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his gay manner captivated her simple fan-
cy; he was a hero in her sight ; he called
her his friend; Lily imagined that never
before had friendship assumed so fair a
guise to mortal being. The commission,
Day after day passed, each brighter than | world,”
the last, then summer came and still found | | ditions of men, disregarded a!
Gerald at Lily Grant’s side. There were | of race or position. The dif
| boating excursions when the limpid waters tween the Levite Priest, and
were calm as & mirror.  Lily seated near | Apostle was the narrow
him, looking hke a  watery fairy in her | of ministrations which bound
dainty white robes. Long rides when the ll the one, and the
| horses’ hoofs brushed the diamond drops
of dew from the grass; promenaded upon
the terrace, when the moonbeams bathed

NO 39

II ard of H eari ng.

The v 11111* or importance of anything is ‘ llllll 2t the table, and he gave me that to
not always estimated so much by what it | drink,’pointing tu the wine-glass. “‘Moth-
s as by what it might be. er would cry sometimes, but he would kiss I

The sculptor looks upon the rough time- | her and tell her that good wine would A young Jonathan once courted the
“ @Go ve unto all the | worn and storm beatern bLlock of marble | !11%1110 me strong handsome. One day he | daughter of an old man who lived ‘down
ete., embraced all and con- | before cheek | l went away for a long time, and mother east,” who professed to be deficient in hear-

11 distinctions | and a fire in his eye, that is a mystery to | | When ke ing, but, forsooth, was more captious than
be- | all but himself, until strok , day | came back he struck her, and then foll | limited in hearing as t!xe scf!uel \nll. show.
- Christian | ‘after day iteh his labors, when at | down on the floor. T screamed, because 1 It was a stormy night in the ides of

' last the sccret nf ln-. enthusiasin  thought he was dead. The black man who [ March, if I mistake not, when lightning
a | drove the horses came up stairs and help- and loud peals of thunder answered thun-

W:l mother to get him to bed. She said he der, that Jonathan sat by the old man’s
| was sick. He used to scream and fight if fireside, discussing with the old lady (his
anyone went near him. It was the red intended mother-in law) on the expediency
wine that made him so, mother said. And of asking the old man’s permission to mar-
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BYE-GONE MEMORIES.

BY SALLIE CARLTON.

How Butterflies are Made.

““There, I have caught him at last!—-

What a beauty ! and I never could catch a
butterfly before.’

The words were uttered in an excited
tone by little Katie Kirkham, as she gras-

ped in both her hands a lovely butterfly
which she bad been chasing in the garden
for nearly half an hour.

“What have you there, Katie?’ asked

her father looking up from his book ; “‘let
me see.’

—

Moulding the Future.

BY REV. E. C. MACMNICHOL.

him, with a glow upon his

o

Midnight stars are brightly beaming, cried all the time he was gone.

O’er our sincursed world, while I,
All alone, am softly dreaming
Of the hours, long since gone by.

ference ¢ by stroks
we
Iin:‘.'n and circle steps out

and barred

unending | beautiful angel.

from its stony sepulclire in the form of

widenine The

Cver
field afforded the other.
' which overleaped all walls of

Bye-gone memories, yes they cluster,
Fondly 'round my heart to-night,
Some of them are draped with sadness,

Some are beautiful and bright.

little seed that you
this last | hold in the palin of your hand
| prized so highly merely
| from any other existence,

are not
themselves apart |
hut for th

It was 6 :
A butterfly, papa,” replied Katie, run-
ning to the garden chair where her father

ancient cus-

tom. and offered its services to all men, ¢ beau-

Well remembered scenes of childhood,
When the world seemed only fair,

And 1 dreamed not, that the future,
E’er would shade my heart with care.

Prominent among my visions,
Stands a farm-house old and gray,
Where in days of by-past pleasure,

I've whiled many an hour away. :

Ab! with what exact minuteness,
Its surroundings, I recall,

From the grape-house In the garden,
To the pictures in the Hall.

And those pictures, one a Lady,
Kneeling by a lonely tomb,

Where reposed in dreamless slumbers,
One who faded in life’s bloom.

And another, white haired father, :

Bending over the “‘sacred page,”
While beside him, sat a maiden,
Representing youth and age.

Sometimes I have stood and wondred,
In my simple childish way,

Why the Artist thus arranged them,
He so grave and she so gay.

But while museing of this picture,
Really 1 believe to-night,

That this aged—-sire was teaching
Her, of Heaven-the world of light.

Now I see the grand old poplars,
Towering upward to the sky,
While sweet flowers exhaled their fragrance,

*To the weary—passing by.

©Oh! remembered scenes of childhood,
When the world seetaed only fair,

the landscape in a flood of silvery gran-
deur.

During the summer days,
was careless no longer
ness had drifted into sin,
struggle, he yielded himself up to the|
fierce passion which consumed him. He |

withbout her.

| sist temptation.

And I dreamed not that the future
Ere would shade my heart with care.

Grand-ma’s form has long been slceping
Underveath the cold, cold, sod, -
Bat I bope her Spirit liveth, r
In the Paradise of God.

|

Stars of midnight still are beaming,
O’er our sincursed worid while I,
All alone am sadly dreaming
Of the hours long since gune by.
le.rnu Pa.

]
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The Wife's Temptaﬁbﬁ

¢ Mercenary little thing!” Who could
imagine that she could be so artful !” said
Mrs. Fulton, contemptiously ; and society,
judging from its own standard, quite coin-
cided in Ler opinion.

He was double her age. Of course she
had married him for his money.

Was itso? Lily Rivers herself could

scarcely answer the question. She was
very friendless, very desolate; it was but
dreary work, acting as governess to Mrs.
Fulton's uoruly children, and bearing the
airs of that great lady herself. Mark
Grant’s tender heart melted with infinit:
compassion at sight of the fragile youn:z
creature, bearing ber cheerless life so u: -

complainingly, striving so braevly to fulfil
her duties. An intense desire to shield and

protect her came over him; then to his

t, Mark Grant, who for
zlwmmwmhtedﬂ]mt
rimonial traps, found that he had fallen
hopelessly in love with his sister’s pretty

governess.

When Mr. Grant, the rich banker, asked
Lily to be his wife, she was almost over-
powered by the umexpected honor; his
vows were the first words of affection she
had listened to for many years. It was so
delightful to have some one to cling to—
know that she was not utterly friendless.
She never asked herself if she loved this
man as a wife should love her husband ;—
he loved her, he said ; she could render his
home s little heaven upon earth. What
more was wanting to complete her happi-
ness !

blﬂynlpedllh a queen in Mark
Grant’s stately mansion at Clapbam, and
felt a vivid delight in the luxury and splen-
dor with which ber husband loved to sur-
reund ber. Mark never seemed tired of
-mnhhmwﬂe'lpmn.

. A year passed thus, then Gerald Lacy
appeared the scene. He was Mark’s

he was one of 'n?'eh(}'o idols, had some-

wisat {ired of its aitrsctions ; and now af-

ter some years of foreign travel, he had re-

turned fo his native land. We bave said

he wagydch and idle; bow could be em-

ploy the time than by devoting it to his
nﬂol

Iﬁ “nota

m trifler, and he
that he meant no barm.

and the value of
d. Lily was his;
_h enliven ber

dtuf to

”' a" Lily | bis cousin’s wife as a boyish folly ; but as
cult t # sbe re- | his highest ideal of perfect womanhood—

fain disgrace; absorbed in his selfish

sion, he was deat to the

pas-

ence.

Oue day Mrs. Grant’s maid delivered to |

her mistress a note which excited strange
emotions in that lady.
ald, declaring his Jove, and euntreating her
to meet him in the arbor that evening.
she read, Lily’s
flush of shant ;
which yawned beneath her;

she saw the terrible abyss

and, kneeling

. s SR
down, she prayed as one in deadly perii Governmen?

to re- |

that she might be able
She had almost lcved |
him, she acknowledge to herself; but now,
for Mark’s honer, she must be strong.

The golden radiance of the day had just

might pray,

Gerald impatiently awaited the woman he
loved. Would she come? did she love
him ? he asked himself ;
though', pale as death Lily stood before
him. Gerald sprang forward with out
streghed arms, then drew back bastily,aw-
ed by the expression of the pure,proud face.
““ I received your note,
in harsh, constrained tones;
impetuously, *“ O, Gerald! hnu could you |
insuit me {* she burst in passionate tears.
All Gerald’s fine
forsook him ; he t\nuhl fain bave Kissed |

. then, cryin

‘ﬂm wet flushed cheeks, but dared not.

“Don’t ery, darling,
“1 would give my life to save you from a
moment’s pain. Ilove you so dearly,
Lily 1"

““ And I love you as a brother,’
bed.

" he said piteously.

' she sob- |

rentl i composnure | |
geatican ' | mind and soul to remain as atotal blank,as

' the unlettered surface of a marble tabiat, |
* Cand
| without until our conven
- wonld
 God’s compilete law,

f

in which this process of moral
' shall Legin; there have arisen m

-1 4 to the C'ﬂ-ul Eh:’lalq‘ﬁ of ('\‘t'nill;:.—-f . :. * :
yielded t S - erroneous opinions upon this suab)

then, even ashe!

;mnt\ when all the moral respon

Gerald Lacy | men thus eommissioned, sho
his thoughtless-

and without 1'

.[ as to enuble these
declared to himself that he could not live | more

He felt no remorse for the ' difference that distinguishes, the
dishonor he would bring upon Kinsman's | the flower, the weak bending sapli
name, no pity for the woman he would | the full limbed expanded tru

voice of conscl- |

While this is true, vet, we do not believe

: (‘t‘-'l‘l‘llptiun, ;f we are to I-']-" > AP 4
It was from Ger- |

As into Military despotism and our
face was crimsou by a deep 1 being flooded with

- we must ed acate the

that the Divine Teacher intended that the
H,_”,, f‘;” .
disregard the lines of distincti
through the human family, but
dl tinctions should be regarded only
lt.hhtl- (0 T

Henc

ach men

cffectually. in vi
niinge from
Nk "t- ”.‘.‘ II'[
sturdy Oak. it would become Hus

to bestowdisceriminating cuiture,
If we are to build wreh and

save society from the

l:i'l ¢ Ci

deluge of viece and

the per-

manency ol oul free institutions, if we are

to prevent oul Government irom

illﬁnlz*lii}' and popety,

morals of those nto

will fall the reins of

rule ety.

SO

whose hands one day
and the

Ol

JAVE Aris
dion as to

Owing to the difficulties that
in answering the perplexing qu

that particular point in the age of children,

education
wny false and
A A" ’

among them, as I‘H['H‘{‘ELI]I.\' deservin
is the one which allows children t

y remaln
vinine until

.
Tl 17 3 I‘u
“l-h '\“ &

entirely destitute of rel

they shall havearrived at that period of ma-

Ihum..m.hft: can be thrown upon themselves

" gshe commenced |

Ilaus of the human mind asw»

now _)nu ask me to leave Mark—to dishon- '

or him !

““ e cannot love you as I love you,’
pleaded.
than he ever cared for you,
loved him.

““ He does love me!"” she cried, passion-
ately. ““I poor and friendless; he shared |
his abundance with me.  You know how
noble he is. You would drag me to shame.

You never

[ love him, Gerald—I never knew how |

dearly until last night.”

““ Then there is no bope for me 1" said
Gerald, white to his lips.

““ There is every hope for you. There
would, indeed, be no hope for you were I
mad enough to listen. Could you bear
to have the woman you love pointed at
with the finger of scorn? I am a proud wo-
man, Gerald ; if you could bear it, 1 could
not. The time will come when you will
bless me that I was firm. You have too
noble a nature to be ruined by any woman.
I shall pray for you night and day. DBut

O, Lily, dearest, listen to me! |

lthe mind, thought upon tho

i

|

T

" he flooding in upon the soul
be » ¥
He cares more for his business | , . . os of light ;

{ ture.

you must go; you cannot stay under Mark’s |

roof after what has happened.”

“ Have you no pity ? Won’t you let me
stay where I can sometimes see you{”

¢ No,” she answered, *‘there would be
danger for both of us—a danger that, for
my husband’s sake, I dare not incur.”

Gerald stood for a mcment, his hand-
some young face all wan and haggard in
the gray evening light. He had loved this
woman better than he had ever thought to
love mortal being ; it seemed like the ago-
ny to leave hér thus. He gave one last,
long look at the fair, childlike face, the
wistful brown eyes, the tangled golden
curls floating around her head, and then
turned to go.

‘“ Won't you say good-bye to me, Ger-
arld!”

Then he raised her slender white hands
to his lips.

“ God help me, for 1 am miserable.—
¢ Good-bye, Lily !” he said hoarsely.

A moment more, and he was gone. —
Then Lily hid her face in the damp grase,
and wept as though her heart was break-
ing. Her ideal dream of friendship had
fled ; only stern duty remainetl.

Mark Grant loudly condemned the sud-
den caprice which bad caused his cousin to
start for Paris just as they imagined he in-
tended to settle down in his own country ;
but Lily spoke no words of blame.

Long after, when Lily bad conquered
all feelings of tendern:ss for Gerald Lacy ;
when she could look in her husband’s eyes
and tell him she loved bhim with all a true
wife’s devotion ; when a baby Lily lay pil-
lowed upon her breast, then Lily told her
the reason of Gerald’s departure, to that
gentleman’s intense astonishment.

A fair wife naw sits by Gerald’s side ;—
happy children cluster around his hearth-
stone. He Jooks back upon his love for

at the dispcsal of their own judgw
' This opinion we most emphatically de-
n““ﬂfl a8 4

amd repudiate mtiary to the

1l asthe laws

of God. Were it indeed possible

“l'nlu TI'J*lt :t” II’.NEI.'

ience in one stroke
upon its smoothe
there might

.
F!-l"‘ F
— . -
L

wiite surface
e some
for this

d indolence.

'palliation or excusable

withering, cebasing and accurs

“I trusted you so entively; and | gy o0 then is the fact? In youth impres-

‘\litt“ - 3 ;.f

 sion after impression, upon |

at cariicst |

the
and if. in the

tv mazes of erroneous opinions that dazzle

dim mis-

and mislead this uncertain period of life the | 'saw something there he had been looking |

' soul is not nourished and fed by the vivify-
| ing power of the Bread of Life; in its eager
graspings after food it will become an easy
victim to the seductive sweetness of vie PI
and error and in the ead bear {ruit more

pent. — |

for the |

wions {from !

r
rul comes |

bitter than ** the apples of Sodom. ™

We can't afford to wait, to lay idly in
the shade of indolence until these saplings
produce frait before we bestow any cul-

brings us face to face withthe
slern mt in this moral field and vine-
yard we have enemies and competitors.—
If guardians of childhcod question this
truth let them read the books that thelr
children read, play the gamcs that are
taught them by associates, hcar the lan-
guage that they hear; with carcful eyes
scan the literature with which licenti-
ous venders are flooding the homes of
this land let; them study the treacherous
manipulations of the Jesuitical Priesthood,
those enemies of God and right, whose ef-
forts are sworn to the tearing from off the
altars of American liberty, the Dible,
that  light-house of heaven, set up to
guide the first feeble efforts of humanity
out into the ocean of eternal happiness,

Whence cometh these hordes of crimi-
nals that crowd our jails and penitentia-
ries? Was it a single act, was it only one
deed that Jaunched them from the circles
of society out iuto the pools of vice, ah no,
away back in boyhood the alphabet of
erime was learned. Again we find in
the little uncared for waifs, these homeless
outcasts that roam the streets of our large
cities, prolific streams that flow out into
the great pools of crime and infamy.

If in this great field then, these enemies
shall be overthrown and these competitors
shall be outstripped, if we would have
trained and skillful soldiers, if in this dead-
ly struggle between vice and virtue we ex-
pect to gain the victory, these soldiers must
be taught the arts of war and the use of
arms in their youth, hence the *“‘West
Point” of the church to-day is its Sabbath
School.

Perbaps one great reason why this work
of the moral eduecation of children has
hitherto received such little attention, is
that its Jlabors involve mo sudden mighty
revolution, it proceeds in the absence of
any of those mighty agitations, that attract
the universal attention of men, and this 1s
also owing to the fact that many people
mistake convulsion for conversion. The
work of moulding the character of future
generations is characterizetl by the absenge
of commotion, the march of truth throug
the moral nature out into the actual life of
man is so silent and gradual in its glean-
ings as to baffle all minds save Him before
whom the minds of men are as an open
book, and to whose penetrating glance
even our thoughts are known.

w of the'
bud from |

wndmen |
' willing

: thlt tth.

-‘.::L'u*.'_f:
land from °

I

'room with a painted ccili

|
N | a chandelier which seemed to make clear |

and |

r notice

bilities of f

{ queer for a

i
tiful flowers they are

men and women hurried
1o reach comfortable

capable of producing.
' Thus with these facts crowding our way

tlman 'h life, we find, that in the careful

i

. which run |

+
that these |
g0 far |

ery man, a duty to himself, his race, his

country, and his God
— ——p & o

Bed 1ine.

erowing dark in the

It was city streets;

along, as il eager
the

Olls W 1111 maorld

Lhiomes: horses

scemed to pull heavy wag
rness than usual, as if they too knew
.t.:». 8 WO rk was OVer, and tlIJ 1\. ll
of rest. The lampl
their rounds, and trying

lost daviight.

the prospect
were ;:nin-_*:
make up for the Little |
children were safe and warm at home,
Alll [‘H'I:.'II"-‘. A little lm:.' :‘-ltul{l

on the deserted sidewalk, to a great

utl one,
Close
window of plate glass through which he
enzed with a rapt face. The

he looked at was a beautiful one,

sunshine
fine
with delicions food.
through the
made a big ﬂ'iinmn stand
hand of the gentlemen who sat at the table
reading & newspaper. A diamond
nog on one¢ finger seemed to wink and
blink at the little boy outside.

““1 wish he would look up,™
was thinking.

But though he waited and watched the
man did not miove for a long time.  Then |
he flung the paper down, and reached out

paintings. A marble table bheaped
The ULright light |
struck great decanter, and |

on the white

lﬂlhl

1!!""‘ {.i“. l!

the hand with the diamond for a wine rlass |
' which he filled and drank,never once look- |

ing towards the window.
““ Please, sir!”
Thut wWas Il” Ihi' !M}' ;‘-:ﬁ;l, ”4_* h:H !-l--p.

ped from the street into the wilde hall ;—

culture of children there lies a duty for ev- |

ighters |
1o |,

]ﬂr‘luh' which |
& great |
ing over head, and |

The walls were covered with |

 then one night he died,
| great funeral.

u
1

We've onl
Mother
Sometimes she cries all nigl

' could earn some money.
' two little rooms now.
machine.

| & "'l'.ll e ’

ped suddenly.
Mr. Leonard moved uneasily.
““This was what you wanted to tell me?
“ X es, sir.

| me think of my father,
yvou had any little boy at home, and how
he and his mother would feel if you should

' And then the tears

|

' die of the red wine.
and Eddy

he l i C i Ll: 1! IL‘ -ltHn] ht “-i IL‘

ame, Boynton slid dow

= S

ard, who Lad turned his face away. Ed-
die wondered if the gentleman was cr}'ing,
too.
' for his head was drooping upon his breast.
gir. Mother
my supper all ready, and be
frightened if I don’t come, And before
Mr. Leonard roused from his painful reve-
' rie, the child had slipped from the warm,
cheery room, and was running down the
?ul irk street, home to his waiting mother.
} In all the years to come, Arthur Leonard
'and Eddie Boynton, man and boy, may
i never meet again, The room in the luxu-
rious club house is deserted ; the fire is out,
the room is dark, the heavy curtain drawn
||| at the big window; but in a be autiful
home the brown eyes look lovingly st a
'sweet woman, and to the rosy boy that
' hangs about his neck, the father whispers
—** God bless vou, my child, and Keep us
from the destruction of the red wine!™

- e A . . —

Iie could not see the bhig brown eyes,

“I'm going home

i NOW,
' will have

| .a

e O O QI — e

' Expervience of Misery.
l Here is a scrap fromn the reminiscences
'of a Hungarian nobleman who spent the

then, without stopping to knock, he open- | . part of Lis manhood’s life in prison :

ed the great door which led into the gen- |
Ll On the threshold of the !
saloon he stopped, frigl
had done,

“ What is it my small man "

Mr. Arthur Leonord had a pleasant
smile, which came easily to his handsome
face ; but the child shrank back, aithough

man's room.

dll'“l'll W ow h"]-‘ ht i

|}'mrs [ had a companion;
| vears [ was alone.

“Fifteen years [ was in this dungeon
' rough, dark, noisome place, not more than
ten feet square,’ he writes.  “‘During six
during nine
I could never ciearly
distinguish the features of bim who shared
my captivity in the eternal gloomsomeness

of our cell.  The first vear, when we did

he looked into the big brown eyes as if he | not sleep, we talked incessantly together ;.

for a great while.

“ You came to beg, I suppose,” and the
gentleman’s hand went readily iato his
]‘H'f‘a(l

“ Oh, no, sir, 1 never thought of that—
[ wanted—I mean—please, sir, 1 will go
now."”

He moved back awkwardly, but Mr.
Lonard stopped him with a great gesture,
The child’s face interested him. His man-
ner, too, at first 8o eager, now cmbarrass-
ed, had aroused his curiosity. *‘ You are
cold,” he said, noticing that the child shiv-
eredd, and that his garments were thin and
poor.

Ile rose, took the boy by the hand and
14 him to the great fire, which was danc-
ing on the hearth—a biz jolly fire which
seemed trying to light up the room and
make the chandelier notice how big it was.

Mr. Leonard did not seem to think it
poor boy with patched
clthes to one of the crimson satin-
chairs big enough for a thorne. le drew
up one for himself opposite.

¢“ Are you hungry " he asked. *I will
give you something to eat, and a little wine
will warm you up.”

““Oh, no, no, sir!” And the child
shrank further back into a big chair.

¢ You will tell me your name at least "

¢ Yes sir. My name is Eddie Boynton,
and I am ten years old.”

“Ab!”

Mr. Leonard was similing now,as he saw
the boy’s courage coming back.

“You will not be angry with me, sir ?’

“ Angry ! why in the world should I be
angry with you.’

I didn’t know but you might, sir, if 1
said what I wanted to.”

““ Never fear, Eddie; I am anxious to
know what you have to tell me.”

The little boy stretched his little thin
hands, red with the cold, out toward the
glowing fire, and said :

¢T work in the dye-house now, and get
a good deal of money—a dollar a week.”

Mr. Leonard could bardly help laughing.
The wine he had offercd the child cost
more than that,

] come past this big window every
night on my way home. Ishan’t come
again, though, because we're going to
move away. I like to look in here because
it is so warm and pleasant, and because
you are sittinog bere,and have eves just like
my father’s.”

‘“ What a strange child!” Mr. Leonard
was thinking.

““He was so handsome and tall,”’went on
the little fellow, leoking back into the fire-

light. ‘‘ He wore nice clothes, too, like
yours ; and we lived in a great big house,
most as big as this. I used to sit next to

' we related every incident of the past which
we could call to mind—told of our joys
aud our sorrows—over and over again.—
The next year we refrained from relating
experience, and gave to each other our
thoughts upon all sorts of subjects. Du-
ring the third year we grew silent. We
were losing the power of reflection,and the
old ideas were forgotten. During the
fouith year we spoke but seldom, and then
only to wonder if the world without was
bright and bustling as we had left it.—

During the fifth we were mostly silent.— |

and there was a
After that mother picked
p our clothes, :uul went to live where she
y got the dawn of another day the old man was

fows on a
it, I he resolved to ask him for Sal.

|

Ibt'll

ITe had Leen talking very fast but stop-

Every time I come Dby the
' window and see you sitting here,you make
and I wondered if

ry ‘Sal.’

| J onathan resolved to ‘pop it’ to the old

man the next day. Night passed, and by

found in his barnlot feeding his pigs, and

Scarce a minute elapsed after Jonathan
made his resolution ere he bid the old man
‘ood morning.” Now Jounathan’s heart
now he scratched his head, and ever
and anon gave birth to a pensive yawn.—
Jonathan declared that he had as lief take
thirty-nine stripes as to ask him. ‘But,’
said be aloud to himself, ‘however, here
go's it, a faint heart never won a fair girl,’
and addressed the old man thus:

‘I say, old man, I want to marry y-cur

n from | daughter.’
Mr. Leon- l Old Man—You want to borrow my hal-

ter. I would loan it to you, Jonathan,but
my son has taken it and goune off to the
miil.

Jonathan—Putting his mouth to the old
man's ear, and speaking in a deafening
tone—I have got five hundred pounds of
money !

Old Man—Stepping back, as if greatly

alarmed, and exclaiming in & voice of sur. |
| prise—*You have got five hundred pounds

of honey, Jonathan? Why, it is more
than the whole neighborhood has use for.

Jonathan—Not vet the vietim of despair,
and putting his mouth to the old man’s
ear, bawled out—I've got gold.

Old Man—So bhave I Jonathan, and it’s
the worst cold I ever had in all my l:fe

So saying, be sneezed a ‘wash up.’

By this time the old lady came up and
having observed Jonathan’s unfortunate
luck, she put her mouth to the old man’s
ear, and screamed like a wounded Ya-
hoo :

‘Daddy, I say, daddy, you don’t under-
stlnd.

He wants to marry our nhq_;h-

o l.dy—Why dadﬂv, ‘ol
stand ; he's got gold-he’s richiE
Old Man—He's got a cold
eh! What is be doing bere witk

it happi-
ly for Jonathan—he dodged it. Nor did
the rage of the old man stop at this, but
with angry countenance he made after
Jouathan, who took to his becls. Nor dld
his ill-luck stop here. Helmlnotgot |
of the barnyard, nor far from the old t

ere he stubbed his toe and fell

Mﬂhfmmoﬂmmldw
up,’ he stumbled over Jonathan and fell
sprawling in a mud bole. Jonathan sprung
tohhheeh.ud-mhmlpqul‘ John
Gilph, cleared himself. ’.{"‘“

ever had a

There had come a feeling of sadness—of

isolation—which would not be broken in
upon. The effort of speech was pnlnfu].
During the sixth year my companion was
taken away. They came and led him out
whether to death, or to liberty I knew
not,

“I was glad when he was gone. " The
pale, vacant face, dimly visible in the ceas-
less gloom—always in the self-same place,
always an index of woe and suffering—had
become unbearable. Had Le been taken
during the first or second year, I should
have been crushed ; but now the solitude
was grateful. I as thankful when I
found myself alone with my great sorrow.
One day—more than a year after my com-
panion had been taken away—I heard the
sound of a human voice again. The door
of my cell was opened, and a voice said to
me :

“By order of Ilis Imperial Majesty I
inform you, Sir Count, that your wife died
twelve months since !’

“Then the door was shut.
agony had been cast in upon me, and I
was left alone with it. The next speech 1
heard was of my liberation. The best part
of my life is behind me. God grant that 1
may live long enough to learn to be grate-
ful for liberty.’

Yes, there is a depth of misery that
wants no company, and many are the men
who have found and suffered it.

In order to render men bencvolent, they
must first be made tender ; for benevolent
affections are not the offspring of reason-
ing ; they result from that culture of the
heart, from those early impressions of ten-
derness, gratitude and sympathy, which
the endearments of domestic life are sure
to supply, and for the information of
which it is the best possible school.

This great

When three good little boys get togeth-
er of an afternoon, the chances are that
there will either be a fight, a window bro-
ken, or a stray dog will have a pan tied to
his tail.

Bald-headed men are so numerous in
Chicago that an audience in that city is
said o !0,k when viewed from above, like
a cobblestone pavement.

Poor Sal ! she died a nun.
Mmml, I Hear.’

An Aﬂg incident occurred at the
Academy of Music lately. Among the
audiecce was a wealtby family, one of
the members of which has for years been
in delicate health, and was born deaf and
dumb. It has been the custom of the fam-
ily to take their aflflicted daughter with
them to the theater, and even to concerts,
as she experienced acute nervous pain
when left alone, and seemed to enjoy the
excitement and action of even musical en-
tertainments, although she could not hear
a sound. It was observed that shLe seemed
very much amused at the comicalities of
Mr. Sol Smith Russell, and enjoyed the
changes of his facial expression as much as
any of the audience. When Signor Tag-
liapietra came on to sing it was noticed
that a curious light came into her eyes,and
stretching out her arms to her mother, she
spelled on her fingers, with the greatest ex-
citement, the words: “‘Mamma, I hear.”
The next piece was an orchestrial arrange-
ment of “Trovatore,” played by the com-
bination of the Berger Family and the Vi-
enna Ladies’ Orchestra. As the composi-
tion proceeded the tears flowed down the
poor child’s checks, and her excitement
became so great that it was deemed pru-
dent to leave the theater. On reaching
home the exhaustion produced by the
events of the evening was such that
the family physician was summoned.—
As she lay on her maiden couch she
reached for her slate and wrote ‘Moth-
er, I think heaven must be music.” The
next day, in accordance with her request,
Mr. Russell was sent for, and he Kkindly
came and sang for the little sufferer his
famous song relating to a goose stuffed
with sage and injins. It was too late.—
Death had long marked the child for his
own, and she could not even smile. 'The
little lips are cold now, and there is a va-
cant chair in the family circle. The joy
of that one evening was too much for the
delicate nervous system, now happily
at rest. —San Francisco News Letter.
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Senator Withers of Virginia, has eleven
daughters. That’s what we call a fair
count.

| time.

sat. “‘I am afraid it will fly away if I
open my hands.” She cautiously unloosed
her grasp, and Mr. Kirkham took the little
creature in his hand.

‘“No, Katie it will never fly again.—-
That little glad life which has passed so
bappily in the sunshine, is at an end
forever. You have crushed it to death.’

“0O, papa, I didn’t mean to! I only wan-
ted to catch it. I didn’t think about its
being happy.’

““But your not thinking has taken away
a life that you cannot restore, if you try
till your hair is gray. How did it become
a butterfly, Katie ?’

“Why, God made it,
made everything.”

“Yes, but how did He make it ?
was it before it was a batterfly 2’

“1 don’t know. Was it anything,
papa {’

of course; He

What

“I will tell you something about its his-
tory. First of all another butterfly laid a
tiny egg, several eggs in fact, but we have

only to do with one. Well from this ege

there came in time a wee little grub, and
the little grub crawled about and nibbled
cabbage-leaves till it grew a fine large cat-
erpillar.’

“But I want to hear about the butterfly,
papa,’ interrupted Katie, “not about ugly
grubs and caterpillars. 1 thouglt you
were going to say a little baby butterfly
came out of the egg.’

“But it didn’t, so I couldn’t tell you so.
We'shall find how it did come all in a good
W ell our friend the ‘ugly caterpil-
ar’ had rather a dull time of it only able
to crawl along ; it could not fly about, you
know, like the batterfly. But at last it
found a new occupation ; it began to spin
for itself a silky case, or tied itself to a
twig by a silky cord, and here it lay or
swung for some time in what is called
chrysalis state, till, when the bright,

88 | warm weather came, the cocoon burst,
“M1and out flew a beautiful butterﬂy.'

“*Q, papa, how wonderful! I had no
idea a caterpillar could turn into a butter-
fly. Do you think it remembered while it
was flying about, that it once was a cater-
pillar, only able to erawl ¢’

“No, I don’t suppose it did, dear; it
could not think, you know, either about
the past or future; it omnly enjoyed the
sunshine of its littlie hour. But now look

at the wvings. What are they made
of?ﬁ

Katie looked, and gently touched the

“How soft and downy it feels,
is it, papa ?’

“Feathers. We will look at it under
my microscope, and then you will see th at
the wings are covered with very small but
quite perfect scales. Come into the libra-

ry we have just time to inspect it before
dioner.’

Katie followed her father into the house,
and watched while he put the but-
terfly under the microscope, and then ea-
gerly looked through the glass. ““How
beautiful,” she cried ; ‘they are real little
gcales ! Papa,’ she added, turning round,
“how wonderfully wise and kind God
must be to take so much trouble over a
little butterfly !’

“Ah! my child, Iam glad you have
found that out. You speak very different-
ly from the careless way in which you
said just now: ‘God made it of course;
He made everything.” The earth is full of
His wonders. If you keep your eyes open,
you will find His wisdom and love display-
ed in everything that lives. But there is
the dinner-bell, so you will have my text
without the sermon.

‘Well, papa,’ said Katie, earnestly, ‘I
never will kill or burt any living thing
again, at least, not on purpose ; and I shall
never see a batterfly without thioking
about how it was made.’— Farly Days.
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Say, Mr. Junius, is dar any place in the
Bible whar a cullad pussen is mentioned ?
said old Cesar to bis friend. *““Well dar
is an’ if you'd been to meetin, Sunday,ye'd
heard the preacher read how Nigger Demus
wanted to be born again. “What did he
want to be born again for?” 1 dunno.—
I spec he thonght he mout be born a white
man next time, and dar’s a good many
niggers alibe now jess like old Demus, but
dey’ll always be niggers anyhow. '

¢ Man,” says Adam Smith ‘“is an ani-
mal that makes bargains. No other ani-
mal does this—no dog exchanges bones
with another., Not unless the large dog
happens to have the smaller bone.

LeTr us pray God that he would root out
of our hearts everything of our own plan-
ting, and set out there, with his own hands,
the tree of life, bearing all manner of fruits.
— Fenelon.

A~ old lady from the rural districts as-
tonished a clerk in one of the stores a few
days ago by inquiring if he bad any ‘yal-
ler developments, sich as they did up legs
ters in?’




