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Dear Bov | no thought to bid thee weep,
Nor harsh design to mar thy pleasures,
Moves the to pray that thou wilt keep
Before thee, as the best of treasures,
One simple, oft-forgotien truth,
That, as thou sowest in thy Youth,
In Manhood thou must Jook to reap.
To-day, perchance, a deed is dome,
Of which, ere sets to-mormow’s sun,
All trace seems loat, but still its root
Is in the beart, and years may pass,
Yet must the tree give forth its fruit,
Despite of Mem'ry's cheating-glass,
Bo would I counsel thee to hold
From selfish promptings all aloaf,
Bememb'ring that the purest gold
Best bears the fire’s severest proof : i
Rememb'ring, too, that happiness
Inereaseth most when mosi we share it.
My Boy, thy lot may Heaven bless |
And, be it joy, or dark distress,
May strength be given thee to bear it !
H. C.
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The bucky Sixpence.
A

Perer Lirree found a Sixpence,
On a summer’s day,—

Village folks were in the meadows,
Busy making hay. '

“ When our pleasant village fair-day
Comes again,” he said,

* Lucky Sixpence, I will spend you
All in ginger-bread !



L] PETER LITTLE

“ Safely in my little pocket,
Lucky Sixpence bright,
You shall bave a quict lodging,
Morning, noon, and night.”

Peter Little’s heart was bounding,
Running o'er with joy ;
“ Lucky Sixpence, how I prize you !”
Sang this little Boy.

Peter Little conned his lessons,
Quickly one by one,

Then to school he gaily travelled,
"Neath the shining sun.

Birds were singing, lambs were Elﬂ'ppingl,
Hedgerows blooming gay ;

Village folks were in the meadows
Busy making hay.



AND THE LUCKY BIXPENCH

Just as Peter turned a corner
Down the village lane,

There he saw a little mourner,
Wrapt in grief and pain.

* Little Maiden, why dost weep so,
Wherefore droops thy head ? ™

“ Little boy, I'm full of sorrow,”
Sobbed the little Maid-

“T was happy, very happy,
When I left my bed,

Now, alas | with weeping, weeping,.
See, my eyes are red ! ”

“Tell to me, oh little Maiden,
Tell me true, I pray!
Why thy breast with grief is laden,
On this summer day ?
B



