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But just in the middle, I never knew why, 
The light vCI!881 heeled and went down. 

With her disappeared.. delight of that day- . 
The hope of my holidays all-

The labour of houre that .w8re borrowed from 
play- . . 

The _Tinge 80 priJled and 80 BJDall. 
Poor Watch, at my biddiDg, plunged in at the 

apot . 
Where Jut we had"aeen her afloat, 

The dog came to Ihoie again weary and wet, 
But he nevet could bring back the boat. 

Since tII8D I bave eteered a good ship on the .... 
rYe weathered the 1riDcJa of the wurld, 

And _ the reel CI'OIIII from tb& mat flying tree. 
When arotUld it the cannon 8180101 elurled. . 

rYe learned to take wisely life's sUJl8hine or s.,rale ; 
I truat a fair baV'en to make; 

But JDa8ya brave hope that went lIut in full sail 
Baa gune down like my boat on the lake. 

THE WARNING. · 
. UNDO a tree, �~� by a nU, -

TIIere 8tanda a cottage in yonder dell; 
Wlthbt that cot live childreD three, 
8Uch �~� did'you nevs re-

quarrel at �~� they 9,uarrel at play. 
quarrel. rm told, both iP.ght and day; 

I'or every ODe wanta flVerr thing, 
And peIM.'e &oil the hoUIIe ... taken wiq. 
Their voioee have pt the �~� tone, 

faoeI to 4I:5iE. bave growl; W·,. ... t.t life, 
�.�~�~�~�n �~� ana 









".. .. ...., a.qaaiD& and bowel')" nook. 
�~� we _fa ....... heat, 

.APd liMIed to tJMl �~� brook, 
1'hat �~� at our feet. 

.'!III",QI.,.. Of old bclietand fame, 
�;�,�;�~ �"�"�,�, �" �"�'�I�~�~�b�u�q� bees, 

thateamc 
trees. 

We had little gardens every o'ne, 
Myself and my brothers two, 

And my aister, who is deall an«l gone; 
But the beat of all it grew. 

I cannot tell if the primrose time 
Comea now, aB we knew it then; 

But still in the April nights I dream 
We are there at work again. 

The D1eITJ &wing ad the mOBlJ "11 
Were Urd bJ !DJ mother'. lIoWr, 

Wheie the IIlOI'Diag 1'UI8 and the eYeDing fell 
Through ..... of leaf and tiewet'. 

And pleMlat wu old Robin'. pride 
In the II8UOM he Iiad known, 

And the long 1011( yeat'll that by biB ai«le 
The ment ftOWOl'll had grown. 

He aid the hawthorn hedge had put 
Forth near a huadred Ma,., 

And boughB from the holly he had cut 
For fifty 0lariB&DIa daya ; 

That the oedar Btood .. hqe and tall 
At the time When he wu young, 

ADd ever Binee in the i"fJ wall 
Had biB _ ab built and 1UIIg. 

The turf aboVe old BobiD'. breut 
la JyiDg green aDd cold; 

The home ud ttr. ..... welcmli1leBt 
To • ......, ...... . 

.JIe �_�~� ..... __ �.�1�0�1�1�!�1�1�~� .. 
He haahewD .... _. j 

And welook •• �~� 
On the .... of ... tcJno 





But.lfar7 and John had Jaid a acheme 
For future days when their fortune came, 
And they were pIayiDg the gI'01t'D up game. 

Thoy would have a cottage of �t�h�~�i�r� own, 
With roeea, and woodbine overgrown, 
And the largeat fig-tree ever known. 

There they would live their whole livea throach. 
And wa&oh how the .. Md I08Il8 grew; 
I "oader if it all ... &rile I 

For far from our viDtelihsy haTe &OIM!t 
And IlOD8 ClaIJ WI., W. fibiltpgo .. 
With " .... ¥air.act..., Ja.-

; 

OUR COUSINS PAR 0" IN THB WEST. 

'mIS �l�o�o�g�~� we �b�i�d�-�t�~� 
�~� ·One �~� with Neeeinp and __ 

Their farm at the foot 0( the feU., 
AItrtDger bu CIlIed it for f'!U'I. 

Berond the wide .. ja their home; 
Yet still we remember them belt. 

And welcOme the 1ettera that come 
From our C01IIiJuJ far oB iD the welt. 





The peril is not there. 
But in thine after goings, chiltl! -
. For oh this world is wide and wiltl, 

And much more false than fair I 

I cannot tell what stranger shore 
These timid feet may jo1ll'J18Y o'er-:­

What desert bleat and broad j 
But I can truly hope and Pra.T 
That thou mayat walk in WiIdom's way, 

And humhIJ with thy God. 

OUR Ll'rI'I& B08E. 
HOW early she wentflom our hearth and our 
. plaJ, 
The yoUDgeBt of an. Jet the first called away, 

And oh, but the aomnr was sore I 
No loeaea Dor partings till then had we seen ; 
No diIIcord, DO cJumges UDODg us had been j 

No death in our dwa1liDa Wore. 

Ai times we are weary and 8IId for her yet j 
I know that my mother will D8T8l' forgel 

She 8&111 it ia IIiDfbJ. to grieve j 
But we mill the blithe tone, and we mill the 

. bright face. 
And her ,.. by the Ire ill a IOl'lOwful placet 

At the fall of the dark winter �~� 

For DO" in the �c�h�~� our hearts have 8 
I1wej 

Since 0Tel' the IJeep of QV 1810IIC .. there, 
The gr&II of the �~� gron. 

But have we DQ$1ee.rDecl �~� & .... home liel 
tM �g�N�a�~�"�"�"�"�'�t�h�e� blne IkW 
there .. 'I __ .... 1ittJe !be. 





Through many a laUUIUIU age, Robin, 
The children know thee thus: 

Thou wert welcome to our fatherl!, 
Thou art welcome now to us. 

And men of toil and travel 
In far off lands that roam, 

Still greet thee as the household frielllL 
The kindly bird of home. 

Come in from the fierce wind, Robin, 
And from the drifting snow; 

Thou shalt have J.'e8t and refuge, 
Thou shalt be free to go. 

And when the evenings brighten, 
And winter .lacb hi. reign; 

Before the violet bloaeoms 
Thou shalt sing to us again. 

A BETTER SON. 

AN old man. to �~�u�r� �h�~�h� had come, 
One evenmg ID the time of snow, 

lie told 118 of his ehildhood's homt', 
And of his panmta long ago: 

How much for him they worked and prayed­
How long their toils and prayers were done; 

And then the old man sighing, Baid, 
.. If I had been a better BOD." 

We never knew what early sin 
Called forth that apl traveller's sigh, 

But often have I thought since then, 
My parents must grow old and clill ; 

And mine may be a grief as keen 
For harsh words 1Iaid, or follies dOM; 

Therefore, my daily prayer hu been 
That I might be a better BO .. 





THE EVENING PRAYER. 

IN the solemn shaue of the twilight sky, 
WJlich tells of another day gone by, 

In the hush of thy home, so calm anu free, 
Thou alt kneeling, child! at thy mother's kuet'. 

And they that kneel in the proudest fane, 
Of sculptured pillar, and pictured pane, 
Of breathing censer, and jewelled shrine, 
Have found no altar more blest than thine. 

For there thou hast learned to praise His might. 
Who guides the march of the day and night: 
And there thou hast learned to seek his grael'. 
Who makes with the meek his dwelling-plal·t". 

Say will that lesson long abide 
When thou art far from thy mother's side, 
When the hair is grey-or the grave is greell 
Of her, that thine earliest love hath been. 

�:�~� 

�~ �'� .. 

�~� .-
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�~�,�.� . 

�~� 
When the snares of life are around thee set, 
And the cares have come which thou knowest nut 

yet; 
When business calls thee at early day, 
And memories deepen the evening's gray. 

Whate'er the course of thine after track, 
Whnte'er the change, will thy heart come back, 
In spite of sin, and in spite of snare, 
To thy mother's knee and thine evening prayer? 

---
BEFORE MY BROTHER WENT TO SEA. 

WE did not mind the winters then, 
Nor care how loud the wind might blm\ ; 

The snow might fall, and freeze again, 
The lowering clouds might come and go ; 

Our home was blithe, our hearts were free, 
Befare my brother went to sea. 

But now my mother's cheek grows white 
To hear the rising of the blast; 

My father's look has lost its light, 
And slow the stormy months go past. 

Things are not as they used to be, 
Before my brother went to sea. 

Yet, though the ocean wastes be wide, , 

I know that Providence is there; 
Nor can the vtinds and waves divide 

Our absent from His ceaseless care. 
Therefore, at times, it seems to me, 

"My brother will r,ome Rafe from sea." 

. i 
�~� ... 





LOOK UP �~�I�Y� CHILD. 
'[0 yonder blue and boundless dome, 

. That bends o'er river, hill, and hOlllc, 
Wherein the sun his circuit makes, 
Where the mild moon by night awakes, 
Where morning breaks, where evening falls, 
From whence the mighty thunder calls­
'Vhere rainbows rise, where clouds are }libl 
Above man's reach-Look up my child. 

That sky was all as brightly blue 
When Adam gazed, and Eden grew, 
Though centuries since then have rolled, 
It has not altered, or wown old, 
But speaks to every neart and eye 
Of him who built its arch so high, 
And spread it forth, o'er wave and wild, 
To tell his praise Look up my child. 

This earth, though it be fair to see, 
With hill antI valley, stream, aud tree, 
Hath change without-hath graves within, 
And many a trar,c of tears and sin. 
Then lift thine eyes, and lift thy heart, 
And seek heyond the skies thy part, 
Where stands that city undefiled 
Through life and death-Look lip lily clii\tl 

TilE SEVEN BIRTHDAYS. 

WE hall seven birthdays ill the year; 
. We kept them all with merry ehft:r, 

For father, mother, and sisters threp, 
F()r brother Alfred, and for me. 

Some came rounu with the winter's snow". 
Some with midsummer, and the rose, 
Some at the time when brown leaves f:lIl, 
But there were games and gifts for all. 

Father's was kept with home-hreweu ale, 
Mother's was kept with talk and tale, 
Sisters' were kept with frills and froek8, 
Alfred's and mine with woodland walks. 

''fis long ago, and the churchyard yew 
Bends o'er father and mother too; 
Brother and sisters all have grown, 
To troubles, and houses of their own. 

The years are busy-the world is wide-
We have scattered far from the old fireside. 
Some miIul the ledger, some mind the plough 
Blit wherr are the seven lmty(l hirthdays now 'r 

�-�~� I 
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TifF: CHII,D AND 1'HE LAltR. 
1;fY pretty lam1), with snowy fleece. 
lU With low and tender ble,at, 
And feet that o'er the daisies fiy 

So soundless and so fleet. 
To meet me when I come in sight, 

'l'hrough sunshine or through shuwers; 
How merry YOll and I have been 

Among the meadow flowers. 

T never found you cross or tired, 
The whole long summer day; 

I never knew you leave my SIde, 
N or yet refuse to play. 

There's none of all my sehoulft'lIuws 
That love me nuw like you; 

Allll I h"Ilm:lny a p<'t before, 
]l1lt 110111' that S('clIl('d ';0 true. 

They bflmght me ill a robin once 
That had a broken wing; 

I nursed him all the winter, but 
He flew away in spring. 

The next, it was a lovely squirrel, 
So full of tricks and fun, 

nut he left me ill the wood one day, 
At the setting of the suu. 

You will not leave me too, my lamb; 
But sometimes in my sleep 

I grieve to dream that you have grown 
An old and quiet sheep; 

That only minds the grass all day, 
And never lifts its eyes, 

Like all your friends in yonder field, 
So woolly and so wise. 

Thus talked poor Lucy, to her lamb, 
With arms about it twined, 

Till her good father passed and s}Joke 
To her in words as kind: 

" So must my little rosy girl, 
That now so blithely plays, 

From childhood grow to woman's cares, 
To woman's works and ways. 

" A world of hopes and fears, beYOll1i 
Her early playmate's lot, 

Awaits my Lucy, when her sports 
And pets are all forgot. 

Yet may she still its innocence, 
Her fail' example hold, 

And live a meek alld guilclesss lamb 
In our good Shepherd's fi)ltl." I 

�.�~�~ �_ �~�~�~�~�d�.�~�~�~�~�~�~�~�I�~�I�·� �~� 





My little brother Georae and I. 
Stood wUohilll at the door, 

To left our anole'. euriage 'ClOBIII, 

ADd greet OIQ' COIIIiDa btr ; 
When & pool' IlllDgrJ 001 cam .... 

Tb. 0Db' Wtera Yore. 

that there was eicbeaa ha hit h.0DIe. I 

And bitter want of breai1 
We gave him all our hoarducl pence 

FOl' the sad words he aid. 

Bnt when our couains came at last, 
And there waa mirth to see, 

The gilded �~� and pretty toy&, 
Bung on our ChrietmaIs tree ; 

I told my mother of the boy. 
ADd thns. laid to me:-· 

... So lIluch the more we owe kJ Ood, 
For all thal he hatb �s�i�y�~� 

A ready min.<\ to helP the �~� 
ThAt lOre Wi* nut have BtriVl'II, 

Since ther that are the poor 011 earth 
May be the rich in heaven. . 

TIlE YOUNG AND OLD. 

GRANDFATHER dear where an; they �~�I�\�l�e�,� 
TbOle boys that were all at echool with YClt'. 

Wrestling Richard, jumping John, 
Climbing Harry\ and baJdy Hogb; 

\Ve have heard of their doings many a clay, 
Grandfathe.r, tell 'IJI where are tbeyt 

" boy, iUi m.tr ,... ego, _d all .1C!hoobBateB are ... anc1lCJ1'e. 
BlIt b lame old DU M",.lodp JOU know .. 

'Tria he wh .... 0B0e.ued jumpiar Jo1l11, 
_I WIwm die eut YiDd pierees thrub£h, 

"'\07 tc .. �~� hardy Hugb.-





In ",.-day �"�o�r�~� and �S�a�b�~� 
TIle puaing aeasona O'f1r it glide, 

With many a game, and �~� to guest.;. 
At harvest-home, and 0hri8tiiIaa tide. 

Flowera grow without, ed tIQlilei ...-il1 
The hearth ill never sad or chill; 

Lord keep from grief and save from ... 
My father'. hoW18 UJIOD the hilL 

WHE Y MOTHER WAS HERE. 
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