| YWrite to the sad old folks at home,
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C“WRITE THEM A LETTER TO-NIGHT.’’
Don’t go to the theatér, concert or ball,
But stay in your TOOMm m-.m;::ht‘,
Dony yourself to ths friends thy
And a good long letter write—

cally

AVho sit when the day is done,
With folded hands and downcast eyes,
And think-of the absent one.

the tilme to write," 2
¢ thoughts go wandering back

I've scarcé

Lest their br u
To many -gone night,

When they lost their needed sleep-and rest,
And every breath was a prayer

That God would leave their delicate babe
TPo their tender love and care.

Don’t let them feel that you've no more need
Of their love or counsel wise;

Tor the heart grows strongly sensitive
When age has dimmed their eyes.

It mizht’'be well to le6 them believe
Von never forget them quite;

That voudeem ita, pleasure when far away,
Long letters home to write.

Who make your pastime gay,

Have half the'anxious thoughts for you
That the old folss have to-day.

The duty of writing do not put off;
Letsleep or pleasure wali,

Let the lecter for which they looked and longed
Be not a day or an hour too late,

Tor the sad old folks at home,
With locks tast turning white,

All longing o hear fromn the absent one—
Write them a letter ty-night.

Don’t think that the young and giddy friends, |

“FOT WOULD YOU TAKE?”

| e was ready for bed and lay on my arm,
in her little frilled cap so fine,
| ®ith her golden hair falling out at the
| edge,
dike a circle of noon sunshine.
| And I(hummed the old tune of “Banbury
| Toss,”
', and “*Three Men who put out to Sea,”
{ When she sleepily said, as she closed her
blue eyes:
*Papa, fot would you take for me?”’

And I answered: ‘“A dollar dear little heart,”
And she slept, baby weary with play,

But I held her warm in my love-strong arms,
And rocked her and rocked away.

Pihe dollar meant all the world to me,
The land and the sea and sky,

A%e lowest depth of the lowest place,
The highest of all that’s high.

| The cities with streets and palaces,
Their pictures and stores of art,
Iwould not take for one low, soft throb
D my little one’s loving: heagt.
Bor all the gold that wa und
in the busy, wealth-finding past,
‘W»:mhl_! I take for one smile of my darling’s
ace,
Did T knoy it must be the last.

Bo I rocked my baby and rocked away,
And I felt such a sweet content,
| For the words of the song expressed to me
more
Than they ever before had meant.
And the night crept on and I slept and
dreamed :
Of things far too glad to be,
ear:
*Papa, fot would you take for me?” .
=8, B. MecManus, in Brooklyn Eagle.
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And I wakened with lips saying ¢lose in my*
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How swift th
Life’s ma
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And the ¢ - owy slopes
Arelib 1 the flast st hopes,
And L:l ir suushiny days on whose calm heavens
oom
The clouds of the tempest—the ‘shadows of
gloom L 3
And ah! we pray
With a grief so drear,
That the years may stay.
G When their graves are near;
Tho tihe_ l:;ro',\'s of to-morrows be radiant and
bright,
W xtu]l_: e and with beauty, with life and with
ight,
:L_ne dead hearts of yesterdays, eold on the bier,
To'the hearts that survive them are evermore
dear.

For the heart so true
“" i Old Year cleaves;
Tho’ the hand of the Ne'w
Flowery garlands weaves.
But the flowers of the futurs, tho® fragrant and

In the wreaths which the brows of our past
i years have worn.
Yea! men will cling
Vith & love to the last,
e And wildly fling
| B _Their arms round their past!
the vine that ¢

:s to the oak that falls,

As tite ivy twines round the tumbling walls;

‘or the dust of the past some hearts higher
Sy, PrIZE:

Than the stars that flash out from the future's
bright skies.,

e o e

And why not so?
The old, old years,
They kuew and they know
5 All our hopes and fears;
We wallced by their side, and we told them each

Y off otr tears while they whis-
pered r e
And the stories of hearts that may not be re-
vealed
In the hearfs of the dead years are buried and
sealed.
Let the New Year sing
Atthe Old Year’s grave;
Will the New Year bring
What the old year gave?
Ah! the Stranger-Year trips over the snovws,
A‘nd his'brow is wreathed with many a rose;
But how many thorns do the roses conceal
Which the roses; when withered, shall so soon
reveal?
Let the New Year smile
While the Old Year dies;
In how short a while
3 ... Shall the smiles be sighs?
Yea! Strqnger%ear, thau hast many a charm,
And thy face is fair and thy greeting warm,
But, pearer than thou—in his shroud of snows—
Is the furrowed face of the Year that goes.
Yea! bright New Year,
O er all the earth,
With song and chesr,
. .. They will hail thy birth;
They will trust thy words in a single hour,
They w 1 love thy face, they willlaud thy power,
For the Mew has charms which ‘the old has nov,
And thetsn'a.ngel“s face makes the Friend’s for-
. got.
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and you'll own your mistake.

MINE SHILDREN.
O dose shildren, dose shildren: dem¥sod- |
dher mine life! ;
Vhy don’d dey keep quiet like Gretcen,
mine vife? &
Vot makes dem so shook full of migcnief,
I vunder, 3 Sy
A-shumping der roomgroundt mit noiscs
likedunder? ¢
Hear dot? Vas der any ding make sooch |
a noise '
As Herman and Otto, mine two leedle :
poys? i
Ven I dake oud mine pipe for a good, |
qviet shmoke, '
Dey crawl me all ofer, und dink id :a l
gshoke
To go droo mine bockets to see vot dey |

r t
Und if mid der latch-key my vatch dey
cah vird. R
Id takes someding more as dher fader
und moder P
To quiet dot Otto und his leedle brode:

Dey shtub oudt dheir boots, und vai
holes in dere knees !

Of dheir drousers und stockings und
sooch dings as dese.

I dink if dot Creesus vas lifiing to-day, |

Dose poys make more bills ag dot kaiser. |
could pay;

I find me qvick oudt dot some riches
dake vings,

Ven each gouple a tays I must buy dem
new dings.

1

5
|

I pring dose two shafeirs some toys efry
tay,

Pecause “Shonny Schwarts has sooch
nice dings,” dey say.

“Und Shonny Schwarts’ parents vas
poorer as ve’’—

Dot’s vot der young rashkels vas saying

to me.

Dot oldt Santa Klaus mit a sleigh fool
of toys

Don’d gif sadisfaction to dose greedy
poys. [

Dey kick der clothes off ven ashleep in
dheir ped,

Und get 8o mooch croup dot dey al-
almogdt vas dead;

Budt it don’d make no tifferent;’ before
id vas light

Day vas oop in der morning mit billows
to fight.

I dink it vas bedher you don’d got some
ears

Ven dey play “Holdt der Fort,” und den
gif dree cheers.

O dose shildren, dose shildren, dey bod-
dher mine life!

Budt shtop shust a leedle. If Gretchen,
mine vife,

Und dose leedle shildren dey don’d been

° around,

Und all droo der house der vas nefer a
gound—

Vell, poys, vy you loek oud dot vay mit
gurprise? :

I guess dey see tears in dheir oldt fader’s
evyes. — Harper’s Magazine.

THANKSGIVING.

BY HENRY T. STANTON,
The grass came uplin spring,raud grew
reat wide closure over;
Tl’féiﬁgn,vy kine went knee-deep through
The riot vines of cliOV$T; i
egal bees un virgin ;
Tl'}‘%gr gwaxen thighs were drumming;
By vale and mead, with new perfume, *
The vagrart air was coming.

The plow man ran his mellow groove—
A border to the fallow,

The dove went coolng to the dove;
The fish o’erran the shallow.

Thus March and April through ,their terms

A vigor fine were showing,
And all the May was full of germs,
And all the germs W re growing.

The milk-tipped lily by the poel
That opal-sets the meadow,

Bent white and silent from its stool
Hid in the under shadow,

The sea green tassel broke the husk
To prove the later comer;

The rose and pink to scent to dusk,
Adjoined the eve of sumimer.

With stubble thick the fields were set,
Their yellow glory wiunowed,

And mild October wiu(hé were met

ly, antumn synod;

A!{l(ui {ll?uz’the goodly news went ‘round,
*Pill member greeted member;

“In fruit and grain the year is crowned,
And peace pervades November.

For this give thanks to God who rules
His many people over,
Who plants the lily by the pools,
And tangles rank the cloyer
Give thanks to him for fecund earth,
For pregnant marl a.nd i:qlow,
Who brings all beiug into birth
To consecrate and hallow,
e
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