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MISS MARY STUMP, EDITOR.
Ts 1t Come?

Nearly a quarter of a century ago
the following poem’ obtained a prize |
of some twenty-five pounds sterling, |
We first saw it in 18356,
in some exchange received at the office
of a paper with which we were con-
nected in one of the Southern States
An editoridl note stated that it was
wrltt.cn by a young Scottjsh woman.

Ve did not see.it again until. it-was 1
mpubhphed in this city two or three
vears since. - We reproduce it in the
Portico, mot because we think the
writer did well in seeking an answer
for the question, “Is it come /" among
the worn-out creeds of a dead past,
but because it is a remarkable exem-
plification of the truth of the apo-

of thought.” )
ses the familiar with history will find
a suggestive epitome of the many
widely-varying beliefs in which the

‘philosophic mind of the world has
sopght the agswer to the riddle of the
Universal Sphynx which, to-day, as of
vore; looks grimly down upon the
Jesert of unbelief, .

“The same old question on Ler awful lips."”
There is a more encouraging answer
to the poet's question than she has
given us in her eloquent lines :

Is it come? they said on the banks of the
Nile
Who leoked for the wor}d s long prom.
ised day,
And saw but the strife of Egypt's toil
With the desert's aands and the gmnlte
grey. —
From the pyramid, temple, and 1.!‘;451.1181
lll."ﬂd,
We vainly ask for her wisdom's plan;
They tell of the slave and tyrant's dread— !
Yet there was hope when that<day beguu.

The Chaldee came with his starry lore,
That builtup Baby fon's erown and crged;

And brick's were stamped cn tle Tigris
shore -
With signs which our sages rcarce cau
- read. 1

From Ninus' Temple and \1mrod s Tower

a sigh, .and approaches the man at

T

5 village.
| dome the \illage?

ﬂemh I‘I pdper wllh

the window ; wondering what queer
turn has come over him now. He
feels his arm grasped, and a hoarse
voice speaks in his ear, while a big
finger is pnmtmﬁ‘tu the green, and a
sodden face is worked up to a strange, | '
unusual passion : 1
- “Do you see them boys on the |
gn L_Lm..l..hoy once. | had a.j!
glt a Neart as any one .of them. I
hﬂi]ump and run with: the hesli of‘
them. . My eye was as bright as any
lad’s ; and I was as happy as a boy |
eould be. That's the same green as 1
played on.. Them's the same trees 1|
played under. They was standing
then. They'll be standing when them
same boys as is playing now ave in
their graves, and other boys be play-
ing there. That green was there
when I was a boy; and the grass was

was as thick. When yon and me be |
dead that grass will grow as beautiful.
And what am 1? A poor drunkard
that—"

“O no, Jack, You're all right.”

“Deon't stop me. Don't stop me. 1|
be a poor drunkard, and I know it
But what was I then? A brave |

better.

| vestrained him.’

— s i

to Landulph at night-fall to- hear Mwmmwhsm

chimes of the bells Do you think I'd
care for the bells now? 1 used to
swim in that river, mornings and when
the moonr was shining; and no lad
Didn't 1 save a child from
drowning when I was no more'n ten
years old? And they say 1 never

had a heart, and be a rough, swearing,’|-

' godless wman, and can't get any work [ pin off her shoulder ? if she could only

to do, and that I'm a poacher. So 1
be, T own it.  I'm not fit to live. God
would be merciful to me if he killed
me, I--7

And here the rough fellow broke
"down, hid his face in his hands, and
would have cried like the boy he used
to be, if a feeling of manhood had not
He ouly shook a
little and stood there, unwilling to
look up and face the sunshine and
the boys at play on the green,, where
once he was wont to play when the
alternoons were as fair as this-one
was. The landlord could say nothing.
A man of few words was he; quite
unequal to the task of soothing the
broken spirit of the poor wreteh be-
side him. Not that he was indiffer-
ent. No; his stout chin trembled
with emotion, and his lusty arm was
nbont. the shoulder of the other wman.
| He looked out at the boys; then

stout, bright boy. There ! you see the L:hlftml his glance to the blue river

lad yonder that runs faster than the
others, and is stronger and quicker ?

'When I was a boy I was like him.

Everybody said Jack Bannock was a
fine lad, and would do a credit to the
And what™ credit has he|
Not a bit, Hv'
| drinks worsé and swears harder t]mn
{ any man in the parish, and his word

goes for naught. He brawls and |
Lfights all the days of the week, and |

shuns the c¢hureh on the Sabbath.
- " . d |
There's no lass as will speak to him.
There’s no lass as will look upon him.

| But there was & titne when | was
\llll'll‘ tht better-of.— There's a tree over
yonder, That big
ane, :-f}‘:'-.md"n and gnarled- like, with
the - Lwoaa  branehes. - Lt was under |
| thav tree when the moon was shining |

an oak ; You seg it.

way in the distance; but he counld
say nothing, and was silent, A linnet
chirped as it lit on the Sign; ehirped,
ap# a man’s heart was nigh to break-
ing below. A fresh breeze swung the
sign, and the bird Hew away. The
landlord felt he must say something
the bird had gone, and he had a clear
hu*l 1 before him.
* Cheer up, Jack.
they say.

Every cloud has

a silverJining, You'll spon |

be all right ; never fret, man. You're |
only & little low. There’s no reason
why vou shouldn’t get work;

eome I..-n o'nights afterwards, and |
smoke your Dpipe, and drink your

glass, and chat with the boys™ ,

moment to touch-upon.  God knows
drinking for the future was" fluthu-.t

The rule of the old East's empire spreml | one ‘summer nnrht_-“ hen the nurht-. from the man's thl}ﬂghti-‘
Unreasoning faith and unquestioned power | | was sweeter than they be now—1I tolc d |

Bat still, is it come? the wateber sail. - F‘W—r\ T Toved Ter,

The light of the Persian’s worshipped fame | |yved me. Y. es, me, who now
2 "lhu::rmmem o 1 feared and hated by all the folk
ARl e S west agunrise came, | around. I was a happy lad then; |’

When CGreece to her freedom's trast was
true.

With dreams to the utmost ages dear, |

With human gods and godlike men,
No marvel the Tar-off day seemed near
To eyes that looked ﬂu.'nsh her laurels
then.

The Romans conquered and revelled, too,
Till honor and faith and power were
gone, ;
And deeper old Europe’s darkness grew
As wave after wave the Goth came on,

The gown was learning, the sword was law, |

The people served in the oxen's stead,
But ever some gleam the watcher saw,
And evermore, Is it come ? they said,

Poet and Seer that question caught
Above the din of life's fears und frets ;
It marched with letters—it toiled with
thought !
Throagh schools sud
earth forgets,
And statesman trifle, and priests deceive,
And traders barter our world away ;
Yet hearts to that golden promise eluvo
And still, at times, Is it come ? they say.

creeds whieh the |

The days of thie nation bear no trace
Of all the sunshine so far foretold ;
The caunon speaks in the teacher’s place,
The age is weary with work aud gold ;

And high lopes wither and memories |

wane—
On hearthis and altars the fires are dead ;

But that brave faith hath not lived in vain;

Aud this is all tlist our watcher said.
o : 'Puf'fi'{fa‘
" o dhbhecacia ’

What Rum dld for Jack Ban-
nock.

The man at the window is looking
.out, his rough hair blowing over his
face. On a sudden he turns round,
and in & voiee startles the landlord :

“«] wish I was a boy agen!” The
sentence is garm«-h',dﬁ;th an onth.

“ What's the matte¥yJack 7 What's
the matter now 7’

and she said she |

not even the Squire up at the big|

He raised his head \nthl sudd(n :

energy, threw off the Tandlord’s arm,

be | and seized him by the collar, his face

ablaze with passion,
“ Drink my glass
is the drinking o' that glass, ‘your

| ma had eompany yesterday,
and | didn’t have to be fixed up and sit still

C'urse you ! It

washed up. We play with our dolls
then, or build block houses.”

Then the plain white linen made
some sensible remarks, the calieces ¥
spoke, and the braided pique, but
Nainsook said no more, for she was
very busy.

Only think, she had got ene clothes-

wreneh free from the other, what a
grand time! Away from those com-
mon aprons, whose company she hated

[ to be seen in ! Off with the breeze to

find some little princess who would
be glad to see her ! F

A jerk and she was free ! Floating
high for one glad moment, the next
cast down inte the muddy lame tram-
pled upon by horses, nosed over by
pigs, dirty and miserable.

At last a boy came along whe fished
ber out on the end of a stiek, and
earried her home in that way.

“What yer got, Jim ?” asked his |

mnther ,
“'Er flag of hbert.y v
“Give her to me; she’s an apum

‘an’ will do for ome-of “the gurls; pity

she ain't got ne sleever.”

- So it came that one day, as Nellie
and Blue Gingham were chasingdown
the lane after @ stray kitten, they saw

a ragged little girl playing im - the

mud, and on her, all dirty and fordorn,
poor Nainsook. -

“That’s my apwon,” er:ed Nelliew

“ What'll you give for her "

“ What do you want ?”
" “Would rathendsave that purty blae
ort; this ain’'t got no arms,”

Nellie thonght a moment :

“Oh, net i

the kitchen, or- have any more fun. |
I guess you may keep Nannie. Mam-
and- |

'cause she was gone.” -
So Nellie and Blue Gingham ran

| on and peor Nainseok wished she had
It was a tender chord at that!not beem quite so mice or quite so|

Jproud.—Youth's Cum}nt nion,

An Old Punle Re-wnttan.

but I'm awfully smart and I want to

 work.”

The storekeeper looked at his cus- |
tomer in astonishment, The boy was

¥ Guides

Leisure is sweet to those who have
earned it, but burthensome to those

who get it for nothing.

If you ever promise @t all, take
care, at least, that it be to nnbody
that may suffer by trusting you.

He who wishes to reap a harvest
of the tears of sinefFity, must first

sow the true love im hia bosom.

God accepts man's hearty desire,
and the will instead of the deed, when
they have not the power to fulfill it.

He that does good for good's sake,
neither praise nor :cwn.ld though
sure of both.

The Ninth Commandment.

* “What is the ninth commandment?”
said & teacher to a hoy m a Sunday
' Schood. .

“ Theu shalt not' beas fa.lse witness
agains$ thy neighbor.”

“What is bearing false witness
against your neighbor | "

“It is telling a falsehood.” .

“That is partly true; and yet it is
not exactly the right answer—because
you may tell a falsehoed about your-
self.”

Then turning to a very little girl
she said :

“It is when nobody did anything
and somebody went and told of it.”

John Adams was short and stout,
with a large head and eommanding
features. He was very particular
about his dress and had his hair elab-

s

{1 give up my blue ging- |
ham I can’t play out of doors, or in/

“If yon please sir, I'm a_peer boy,

orately curled. He was a good horsé-
man, and rode in the saddle until well
| advanced in years. - He was remarka-
ble as an early riser, as a great smok-

{er,and as a. lover of cider. It was
commen with Lim to-rise at three of
t four o'cloca in the morn ing, and read,
sinoke and drink eider forone or two
¢ hnwu before the rest of thié I .umh was
stirring.  Perhaps this habit of eider-
| drinking stimulasted liis passionate
dispesition, which eften led hism to

(say and do extravagant .things. His
| immobility and nervous strength was
|another peculiarity. He has been
| known to stand leaming upon his cane,
for hours together, 'vratchmg his men
‘whlle they were laying a stone wall,
] for instance, as motionless as a statue,
| S48 & Sdarecrow in a corn-field. This
| peeuliarity was neticeable in his latest

a little bit of a fellow, and his ¢hin [)'e.,rs when he bad long passed the

house when he bronght home his | glass, sold in your house, sold by you,
young bride last Whitsuntide was |as has ruined me, and made me what

- lass to love me !

more happy than me with my girl
She died. And then everybody said
as how I was going to the devil. They-
said as how I was drinking and fight-
ing: which was true. Some whis-

| pered as how I was a poacher. But |

it was only whispers. They never
caught me. But the whisper was
true. 1 was a poacher.
\ poacher.
| And there was a time when no boy on
[ the green was brighter and better and |
[ stronger than me,
| his_parents more.
| my poor mother, God rest her.

! I be a|
That's what I be now.|

Iam. Itithadn't hgen for you and
your drink T iight ha' been an honest
man now. And you talk to me o
drink when I be mad at the thought
o'it. Curse you, Curse your drink.”
And with his whole strength he
pushed , the landlord from him, and
ran - out.—Sun lag dyiterngon:  for
Aprit. A \ ;

The Story of an Apron.
And of all hwe aprons that hung

No boy has loved | upon the line that windy March day,
And there was | Nainsook was the very proudest. She
If | flaunted her ruffles, flung out her long

she'd a been living now I should be| ties, dipped, dived and soared higher
' an honest man, and getting her bnad | into the breeze than any other.

| to eat in my tumble-down cottage. |

f But she is dead. She lies under the
sod yonder in the graveyard. And
who let her die 7 The parish let her
die. There's not even a stone to mark |
where she was buried. I've spent the
money that I earned to give her a |

 headstone, in drink, like a dog that I |

be. And was I ever a boy like them
on the green ¢ No, T cannot believe |
it T eould ha.w.- had no comrades, no

But T did, God help

‘me.  And she died. ‘Do you see the |
blue river yonder ! The Tamar? The |

And when Blue Gingham snapped
against her she sereamed: .

“ Keep away, Ginghy; you'll leave
a blue mark on me if vou don’t take
care”

“ Don't be so proud, l\n:mook I'd
vather be myself any day than a poor
a.nhless thing like you. It's Nellie
'and I that love fun. It's Nellie and 1
that play in the sand, and it's Nellie
'and I that make bLelieve cookies out

|nfﬂuur too. When she has you on,
you are so stuck up and afraid your
starch will gét out, or yuflles unfluted,

beautiful water that I used to love | that she has to sit in chairs, and hard-
more than the green land? No boy | ly daves wmgle her toes.”

knew the channel better than I d:d

N6 boy eould sail-a boat on it better ] aprons, and I have ruffles instead. As
I todirt, my taste don't run to phymg

t.han T eould, in rough or in calmn.
used to know it from Sophill and
 Maristow down -to the breakwater, |
land from C'athole down to Mazker,
 better than any man in ‘the place. 1

“ H'm! Avms are very.unstylish for

in it, and when I come out of the
drawer, Nellie is going to have com-
pany or go l-vmtmg '

“For my part,” said the cambric

“ | say [ wish I was a boy agen. knew every cove, and every stream | with the pink buds, “I think Nellie

And so I do. Come here.

-y,

1 want | thntmni.nto it. I used to row over l.nd'I"hnva the best times. We are

came just over the top nf the eounter.

“ Well," said the storekeeper, “you
seem to have a pretty goed idea of'
yourself.”

“That's s0,” said the bey, “I lost

.y last place ‘eause I was smart.”
- “All right, then, I'll show you
where you make a great mistake,
when you say you're smart. Do you
see that jug over there 7

“ No, sir,”
hard at a bex marked “Six gross
safety pins.”

“ Not therey "way back in the store.”

“Oh, yes," said the boy.

“Now, that jug is full of vinegar ;
it holds eight quarts—1I've an order
for four quarts, but haven't any empty
measures excepting one holding five
uarts, and one holding three quarts,
Now, if you're as smart as you say
you are, perhaps you can measure the

four quarts from the eight quarts by

using the three and five.

“I ean do it,” said the boy.
as easy as fishing.”

“If you do, I'll give two dollaua
week and your clothes. No guessing,
now, you must measure exactly.”

“All right,” said the boy; “have

“Just

your tailor here in fifteen minutes to-

measure me, please.”

The tailor might have come even
earlier, as the boy had the four quarts
of vinegar measured out in less than
five minutes.

How did he do it ? ;

“[You must not use any other vessel
than the jug and the measures, nor
throw away ny of the vinegar. We
will give the answer somewhere on
this page next week.]—Standard,

Send us & new subscriber.

said the hoy, looking |

| age usually allotted to man.

A ProBLEM.—A _mung man dis-
tinguished for mathematical attain-
ments,” was fond of challenging his
fellow-students to a trial in skill in
solving diffieult problems. One day a
class-mate came into his study, and,
laying a folded paper before him, said:
“There is & pmblem I wish you would
belp me solve,” and immediately left
| the réom.,

The paper was eagerly unfolded,
and there, instead of & question in
mathematics, were traced the lines :
“ What shall it profit 8 man if he gain
the whole world and lose his own
soul; or what shall & man give in ex-
change for his soul 7’ _

With a gesture of impatience he
tore the paper to-atoms, and turned
again to his books. But in vain. he
tried to shake off the impressions of
the solemn words he had read. The
Holy Spirit pressed home his convie-
tion of guilt and danger, so that he
could find no peace, till he found it in”
believing in Jesus. He subsequently
became a minister of the Gospel he
had once despised, and the first ser-
mon was from the words, so eminent-
ly blessed to his own soul, “ What
shall it profit a man if he gain the
whole world gnd lose his own soul 7
—Admerican Mesacnqea.

“* If you prosper, never tell your friends
Iu aanu if yon do, they wil Feuv_r ou ;
relate yoar misfortunes, hr 1

do Jonr frien will knsh ut iﬂ
ol R tt the e "‘é‘:‘é F oy
o ruqna mnll .

.d lohh-oldinuonlheuolhtﬂc

* Trust God, and kee
df’."—J F mm” P your po"“

tlnﬂt.md

E.lm in the hu humiliation of
the reformation of .




