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FAGOT GATHERERS.

A PLEA FOR RAGGED SCHOOLS.

BY MISS M. Py AIRD.

Torn and stricken lambs of childhood,
Ye are pale with want and care;

Were vou gathering in the wild-wood,
Flowers 10 wreadic among your hair ?

Not for beuureous flowers ye ramble,
Through the long bright summer hoursg
For the wither'd reed or bramble
Ye must pass the lovely flowers !

Wave on wave of woe’s dark river
Breaking o'er ye in its strife;

Tears of sorrow wrestling ever
With an April smile of life.

Early martyrs to life’s sorrow !
Rough and weary is your way,

Where the hunger of to-morrow
Clouds the sunshine of to-day.

Like the sunbeam through the wild-wood,
Or the singing of the hee,

Is the happy dance of childhood,
"O’r the daisy-spangted lea; * -

Like the stars from datltness pecping,
Pale as pity, on the esrth,

Sad ond weary are ye creeping
Like sad mournets *mid its mirth.

Life for you uniolds no May-flower,
Where fair nature spreads her bloom,

For ve wither like the day-flower,
Blanch’d and blighted ere its noon.

O ! compatsionate the lowly,
These pale children of the poor,
For the Highest—the Most Holy—

Their poor humble vesture wore.’

Now to save them were a glor
Far excelling crowns of gold,
When the world’s brief litle story
s an evening tale is told.
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five years old.—f’uritan Recorder.

O, I'long to lie, dear mother,
Ou the coot and fragrant urass,

With nunght but the sky ubove my head,
And the shadowing clouds that pass,

Aud I wantthe brighe, bright sunshine,
Al ronud upon my bed +

I will ctose my vyves, and God will think
Your lite buy is dead !

Then Christ will.send an angel
Ty take me up 10 him 3

He will bear ne stow and steadily,
Far through the ether dim.

He will gently, gently lay me
Close 1o the Savionr's side,

Aud when ' surethat we're in heaven,
My eyes I'll open wide.

Aund I'll jook among the angels
T'hat stand about ihe throne,

YLl L find wy sister Mary,
For I kuow ghe must b¢ one.

And when I find her, mother,
We will go-away tlone,

And 1 witl'telt her how we've mourned
All the while she has beea gone t

O! T shall be delighted
T'o hear her speak again—

Though 1 know she'lt ne’er return to Utea
T'o aszk her would be vain !

So I'l putay arms around ler,
And look iuto her eyes,

And reu ember all [ sail to her,
And aif her sweet replics,

And then I'll ask the angel
‘T'o take ue back 10 you—
He'tl hear me slow and steadily,
Dowu through the ether blue,

Aud you'll anly think, dear mother,
1 have been out to play, .

And goue to steep, beneath a tree,
This suitcy sumntner day,
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