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Blessings and peace upon the little band

That thus around their kindly teacher stand!
Whatever lessons life may hold in store

For them in all the years that lie before,

Here may they learn some truth that will not part,
But live with childhood's memory in the heart.
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PICTURES
SONGS OF HOME.

MISS FRANCES BROWN.

As years make us wiser o1 prouder,
What innocent pleasures we miss;

The rattles of life may be loudef,
But are not so harmless as this.

—_——

@Thomas RNelson and Sons,
LONDON, EDINBURGH, AND NEW YORK.
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But just in the middle, I never knew why,
The lizht vessel heeled and went down.
With her disappeared the delight of that day—
The hope of my holidays all—
The labour of hours that were borrowed from
play—
The savings so prized and so small.
Poor Watch, at my bidding, plunged in at the
spot
Where last we had seen her afloat,
The dog came to shore again weary and wet,
3ut he never could bring back the boat.
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Since then I have steered a good ship on the sea,
I’'ve weathered the winds of the world,
And seen the red cross from the mast flying free,
When around it the cannon smoke curled.
I've learned to take wisely life’s sunshine or gale ;
! ‘ I trust a fair haven to make;
; el e ] ; K But many a brave hope that went out in full sail
MY BOAT ON THE LAKE. / Has gone down like my boat on the lake.

ONCE made a boat at the midsummer time,
When our lake was so glassy and still,
I was pr(nl}(l_ of hf}r build,.I was pmud of her trim, \ g THE WARNING.
And rejoiced in the might of my skill.
She was small, and her tiinbers were not over b - JTNDER a tree, and by a well,
strong, 2 3 ' There stands a cottage in yonder dell;
But I thought they might weather a blast; N Within that cot live children three,
A pair of white sails bore her gaily along, ') f Such children did you never see.
And a red flag flew high from the mast. W Wl They quarrel at meals, they quarrel at play,
{ : ‘ They quarrel, I'm told, both night and day ;
For every one wants every thing,
And peace from the house has taken wing.
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Ilaunched her in triumph ! my young sisters stood
In wonder the voyage to see;
Poor Watch too was there, saying, plain as he
: could,
There will none of you drown without me.
She went like the wind, and my glory was high,
As a monarch’s might be in his crown, i .
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Their voices have got the quarrellers tone,
Their faces to quarrellers looks have grown;
Then lest you come to lead their life,
Brothers and sisters cease from strife.
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GATHERING WILD FLOWERS,

"MHEY were blithe times with us when the
summer had come, '

With the nightingale’s song, and the honey-hee’s
hum,

With lilies, and roses, and long sunny hours,

And holiday goings te gather wild flowers.

We went all together, one bright afternoon,

When warm on the woods lay the sunlight of
June,

And up in the sky was a blueness, as clear

As if not a cloud had heen there all the year.

Old grandmother went with her staff in her hand,
She said, “To see summer once more in the land
While good uncle William walked cheerfully by,
And, we had such baskets, my sister and T.

S~

S~

[
AT

S

S A TN BT e BT B e IR a U U SRR Y

SegmSs e Na s ssTesa s se s oS oo
"T'was sweet in the meadows, "twas sweet in the
woods,
And great was our gathering of blossoms and
buds,

By the banks of bright streams, by the roots of
old trees,
Where nestled the wild birds, and feasted the bees.

Then home with light hearts and full baskets we
sped,

When sunset was tinging the old church with red,

But paused at our gate to look back on the view,

How rich in the gold of the evening it grew.

And grandmother said, as she gazed on the sky,

With thoughts of her seventy long summers
gone by,

“ What glory must gladden that good land of ours,

When this earth is so fair in the time of wild
flowers I”

I USED TO THINK.

USED to think there would be fun
When all my going to school was done,
And all my lessons o’er;
When my good master—I thought him then
The worst and wildest of mortal men—
Should hear my tasks no more.

Well, now, the school time all is past,

I'm out of my master’s thrall at last,
And sent to business here.

Yet the days of grumbling*are not gone,

Fortunes may change, but they last on,
Still fresh from year to year.

—


































































	Pictures and Songs of Home_001
	Pictures and Songs of Home_002

