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HENRY WADSWORTH LONG- He ever held with things divine. I'I‘hc incense clouds, the lifted Host
PELLOW, * He with a Raphael’s pure, light touch The mighty hovering Dove almost :
BY ANNA_M. TOMKINS. Drew angels that are truly such, The chants, the pealing bells and all
“Would i N And hints of Paradise that ecem The old and splendid ritual.

Lilics of all kindouth' ad To wear the colors of a dream. I And then with equal gmee he drew

lein 0‘11'1 ! 5, the flower-de-luce be- | There was no schiem in his soul, 1 The meeting house withhigh-backed pew,
To s trgw Wim ger and ver P'—IVinters "Twas pure and catholic and whole.) The village choir, the rustic throng,

Tale.

And must we say a ssd good-night
To him, our life-long, dear delight 1
And now, with darkuees and the dead,
Associate that beloved head,
Ang.feel no moré, with joy, that he
Breathes the same ntmoapfzere as we?
Will nevermore a springing flower,
Or chiming. bel), or aunsct%our,
Or Jotty decd, or vanquished wrong
Provoke jrom him a noble song 1—
Not often from our carthly shore,
So fair a,spirit passes o'er
To join'the circle of the great
qelcslxa_ln: We, outside‘the gate,
Feel, with a deepening sense of loss,
That life is poorer than it was;
ft of him whoso carolidesr
Rang'mptum on our.childhood’s ear,
Whose silver.note distinct; sustained,
For filty years it charm maintained,
And deeper and diviner grew -
Ay nearer toithe night he drew.
Poet of light and siestness, he.
Those silver locks £ fair.to sce
1 Bound with the Laurcl’s glistening leaf,
.| Betoken neéither age no gritf.
He was no‘Michae), sword in hand,
| _ Who comes the Dragon to-destroy,
K| But Gabriel mild with lily wand,
1 _ Announcing tidings of great joy.
Yet not the less, hehad his part.
8 | In allithat wrings and rends the heart ;
| But swift from the abyss of pain
He-noared to life-and light again, - o i
| And showed,. though hours of grief in- Hexey Wapsworta LoNareLLow. *

) trude, . :
.{ That joy is thé soul's natural mood, . ‘
.And peace, and bbﬁ"ﬁale'gs cfonﬁdcnc,ta 9\.. &uli&w d‘ugs sQ« A‘L
] “In-that great Good beyond the sense. 9 - ‘ . 8 Y. ,; 128 .
t‘Secrets of beanty and deligh o —h JUP
| “And Yeft; as preéona legac§esf, Casls pmimasfa e dbs smmieay -
Some lovely thought with esch-of these. g-,‘ &‘_g‘m ) YW w\u&nw;

He found in every common sight~
And now the comimon flag-flower blue

ilg{h’ 2 rare g’]’@tbo,
nd boasts a nobler pedigree: - . ,
"Than'royal iﬁéurboﬁ%ceugrgﬂis S,Malo ST TEPVIRS . 7S

enceforth for us the wayside trees,

Stk )&., wrndamnns ande &l S,

% and-aign the holy. croes: : . K73 'Q.'...a.. s JOPR o.umaa.‘ PN N
,-Wk@o’evthe\\'}g.!:dqﬂleir;{a.nnc.heo t’m& ' st IR Snaade i

peniclorth our rude Atlantic coast, ol amkitas, aaely Seares.
- ill harbor many a Jovely, ghost, .

B | Avd bhantbin fair, his magic song, - M\W ~S{f,“"8‘9""‘
| His bodisd Torth: our'shores'along. * - o ’

B |"Thié midnizhvs starry pulses beat: ’ ‘
honious 1o hismusic sweet ;

' Sym v : » 6w and PéalFleming, th
-Red -On All crecds, all races, every 4 The sermon good, and dull, and long; ' Mr. Loagfellow and Paal'Xleming, the

1 |-Point &Y;’Jg;]:g:gfgfﬁmg . His mase had for her hﬁug:; !Theo "n‘wixgxdow, and thc’strpy mE ,Horo of his Hyperion” ¢ 33 aad

B | Thosq pe ﬁlg.Vbiocg of the Nicht 1 With master hand he made us seo + Light-breege, sweet séented with the hay, that, being onco -dsked whother the
-:'I'hif"ég“‘é]' from an ‘endléss héig%it, " |Thc great cathedral's xhsjesty,  Fluttering the hymn book’s lodves, that character of the yout/g man yas t«awn -
5, NOEearthy ybrof ¢avahi wad ke, ~ ~ |its pillaved aieles and arches Ligh e ool o Hrom ‘life; he pdused for s little timo
Melerbiianles 0 |Mdnatioitgen, e demidorsll G tatyind i o i, bt
and'deep relationd and‘benign ‘Amoid the lumined windows blaze, | Oh ! greatis he who makes the carth | iogly, “Ho was—what 1 thought 1

21T0, 10 Pfesentin. .this beautlfo) j<

{ l{‘m‘:mmm e BapPIly she rofory to | autagraph which the poes,:a abart e his -3omt o e b Gige’s nw acTios of
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In numbers al

With sovereign

It may not be the loftiest ant,
And yet it is a noble part,
To touch the universal heart,
And speak to peasants aud to kings
The word that jov and healing brings,
And win a love and fame that reach
As far as doth pur English speech.
Thus he, whose praises yo rebenrss

v Ynn'wprihy him ;
Nor'cati we think that years-will dim
The halo that surrounds his verse, .
Because it has the enduring grce *
And magic charm of loveliness,
And nobly utters truths sublime,
¢ Not for an age, but forall time.”

Poet of sweetneas and of light !

We will not say a sad vood-night,
Nor leave thee where thy body lies,
*Mid Auburn’s funcral sanctitiea.
Surely the world unscen must be
Far ampler that the one we see,
And lovelier ; and it holds for thes
Store of congenial company.
And thou, who still wast happy here,
Uplittiog high thy hymns of cheer

* Bﬁd sorrow’s storms and agy's frost,
Hast not thy jovous ardor lost.
Thou swan-like Poct | silver hright
Be those long rivers of delight |
Thet bear thee to the mystic sca
Of sll-enfolding Drity. .
We may not gucsa how deep thy joy,
What lofty themes thy thongbta employ,
What converes high *tis thirs to hold
bards and beroes old ;
With what a rapture near to pain,

Thy spirit claspa its own.again ;

How passing fair thy being’s rose

In yon Elysian climaté blows ;
How rich and widé an empiry
Thy faithful'tervile wins for thee ;
But we believe thy soul has found,
Tho'peace withopt.a name or bourd,

More wealthy in the beautiful ;
For that is indestructible,
And all men see and feel its worth.
How deep the charm, how heaveuly sweet,
When passion and high honour meet,
Aud love, 80 stronger far than death,
Draws among men its angel breath ;
Puro as the water-lily’s cap
From ooze and slime that tloateth up !
Such Elsie and Evangeline,
Handmaids for Shakespeare’s Imogen,
As high in love and constancy,
And almost aa renowned as she.

And xeats, and eviepmore shall rest.
In that bright g@nn;;y, wholly bleat!
- Sta¥sTEAD, P Q
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PLEASANT HOURS.

THE BUMAN-HEARTEDNESS
OF LONGFELLOW.

BY 188 LILLIK R, ORACEY.

ENRY Wadsworth Long-
fellow, the swect poet, the
gentle scholar, the gonial
gontlewan, 6o reverenced,
0 beloved among us, held
most dear in other lands
a8 well as our own, a poet
of marked excellonce, the

“ poople’a " poet, has gone.

A simplo life has uttered iisolf in
song and men listened, rejoiced, and
loved, and now they mourn. By reach-
ing the highway to the human heart,
cowing in contact at all points with
tho great interests of humanity, human-
izing overything he touched, Long-
follow wade himself controller of the
high art of Poetry and the friend of
his race.

¢The most popular poet of the
civilized world,” Mr. Fields calls him,
und says there must bo a reason for
this : somo reason for this popularity
umong high and low, some sufficient
cause for this lssting and firm regard
for the man who, ata very early age,
camo “singing out from the borders
of Maine into the world of song.”

Longfellow breathes his whole spirit,
his energy, bis courage, and tonderness
into others and touches the popular
heart by expressing universal senti-
ments and feelings in simplest, most
melodiousverse; and intheheart's aiter-
nate moods of dejection and gladness,
solaces and cheers, inspires and helps.
Hao is the sweet singer who carols from
tho heart to the heart. A bond of
sympathy exists between him and all
his readers, He is pre-eminently the
post of the home.

e was a true philosopher who said:
“ Lot me mako the songs of 2 nation,
and I care not who makes its laws.”
Longfellow approached nearer than any
other to that standard,

¢+ All the hearts of men were softened

By tho pathos of his music ;

For he sang of peace and freedom,
Sung of beauty, love, and longing,
Sung of death and life undying

In the land of the Hereaftor.”

Longfellow is never false, never un-
feeling, but radiant in truth and hope,
imparting steength and courage to
endeavour and always singing in his
own peculiar way that “life is real”
and ¢ earncet,” and saying to usin the
living present with a “heart within
and God o'erhead,” to be “still
achisving, still pursuing.” He touches
aliko the fountains of joy and tears.
Heo has us wander with him through
foreign lands; he takes-us into his
studies ; we are admitted into the
sacred joy of homo; we feel the pains
of sorrow and loss, and we hear the
prayers of trust and thankfulness.

His. simplicity and fondness for
children make him largely a children’s
poet, for with the most genial music
the purest and simplest expression is
united. Old and young alike find
occasion for his exhilarating worda.

The Loundon Uatly Telegraph says:
“ An long as the English language
lasts, Longfellow’s works will be
quoted ss models of simplicity of style.
and-paority of thought.”

Ho is quoted aud. read on both con-
tinonts, and in the izles of the sea.
In England he is cited in Parliameat,
Westminster Hsll, in cathedrals and
overy pulpit admitshim. Tho mottoes
l?il:n. t,l’)onmda of titlo pages aro from

To fow men, indeed, is it given to
soo 80 comploto a rcalization of am-
bition and hope. Ilelived to hear his
name honoured among good men overy-
where, to know ho had dono his best
and that the world appreciated his en-
deavours, But life had its sorrows
oven for Longfellow, the bitterest that
como, when duys wore “dark and
dreary ;" when, ho says:

¢ My heart was hot and restless,
And my life was full of care,
And tbo burdens laid upon me
Socmed greater than I could bear.”

Through Longfellow’s poignant sor-
rows we have the quiot sympathy, the
yielding spirit, the pensive thought,
that are the alluring, abidinrg charms
of his poema.  In a world of yolicitude
and anxiety—

““Such songs have power to quict
"The reatless pulso of care,
And come liko the benediction
‘That fullows after prayer.”

He has so breathed himself into his

songs that in them he is with us still.

Wherever they go over the world he
will be with them. He will be beside
the youth giving courage; he will be
with the wanderer in foreign lands ; he
will be with the marirer on thesea ; he
will be with the explorer of the woods ;
be will be in the quiet beauty of home ;
ho will be by the side of the gorrowing | P
beart pointing to a bigher faith ; and
as old age gathers about the human

soul he will whisper,

¢ For age is opportunity. no ‘css than yonth

o  Stself.”
‘Wo leave him,
¢ Never hero, forever there,
Where all parting, pain, and care,

And death and time shall diaaPpeu
Forever there, but never here.’

And we go forward refreshed,
strengthened, inspired with the light
of a singer of songs immortal as love,.
pure as the dew of the morning and
sweet as 1ts breath : songs about the
fleeting nature of life which comes and
gocs as the waves of the desert sand,
a8 the tents of a caravan, as a flower

that shoots up and dies away: son
with which tho Jover meots his bride,
and the mother soothes her child, und

the heart of a people beats with pride:

songs that cheer human endeavour and

console human sorrow and exalt human

life.—Northern Christian Advocate.

BLESSED ARE THE DEAD WHO
DIE IN THE LORD.

@ HOW blest aro

=’  ended!

Who, thruugh death, have unto
cended !

Ye have arisen

From the cares which keep us still in
prison. oo

ye whose toils are
God as-

Christ has wiped away your tears forcvc?;
Ye have that for.whi
our, .

To you are chanted ~ =
Songs which yct no mortal ear have

haunted.

Ah ! who would not, then, depart with
gladness, .

To inherit hicaven for earthly sadness?

Who here would languish '

Longer in bewsiling and i anguish 1

Come, O Christ, and loose the chains that
bind us! '

Lead u.'; forth, and cast this world behind
us

With Thoe, the Anocinted,

Finds the soul its joy and rest appointod..

we still- endcava

-+ I my fecble prayer can reach thes,

THE DEATH OF LONGFELLOW.
AT
i American should die whose
%’% death would come so cloe home
to so many hearts na this which
has just happeped. It is felt woll
nigh universally. ‘The death of a
great man may bo widely noted, but
not correspondingly folt. But this
brings with it sndness. Full yearshad
come upon him, but tho poot is never
old. When by distant firesides we
read his poems, weo do not say “ Theso
are the words of an old man,” we do
not figure the white locks.and irem-
bling limbs of age ; but rather, we sceo
before us an immortal youth or an age
that ‘has the freshness and glory of
youth. Besides, we none of us ever
weary of those wo love. When a
nation has Jearned to love a great man,
he sinks deeper and deeper into its
atfection—** ag streams their channels
deeper wear.” Tt is but the simple
truth that Longfellow iz the most
widely-known name in the country, if
we except some political names that are
known perforce, and the most widely
read, without exception. I would not
indulge in gross estimates; but 1
think it no exagrsration to say that
half the population of the country
have read some one or more of his
oems. When we recollect that all
the echool-readers for nearly fifty years
have contained his verses, we see that
the estimate is not lJow. And no
young person reads these poems—
¢t The Psalm of Life,” ¢The Wreck of
the Hesperus,” ¢ The Hymn to Night,”
“ The Reaper and the Flowers,” “ The
Footsteps of Angels,” * The Skeleton'’
in Armor,” “The Village Blacksmith,”
¢« The Old Clock on the Stairs,” ¢ San-
dalphon,” or, in riper years, the tender
tale of ¢ Evangeline,” ¢ The Courtship
of Milés Standish,” the * Tale of Hia-
watha,” redolent of woods and wild
natura—no young person ever reads
these, even in a lesson-book, without
‘& peculiar drawing to the poet. Ths
reader’s touched sensibilities go out to-
ward the man and rest there with
sympathy. And so it bas come about
that this -poet i8 held in an almost
friendly esteem by a vast number of
his countrymen, and by a nearly equal
nnmber of Englishmen, for he is the
_popular poet there, as here.

-9

ELSIE'S PRAYER.

QMY Redcemer and my Lord,
x¥s 1 besdech thice, 1 entreat thee,
Guide.me.in each act and word,
That hereafter I may meet thee,
-Watching, waiting;-hoping,'yearning,

gt -

JUntercedipe. . T
With these bledding "

. Wounds upon, thy hands and side,

For all whe have Jived and erred

| Thon hast.snifered, thou Jst died,
Scotirged, and mocked, ahd crucified,

J And in the gravehasy thou been buried!

»

o~

O my Saviour, 1 beseech thee,
Even as thou hast died for me,
More sincerely .. . .

Let me follow whetp thon leadest,
Let me, bléeding as thon blecdest,,
Die, ifdying T'may give =~~~
Life to onc who'28ks £0 live,
And moré nearly,

Dying thus, resemble thee !

- -Alittle- that arighteous-man hath,

With my lamp well tyimmed and burn- |

MAIDENHOOD.

is impossiblo that any other j ¥7. ATINEN | with tho meck brown

/L eyes
In whose orbs a shadow lies
Like tho dust in the evening skies|

Thou whose locks outshiue the sun,
Golden tresses, wreathed in ono,
As the braided strcamlets run |

Standing with reluctant feet,
Where the brook and river meet.
Womanhood and childhood fleet ;

Gazing, with a timid glance,
On tho brooklet's swift advance,
On the river’s broad expanse !

Deep and still that gliding stream,
Beautiful to thee must seem,
As the river «{a dream.

Then-why pause with indecision
‘While bright angels in thy vision
Becxon thee to fields Elysian?

Seest thou shadows sailing by,
As the dove, with startled eye,
Sees the falcon’s shadow fly?

Hear'st thou voices on the shore,
That our ears perceive no more,
Deafened by the cataract’s roar?

Oh, thou child of many prayers !
Life hath quicksands, Life hath snares
Carc and age come unawares |

Like the swell of some sweet tune,
Morniag rises into noon,
May glides onward into June,

Childhood is the bough whereslumbered
Birds and blossoms many riumbered ;
Ago thatbough with anowencumbered.

Gather then each flower that grows,
When the young heart oveiflows
To embalm that tent of snow.

Bear a lily in thy hand ;
Gates of brass cannot withstand
Ono touch of that magic wand.

Bear through sorrow, wrong, and ruth
In thy heart the dew of youth,
On thy lips the smile of truth.

Oh, that dew, like balm shall stesl
Into wounds that cannot heal,
Even as sleep our eyes doth seal ;

And that smile like sunshine, dart,
Into inany a sunless heart,
For a smile of God thou art!

“Axnuyg who filled the places we once
filled, .

And follow in the furrows that we tilled,
Young men, whose generous heuris are
beating, high,

We who are old, and are about to die,
Salute you'; hail you'; take your hands
in ours . .
And crown you with our welcome as with

flowers 1"

¢

A prrEOUS reminiscence of Mr. Long-
fellow-is-relited by Mr: G. ‘W, Childs,
who ‘several"yedrs ago entertainéd the
poet at dinner i Rome, - “He was walk-
ing to’the dining.room with M, Childs,
and on their way .through;the corridor
of the hotel they passed .a:series-of
Jightea wax candles.placed in.cande-

| labra, surrounded> by- flowers. " Mr.

Longfellow immeédiately: stisded’ his
face with his heud dud begged his
comparion to hasten his footateps. It
was through the flame of & lighled
candle, when in..the..act..of melting
some scaling wax, that Mrs. Longfel-

igbetter than the riches of mapy wicked

‘low- was burned .to.death:. ;.
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MY LOST YOUTH.

A FTEN I think of the beautiful town
X That is scated by the sea ;
Often in thought go up and down
The pleasant atrects of that dear old town,
And my youth comes back to me.
And a verse of a Lapland song
Is haunting wmy mcmoay atill
“ A Loy's wili is the wind’s will,
And the thoughts of youth are long, long
thoughta.” .

1 can ece the shadowy lines of its trees,
And cateh, in sudden gleams,
The sheen of the far-surrounding scas,
And Islands that were the Hesperides
Of all my boyish dreams.
And the burden of that old song,
It murmurs and whispers atill :
“ A boy's will is the wind's will,

thoughta.”

1 remember the black wharves and the

slips,
And the sea-tides tossing tree ;
And Spanish sailors with ed lips,

And the magic of the sea.
And the voice of that wayward song
Is singing and saying still :

% A boy’s will is the wind’s will,

thoughts.”

I remember the bulwarks brv the shore,
And the fort upon the hill ;
The sunrise gun, with its hollow roar,
The drum-beat repeated o’er and o'er,
And the bugle wild and shrill,
And the music of that old song
Throbs in my memory still :
« A boy’s will is the wind’s will,
And the thoughts of youth are long, long
thoughts.”

I remember the sea-fight far away, *
How it thundered o'er the tide !
And the dead captains, as they lay
In thewr graves, o'erlooking the tranquil

vay, .
Where they in battle died.

Goes through me with a thrill .
“A boy’s will is the wind’s will.
And the thoughts, of youth are long, long
thoughts.”

I rememléer the gleams a~* glooms that
art -
Across the schoolboy’s brain ;
The song and the silence in the heart,
That in part are prophesics, and in part
Are longings wild and vain.
And the voice of that fitful song
Sings on, and ‘s Hever still :
“ A boy’s will is the wind’s will,
And the thoughts of youth are long, long
thoughts.”

There arve things of which I may not
speak ;
There are dreams that cannot die !

heart weak,’
And briug a pallor inta the cheek,
And a mist into the ege. -
Ani the words of that fatal'song
Come over me like & chill ¢
“ A hoy's will is'the wind’s will, )
And the thoughts of youth are long; long
thoughta.”

Strange to me now are the forms I meet
When I visit the dear old.town ;
Bat the native air js pure and.awect,
And the trees that o'ershadow cach well-
known street, )
As they balance up and down,
Are singing the beautiful song,
Are sighing and whispering still-:
“ A-boy'’s will is'the wind'siwill,
Aud the thonghta of youth.are long, long
thonghta.”

R

® Thls wag the engagement betwv.in the Enterprise
a2d the Bomer, off tha hadour of - rtland, s which
both ceptalns were slaln, They wece buried alde by
wde, Ix 3he cemetery on Mountjoy,

And the thoughts of youth arc long, long 4

And the beauty and mystery of the ships,.

And the thoughts of youth are long, long’

And the sound of that mournful song.

There we thovghtr. that make_the strong

And Deening's Woods are fresh and fair,
And with joy that is almost pain
My heart goes back to wander there,
And among the dreams of the days that
were
I find 1y losf youth again.
And the strange and beautiful song,
The groves are repeating it etill ;
“ A boy's will is the wind’s will,
And the thoughts of youth are long, long
thoughta.”

&

‘LONGFELLOW, THE HELPFUL
FRIEND.

DY ONE WHON HE HELPED.

: UT very few of his

3 intimate friends,
Ithink,knowhow
Jeind was the dear
friend who has
Jjust died to those
who were study-
; ing to fit them-

solves for & career in literature or
music or art, But there were not a
few of thoss to whom he gave his
sympathy and help who felt that a
very dear father had passed away when
they heard the news of his death. I
have been gadly turning over the port-
folio- which contains some scores of
notes and letter which I bave received
during the Just eight or -ten years from
bim, while pursuing the study and
practice of music.at home and. abroad,
signed with his-dearly-loved initials
- can hardly bring myaelf, Mr. Editor,
to agree:to your request' that I copy
some selections from his letters,and 1
would not do it.except that I am
allowed to conceal ny .name, that I

| may not seem to seek. publicity as

having been the recipient of his good-
ness. Delicacy requires this reticence.
It. iz painful to read much that is
written, and our griet would fain be
left sacred and silent; but his good-
ness should not be.concealed. It be-
longs to the world, which gives speech
to its own sorrow and asks from those
who have best known him their experi-
ence also.

Most exquisite was his tender way
of doing a kindness to others, as if he
were receiving, instead of doing the
favour. It was this which constantly
affected me with tho sense of his good-
ness.

My. story is not a sdlitary one. I
had come, a poor girl, to Boston, from
a distant part of the country, a young
writer and singer, teaching music to
defray my expenses in the continuance
of my studies, and writing bits for the
several papers in the city. Oneday I
‘visited an editor, with ‘Yomeé verses of
greater length -than usual. He’snid:
« Thig is too long' for a’newspaper or
magazifie. Finish it, andthen'1 want
you to taks it to Mr. Lofigfellow” I

| openeéd my eyes in-wondér. “I goto

M. Longfellow 1™ ‘

» '1 hadnever dreamed it possible that
"Mr. Longfellow would-trouble himself
about a perfect stranger, and I im-
agined the editor-to be making sport
of me and my poem: Three months
ater I yiclded to a sudden impulss,
and: wrote. Mr: Longfellow, -and was
invited ‘to -visit-bis ‘home. Tbe-day
‘wag'a golden one, for Ifound in him
a' calm, wise counsellor. Afterward
-fortuns favoured me, 80- that X drifted
to foreign shores;-to carry on my am-
‘bitious- plans; ‘and oven then his
thoughtful: kindness followed me-—now

s word of encouragement, praise, or |

comfors;swhich he: found-time to givo

expression to, making ils way across
the Atlantic; ever suggesting, with-
out scoming to do 20, some subjoct for
ny pon ; begging mo at all times to
write all about mysolf; and offering
his help in any way that was possible.

At ono time his lettore before mo
show him taking charge of a produc.
tion of my pon to place it in tho hands
of tho oditor ; wt another visiting the
dusty office of the paper for which I
was writing letters, to subscribe for it
with his own hand; and the editor,
who never expocted such an honour to
be paid his poor paper, immediately
begs me to consider myself engaged to
write the following year.

Aguin and again would he give some
little commission to do for him, as if
it wero granting bim a great favour,
whilo it is only his delicate way of
presenting me to persons who might
bo interested in iy struggles and prove
themselves frienda.

Too proud to reply to his oft-repeatod
question of whether he might aid me,
he finally visited some of my friends,
to learn my exact needs, and then one
New Year's morning I remember my-
self seated on the sido of my bed, where
letters have been brought to me, the
tears rolling down my choeks, for I
feared I must yield to the inevitable
and go home. ¢ Oecly a little New
Year’s gift, that will serve to buy
gloves,” 8sid bis lotter. Did he know
that it was bread, not gloves, [ feared
I should need, and which his generous
gift supplied ¢ &

But I copy from these letters, my
choicest treusure, a few paragiaphs
which will give an idea of his thought-
fulness and kindness. In one of his
early letters he writes :

“ How kind of you to write mesuch
a long letter. It has interested me
extremely. But the next must be all
about yourself. No so much what you
are aoing, for I can imagine that, but
what you aro feeling and fearing and
hoping and desiring. In short, a pic-
ture of your inner self. .

¢ Tell me, also, how I can be of aid
and comfort to you, being assured of
my constant wish and willingness to
belp you in all ways.”

This bit 18 from another letter:

“ Your tour in Switzerland will be

a great refreshment to you.  But when

one iz sad and sorrowful there is a

kind of terror in mountain scenery.

I have often felt it.”

The following was in response to
some confidences :

¢ I feel now, more than ever before,
the dangers that surround you; but I
am sure you will ba strong and valiant.
Instead of giving you good advice, I
gsend you a song I wrote the gther
day.” .
Thesong isthatbeginning ¢ Stay,stay

at home, my heart and rest,” the last |

verso of which is:

* Then stiy at bome, my heart, aud reet,
The bird is safest in its nest ; ‘
Oer all that flatter their wings and fl
A hawk is hovering in the sky ;

" To stay at home 15 bost.”

«1 beg you, dear——, ‘not to feel
wounded at my frank manner.of spesk-
ing. I cannot speak otherwiss and bo
true to mysclf and to you. -And be-
lieve always .in my unabatod interest
in your-welfure and your success; and
how,truly. X am your friend.

“«H. W.L”

Faréwell best, tondereat, frdest of
friends !

CHRIST AND THE SULTAN'S
DAUGHTER.

J&ARLY in the moming,
' The Sultan’s daughter

Walked in her father’s ganden,
Gathering the bright flowers,

All full of dew.

And as she gathered them,

She wondered more and more

Who was the Master of the Flowery,
And mnde them grow

Out of the cold, dark earth.

“ In my heart,” she said,

“T love him ; and for bim

Would leave my father's palace,

To labour in his garden,”

And at midnight

As she lay upon her bed,

She heard a voice

Call to her from the garden,

And, looking forth from her window,
She saw a beautiful youth

Standing among the tlowers.

1t was the Lonhcsus;

And she went down to him,

And vpened the door for him ;
Aud he said to her, “ O maidan !
Thou hast thought of me with love,
And for thy sake,

Out of my Father's kingdom,

Have I como hither ;

I am the Master of the Flowers,
My garden is in Paradise,

And if thou wilt go with we,

Thy bridal garland

Shall be of bright red flowers.”
And then he took from his finger
A golden ring,

And asked the Sultan’s daughter

If she would be his bride.

And when she answered him with love,
Uis wounds began to bleed ;

And she said to him,

“0 Love ! how red thy heart is,
And thy hands are fall of roses.”

“ For thy sake," answered he,

“ For thy sake is my heart 8o red,
For thee I bring these roses.

I gathered them at the cross
Whercon I died for thee !

Come, for my Father calls.

Thou art my elected bride

And the Suitan's daughter
Followed him to his Father's garden.

FOOTSTEPS OF ANQGELS.
7HEN the hours of Day are num-

- And the voices of the Night
Wake the better soul that slumbered,
To a boly, calm delight ;

Then the formns of the departed
Enter at the open door,

The beloved, the true hearted,
Come to visit me once inore ;

They, the holy ones and weakly,
\\?ho the cross of suflering bore,

Folded their pale hands so meekly,
Spake with us on earth no more !

And with them the Being Beautcous,
Who unto niy youth wes given,
More than all-things else to love me,

And is.now a saint in heaven,

With a low and noiseless footstep
Comes that messenger divine,
Takes the vacant chair beside me,
‘Lays her gentle band in mine

.Uttered not, yet comprehended,
Ia the apirit’s voiceless prayer,

Scft rebakes, in blessings ended,
Bresthing from her lips of air.

OL, though oft depressed and lunely,
* All my fears are Iaid aside,
If I-but refmember only
Such s thess have lived and died ¢

A 1ADY who had been travelling in
Italy was ssked by a friend how she
‘liked Venice. “ Oh! very much, in-
doed,” was the reply. “I was unfor-
-tunate enough, howerver, toarrive thero
‘juit at tho time of -a heavy. flood, snd

-we bad to go about the strects in boats.!”

-
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WEARINESS.
LITTLE fect! that such long
o] years
Must wander on through hopes and
fears,
Must ache’and bleed beneath your
load;

1, nearer to tho wayside inn,
Where toil shall ceaso and rest begin,
Am weary thinking of your road |

O little hands ! that, weak or strong,
Havo sull to serve or rule so long,
Huvo atill so long to give or ask ;
I, who so muach with book and pon
Have toiled among my fellow-men,
A wemy thinking of your task,

0 littlo hearts! that throb and Leat
With such impatient, foverish heat,
Such limitless and strong desires ;
Mine that so long has glowed and
burned,
With passions into ashes turned,
Now covers and conceals its fires.

O little souls | as pure and white,
And crystalline as rays of light
Direct from heaven, their source
divine;
Refracted through the mist of years,
How red my setting sun appears,
How lurid looks this soul of mine!
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TORONTO, MAY %7, 1882,

LONGFELLOW AND THE
CHILDREN,

(T i ONGFELLOW was especially
B2 the poct of children. He wrote
a good deal for them, and they
can understand cverything he wrote,
which 18 more than can be said of some
other poots, over whose writings even
grown folks have to puzzle to find out
what they mean.

The poem on “The Children's
Hour,” was addressed to his own three
little dwughters.  We give in this
number several of his poems, and art-
icles on Longfellow, that the young
people of Canada may know how kind
a friend all children bave lost by the
death of the great poct. Every boy
or girl who can, should have a copy of
his poema.  They can be bad complete
in one volume for $1, (Houghton and
Mifllin’s DismondEdition), which will
bo sent for that prico by tho Rev.
Wm. Briggs, Publisher of Preasanr
Hougs,, ., .

A few, yenrs aga the childron of
Cambridge made.the poot a present of
~ 3 beautiful clair made from the wood

of the '‘spreading chestnut treo” of
which be ings in * Tho Viliage Black-
smith,” Ho wroto in return for the
gift a fine poem, which I cannot find
in my edition of his works, und so can-
not quote it, Only two days before
ho died two young lads called to see
him, and ho took them through the
bouse, and showed them his treasures
including “tho children's chair.”
Tho pretty verses which follow this
notico refer to this chair.

So far as we are awaro no special
memorial number of any periodical
has been devoted to Longfollow. We
are glad to have tho opportunity of
devoting to hie memory this number
of PLeasant Houus, that thus a hun-
dred thousand Canadian young people
mny be brought into closer sympathy
with tho greatest recent poct, not
merely of America but we think, of
the English speaking race. All tho
poems in this number, unless other-
wise indicated, are by Longfellow.

THE POET'S EMPTY CHAIR.
DY MRS, MARGARET K. SANGSTER.

~>

I RO the chair the children gave

dt  him where he sat as on a throne.

While they clustered round him fondly,
claiming him as all their own,

He has gone, the poet stately, aureoled
with snowy hair ;

If we looked, we could not find him in
this wide world anywhere.

1f we called, he would not answer—he,
80 swift to sinile and bless

Every little child who sought him with a
gracious tenderness ;

Though we wept, he would not hear us :
ke haa gone too far away,

And the children’s chair in Cambridge is
a vacent throne to-day. :

And he slumbers, oh, go deeply ! all his
carthly labors done,

Never more a care to vex him 'neath the
ever-circling sun ;

Of all ewecet things said about him, this
thall farthest {ragrance send,

That the poct, aage, and scholar was the
children’s loving friend.

Like his Master. he would suffer tiny
hands to touch his gown ;

Fearlessly the small feet thronged him,
unrebuked by word or frown ; .
Surely he was met in heaven by a white-

robed shining band,
Since before Qur Father alway do the
children’s angels stand.

Misstonany horoism has not yet
died out of the Church, as will be seen
from tho following account of the
death of a faithful missionary to the
Indians at Cape Croker on Lake
Huron :

Brother Bawtenheimer has been
gradually sinking for some weeks, so
that his death was not unexpected.
I wvisited bhim a short time ago, and
found him cslmly and confidently
trusting in Christ as his personal Sav-
iour, waiting to learn all the good
pleasure of his will. So much was
the head and heart of this missionary
in his work, that, when so prostrated
by sicknees as to be utterly unable to
walk, he requested the Indians to
carry him to the house of God,and
there, though in great weakness and
suffering of body, he proclaimed to his
eager and sympathiring audience that
glorions Gospal that gives peace, and
Jjoy in life, and ‘strength, and comfort,
in weakness and suffering. Our dear
Brother Bawtenheimer sleeps in Jesus,
I oarnestly solicit for his bereaved
family.the prayerful sympathy of our
people. Cuas. Fism

Tux Rov. J. C.
S8eymour, author of
“Voices From tho
Throne,” otc., has
prepared a volume
of Temperance
Readings under
tho titlo of “Tho
Temperance Battle
Field and How to
Gain the Day.” A
now book for the .
young of all ages, RIS
full of humorous §
and pathetic atoriea,
We have read the
greater part of this
book in MS. and
can commend it as
one of the most in-
tcmsting temper-
ance volumes wo JN
have ever secn.
It has not a dull
page in it It
abounds with inci-
donts and anecdotes 3
which will move ¥y
alternatelytosmiles
and tears; with
arguments that will
convince the judg-
ment, and appeals
that will arouse the
conscience and in-
fluence the will. The book is now
passing through our Connexional press,
and will be ready by the Confercnces.
We recommend it for Sunday-achool
libraries, Bands of Hope, Temperance
Societies, public readings, etc. )

OXE of the accompaniments of the
tenth sanniversary, recently held, of
the Sherbourne Street Methodist Sun-
day-school, Toronto, was somewhat
novel. Anniversary sermons were de-
livered on Sunday, April 2, and the
anniversary meeting on Monday,
April 10, when tickets to the Toropto
Zoological Museum, available during
the Easter vacation, were presented to
the officers, teachers, and scholars, by
the superintendent, Mr John N. Lake.
The invitation was largely accepted by
the scholars.

WEe regret that we are unable to
use the following atticles written for
Preasaxt Hoors: “Little Amy
Payne,” “The Refining Fire,” * The
Use of the Four Senses” Jf the
writers wish the D{8S. returned and
will kindly send their address they
will be sent to them,

ArteR Longfellow’s visit to Wind-
sor Castle, in 1867, the Queen said to
Sir Theodore Martin : *“ I noticed an
unusual interest among the .attendant
and servants, I could scarcely credit
that they so generally understand who
he was. When he took his.leave, they
concosled themsslves in places from
which they could geta good look at
bim, as he passed.”.

Quees VicTomia :is- punctilious in
the recognition of .the devotion of her
sarvants. The. old couple who had|
charge for many years of her Swiss|
cottage at Oshorne died last year, aod
over their graves the qucen has placed
a stone inscribed with the record .of
their service, with this -aduition:
«This stone was erocted by Queen
. Victoria .and her cbildren, January,
1882, ¢He that is faithful in that
which is Jeast is faithful alao in much.’”

SPRING.
SPRING.
.gELEASANT it is, when
A aree

n,
And winds are soft and low,
To lie amid some sylvan scene,
Where, the long “drooping boughs be-
tween,
Shadows dark and sunlight sheen
Alternate come and go ;

woods are

Beneath some patriarchal treo
1 Jay upon the ground ;
His hoary arms uplifted he,
And all the broad leaves over me
Clapped their little hands in glee,
‘S)th one continuous sound ;

The green trees whispered low and mild;
It was a sound of joy ! )

They were my playmates when a child

And rocked me in their arms so wild !

Still they looked at me and emiled,
Asif 1 were a boy ;

And ever whispered, soft and low,
“Come, be a chilti once more !”
And waved their Jong arms to and fro,
Ang beckoned solemnly and slow ;
Oh, I could not chodse but go
Into the woodland hoar;

Into the blithe and breathing air,
Iuto the solemn wood,
Solemn and ailent everywhere !
Nature with folded bands seemed there,
Kneeling at her evening prayer!
Like one in prayer I stood.

And falling on my weary, brain,
Like a fast-falling shower, .
The dreams of youth came back again,
Low lispings of the summer Tain,
Dropping on the ripened grain,
As once upon the flower;

Visions of childhood ! Stay, oh stay !
Ye were o sweet and wild !

But distant voices seem to say,

“It cannot be! They awey !

Other themes deman ‘may ;
Thou art no more a child !

“Hark ! I hear their voices sweet,
And the echo of their little feet,
Tripping.lightly down the street.

Oh ! golden childhood, fair-and meck.
How vain are words, how faint and

weak,
Of youth and purity te speak.”

Kais Food.
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LONGFELLOW’'S LAST POEM.
“MAD RIVER IN THE WHITE MULNTAINS'
A MOUNTAIN STREAM'S8 STORY.

The title of Mr. Longfellow’s last con-
tribution to the Atlantic is * Mad River,}
in the White Mountains,” 1t is a dia-
logue between a traveller and the moun-
tain stream—the man questioning, the
river replying, and at last giving us its
history thus :—

:gﬁ BROOKLET, nameless and un-

known,
Was I at first, resembling
A little child that all alone
Comes venturing down the atairs of stone,
Irresolute and trembling.

Later, by wayward fancies led,
For the wide world I panted ;
Out of the forest, dark and dread,

Acrots the open fields I fled,
Like one pursued and haunted. i

I tossed my arms, I sang aloud,
My voice exultant blending
With thunder frem the passing cloud ;
The wind the forest hent and bowed
The rush of rain descending

Theard the distant ocean call,
Imploring and entreating ;

Drawn onward o’er this focky wall

I plunged, and the loud waterfall
Made answer to the gresting.

And now, beset with many ills,
A toilsome life 1 follow ;

Compelled to carry from the hills

These logs to the nmpatient mills
Below there in the hollow.

Yet something ever cheers and charins
The rudeness of my labours ;

Daily I water with these arms

The cattle of a hundred farms,
And have the birds for neighbours.

Men call me mad, and well they may ;
When full of rage and trouble

I burst miy hanks of sand and clay

And aweep their wooden bridge away
Like withered xceds or stubble.

Now, go and write thy little rhyme
As of thine own creating ;
Thou sec’st the day is past its prime;
I can no longer waste my.time,
The mills are tired of waiting.
Welivein deeds, not in yeara—inthoughts,
not breatha— ’
In feelings, not in figures on a dial ;—
We should count time by heart-throbs,
He most lives,
Who ‘thinks most-—fecls the noblest—
acts the best.—Bailsy.

Map Rivex,

BOOK NOTICES. '

Canadian Methodist Magazine. Con- :
tents of DMay number: The most no-
table article in this number, and one
which will attract much attention, is
a psper by John Macdonald, Esq., on
the Approaching General Conference,
in which, among other things, he ad |
vocates the election of three or four
bishops, who shall hold office for life.
Anotber article, founded largely on
Miss Gordon Cummingy’ “ At Home
in Fiji,” describes the marvellous
conversion, through the labours of
Wesleyan missionarics, of those islands
from savage capnibalism to a Christian
Crown,Colony of Great Britian. The
frontispiece is a fine portrait of Long-
fellow. There is also an article on
his poetry, sketches of the late Henry
VWilkinson, William Beatty, and
Bishop Janes, with other articles--
four in all being illustrated—makes
up a number of more than average in-|
terest. Of the illustrated articles in|
this Magazine the Missionary Review,
of Princeton, N. J., saya: ¢ They are
well fitted to awaken and cherish
deeper and more profound interest in
foreign mission. We wish them the
widest possible circulation and in-
fluence.”

Tur Quarterly Review Service, and
Canadion Scholar’s Quarterly, have
both ‘Lecome very popular. The Re-
view Service for June, is now ready,
and will be mailed for §0c. per 100,
The third number of the Quarterly,
that for July, August, and September
—20 pages—Map, Leasoh Hymns,
everything required, will be mailed
for 2 per 100,

‘This Longfellow number in quan-
tites of 10 or more will be *ent to any
address for one cent each.

THE SLAVE'S DREAM.

=) ESIDE the ungathered rice he lay,

@2 His sickle in his hand ;

His breast was bare, his matted hair
Was buricd in-the sand.

Again, in the mist-and shadow of slecp,
He saw his Native Land,

Wide through the landscape of his dreams
The lordly Niger flowed ;

Beneath the palm-trees on the plain
Once moré & kin'ﬁilw strode ;

He saw once more his dark-eyed queen
Amony her children stand ,
They clasped hus neck, they kiseed lLis
cheeka,
They held him by the hand !—
A tear burst from t?xe sleeper’s lids
And fell into the sand.

And then at furious speed he rode
Along the Niger's bank ;
His briﬁle-reina were golden chains,
And, with a martial clank,
At each lulsp he could feel his scabbard of
stee
Smitiog his stallion’s flank.

At night he heard the lion roar,
AtrA the hye®na screamn ;
And the river-horse, as he crushed the
reeds
Benide some hidden stream ;
And jt passed like a glorious roll of
drums,
Through the triumph of his dream.

The forests, with their myriad tongues,
Shouted of liberty ;

And the Blast of the Deeert cried alcud,
Witb & voice 80 wild and free,

That he started in his eleep and smiled
At their tempestuous glee.

He dig ot feel the driver's whip,
Nor the burning heat of day ;
For death had illumined the Land of

Slecf,

And his lifeless body lay

A worn-out fetter that the soul
Had broken and thrown away !

HENRY WADSWORTH LONG-
FELLOW.

BY THE EDITOR.

BVER has the death of any
poet been mourned by so
many millions as that of the
sweet ainger who lhas just

passed awsy. He was emphatically

the people’s poet. He sang not for a

cultured fow, but for the toiling

millions, wko by his songs wero lifted
up and astrengthened. No poet had so
many contemporary readers, or so
wmany editions of his works, from the
sumptuozs illustrated folios to the
dainty pocket volume. From their
frequent repetition in school-reading
books, scarcely a boy or a girl of the

English-speaking race is not familiar

with at least some of his peems.

He is not, it is true, one of the
¢ grand old masters,” one of —

¢The bards aublims,
Whose distant footateps echo

" =

| Angels,” * Reaignation,” have brought

¢ Sunpler proets,
\ \Whose songs gush frum the heart,
| Asrma from the deads . f sumper
: Or a0 tears to theteycluda otart ™
; And, therefore, is he dear to the uni
; versal heart of humanity, to the lofty
and lowly alike.  Thero is in hiwm anch
i & wealth of huwan aympathy with the
s higheat joys and deepeat sorrows of
1 mankind that he voices for all of na
the hopes, denires, and uapimtions, the
| thoughts too Ceep fur tears, the feel
jings that wo have longed to express
 Thero 15 a tender pensivensas aheut
s lus poerus that tells of a zoul that has
\ known gorrow and a hamlle trastfu!
ness that tells of the Christinn's hiepe
t To many a stricken heart tho (ender
| atraina of such pooma an ** The Reaper
and tho Flowers,” “ Footstepa of

comfort and solace,

But for tho most part Longfellow's
18 supnier theme. His ¢ Village
Blacksmuth " sings the joys of noble
toil—

*+ His brow is wet with honest sweat,
He earns whate'er he can,
He looks the whols world in the face,
For he owes not auy man.”
Thero is, too, n strength of purpose
often manifested that braces one for
duty like a call to arms.

4 Oh, fear not in a world like this,

2 nd thou shalt know ero long,
Know how sublime athing it is
To suffer and be stzoog!”

Where is the young man who lna not
been enhraved in soul by the * Psalin
of Life,” « Excoleior,” and ¢ The Gob-
let of Life?"”

Longfallow yielded not to the glam-
our of war, but branded it as the great
carse of the universe,

**The warrior's name aliould be a nama ah.

horred,
And every patjon that should lift again

Its hand against 1ts brother, on its fore-

1<
Should wiar forevernore the brand of
Cain.”
The deep religious feeling of the
t is seen in his *“God's Acre,”
st The Flowers,” the * Hymu,” for hix
brother’s ordination, “The Legend
Beautiful,” and * Sandaljhon.” The
last we think hia graundest poem.
Note also the Biblical imagery in
the ‘ Ballad of the French Fleet,
1740.”

**The Fleet it avertook,
And the broad sails in the van,
Like the tents of Cushan shook,
Or tho curtains of Median.”

¢ Like a potter’s vesel broke
The great ahips of the line,
They were carricd away as a smoke,
Or sank like lead in tho brine.”

In his later poem ¢ Aeramos,” onc
of the most exquisito in the langunge,
is a series of fine images derived from
the potter's wheel in the Sung of the
Potter, which runs like the baso note
of a fugue through the whole peem.,

Yet as some authors noted have
given proof of their patriotimn by
their writings on nationsl themes, so
also Longfellow even more than they,
“The Song of Hiwatha," is the grand-
est treatment the red man has evor
received in Jiterature. s ¢ Miles
Standish,” and * New Engiand Trage-
dies,” «“ The Baron of St, Castino® and
others are distinctly national, and 8o
also in parts the most tonching of sl
Loogfellow’s * Divine Tragedy,” pub-
lished in 1871, is far less familinr than
it ought to be to Bible students. It
recounts, in exquixit,excr_ngﬁ,-'thc Story J

And heard the tinkling caravans
~“Descond the mountsin-road

Through the corridors of time.”

of the Life of our Lord ; The Baptism,

3 v e - ———-
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Temypration ; The Miracle at Cana;
In tho Cornfields ; The Demoniac of
Gadern; The Death of John the Bap-
tist ; Jeenes ut Bothany ; The Legend
of Helen of Tyre; and The 'Tragic
Btory of the Crucifixion; and thia
poem is enriched, liko the Golden
Legend, by much curious lore from the
Tulmud and Rabbinical books, and
from the Apocryphal Gospels,

Another characteristic of Longfellow
is tho infinite variety, and cxquisite
appropristencas of his figures, though
someo at first sight seom far-fotched,
and by tho surpriso they creato have
all tho effect of art. Take a fow at
random. Sco for instanco his  foot-
prints on tho sands of time,” the de-
scription of the dew cf flowers which,
* Their blue eyes witia tears overlowing,

Stand like Kuth awid the golden corn.”
In tho wreck of the Hesperus—

** The cruel rocks tho gored her sides)

Like the orns of an angry bull.”

In the “Slave’s Dream "—

‘¢ His lifeloss body lay,

A worn-out feller, that tho soul
Had broken aod thrown away.”

In “The Arsenal at Springfield "—

“Like a Auge organ rvise tho burnished
pipe.."
In tha “ Midbight Mass for the Dying
Year"—
** The kooded clouds like friars,
Tell their beads in drops of rain."

In “Evangeline” ths sweotest of all
his poems, the church bell *sprinkles
with holy sounds the air;” and the
setting sun, liks the Hebrew, smites with
Ais rod the streams and turn them into
blood. At the burning of Grand Pre,
the flames were thrust through the
folds of smoke and withdrawn  Jike
the quivering kands of & martyr.” The
fuce of Evangeline's father was ¢ with-
out either thought or motion, as the
Jace of a clock from which the hands
have been taken.” In “The Building
of the Ship,” the rudder, “liks a
thought,” controls the whole; the
anchor's great hand reaches down and
grapples with the land. The wild
winds seize the ses in their strong
grasp and “ lift it up and shake it like
u fleece.” In Miles Standish’s Cresar,
“ the thumb-marks thick on the mar-
gin, “tell bke the trampling of feet
where the battle was hottest.” 'Thd
white 2ails of the departing ships
gleamed—
¢* Like a marbleslad in a church-yard ;

Buried beneath it lay forever all hope of

escaping.”

Not merely the literary grace of
Longfellow’s poems is their claim upon
us, but their moral clevation, their
perfect purity. Ho wrote not ‘‘one
line which dying, he could wish to
blot,” but thousands that linger like
rousic in the ear, that sink like balm
into tho heart, that aro a perpetual
inspiration to the soul.

Longfellow was the first book of
poems tho present writer ever owned ;
for thirty years none has been 5o fre-
quently in our hands, no poems ko
often on our lips and in our heart.
They havoe been solace in solitude, joy
{ and-huve supplied some of
the most exquisite pleasures, and often
the luxury of tears, in a busy life.
More than once, when in Cambridge,’
wo longed to call and pay our homago
a8 a scholar to a beloved and honoured
master, o ths great poet, but we felt
that we had no claitn more than thous-
ands of others to intrude upon bis

. stole,
. ; vo u ‘Has Jeft his dearcr zclf; the music of bis
tme. But had we done a0 we would': y soult” ' vy

—

havo pleaded as our justification his
own words—
‘If suy one thought of mine, or sung or

o

Has over g'iven delight or consolation,
Ye have paid me hack a thousand fold,

By every friendly mign aud salatation.”

THE CHILDREN'S HOUR.

{53 ETWEEN the dark and the daylight,
When the night is beginmng to.
lower, .
Comes a pause in the day’s occupation,
That is known as the Children's Hour,

I hear in the chamber above me
The patter of little feet,

The sound of a door that is opened
And voices goft and sweet,

From my study J see in the lamplight
Duscending the broad hall stair,

Grave Alice, ard Jaughing Allegra,
And Edith with golden bair.

A whisper and then a silence,
Yet 1 know by their merry eyes

They are plotting and planning together
To take me by surprise.

A sudden rush from the stairway,
A sudden raid from the hall ¢

By three doors left unguarded
They enter my castle wall !

They climb vp unto my turret
O'er the arms and back of my chair ;

If I try to cscape, they surround me ;
They scem to be everywhere,

They almost devour me with kisses,
Their arms about me entwine

Till I think of the Bishop of Bingen
In his Mouse Tower on the Rhine,

Do you think, oh, bluc-eyed banditti,
Because you have scaled the wall,
Such an old mustache as T am
Is not a match for you all !

I have you fast in my fortress,
And will not let you depart,
But put you down in the dungeon

In the round tower of my heart.

And there will T keep you forever,
Yes, forever and a day,

Till the wall shall crumble to ruin,
And monlder to dust away !

A VISIT TO LONGFELLOW.

GENTLEMAN sfter visiting

the poet writes: Before our

» departure we were invited

to sit down in the carved chair

made from the ‘¢ spreading chestnut
tree,” presented to the poet by the
school-children of Cambridge,” and
shown many other objects of interest,
including the old clock on tho stairs
and the pev received from * beautiful
Helen of Maine,” with its *iron link
from the chain of Bonnivard,” its
“ wood from the frigate’s mast,” that
wrote on *the sky the song of ‘the wea-
and the blast," and its three jewels from
the sands of Coylon, the mountains,
of Maine, and the snows of Siberia.
‘We parted at the poet's gate on that
sunny September morning, never -to
meet again ; but I shall always retain-
the remembrance of his venerable ap-
pearance, his sweet old-school courtesy-
of manners, and of the many meetings-
that it was my privilege to have en.:
joyed with tho bost loved of American
pocts ’

ay not the poot diea !
Though in the dust he lies,
Ho cannot forfeit his melodious breath,
. Unsphered by envions Death! ™
Life drops tho voiceless myrizda from its roll:-
Thelr fato ho cannot share;
Who, in the enchanted air, .
Sweet with ltho lingering atizins that Echo

3

VIA SOLITARIA. #
(ZA¢ Solitary Way.)
AN UNPUDLISHED POEM.

LONE I walk the peopled city,
Where cach seems happy with his

own;
Oh! friends, I ask not for your pity—
I walk alone.

No moro for me yon lake rejoices,
Though moved by.Joving airs of June
Ol ! birds, your sweet and piping voices
Are out of tune.

In vain for mo the elm trec arches
Its plues in many a feathery spray
In vain the cvening’s starry marches
And sunlit day.

In vain your beauty, Suammer flowers.;
Ye cannot greet these cordial eyes ;
They gaze on other ficlds than ours—
On other akies. .

The gold is rifled from the coffer,
The blade is stolen {rom the sheath ;
Life has but one more boon to offer,
And that is—Death,

Yet well I know the voice of Duty,
And, therclore, life and health :nust
crave,
Though she who gave the world its beauty
Is in her grave,

1 live, O lost one! for the living
Who drow their carliest life from thee,
And wait, until with glad thanksgiving
I shall be free,

For life to me is as a station
Wherein apart a traveller stands—
One absent long from home and nation,
In other lands;

And 1, as he who stands and listens
Amid the twilight's cbill and gloom,
To hear, approaching in the distance,
The train for howe,

For death shall biing another mating,
Beyond the sliadows of the tomb,
On yonder shore a bride is waiting
Until X come,

In yonder field are children playing,
And there—oh ! vision of delight !—
I see the child and mother straying
In robes of white.

Thou, then, the lon_ging heart that break-

-8
Stealing the treasures one by one,
T’} call thee blessed when thou makest
The parted—one,
SerreMBER 18th, 1863,

A 4d

LONGFELLOW’S FUNERAL.

W HE last rites were thoroughly
/M 6iting. They united tho un-
v disturbed retirement which

the family and personal

friends of the dead ever desire and
hiave the right to, possess, with. that
opportunity which ‘the public seeks to
pay its homage to one whom it has
horioured  and loved. . The private
services were held in the house, -and
were a8 private a8 those of any citizen.
“The public services, at the, conclu-
sion of the exercises of s private
nature, were held in tho chapel of
Harvard' College. Professor Peabody
reads selections from the Bible, and

® Now that our. beet and sweetsat Poet bias lelt us,
rendering by hisd o the vell of that ssnctuary—~
his inmost life and feellog—it'may not be valawful
to publish, what wonld have been .sacrilege before,
the following toucblng poown, not written for the
public eye, but slmply to give ttterance to his heart-
crushing sorrow after the doath of his wife. She was
bummed 1o death wbile playing with her children in
1251 "It wasaent 1o e by a friend in Boston somo
JeaT8 ago, aller oy own great afiction, .and,
therelore, adoublssacrednces to all who have
through a almillar sorrow. It will be read by many
with tearfol eyos, when thoy remember bow long and

tisntly, with what brave and unoomplalning

o had waltea a} the * starlen,™ tiil now at last, ** thie
PArted™ are made “ene” T UM Goeswie, |

4
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also from Mr. Longfollow's poems of
eminent fitness to tho occasion. Qf
that most beautiful pvem, * Resigna.
tion " two stanzas were repeated :

' We seo but dimly throngh tho musts agg l‘

vql)lon

Amid these earthly damps ;

What scem to us but sad tunereal tapey
May be Heaven's distant lamps.

¢ There is no death! What scems &0y
transition;
This life of mortal breath
Is but a suburb of the lifo Elysian
Whoso portal wo call death.”

From ‘ Hiawatha ” wore read the liney
beginning with that verse which is
truo of Longfollow above all modem

poets :

¢ Ho tho awectest of all singers,
Beautiful and childlike was he,
Brave as man is, soft as woman,
Pliant as & wand of willow,
Stately as a deor with antlors—
All the many sounds of Natare
Borrowed awectness from his vinging,
All the hearts of men wero softened
By the pathos of his music ;
For he sang of peace and freedom,
Sung of beauty, love, and longing,
Sung of death and life undying
In the land of the hereafter.

For his gentleness they loved him

And the magic of his singing."

Professor Peabody concluded with
the reading of those not unfamiliar
lines, which, perhaps, as truly as aoy-
thing he ever wrote embody the re
ligious belief of Longfellow 3

¢ From al] vain pomps and shows,

From the heart that overflows,
And the false conceits of men :
From all tho narrow rules
And subtleties of 2chools,
And the craft of tongae and pen,
Bewildered with the search,
Bewildered with thetry,
Lohere ! Io there t the Church ¢
Poor, sad humauity,
Throu;i-)!; all the ages meet,
Tarns back with bleeding fect
%y the wea y road it came,

nto the simple thought
By tho Great Master taught,
And that remaineth still,
Not he that repeateth the ame,
But he that doeth the will.”

Professor Everett’s noble eulogy
concluded somewhat as follows : * His
was & calm and loving age, full of ac-
tivity, confidence, and peace. The
world’s love gathered. about him as he
lived, and its homage was breathed
into his ear till on his.last birth-day
there was paid him an homage such as
has been givon to' few living. From
his old home in Maine came greetings.
Children's voices, those voices which
of all others had ever beenimost, wel. ,
come, joined.in the acclaim, arid-thus
the day of his-life was completed. He
passed away! I think weo have not
yof learned the meaning of these words.
Wherever his sons go, he will go with
them, a minister of love. He will be
by the side .of -the ;youth, pointing to
heights a8 yet unscaled aund biddiog
him faith and courage. He will be
with the wandérér in foreign' lands,
making the beauty he sees moré fair,
He will be with the mariner upon the
sea; he will be with the explorerin.
the woods; he will he-in the: quiet
beauty of home ; he will-be by theside
of the sorrowing 'heart, pointing toa
higher faith ; and, as old age is gather-
ing about the human soal, he will be
there to whisper courage, and to say:

¢ For age is opportunity,.no less
an yoath itself.”
Thus will- he:inspire in all faith and
courage and point all'to those unfail- ||-
ing sources of strength, thé ¢Heart
within and God o’érhead.”” B+

L
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THE VILLAGE BLACKSMITH.
Y57 NDER a spreading chestnut treo
&4 Theo village smithy stands ;
The smith, a‘mighty man is he,

With large and sinewy hands ;
And the muscles of his brawny arms
Are strong as iron bands,

Tis hair is crisp, and black, and loug,
His face is like the tan ;

His brow is wet with honest sweat,
He earns whate'er he can,

And looks the whole world in the face,
For he owes not any man,

Week 1n, week out, from morn till night,
You can hear his bellows blow ;

You can hear him swing his heavy sledge,
With measured beat and slow,

Tike a sexton ringing the village bell,
When the evening sun is low.

And cluldren coming home from school
{00k 1n at the open door ;

They love to see the tlaming forge,
And hear the bellows roar,

And catch the burning sparks that fly
Like chaff from a threshing floor.

M | He goes on Sunday to the church,
P And sits among his boys ;
g1 He hears the parson pray and preach,
He hears his daughter’s voice,
Singing in the villege choir,
And makes his heart rejoice.

1t sounds to him like her mother’s voice,
Singing in Paradise !

He needs must think of her once more,
How in the grave she lies ;

And with his hard, rough hand he wipes
A tear out of his eyes,

Toiling,—re'ioicing,—somwing,

Onward through life he goes ;

Each morning sces some task begin,
Each evening sees it close ;

Something attempted, something done,
Has earsed a night's repose.

Thanks, thanks to thee my worthy friend,
For the lesson thou hast taught !

Thus at the flaming forge of life
Our fortunes must be wrought ;

Thus on its sounding anvil shaped
Each burning deed and thought !

MR. LONGFELLOW AT HOME.
BY A NEIGHBOUR.

. HILE all the English-
speaking world mourns

bridge, the .cominunity
in which Mr. Long-
~fellow lived, groans at
the loss of the man,
the friend, the .neigh-
bour, the most honoured and the most
beloved.

who knew nothing of him as'a poet.
_The first notice I had of the impend-
ing calamity was from an Trish porter
in an office'in Boston, who rushed into

Thavo. worked 4t his ‘house, repairing
“his furnace, many a day. There. was

“known, men an  women. talked aboul.
it to their fellww-passengers, though
sirangers, as they are wont to do in
_Some great public calamity. Andin
.his own town, I believe, that on that
night there was scarcely a home which
%8 1ot pervaded by -tho common sor-
row. On the next morning the senti-
ment, -if not-the: words, was utterod
jpi-from every lip: “The 8un of Cam-
: Lk bridgo is extinguished.” - -

the departed poet, Cam-.

Hundreds of men hondured him |

«my reom- with.this exclamation : It
is on the bulletin-boards,that our-dear, | .\
good friend, M¥. Longfellow, i dying, | %

tiobody like. bim. in +all Cambridge.”
-On the way home in the horse-cars, |
.the fatal end being then publicly.].

To the poover classes Mr. Long-
fellow was endeared by his kindness.
1 bappened to bo often brought in
contact with a very intelligent but
cynical and discontented labouring
man, who never lost an opportunity ot
railing against the rich, To such men
wealth and poverty ero the only dis-
tinctions in life. In one of his denun-
ciations I heard him say: “I will
mako an excoption of one rich man,
and that is Mr. Longfellow. You
havo an idea how much tho labouring
men of Cambridge think of him.
There is many and many a family that
gots a load of coal from Mr, Long-
fellow, without anybody knowing
whero it comes from.”

The crowds of strangers who visited
him at this mansion, with letters or
personal introductions through friends,
would have been an annoyance to one
of a lees kindly nature. The poet was
nover more attractive than in these
unoxpected interviews with absoluto
strangere. He received them with
gentle courtesy, glided readily into
Jcommon topics, but carefully warded
off all complimentary references to his
works. This wag his invariable cus-
tom in general conversation. I was
present when a distinguished pacty
from Canada was introduced, and re-
member, when a charming lady of the
party gracefully repeated a message of
bigh compliwent ‘from the Princess
Louise, how courteously be received it
and how instantly he turned the con-
versatio® in another direction. I
resiember at another of these intro-
ductions a stranger lady-distrustfally
asked Mr. Longfellow for his auto-
graph. He assured her by at once
assenting, while he remarked: I
know somo persons object to giving
their autographs; but, if so little a
thing will give pleasure, how can one
refuse 1

My firat impression of his aw-etness
I gathered some years sgo, whon I
accidentally overheard him in conversa-
tion with Mr, James Russell Lowell,
as I walked behind them on Brattle

| Street. A sweet little girl came. run-
ning by them, and I heard Mr. Long- |

fellow say to Mr. Lowell #1I like little
girls the best,” and he continued :

¢ What are little girls made of 1
Sugar and spice
And all thipgs nice,

That’s what little girls are made of.”
“We can 826 how by a sort of insiinct
all the little girls in the,land are re-
peating the verses of the poet who
loved them 8o well.

CLIMBING THE HILL.

BY REV., JOHN-.KAY..
“sI'had a dream that was notall n‘.‘dmm."
IL

0T very, far, from {kjs X ob-
-served -other young .men.,
They, too, were drinking’

from the samé stream, bit.

"a little higher pp and’
nearer the fountain, They
weré- beautiful - ifi -Appéar-

ance and very, healthy ; and I"heard
them enquire for the best way up the’
hill. Not far_from-the. place where
they were drinking they found a nar-
Yow -passage. Two large perpendicalar
ocks walled this wiy on-either bids,
and the top was aiched With éyer-
ns and wild. hanging vines. -An

‘man &t -the qmngtoldtthomthu

was tho bost, in fact, tho only way up.
The young mon looked at tho narrow
passage and somo of them aaid we can-
not zo in there. DBut he replied this
reminds me of tho passago of Seripture
“ narrow is the way that leadeth unto
life, and few thoro be that find it.” So,
after much thought and careful weigh-
ing of tho matter, some of them re-
solved to go through. But when they
came very near thu entrance thoy saw
that the rocks on cither side wero full
of sharp edges, almost as keen as a
knifo ; and the evergreens overhanging
were full of thorns, while the path at
tho bottom was covered with sharp
loose stones, an¢ it was a forbidding
sight. Some of the young men looked
at this small and difficult eutrance,
and then at their fino clothes, and one
after another said, “I will not go in
thore.” They would not stoop so low,
nor run the risk of appearing with
theirgarments,and, perhaps, their flesh,
torn with thie brumbles and thorns
So they first glanced at the beautiful
light at the top of the hil}, then stood
for s moment and with a sigh turned
away. And I thought “how hardly
shall they that have riches” and pride
‘“enter into the kingdom of heaven.”

But some of the company spoke and
said that often the true way was the
most ditficult, and they resolved to
try. So they went down on their
knees 'and began the struggle. One
of them being smaller than tho rest
with some difficulty managed to get
through, and oh, how ho shouted to
the others to follow. Ho tried to
describe the appearance of the way
inside, but he could not, and all he
could say was, “JIt is better than I
thought.” “I am more than repaid
for my torn coat and lacerated hands
and knees.” So, hearing the sound
of their companion’s voice, and noticing
that it was 80 cheerful they took hewrt
and one by one thoe most of them
passed through this narrow gate, One
of the largest I heard cry out in
torrible-pain-when he was only partly
through, He tried at one time to go
back and fuirly roared with pain ; but
being encouraged by the friendly words
of those within, and the manly shouts
of some of the more determined and
courageous outaide he pushed forward.’
One man cried, “Mako a clean breast
of it, brother.” ¢1I see where the
,trouble is;” and I looked and saw a
package of playing cards sticking out
of his pocket, and a purss of stolen
money swelled another, and some
letters of invitation to a dancing party,
and odd-looking books filled another;
and the man could not get through.

For some time it wus not olear what
he wonld do, but it was impossible to
got through with the kind of stuff he
‘was carrying. His companions cried
‘shame at him and said, “ Make.a clean
"breast Of -it, han.” “ You must leave
all' behiid.”” "“If you get through
.with yourlife you will be more than
-repaid,” And -being & candid.sort of
max withal-he-decided to confess all
‘and to,go in with the evidences of his
.meanness and sin left behind, And
as soon. a8 he decided so to do those
‘with him helped him; and the cards
"were soon in the fumes, and the stolen
money was speedily returned with a
confestion and- a request for forgive-
‘ness, aud -all the other papers and
‘baoks of folly and sin, which he tried
| to diag through, were piled -together
outaide :the. gate:and burned. Then

het:mdagsm, and. be was soon-on the

other side of thia difficult pass, ono of
the most light-hearted and happy men
you ever saw., IHis shouting and sing.
ing mado thoso outside feel all the
moro cagor whon thoy knew thoy too
must go through that way in order to
got to tho top of the hill. So one hy
ono thoy tesolved to go that way also.

Onoco insido they were very much
surprised, and greatly dolighted to find
the way so straight and woll made,
It inclined upward, in somo places
woro steoply than at others, but the
road had an up-grado all the way. It
was withal quite narrow, and yot
plenty wide enough to givo easo and
freedom to all the climbers. Horo
and thero olose Lesido the road was a+
deep 1avine, and in ono or two places
there wero roads leading away from
the “ old path,” and somo ot the pnrty
wandered on theso for awhile, but camo
back only to speak of the dark pass-
agea and dangerous rocks to which
those ways led. But whon thoy camo
back they were sorry to find that their
wandering bad coosumed time which
the others had used in climbiog up the
* good way,” and so the poor wan-
derers were quite a way bohind, and
thoy regretted it very much. IHow-
ever, they ran fast, and worked hard,
aud again joined the company. I suw
one poor fellow, who would persist in
walking dangerously near the edgo,
full into a deep and dark pit, and all
that was heard of him were his screams
as he fell over.

As I looked I noticed that the
climbers became more beautiful in
appearance, for their climbing gave
colour to their cheeks and strength to
their whole frame, and they were in
cheerful spirits.

Now and again there were obstacles
pluced in the way, but this was gener-
ally the result of the carelessness of
some of the climbers, or thoy were put
there by an eremy, for there wore
many enemies lurking beside the way,
And sometimes one of the company
would become disheartenod and fear-
ful, but, keeping with tho rest, they
ckeered him up, and soon the danger
was passed,

I looked after these climbers with
great interest, and would bave been
glad to be with them. I saw thom
near the top of the hill. It seomed in
my dream that years hed rolled by
while those happy climbers were got-
ting near to the celestial sunmlight.
é‘hey were batbed in its refracted rays.

never knew & more light-hearted and
cheerfal company. You could not
make them look behind. They looked
upward and were bound to reach tho
beautiful summit.

In a little while there was a com.
motion as if they were excited to great
joy, and, as 1 looked, I saw the
shadowy outlines of beantiful angels
moving to and fro. The climbers
scemed to leave the roadway and fairly
to fly. 1 looked till T saw their
-forms lost in the golden light. The
echo of voices came to me from above,
-They were echoes of singing and shout-
ings of great joy and now and then [
heard the words *salvation” and
“home"” and “Jcsus,” and- I awoke

to-find that it was not all a dream.
o e R AN

He prayeth well who lafath well
Both man and bird and beast ;
He praveth best who lovethbe t
Afl things, both great and small ,
For the dear God who loveth us,
He made and loveth all.
—Coleridge.
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CHITDREN,

¢
ZOOME to e, O ye children !
For [ hear you at your play,
Al the yuestions that porplexed me
Have vunialicd quite away.

Ye open the ecastern windows,
"l‘L.n lock toward the sun,

Wihae tnughts are singang swillows
And the ltooks of morning run.

~ In your heatta are irds and runshine,

T your thoughits the Lrovhlets flow,
Bt m nane in the wind of Autunin,
And the first fall uf the show,

Ah ! what would the world be to us,
If the children were no niore ?

We should dread the desert belund us
Warse than the dark before,

What the leaves are to the forest,
With Light and wir for foud,

Ere their sweet and tender jutces,
Have been hardened mto,wood.

That to the world are ehaldren ;
Through them 1t leels the glow

Uf a brighter and sunnier chimate
Than reaches the trunks below,

Come to wme, O ye children !
Aud whisper in my car

What the Luinds and the windsare vinging,
In your sunny atmosphere,

For what are all onr contnvings,
Aund the wirdom of our Looks,
When compared with your caresses,
And the gladness of your looks 1

Ye are better than all the ballads
That ever were suny or eaid,
For ye are Living poems,
And all the vest are dead.

R e

PUZZLEDOM.

ANSIWERS FOR LAST NUMBER,
1. Cnarape.—Thoughtlesy,

Hwoey Fisges.—1. Tench, 2,
Shad. 3. Herring, 4. Pike.
SQuank,—
. CABE
ABET
8 EAT
ETTA
DeoariTaTioNs.—1. Ruse, use. 2.
Rour, oar, 3. Rape, ape. 4. Stint,
tint,

. NEW PUZZLES.
; X. Dror-Lerter Puzzir.
Joformiebt~t=€~6~1 ; ~b-t—o—o—d—
v-n-
L-k-q-i-t~i~h-,
11. Cuanaos.
My firat i8 a bird-of ancient renown, ¢,
Who reminds us of dayhght's approach ;
My second and third together were
-thrown,
To try, upon time, to enroach,
My whole is a reptile, of mythic erea.
tion,
And is srid to proceed from my first,
But, friends, if this proves beyond your
imagination,

‘Pleaso throw it asido as tho worst.

III;bzcum\nu.\s:_uwCuurumm'rs.

1. Behead and curtail & musical mn-
struwent, aund leavo a liduor,

2. Behead and curta:l a box, and
leave a stream.

3. Bohead and curtail sure, and
Jaave to corrode.

4. Beliead and curtail a close om-
brace, and leave to gain.

5. Behead aud curtail to pinch, and
leave a pinion. .

1V, Wonp-SQuare.

To catch for breath.
Dextorous,
A narrow opening.
A nick-name.

PLEASAN

T HOURS.

WHAT A FIRE!

204 ONES, have you heard of tho

F(I; fire that burned up the
mnan's house and property?”

“ No, Smith; whero was it 1"

“ Hore in this city.”

¢« What a misfortune to him!

it a good house 1"

“Yes ; n nico house—na good home
for any fumily.”

* What a pity !
take 1"

#“Tho man played with fire, and
thoughtlessly lot it destroy his pro-
perty.”

“ How silly! Did you say the farm
wag burned too 3"

““Yes ; all gone.”

“ That is singular. It must have
been a terribly hot fire ; and then 1
don't seo how it could bave burnod the
lot.”

“ No, it was not a vory hot fire,
Indeed, it wae s0 small that 1t attracted
but little attention ; it burnod a long
time—mnoro thun twenty years. And
though it secmed to consumo very
slowly, yot it wore away about one
hundred dollars’ worth every year till
it was all gone.”

«] can't undorstand you yet. Tell
me whero the fire was kindled, and all
ubout it."”

¢ Well, then, it was kindled on the
end of a cigar. The cigar cost him,
ho himself told me, about ten dollars
per month. You can reckon up how
much thut would amount to in twenty
_years, the money being worth at least
gix por cent. Don't you pity tho
fumily of the wan who has slowly
burned up their home 1"

“Whew ! I guess you mean me, for
I bave smoked more than twenty yeara
But it doesn’t cost so much as that,
and I haven't any house of my own.
Havo always rented—thought I was
too poor to own a house. Aud all
because I have been burning it up!
What a tool I have been !”

Was

How did the fire

LESSON NOTES.

SECOND QUARTER.
LESSON X,

THE TRANSFIGURATION,
Mark 9. £2-13. Commil tomemory v, 8, 4, 7, 8.
GoLpex Trxr.

And lo a voice from heaven, ssying, This
is my boloved Som, in whom I am. well
pleased. Matt. 3. 17,

OuTLINE.

1. Tho Three Witnesses, v. &, &
2. The Two Saints, v. 4-6.
3. The One Saviour, v. 7-18.
TiME.—A. D. 28, a week after the events
of the last two lessons.
Prace.—Mount Hermon, north of Cosarea
Philippi.
PaARALLEL Passiges.—Maft, 17. 1, 18;
Luke 9. 28-36. :
EXPLANATIONS.~Sis days — Meaning .a
week. High mouniain—Probably , Mount:
Hermon, the Lighest mountain in Pale.tine..
Transfigured—Changed to » glorious appeas-:
ance.  SAining—All the more wonderfal,:
since the cvent took place at night. Fuller
—One who washes wwt&. Eliag. with
Moses—Elijab, who gone to heaven
without dezth, and Moses, whom thé Lord:
had buried. Talltng with Jesus— About his
approaching death, (Sce Luke 9. 81.) Tad.
ervacles—Iuts or tents for worship, asif to
remain there forover. A cloud—The ¢'end
of God’s prcaence, such as once hal hang
over the mercy-seat in- the tabernacls, A
vore—The vowo of God the Father. Zall

A.D. 28.] [June 4.

pot roady to receive such newa. Rising
from the dead—Though Christ had warned
them bafore, yet they did not even yet fin-
derstand that he was to die and rise

no man—For tho rcascn that peoplo.were |

Indeed come—In the person of Johu the
Baptiat.
TEACIINGB OF THE LXSSON,

How are we hero shown—
1. The glory of Christ's appoarance ?
2. The joy of Christ's presence
8. The authority of Christ's words?

Tuxr Lxisox CATECHIEM.

1. Whom did Jesus take with him toa
bigh mountain upart? Poter, Jawes, and
John. 3 What thero took place with
Jeaaus? Ho was transfigured. 3. Who sp-

ared talking with Christ? Moses and
Slijab, 4. What did Petor say 1 *‘It is
0od to be bere.” 5, What did a voice
rom heavon say? Thin is mny beloved Son ;
hear him. 6 ~ What did Christ command
concorning the vision? To tell it to 10
man.

DocrrinaL SvcarstioR—The divine na-
turo of Christ,

Catonisx QUKSTION,

41, In what manner was this moral law,
or Ten Commandments, given thom?

The moral law, contained in tho Ten
Commandments, was spoken to tho childron
of Israel from Mount Sinai by God himself,
with thunder and lightning, and then
written for them by him in two tables of
stone.

LESSON XIL
THR A¥YPLICTED CHILD,
dark 9. 14-32 Commil lo memory v, 21.84.
GoLprN TrxT.

All things are possiblo to bim that be-
lieveth. v. 23.
OvuTLINE,

1. The Suffering Child, v. 14.20,
2. The Belioving Father, v. 21.24,
3. The Miguty Saviour, v. 25-32.

Tisr.—A, D. 28, immediately following
the ovents of tho iast lesson. .

Prace—Near Cesarea Philippi. Ver. 30-
82. In Galilee.

PABALLEL Passaczs.—Maté, 17, 14.23;
Luke 9, 37-45 )

EXPLANATIONS, —Questioning—Talking in
& spirit of opposition. Dumbd spiritl—An
evil apirit living in-the ckild's body, and
cauting him to suffer greatly. Tearelk Aim
—Causing spasms or convulsions. Pineth
avay—Bscoming weak .and wasted, They
could not—Because the evil spirit had an un-
usually firm hold, and because they were
lacking in faith. Faithless generation—
People unwilling to belisve. Jf thou canst
do—Ho had hope, biit not strong fuith in
Christ's power to belp. AU things are
posaidle—All things which God is willing to
graut may be obtained by faith, and true
faith asks. for no other. Said with tears—
Showing his earnest desiru for stronger faith.
Asone gead—,Being lett faint apd breathless.
This kind—ShoWwing that some evil spirits
aro stronfet’in power than others. Prayer
and fasting—Piayer 80 earnest that it causes
the needs of the body to be forgotten. Not
.+ « know it—He wished to bo alone with
hig disciples, to givs them instructions which
were not suited to be heard by the multi-
tode. Taught his dixiples—Giving them a
third warning of his coming death. = Afraid
to ask: ht'm-flecihﬁng fron reverence from
asking if he were really about to die.

TRACHINGS OF .THE LxssoN.
How are wo here shown—
1. The terrible résults of Satan's power?
2. The power of faith in Qhrist !
S. The need of prayer?
Trx LrssoN-CATECHISM.

1. YWho wes brought to Jesus 23 be same
down “the mountadin? A child having an
evil apirit. 2:;What were the disciples
unable to dot To cast it out. .3, S\hat
did Jesus tell the father waa the eoidinon
-of Hedlibg? ¢ If/tHod Sahab'Belicve.”; 4..
.What did the father esy.?. . 51 beligvo ;ihelp

A. D. 28.) fJune 11.«

Xhen do?! He cast ouf the evil apirit: 6.
ltar w6tk sdéh /miracles®’ Prayer-and fast-
Evilispiritaal

=

ing.. -
X g)pgrnmm SusersrIeN.

’ . ChrzoHrax QUESTION.

42, What wero the special laws which
God gave' them, relating t6 their religion as
o apecial Iwe hich God gavo,th th

"Tho- speeial; laws ‘whid! - gavo,to. the
ghlldzgniof. Isfadl, relating to,Eheir rpligion
"as's chirch, donsisted of miny rdles about
tho wotthip of God, abont theif Pricsts and

‘sguin,
Klias~dalachi had prophesied that ﬁ ah
should appear bdorepﬁlq:h eomﬁ:.! let.

‘wtorificas; about aprinkling of:.blood,
W"b-:f""bhmg. mﬁfbm b,oly;%‘:
and holy places. '

thog mine ninbeliof.” §.. What.did Jesus |
What did Jesus say Svas.nécesaary-in grder |-

JUST READY, ANOTHER NEW VOLUNX

Heroes of Ch(;:istian History,

4 Series of Popular Biographics,
12mo., Cloth. 7bo. cach.
WILLIAM CAREY, By Jawes, Calros,

.D.
VOLUMES PRAVIOUSLY 1SSUKD :
THOMAS CHALMERS, D.D. By Donald

YFraser,

ROL:EA{T HALL, D.I. By E, Paxte
Hood,

HENRY MARTYN. By the Rev.Chas. D,
Bell, M.A., D.D, :

WILLIAM WILBERFORCE. By theRer,
John Stoughton, D.D.

PHILIP DODDRIDGE. uythoRev, Chag
Stanford, D.D. ,

;LYCEUM LIBRARY..

Childron’s and Touths’ Sordes,

& This is a scries of valuablo Juvenile books,
issued semi-monthly, at the remarkably low
price of 12 cents each, bound in thick ms.
nilla covers, By mail, 18 cents.

NOW READY.

No. 1.—-YOUTHS’ SERIES—containing:
four Stories from English History : ““The:
Two Kings,” a taleof the days of Richard {5
“The White Roso of England,” astory of the
time of Heunry VII, ; “Five S in the.
L.fo of a Great Man,” being sketches of the-
strikiug carecr of Cardinal Wolsey ; and “A:
Queen who was not a Queen,” the pathetic
story of Lady Jano Groy. Thisiscertainlya
cherming way to learn the grand old story of*
English history. L

No. 2 —Containing four Stories of.Do-°
mestic and Religious Life in Germany durisg-
the Reformation cra:—**The Kaiserberz-
Doctor.”” *Old St. Stephen's Tower”
s Crooked Beak,"” and *Ministers of the’
Word."” L

No, 3.—The Fur Coat; Spitzi; Maatsr’
Nicholas ; Tho Forest House.

No. 4.—The Eye Doctor; The Talking:
Fire-Irons ; The Man who Kept Himself.in-
Repair ; The Two ** Co-Ops.” By Bev. B P,
Power, M.A. .

No. 5.—Knights of Industry. T

No. 6.—~The Treasures of the Earth;or,;
Mines, Minerals, and Motals, Partl "=
No. 7.—Thbe Trcasures of the Earth ; or,*
Mines, Minerals, and Metals, Part IL |
No. 8.—*Good Wil,” a Collection ot’;
Christwas Stories. . A
No. 9.—The Use of a Child ; The I).used -
Postman; This, Day, :Month ; Josaph Jobn!
Pounds, and His Good Name. By Rev. B.:
P. Power, M, A. . 5
No. [10.—** Getting Along,” selections;
from Thrift, By Samuel Smiles. :

CHILDREN'S SERIES.

¥

No. l.—Little Henry and His Bearer;;
Slieve Bloom. R
No. 2.—Norah, the Flower Girl; ““Bob,*
Some Chapters of his Early Life; Mary:

Ashton, A True Story of Eighty Year Aga*
No. 8.—Talks to the Children, By Alex.;
ander M'Leod, D.D. . A

No. 4.—Anna Ross, ,
No.'5.~Pearls for the Little Ones. =
No. 6.~~The White Rat, and: some other
stories. : v
No, 7.—Nurse Brome; or. How a Cold
Heart was Warmed by learning to foel foe

others.
No, 8..~The Blind Basket-Maker, avd
‘his Little Danghter. A
Np, 9.—Charloy and Bdith:; or How Two
Clildren 'wero made a blessing .3
Tame Boy. By Author of ** Ministerihe
.Children.’t .s.: . < Loy JA-'I;!Ll«-
.No. :10.—Little Sue :.and Her - Frieods,
By the Author.of ** Mininstenng Childgep,”

a-ent by mail, postpald, on-feceipt ofs
Price. - Order by Serics and Number: =~ -« .
T U SEeend M y o

, Thesobooks, wa hope, will drive oat of thé.
hands,of our young people the cheap stary:
‘papers and dime tmsh which dre ruining s~
‘many. Sunday.schools will find this sexiexs
“much superior.to certzin *‘‘cheap’ 'libraries:
.that are announced. : -

. WILLIAM BRIGGS,. .
. 78 & 80 King Strect Esat, Torntsy
Or, Montreal Book Room,. 3: Bleiry. Streel:
Montreal, Que,

Y




