The Builders,
LL are architects of Fate,
Working .in~ these walls -of
Time; :
Sume with massive deeds amd
} great,
Some with ormaments of rliyme
Nothing uscless is, or low;
Fach thing in its place is Dest;
And what seemg b?t. idle show
Htrengthens and supports the reste

For the mtructure that we raise,
Time j8 with materials filted;

Our to-daya and yesterdays

Are the blocks with which we Luild,

Truly shape and fashion these;
Leave no yawning gaps between,

Think not, berause no man sees,
Sucl' things will remain unscen.

In the elder days of Art,

Builders wrought with greatest cars
Earh wminute and unseen part;

For the (iods see everywlere.

Let wn' do our work a3 well,
Buth the uuseen and the seen;
Make the house, where Gods may drweld,
Reautiful, entire, and elean,

Else our lives are incomplete,
Htamding in' thete walls-of Time,

Erakew etairways, where the feet
Stumble where they seek to climb.

- Bitild to-lay, then, strong and sure,
With a firm and ample bage;
Anid aseending and secure
Hhall to-merrow find ite place.

Thus alone can we attain

" To ihose turrentw where ihe eye

Heen the world, ad one vase plaim,
And one boundlesa reach of sky.

- Longfellaw.

The Sem Eing's Barial, -

[The old Nurse Kings, whon nlout to
die, lud their body laid into a ship, the
alip sent forlh with sails set, and a
slow fire burninyg in it, that once out to
sea, it might bluze up in the fume, and
iu surh a manrer bury worthily the old
here at once in the sky and in the
vevan.—Carlyles “Hero Worship.™1

“My stremgth is fuiling fast,”
Hnid the Sea Ring to his men.
"I shuil mever wsuwil the seas
Like- n cowjueror again;
But while yet a drop remains
0f the life-blood in my veins
Raine, oh, raise me from.my bed;
Put the erown upon my head:
Put my goed sword in my hand,
And so lead me to the straud,
Where my ship at anchor rides
Hieadily. )
1 1 ean not end my. life
in the crimgoned Lattle atrife,
Let me die as I luve lived,
Un the szea”

They have raised King Bulder up,
Put his erown upon his head; ,
They bave sheathed his Jintbs in wmail,
And the purple e'er Tim spread;
And amid the greeting rude
Of & gathering multitude,
Borae him slowty to ihe shore—
All the energy of yora N
From Lis dim eyes Hashing forth—
Oid Bea Lion of the North,
As le louked upon lis ship

Riding free; -
And on his forehead pale, ~
Felt the cold, refresling gale,
Amd heard the welecome round

) the nea.
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They bhave borne him to the ship
With a slow and solemn tread;
They luve placed him on ihe deci
With his crown upon his head, .
Where he sat u3 on a throne; ~
And have Teft him there alone,
‘With his anclhpr really weighed,
And Lis snowy sails displayed
To the favering wind, once more
Blowing freshly from the afiore,
And have bidden him farewell
Teuvderly,
Saying: “Kiug of mighty men,
‘We shall meet thee yet again,
In Vulhalla, with the wwnarehs
1M the sea”

Underneath lim in the hold
They had placed the tighted bramd;
And the fire wasa burning slow
As the vessel from the Inml,
Like & stag-hound from the slips,
Darted forth from out the ships.
There was music in her sail
As it swelled before the gle,
And n darhing at her prow,
As it cleft the wavea below, .
And the good ship sped along,
Beudding free; e
As on many a battle woern
In her time the had heen borne,
To strugple and to conquer
On the sea. o

Angd the King with sudden strengih
Ntarted up and puced the deck, -
With hiz good sword for his ataff-
And his robe arouml bis neck,
Ouce alome he raised his hand
‘I'o the people-pn the kand;
And with shout nnd joyous ery
Onee again they ade reply,
Till the lowd, exuolting cheer
Sounded faintly on his ear;
For the gale was 0%t him blowing
‘Fresh and free; -
And ere-yet an hour had passed
He was driven before the blast,
Anrd a storm was on his path
On the sea.

“Ho blow, ye tempests, blow, -

And my spirit shall not guail;

I have fought with many a ive,
And in this hour of death, . -,
Ere I yield my feeting breath—
Ere the fire now bnrning slow
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Shall come’ rushing from below,
And this worn and wasted frame
Re devoted to the Hume

I will raise my voive in triumph,
, - Winging free;

Ty the great All Father's bome

B ‘] am’ driving through tbe foam,

'er the sva.

“So blow, ye slormy winds,
And ye flames aseend on highg
In easy, idle Led, i
Let the slave and coward diel
But give me the driving keel,
Clang of .shields, and flashing sieel;
Or my foot on foreign ground,
With my enemy around!
Happy, happy thus I'd yield,
On the deck or on the field,
My fast breath shouting, ‘On
To victory!”
Buk ginve this has been denied,
‘Fhev shall say that I bave died
Without flinching, like a monarch
Of ihe sea.”

And Balder spoke no maore,
And no sound escaped his lipy £
And he looked, yet scarcely saw,
The destruction of hia ship;
Nor the fleet eparks mounting Ligh,
Nor the glare upon the sky;
Hcarcely felt the acorching heab
That was gathering at his feet,
Nor the fierce Hames mounting o'er him
Gireedily.
But the life was in Lim yet,
And the couruge to furget
All his pain, in his triumph
On the sea.

Once alone, a cry arose,
Half of anguishk, half of pride,
As he sprang vpon his feet,
With the flames on every side.
“I am coming!™ said the King,
“¥Where the swords and bucklers ring—
Where the warrior lives agnin
Where the weary finds repose,
And the red wite ever flows;
I am coming, sreat All Father,

Untor thee!
Unte {Mdin, unto Thor,
And the sitrong. true hearls of yore,
I am coming to Valhalla,

iYer the sea.”

~—Charles Mackay.
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GRAVE, GAY, EPIGEAMMATIO AND OTHERWISE

“Here I Am, Dear {”

AST summer @ - Manehester eoni-
mergial traveller was married and
was~ given . a months holiday.
Fle and his bride spent their

honeymuon in a quiet resort.
Y one evening, as they entered the
dintnp-room and sat down, as usual, in
a secluded corner, the young husband
moticed a very mood customer at a table
near by. .
“Ray, dearest,” he whispered, “theres
Mr. Jones over there. You wnn’_t mind
Al 1 go over and dine with bim, will you?
Think how fine it will be if 1 gn 'lmvck
from my wedding trip with a smashing

b order?”
rather rTue-

The little hride agreed, ;
fully. The commercial teaveller Turried

over to JJones, slook Tands with ldm,
and ordersl his dinner, which included
roast lowh,  Then he began to talk
ST

Ite was %0 earnest about it that be
didn't notice when the waiter rentoved
his meat dishea and plicwl dessert hefure
hi Then auddenly Ie looked slown ab
his plate aml exelatmed:—

“Why, where's my lambr? - .

A littte voivs over in the eovner piped
out, “Mere T am, dear” .

® @ @

Forgiveness Impossible.

Chinning  Pollock, the anthor, amd
the Meesim, Xhubert have been exchang-
ing courteaits, The other evening at a
hamquet Mr. Poltock saidr 1 read pluw
for  thn  Shuberts for- two  yewrs—
way il forgive me!?  Whercupon the
Bhuberty repliedd; “Cinl may forgive him,
but we never will—eitlter for thuee ha
veromnetided or for tLhysg hae turoed
down,” o

The Process, .

A revival was being held at a small
eoloured - Baptist in southern
Georgia. At one of tlie meetings the

church

evangelisl,” after an earnest bLut froit. -

lesa exhortation, requested all of the
congregation whe wanted their souls
washed white an snow te stand up, One
old darky rewained sitting.

yen
He's

nut m i,

“Don’ xo' want y' sonl washod wite
s snow, Brudder Jones ™

“Mah soul done feen woshed w'ite
a3 snaw, pubxon,”
“Wihalt wuz y@® roul washed ‘wita

as riow, Brudder Jones?”

“Over yamder ta de Aethodia® chn'eld
aerost da railroad.™

“Lawd God, Bridder Jonss, yo' soul
wa'nl washed—NW'it were dry-clesped™

That™s Just one of those eigurs he

Tp-to-date, b
A enstomer in oa batchers shagi

Lood
gazing at some small alligators” in"an
aquarivain.  Having tarned the matteyr
over in his mind, the customer approach-
ed the butelier and excvlaimed, "I suppose
a body might as well be dead as out
of style. Give me a couple of pounds ot
alligater.” :

& ® %

Whoe He Was.

A small boy with a wather Iost and
Jonesmoe appearance walked into  tlic
connty +lerk’s oftice ut the court house.
e guzed abont him for & time ool
finully approached Deputy Henry Smi-
tey, “Please, sirv,” the lal said timilly,

verl for 4 hrist inag,”

“have yim seen unything of n ludy aroumd
here ™

SWhyy yed, sonny,” answered Smiley,
“I've weent weveral.”

“Well, have you aeen any withont a
little boy¥™* the Jud “mwked anxivusly.

“You,” replie] Smiley.

“Well,” said the little chap, nn n re-
Laved leok erossed hin fave, “1I'm the
little Loy, Where's the Judy ™™

“conrse le didn't die”

No Snch Luck.

A eorlain man stayed out mush nter
at night than his wife liked, and as he
would never tell her where he had been
vhe got their little boy to ask him.

Dne morning at breakfast the young-
ster said, “Dad, where were you laat
night ¥,

SWelk, i yon must know, I was sitling
with a sick jriend.”

"Oht Did your sick feiend die v

"What  an absurd  gquestiont  OF

“Ob, Wt Aid
friend™y hand ¥
. 0, answered the father, “how fool-
ish youw are! Of course I didn't.” And
then he addmd with a far-way lock in
Iia exed, “I wizh 1o Heaven 1 had. 1
hebl four aves.”

¥you  hold  your sick

She Told Him,

During dinwer a young Frenchman
wad seated next to a Boe-locki L1 g
womnn who wns wearing a gown whin
hisplay her heaniifol arme. i I
near not being liere o-night," s
MUowasa vaevinated o few doys :
it mives me  consilderable annoyan: v
The young foreigoer mezed Y the white
arbia of 1the speaker. “is that
replicll. “Where were yoin vp

The emiled denmvely  awd aaid
“Tn Wellington,”

¢ & 2
Genins.

A oarlist who spent a preat park of
his life in the Latin @Quarter tolts of 1he
Irugalily of a Frein v who lived ar
a pension of live tn werk, Wy
g o ewriors sysfem, w v Ut French
wan s expluned :

“Fet is simple, varie simple!  Snnda:
1 go Lo see bonse of a good friend, am
zere [ dine so extraordinaire aml eat s
vaire much I need no more till Vednea
iny. On that I have at my restanrom
vne large, vaire large, dish of Lripe an{
soite onion. I abhor ze tripe, yes, am
ze oninn alzo, aml togezzer they mak
mw mo il as J have no hote any appetil
till Hunday. Eet is vaire simplet®

~



