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Are 10 COmMpArisHn vl cares 1or us

I have been talking only of the planets and have

sall nothing abont the stars.
see by thousands every might above us
we kuow of those that we can see, or think of the
millions beyond our view. 1 have only room to
say it is supposed that they are like our Sun, ani
that each has its fanily of planets. Bat how won-
derfully distant are they placed in space!

Oa the plain we have imagined, we have travelled
8 Dlittle more than six miles to the place of the
farthest of the planets. If we wonld go oun to
the region of the stars, we have by the same pro-
portioa of the little inch that represents our world,
a long journey, indeed. before us for it reaches to
handreas of thousands of milasa! We canunot
Imagine this distance. The idea is too vast for
our feeble minds. We can only bow with deepest
reverence hefore the great Builier of the Universe,
while St. John's devouat language in the Revelation
rises to our lips, ** Great and marvellons are Thy
works, Lord God Almighty."”

DONALD'S LUCK.

A BCOTCH STORY.

The heather was purpling the braes in the san.
shine, and blue forget-me-nots were in bloom 1n
spots ghstening with the wash of the swift little
stream below. Above was a clear blue snmmer
sky with httte floats of white clouds, * like ships,”
Douoald said. Bat Jassio thought they were more
like soft white cushions, a1 d she longed to lie on
one and be fl ated far over that clear blue sea.

For these cbildren, who lived 1n the humblest
sort of a cot, had fancies of their own which they
had learned from sky and heather, and mountain
loch. Donald, especially bad his own dreams.

**Qae of these days I shall bs a domime.” he
said. I Like to tell people their daty. Bat 1
shall not pound the pulpit cusbions as hard as
Dominie Grabi«m, ani I will never. never bave
more than * sixthly ' in my sermons.”

** Bat mother can never gie yé an education,”
cried Jessie. *‘ An educationis a grand thiog, and
takes muckle siller.”

“ Yes, I know,” answered D nald. Inoking far
up 1nto the tender biue of the eky ; * bat my lack's
coming. Didu’t old Gibbie Sanders tell my for
tune? And she said 1'd live to preach in my nasive
town, yet.”

* Ouo, well, Gibbie had been feasting on mother's
hot scones, and wante1 to please her,” 8aid shrewd
littlqJessie. ** Besides, it's nae luck at a’, but just
Providence, settles things for us.”

At this mwoment there came a faint

sound to
their ears—a sound that no Higbland child ear

mistake—the low, plaintive bleat of a young lamb.
Donald hurried in the direction of the sound, and
8aw & puny little creature hudd

led up under a
thorn-bush, shivering, although tue spring air was
warm and balmy.

My lack ! " cried Douald ; what did | say ? 1|
never found anything in my life before and hYe
raised the litile thing in ks arms, tenderly.

‘* Bat 1t bclongs to some one,” eaid blue-eyei
Jessie, wistfully eyeing the little thing which she
would have been glad t) have Lad for a pet.

* It must have belunged to the great herds which
were driven through yesteraay,” cried Donald.
They'll never cowe back for a sickly thing like this.
It's mine, aud I'li call ig ‘My Luck."
So the lawb was carried nowe and tended care
fally. It proved t) have cowme of a fige breed, for
1ts wool was white and wavy and shining as silk.
When shearing time came the children scarcel
liked to have its beautful coat taken off ; but ther
the money brought Donald a ccpt for himself, and
that was sometbing. '

S) the time went or, and D nald kept his
dreams, and bought an old Latin grammar with
some of the “ Liuck” money, as he called it, and
studied at ocd moments. But cne afternoon Luck
was missing, and the boy grew very anxious.

ont of nothing, and hung them in tho!pln_\' with.

The stars that we|of the worst.
how little|head Brae.

y|tions for taking the paint ff old woodwork, which

DONMINTON CHURCHMAN

'because he cannot say & word t) us thiat we'd un
[derstand.
Puald hurpred out to look for his lawb, fearful
'No, 1t had not boen secn at Birken
Then he took A narrow path along the
steep, rocky sidea of a precipice. Qoly to look
down made him giddy; yet he knew that sheep can
often chmb where hnman™ teet dare not follow.
And 1udeed, as he peered down, he thought he dis-
cerned a white spot among the dark rocks, A sick
feeling ocame over him as he looked. Could 1t be
that bis Luck was gone ?  If so, he must try to
save 1t. Bat how ?
He dared not take a step down the shippery way
He looked about in despair. In another mowent
his Luck might be dashed o its death on the
rocks. Just then a friendly shepherd came by
with a coil of rope in his hand. Donald cried out
to him for help.
The man looked down somewhat stolidly.
** Sach a bother about one lamb ! he said.
“But it's all—it's my Luck!" cried Donald,
frantically ; and at last the man was wrought upon
by the boy's earnestness. The rope was placed 1n
Donald's band, and by its help he chmbed care-
fully down. His brain recled as he hung over the
abyss. lor a moment it seemed as if he mus:
Jn.)p ito1t. The next, a faint bleet came to him.
Surely that was Luck's voice, for 1) )nald imagined
that his lamb had a peculiar bleat. Yes, 1t was
indeed Luck ; and the boy seized hin with delight,
and with some difficulty threw him over his shoul-
der. Then he began to chimb rather painfally ap
sgain, bat his heart beat witu triumph.
“* Surely he cught to bring ye luck, my boy,"”
said the shepherd, as Donald gained the top, his
face tlashed and every vein standing oat with the
great strain
There was some one clse comiug near as the boy
gained the height, and he saw in a moment that 1t
was no other than ) )minie Graham.
* What, my boy,—secking the lost sheep ?( 1) )es
it know your voice > You remember what Jesus
says: ‘ My sheep know My voice ? | hope you
know the voice of that blessed Shepherd, D )pald ;

aot love the fold. What's this I bear of your study-
iug the Latin Grammar ?

S0 D.nald 10 the excitement of the moment,
told the good old man of his plans and hopes, and
the Dominie took a fancy to him on the spot, aud

from that mrment helped him on with

his educa
Lion.

So Donald persisted n saying that the lamb was
well named * Luck,” bat 1n his own heart he
thanked God for His goodness.

Aud the day came
when he

stood up 1u the pulpit in his native town
afd preached to other waudennog sheep.

HINTS To H( )WUSERKEEPERS.

GeryMay Toast.—To one egg, beaten
one cup of sweet milk or cream
iittle salt and pepper.

hip in the wilk to woist
griddle.

well, add
season with a
Cut stale bread in slices,
en, aud fry in butter on s
This is a nice dish for breakfast.

Breast or Mutton, —1]
when nearly done, take it
between two plates,
remain to get cold ;
bread and ¢g
put 1t in the
small family.

boil & breast of mutton -
out, lay it on a dish or
put a heavy weight on it, let it
the next day cover it with
g crumbe, and put it down o roast, or
oven. This is a delicious dish for a

To Remove Painr.—A lady writes : I have direc
was used in my house about twelye
woodwork underneath slightly stain
ed, and it is as good now as it

never blisters like paint, and suit
well washed, it looks as if it had

nished. The recipe wag given to
who did it ; but I have

years ago, the
e€d and varnisk-
was when new,
8 any paper; if
been fresh var.
me by the men
not tried it myself, Recipe

“ Perbaps Le Lias gone to that flock in Birken-
head Brae,” said Jessie. ‘¢ Pocr Luck, he must

have been very lonesome without eyen one lamb to

for removing paint :
soda, with a smal] ]y
8al-volatile : leave o
hot water.

Oue third potasb, two thirds
mp of quicklime, and a litt]e
n one day, and wash off with

You know wo are not just the same,

[ bope you are n.t a waudering sheep who does |

[Jan. 14, 1840

Skoative Waren Ameoxcollont sodative walep
for external applioation for bruises or nohey of any
kind s t‘nlhp-mui of ammonin, two ounces ting.
ture of eamphor, two and a half drachine Commog
salt, two ounces ; aod water, two pints.  \| and
dissolve without heat. T'hus s Iargely used in
I'iance, and 19 sold under a patent medicine llame,
When strengthened by the addition of ten drachmg
more of ammonla it 18 an exoellent hmment for
cattle.

For Houvwe Praxts. * Pat ten drops of carbolig
acid 1 a piot of water, and water the pots with
this soluntion ; 1t will kill the worme, and the Plnote
will begin to thrive at once.

For Creanixe Brans.—The following are very
ood recipes  Rottenstone, two ounces oxalig
aoid, oue half onnce ; sweet oil, three-fourths of an
ounce ; turpentine, enongh to make a jaste. Ap.
ply 1t with & hittle water. Another mode finely
powdered salammoniac , water to moisten, or roek.
alum, one part . water, sixteen parts ; mix. Warm
the articles to be cleaned, then rub witl either of
the above mixtures, and finish with tripoli.  Thig
process will give them the bnlliancy of gold.

Potasn
two ounces of spermaceti, two of white wax, and

melt them together with gentle heat ; add one tea-
spoounful to one pint of starch.

Starcn

To Restoxe Coror.—When color on a fabrie
bas been destroyed, sponge 1t with acid ammonia,
after which au application of chloroform will re.

store the onginal color.

ScorLorkn Oxtons. —Slice six )urgo onions, pour

boiing water over them and cook a short time,
Cbange the water and boil fifteen minutes more,
then pour off the water. Butter a puddiog dish,
and place w1t first & layer of bread crumbs, then
& layer of the onions, and season well with salt and
pepper and bits of butter; then another layer of
crumbs and one of ouions, and Instly a Light layer
of crumbe, seasoning all well Pour over this
sweet milk, all the dish will hold, and bake an hour
aud a hall 1o a moderate oven. This is a very
acceptable dish, and those who ohjeet to onions
cooked in other ways consider ths quite pnlnublo.‘

Do xor ixr Kxives be dropped into hot water.
[t 18 & good plan to have a large tin pot to wash

thew 10, jast high enovgh toJwaeh the blades withe
out wetting the handles.

New Irox should be gradually heated at first

After it hias become used to the heat it is not likely
to crack.

Dot & man reproach

thee for being proud of
tll-xmtnrmi, envious or

conceited, 1gnorant or de-
tractive, ccusider with thyself whether bis reproaches
be true. If they are not, consider that thou art
not the person whom he reproaches, but that he
reviles an lagioary being, aund perbaps loves what
thou really ars, although he hates what thoug
appearest to be. If Ljs reproaches are true, if thou
art the envious, ill-natared man he takes thee for,
give thyself another turn, become mild, affable and
obliging, and his reproaches of thee naturally cease.
lis reproaches may indeed continue, but thou art

no longer the person he reproaches.— Fpicte-
tus,

I uave heard it asked why we speak of the dead
with unqualified praise - of the living. always with
certain reservations. [ may be answered, because

we have nothing to fear from the former, while the
latter mey stand

boasted solicitude for the wemory of the dead.
it were the sacred and ea
it would strengthen and
with the living.— (Foethe,

If
rnest feeling we pretend,
animate our intercourse

—8Satan always rocks the cradle when we sleeP
aur devotions. If we would prevail with God,

wm ust first wrestle first with our own dullness.

To make starch polish, take
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