturday night to Mon-
day morning. And very like he’ll stay to
dinner Wlonday too. They moastly docs.”

“ You leave that to me,” Lumsden re-
plied. I'll not disgrace ye.”

Lumsden certainly did not disgrace
them. He had long felt that his cottage
needed papering, and manifestly this was
the predestined hour for the operation:
A fresh coat of whitewash is known to be
a good thing for health, and when you
are whitewashing one room you may as
well do the whole Louse. It is likewise
an accepted axiom that cleanliness is next
to gadliness, and when a charwoman costs
only one-aud-sixpence perday, no one
would grudge that the cottage should be
thoroughly scrnbbed. As for slight re-
pairs toa window thav would not open,
and a bedroom door that wounld not shut,
theso were matters which Lumsden could
do bimeelf, and charge for a purely nom-
inalrate. Theend of the affair was that
Lumsden got his cottage completely re-
paired at the cost of the Bethesda folk,
besides layirg in so much food for the
“ gupply " that it was commonly estimat-
ed that he didn't need to buy anything
more for a week. Such was the philan-
thropy of David Lumsden. Johaony But-
ton bappered to think of it when he heard
Lumsden denounce the extravagance of
Solomon Gill, and that wae why he snig-
gored.

“ There’s nro call to laungh,” said
Lumsden, severely.

¢ I wag a-thinkin’ o' somethin’, " said
Button, meckly. ¢ Foakscan'c help their
thoughts.”

¢ An’ I'm a-thinkin’ of somethin’ too,”
said Lumsden. “I'm a-thinkin’ what'll
becomo of Gill if that rheumatis of his
gots worse. I'll warrant he aiu’t saved a
penny sgenst a rainy day.”

* Not like you,ch 1"

«X should think not indeed. Foaks
like Gill thinks as Providence hasn’t noth.
ing clse to do but pay their debts for'em.
I'd rather pay my own in case Providence
shouldn't happen to remember.”

The two old men strolled across to the
cbapel, whose doors stood wide open, for
Roach, the carpenter, was busy putting up
tho platform for the missionary meeting.
Baxter, tho wheelwright, was alrcady
there, under pretence of helping bim.
Thoy also wero cngaged in discussing
Solomon Gill, but from ansther point of
view.

« Ho's about done, is Gill,”” said
Roach, as hesat down Lo rest on s trestle.
«“ Ho've struck tho tune wrong these two
Sundays runnin’. My opcenion is as the
time’s come when we should have an
orgin.”

“J don't hold with orgins, mysclf,”
aaid Baxter.
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“That's ’cause you don't know no
botter,” suid Ronch. “I'll allow they
ain’t much good when you do twidle-
twidloe 'em liko that chap dodown to Bar-
ford Church. You do want to bang ’emn
and whack ‘om, and then they're grand.
I’ve heer'd a horgin as ghook : the win-
ders.”

“ Where might that be?” said Johnny
Button, whose knowledge of music was
supposed to bo profound, owing to the
ci~cumstance that he had onco been
known to play the Old Hundred on his
flute without a single error of any im-
portance.

“Down Belchester way,” said Roach.
“ It were a new chapel thoy’d put up, an’
it were on the opening day. It were a
chap from Belchester as come over an’
played. My! Youshould ha' seed him !
When he couldn't get no more sound.out
o' the top part o’ her, he jest stood up, an'
jumped ike mad on them things they call
the pedals, likea jumpin’ on her toes, so
to epeak, an’ you should ha’ heard ‘er
roar I

‘] don't like music like that,” said
Button, critically, as became a master of .
the flute. **I like it soft, like birds
a-singin”.”

“Well, an’ ho played her soft too, if
it comes to that. When he’d made her
roer, he made her whisper, so to speak. I
seed foak a-cryin’. I did.”

“Iain’t goin’ to say a word agenst
Gill,” said Baxter. I don't say asI'd
stand out oa princerple agenst oneo’ themn
little orgins—harmonys they calls ‘em,
they don’t shake no winders, an’ you can
sing to 'em. Bat Gill’s good enough for
me. ‘There ain't a better man hereabout,
an’ when the sermon’s a bit poorish, X
take a look at Gill all a-beamin’ in his
pew, an’ somoway I feel better for it—
feel asif it were s middlin® good sermon
after all.”

“Be you gein' to Gill's supper to-
night?’ interposed Lumsden, who was
anxious to lead tho conversation back toa
theme on which be was better qualified to
offer an opinion.

“J be,” sald Baxter, “an proud to

Wouldn't miss it nohow.”

“Well, what I've been =a.sayin’ to
Johnny Batton is just this,” said Lums-
den, oracalarly, * that I didn't think we
ought to encourage Gill in any sich ox-
travagance. 1 don’t believe =28 ho can
afford it, and he oughtn’t to doit.”

“Don’t you worry about Gill,"” said
Baxter, with a sardonic smile. * There's
some foak ag find moro pleasuro in givie’
than what they does in savin'. 'Tisn't
every one as looks as long at s ha'penny
as you do, Davy."”

** An there's some fosk as lives long
enough to wish they'd got a ha’penny to
look at,” retorted Lumsden. ’Tisa poor
look-out when you're nigh seventy an’ got
the rheumatis bad, to think o' all the
money you give to them missionaries,
what never had no rhenmatis.”

¢ 1 don’t sco mysel’ what tho rheumatis
hasg to do wi' it,” said Baxter. *¢If they
missionarics don't bavo rheumntis, they
has things whichis a hundred times as
bad. There's widow Penroso’s boy down
to St. Colam, he went for a missionnry,
and everybody knows as ho comehomo as
yellow ay a guinea, and sho's a-wearin'
black for him still.”

“Very like,” said Lumsden, *“ very
Jike. That ain't my point. My point is
that thero ain't no call fer Gill {o starvo
hisself to fced foak what'a bottor fed nor
what heis. I dont believe in payin’

go.

(Aucust taily, 1By,

men to put their heads in the lion's mouty
noithor. Not that there’s much o’ thay,
They missionaries knows how to take care
o' theirselves, you may dopend.”

Lumeden and Johnny Button strolle
away, taking the path across the Greey
which led them out on tlhe high road, pas
Gill’s cottage.

*You see,” snid Lumaden, pointing
ironically to the smoke that was vising
from Gill'a chimney, * ho'’s at it w'ready,
Boilin’ and baking like wad, I'll bo bound,
You take warnin’, Johnny, and don't you
go and speud your substance in riotoys
iivin’ like to im, for I warn ‘ec, J ohnay,
though I be your freend, that | wont
help ’ee when ye como Lo the husks which
tho swine do eat.”

“I know yo wouldn’t, Davy,” said
Jonany, meekly. ¢ No, not o stiver.”

“I might want to, yo know'" gaig
Davy, by way of vindicating his better
nature. There were times when he aus.
pected that Johnny made fun of him.

* Ah, but ye wou'dn’t,” anid Johnnie.
“ Not if ye wanted nover so.  I've know'l
yo want to put sixpence in the plata
many a lime, Davy, but yo never did, did
ye? An' Xsaid many a time, when I've
geed ’ec put a ha'ponay in, * Well, Davy
did want to pat a sixpence in that time,
but maybe he didn’s want hard enough.’
It takesa powerfal lot o' wantin’ to git as
high as sixpence, don't it, Davy?"

It do,” said Davy, solemnly. 11|
say this for mysel’, I allers take a six
pence with me when I goes to meotin'”

‘* Ao’ can't never get it put in. Eb,

but that must be a trial to ‘ce, Davy.”
. *'Tig so, Johnny, in a way o' speak-
ing. Some on usis tried ono way, end
some on s another. Tt all comes of
bein" & man with a farseein' mind,
Johnny.”

“T always know'd you'd that sort o
mind, Davy. You've been famous for
that sort o' mind iver since you comed
among we. XKind o’mind that acts on
princerple, ain't it, Davy 1"

“That's it, Johany. 'Tis princerple
what keeps me from givin". I says to my-
sel’, says I, ¢ 'Taiu’t "cordin’ to princarple
to give your 'ard-carned money to them
what wears better coats nor what you do.'
Now Gill ain’t got .o princerple. He
ain't gifted with a far-secin’ mind. Hed
give his shirt away if he felt like it, and
viver ask whether he'd got another at
bomein the drawer.”

* Ah, "tiggo,” said Johnay, with an
air of profound commiseration. * An' as
for thew husks you was a-speskin’ of, 1
darcsay the pigs felt, when that there
prodigal come among ‘em, they dido't
ought to let 'im have any. 'Tisa queer
thing, is princerple I

Davy glanced at Johuny suspi ciously.
but Jobnny bad tho art of looking guite
impenctrable when be pleased. Ho wore
just now the air of a man who was utter
inga fow pions meditations ina lonely
place, where no one could overhear bim.

Solomon Gill’s supper that night was
onc of unusual splendor. Iis cottage
was & two-roomed ome, with a leanto
scallery at tho back, for Gill wasa bache
lor, and nceded littlo accommodation.  As
a rulo bo did his own cleaning and cook:
ing, but on this great annusl oceasion be
got old Mrs. Maddison to come in and
help him,and Mrs. Maddison’s bread was
a thing of renown at Plumridge Green.

Tho brick floor of the living-room had
beeu scrabbed till it had & ruddy polish;
tho common black-handled knives glitter.
ed liko silver, and tho coarse table-cloth



