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e Fuome Givele,

LITTLE FEET. °

And why do you knit, my childless friend,
And why fly the necdlos so fust ?

The house is stild

As o frozentill ;

Thero is an cmptv bed

And o vanished head,

A sobbing prayer

O'cr o vacunt chalr.
Huve you found seme little feet ?

And why do I knit in my lencly howo,
And why fiy tho needles sofast ¢
. No step is thero
Oun my silens chair,
Lut out in the street,
In the snow and sleet,
Ail up anddown
The busy town, |
I have found the little fect.

And this ig why 1 knit in my home,

And why fly the necdivs o tlect
My little enes wint
AL Ue gohien gide §
Within the tod
They feel no coid ;
Lud, sult und clear,
(hrist's voce § hear @

@, clothe iny Litvis fect.”

THE GOLDEN SIDE,
There ia many a vost on the road of bfe,
1 we aniy would stop (o tako it :
And ney a tone from the bester Inud,
1f the qquerulons heart would wake it,
To the sunuy sett thet is fuil of hope,
And whose beautiful teest ne'er faileth,
The grass is green vad the flowers are bright,
Tiough the wintry storm prevaileth.

Better to hope, though the clouds hang low,
And to keep the eyes still litted ;

For the sweet blue sky will soon peep through,
When tie ominous clouds are rifted.

There was never & night without a day,
Noran cvening without a morning ;

And the-darkest hour, the proverb goes,
Is the hour before the dawning. ’

There 1s many 2 gew inthe path of life,
Which we pasi in our idle pleasure,
That is richer far than ihe jewelled crown
Or the miser's hourded treasure ;
Jt may be the love of a little child,
Or a mother's prayer to Heaven,
Or only a beggur's grateful thanky
For a cup of water given.

Better to wearve in the web of life
A bright and golden filling,
And to do God's will with « ready heart,
And hands that are swift and willing,
Than to snap the delicate silver threads.
Of our curious lives asunder ;
And then Heav'n blame for the tangled ends,
And sit to gricve and wondcer.

HUMAN LIFE.

Swiftly glide our years—they follow each
other like the waves of ocean. Memory calls
up the persons we once Lnew, the acenes in
which we once were actors; they appear be-
fore the mind like the phantoms of a night
vision. Behold tho boy rejoicing in the gayety
of his soul—the wheels of tiine cannot roll too
rapidly for him—the light of hope dances iun
his eyes—the smile of expectation plays upon
his lip—he looks forward to long years of joy
to come—his spirit burns within bhim when he
hears of great men and mighty deeds—he
wants to be a man—he longs to mount the hill
of ambition, to tread the path of honor, tonear
the shout of applause. Look at him again—he
is now in the meridian of life—care has stamp-
ed wrinkles upon his brow—disappointment
has dimmed the lustre of his eye—sorrow has
thrown its gloom upon his countcnance—he
looks back upon the waking dreams of his
youth, and sighs for their futility ; each re-
volving ycar seems to diminish something from
his little stock of happiness, and he discovers
that the season of youth—when the pulse of
anticipation beats high—is the only season of
onjoyment. Who is he of the aged locks?
His form is Lent and totters—his footsteps
move more rapidly towards the tomb—he looks
back upon the past—-his deys appear to have
been few, and he confesses that they were cvil ;
tho magnificence of the great is to him vanity
—the hilarity of youth, folly; ho considers
how soon the gloom of death must overshadow
the one, and disappointment end the other;
the world presents little to attract, and noth-
ing to delight hiwm ; still, however, he would
linger in it ; still he wowid lengthen out his
days; though of ‘‘beauty’s bloom.” of ‘‘fancy’s
flash,” of ‘‘music’s breath,” he is forced to
exclaim, I have no pleasure in them.” A few
years of infirmity, inanity, and pain, must
consign him to idiocy or the grave; yet this
was the gay, tho gemerous, the high-souled
boy, who beheld his ascending path of life
‘strewed with flowers without a thorn. Such
is human life ; but such cannot be the ultimate
deatiny of man.. o

WE MAY NEVER KNOW.

‘We may never know of the anguish hidden
beneath smiling eyes. We may never know
of the weary hearts beside us day by day,
whose prayer is for strength to wait till God
shall say, * Well done.” . We mav ait down
at the same fireside, clasp hands at the same
nocial board, look into others’ faces, but we
cannot ses the heart. And who. may tell of

the sad failures, the soul-sick pining for a-

Tather's hand to'lead beside the still waters
of peace and rest ? -
Ah | never till ' we sosr beyond the stars,

and all the tears be wiped from our eyes, shall-

. e understand that inscrutable mystery—the

buman heart! Ah! dospair not when life
scems hurd and dreary. By-and-by the sha-
dows will fall apart, tho fettérs that blind us
will be disevercd, the burden be removed, ‘the

healing wings, shall hover us, and rest bo
won. '
Thank God for the rest of the quiet grave!
Thavk God for the homo beyond it! and be
sure, ‘“ when you awakein His likoncss ye
shall be satisficd then.”

t———ap » P e e s

THEY DRANK WATER.

Man is strangely enouch, but rarely content
to enjoy the rich gifts of nature in thoir first
simple garb.  He adapts it to climate and oc-
cupation ; he fashions it after his taste and
makes it subservient to other enjoyments.
Iiven the natives of Kamtschatka who, when
first discovered by Russian sailors, were pro-
bably the only mnation on carth that had no
other beverage but water, enjoying it after a
manner not found in civilized countries. They
commenced to drink it cven before eating,
taking wearly two quarts before their first
meal ; so they continued during the day, and,
when night came, their last Jabor was to place
a huge vessel of water by their bedside, aud
to fill it briwmful with snow aud ice. Next
morning the bucket was cmpty. Tae Lapp
aud the Greenlanders, on the other hand, pre-
fer it warm. Both nations keep a lurge cop-
per kettle, or, where such Juxuries are seill
unknoww, a ponderous vessel of wood, aderned
with bone knobs and hoops, constautly boiling.
A large, well-carved spoen is ever ready, and
from morn till night the thirsty natives are
drinking the nauscous liqaid.

.

THE GOOD WIFE.

The heart of a man, with whom affection is
not a name, and love a mare passion of the
hour, yearns toward the quiet of a home, as
toward the goal of his eartbly joy anl hope.
And as you fasten there your thought, an in-
dulgent, yet dreamy fancy paints the loved
image that is to adorn it, and to make it sa-
ered. -

She is there to bid. you —God speed ! and an
adien, that hangs like music on your cor, as
you go out to the every day labor cf life. At
evening, she is there to greet you, as you come
back wearied with a day’s toil ; and her look
so full of gladness, cheats you of your fatigue;
and she steals her arm around you, with a soul
of welcome, that beams like sunshine on her
brow and that fills your eye with tears of twin
gratitude—to her, and Heaven.

She is not nomindfull of those old-fashioned
virtues of oleanlines—and of oxder, which gave
an air of quiet, and which secure content.
Your wanta are all anticipated ; the fire is
buraing brightly ; the hearth flashes under the
joyous blaze ; the other elbow chair isin its
place. Your very unworthiness of all this
haunts you like an accusing spirit, and yet
penetrztes your heart with a new devotion,
toward the loved one who is thus watchful of
your comfort. )

She is gentle ;—Lkeeping your love, as she
has won it by a thousand nameless and modest
virtues, which radiate from her whpole life and
action. She steals upon your affections like a
snmmer wind breathing softly over sleeping
valleys. She gains o mastery over your stern-
er pature by very contrast; and wins you un-
wittingly to her lightest wish. And yet her
wishes are guided by that delicate tact, which
avoids conflict with your mauly pride; she
subdues, by seeming to yeild: By a single
soft word or appeal, she robs your vexation of
its anger ; and with a slight touch of that fair
hand, and one pleading look of that earnest eye,
she disarms your sternest price.

She is kind ;—shedding her Lindness as
Heaven sheds dews. Who indeed could doubt
it?—least of all, you who are living on hor
kindness, day by day, as flowers live on light ?
There is none of the officious parade that blunts
the point of benevolence : but it tempers every
action with a blessing.

If trouble comes npon you, she knows that
her voice, beguiling you into cheerfulness, will
1ay upon your fears: and as she draws her chair
beside %ou, she knows that the tender and
"confiding way with which she takes your band
and looks up into your earnest face, will drive
gWvay from all your annoyanco all its sweights.
As she lingers, leading off your thought with
pleasant words, she knows well that she is re-
deeming you from care, and soothing you to
that sweet calm, which sich home and such
wifc can-alone bestow, .

Aund in sickness,—sickness that you almost
covet for the sympathy its brings, —that hand
of hers restin:; on your fevered forehead, or
those fingers playing with the scattered locks,
are more full of kindness than the loudest
vaunt of friends; and your failing strength
will permit no more, you grasp that cherished
hand, with a fullness of joy, of thankful rest,
sad of love, which your tears only can tell.

She is; good ;—her hopes live whers the
angels live. Her kindness and gentleness are
sweetly tempered with that meekuess and
forebearance which are born of Faith.. Trust
comes into her heart as rivers come to the sea.
And in the dark hour of doubt and forboding,
you rest fondly upon her buoyant faith, as the
treasure of your common life ; and in your
holier musings, you look to that frail hand,
and that gentle apirit, to.lead you away from.
the vanities of worldly ambition, to the fulness
of that joy which the good inherit.—Denald
G. Mitchell,

tired bhauds bo folded, and sleep, with her:

PARENTAL FALSEHOODS.

A fow evenings since’ T was In company at
the housc of a friend,and among the party was
a lady who hgd brought with her a daughter,
of somo five years, to play with the children
of the hostess. This child of the lady guest
was a bright, bLeautiful, buoyant sprite, the
observed of all observers, und the pet of tho!
company. Naturally enongh, under tho influ- |
ence of the occasinn, the little Miss beeame |
joyous and jubliaut, and, az her clders urged !
her on, she verged toward rompishness. Her
mother who had to restrain her, with calm
severity, —

“Kitty, if you do that again, I shall punish
you when I get howce.”

And yet, in half an hour Miss Kitty had
forgotten the admonition, and in a hocdless
moment the forbidden thing was ropeated.
Her mother looked sorrowfutly upon her child,
and the countenance of the little one foll, nor
was she blitke again during the remaindd® of
the ovenma. One of the company ohserving
the dejectivn of the liktle zirl, and guessing ite
cause, patted her on the bead, and bado her
not to be down-hearted.

“T'I1 ask your mother not to punish you,
Kitty.”

“0,” cried the child, leoking up with the
light of a sudden hope fading out through
pathering tears, “‘my mother will punish me—
1 kuow she will. She zaid she should, and
she never tells lies.”

The would-be comforter was hushed and
confounded.  Perhiaps the simple reply of the
crring child opened to her mind the view of
her own remissness in matters of family govern-
ment.

%olves of their loads, and thrown themselves
down at the roadside to pass away tho few
bours before morning. They all—men or
women—courteously made way for our horse,
slowly led along the road. "Chey made way
also for each other. There was no drinking,
no quarreling, a few merry go-rounds going
round, a few peep-shows open, books, and a
thousand other articles for sale ; severnlnative
Clristian preachers denounced Juggernant

| sturdily, and no one interfered with them in

the least, but in many cases listening quietly,
and going away as quietly. That is the cceno,
roughly sketched of tho night bofore the
bathing of Juggernaut. Ido not think there
is a prople inr the world who would so patiently
Lave heard  their God denouuced under tho
very shadow of his temple—on the sacred
ground certainly—on the night before his
great festival. It is a marvclous scene, and
would make the forluno of » good artist who
could bg upen such a nichi for a sketeh, as a
fow friends and 1 had for cur view this year.
[ am bound to say that T believe the festival
to have bean oftencr dresdfully characterized
than even passatly faitly partraycd ja Eng.
Jand. Tam sure that if Dean Stanley had
been present, and master of tho Bangalee
tor:gue, he would no more have preached to
that people than I would.”

POLITINESS.

It docs not cost us much, on the whole, to
act at all times in the trac spirit of politene.s
toward everyone aroumit us; whether we are
at hvie, or abicad, it i3 one of the best evid-
euces of our good breeding.

I thought, as I beard the reply of the little
one. that it aforded a complete lifo-lcsson
which might be considere:dl nader two heads :
TFirst—Kcep you word to your children. That
is tho great virtue which wust shine in the
domestic government.  Second—Never threat-
cn what you do not calnly intend to perfornr.
T'his is the underlying rule of the wule govern-
mental structuve. It is very simple ; but, like
many other simple things, slight inattention
gives it great complexity. It isvastly casier to
preach than it is to practice ; but it is, never-
theless, a blessed thing to practice all the
domestic virtnes that are attainable.

e et~ I et e
THE TRUE TEST.

How often we hear the remark, “I‘ve been !

to seca friend.” And how few ever fully feel
the value of that word. When cuemics
gather round ; when sickness falls on the
heart ; when the scttled sadness of the sonl,
like death itself, comes down ; when the world !

is dark aund cheerless, then is the time to test !
the value and full meapning of the term. The
heart that has been proved like true gold, re- |
doublesitsenergies when a friend is in danger.
He who turns from suffering or distress betrays
his bypocrisy, end proves his own self intecrest |
Let the trus friend that his kindness is appre-
ciated, and bas not been thrown away. RReal
fidelity may be rare, but it does exist, and its
power is seen and felt. The good, the kind,
the generous, arec around us everywhere, if
we would only seck them out. Therc aro
many who would sacrifice wealth and fame,
everything but honor, to serve a cherished
one, and they move through the world quiet
and unrecognized beeaunse no opportunity bas
been offered to draw them oyt.

THE FEAST OF JUGGERNAUT.

The Indian correspondent of the London
Times thus alludes to the Hindoo feast at
which ke waz present :—

“1 saw nothing at all like lcentiousness
during my tour, and itis s curiou~ fuct that
this is the one festival that empticx ail the
zenanas,  The women arrive in erevils, num-
bering from thirty to forty each, in suinc cases
frem long distances, cach woman bearing her
offering of rice, flowers, fruit, ctc., for the
god. No good Hindoo dares to refuee his
wifc permission to assist in doing honor to
Juggernaut, and it is possible that there may
be impropricties, in some way, hefore the
mass of the people resch home ; though I am
cenvinced there is nothing of the Lind on the
scale suppesed by many good people in Eng-
land, and what there is must be apart from
the festival. The temple is in a large inclo-
sure, and when I saw it last week, was
lizhted up. - The inclosure was literally filled
with people, mostly, if not entirely, women
and ochildren, all etretched on the ground
asleep, or trying to sleep. Not a foot of the
inclosure was unoccupied. In frontof the car
there is a much larger space of ground open
to the road, and it was' similarly crowded, and
80 werc the sides of the roads, highways, and
byways, for, I am sure, two miles. The full
moon, shining from a clondless sky through
the picturesque bamboo, plaintain, and coacoa-
nut trecs upon the white coverings—I can
hardly ssy dress—and upturred faces, (the
latter the very picture of placid serenity,)
supplied light and sbade for a picturo to
which the practical life of Europe has no
counterpart, or anything at all approaching
one.

‘‘ For about half a mile on each side of the
car the centre of the road was densely crowd-
ed with men of all castes and positions in life,
laughing and chattering with a noise that
resembled mothing s0 much as the distant roar
of the sea. And still the bands of women
came strolling in from every rosd that led to
the temple and the car; and right glad many

teous, if we always make it our rule in life to
i be 80, we cannot exhibit to the world around
; us & higber order of excdienco of behaviour.

i Itis said that politencss denotea that easo

? and gracefulness of manuer which first sprang
cup in cities. It appears to have originated
"anwng mankind with a desirc to pleaso others
- by apticipating their wauts and wishes, and
to studious!y avoid whatever might give them
“pain.  Be this as it may, it is coberently
| adapted to our naturcs to be so. It was im-
planted within our being at the outsot of our
journey through life. 'Thus it is that it is
brought out in that state of poish and refine-
ment, which forever smooths away 8o much of
. our rudeness, so much of our rusticity under
« the genial action of human culture and devel-
. opwent,
1 Politeuess is no new order of gentility to
_the world. It bas existed in various degrees
. through all ages ever since we have any know-
; ledge of history. The ancient Egyptians,

4 when they had emerged out of the dark abyss

of obseurity, aud had ascended up the hill of
civilization, becoming at once the mother of
letters aud sciences and arts, were, itis gener-
ally conceded by oll writers, well-versed in

| that school of politencss whick had germinated

among them, and which had so naturally be-
ceme a part of their fine accomplishments and

| of their attainments. Ncither were the Gre-

cians nor the Romans deficient in this respect.
They were ted along, hand in hand, with the
noon of this perpetusl sunshine calmly lying
like the hush of a tropical day forever over
their heads. It is of this refinement that Ad-
dison has inquired,
*‘ Where arg these wondrous, civilizing arts —
This Roman polish ¥

The Frenck, especially the Parisians, are
acknowledged to be the moust polite people in
the world.  We study the Parisian fashiops H
we patterit our costumes after them ; and,
above all things ¢lse, we like to imitate that
rare finish of trie politencss which our trans-
atlantic ncighiors alwa s so well evince to us.
Thus, from time to tim:, we imoprove ourselves
in the art of this profizeion, while wo continu-
ally throw around us the gollen hialo of an at-
mosphere whose mirror d surromidings seem
to be nou« the less bezutiful thun the glory of
ancient Eden.— Waverley Magazine.

MAKING BABY RUDE.

The baby happened oncein a pfetty little
caprice to slap father's face instead of Lissing
him when he stooped down for his greeting.
Papa laughed, mama laughed, aunties langh-
ed, and baby thought she Lad bita happy
idea. After that she would slap papa instead
of kissing him. Papa was very well content
to feel the soft little waxen touch against his
cheek. And it was very funny. It was also
A nice little show for friends when they
came in. Baby could at any time win a round
of laughter and applause by visiting an expec-
tant cheek with a blow for a kigs. ‘She was
such 2 sweet plaything! But there camoa
time when she ceased to be a plaything. What
bad been only arch and *‘ cute ” became down-
right rnde. If she now mortified her parents
by her brusque, pert manners as a little girl,
it was in doing precisely what they had taught
her to do while she was a little baby.

WHAT HE KNEW ABOUT THRESHING.

A young man from an Easteyn city, who has
been visiting rural friendsin the vicinidy, after
seeing a farmer thresh out a ¢ flooring” of oats
the other morning, asked and received permis-
sion to swing the flail a few minutes, upon
assuring the agriculturiet that he was ** per-
fectly familisr with the art of threshing.”
Expectorating upon his hands, the youhg man
went at the oats, but at the first pass knocked
the horn off from a new milch cow that was
leisurely chewing her cud in a neighboring

of them seomed when they had relieved them-

stall.’ The second swing caved in the head of

Tf we are cour-

the farmer, who thought he.was safe enoy,
08 long as he roosted on tho top of the fannin,
mill in the other end 0! the barn ; but Wwithoyt
discovering the havoc he was making, tho cjg,
artist’kept at his labors ; the third blow f(,ﬂ
upon the oats, the fourch killed a sotting
in & manger near by, aud the fifth pass 0:{ the
dendly weapon was tho bost of all, for it cap,
around ,bohind the young man bovmeray
fashion, and taking him under the lower jaw,
knocked him down, and thus put a stop to th;
work of slaughter. ‘Che mere fact thag the
city *“thresher” returned to conscionsness ay
hour before the farmer did, allowed the formep
to get soveral miles out of town beforo hia
efforts ab threshing oats were discover,

hen

his neighbors, o by
T N.‘m
Swwdust gad EChips,

——

The height of impudence —Asking a Jow
what his Christian name is.

Take all the phools and geod luk oyt of
this world, and it would bother the rest of yy
tow git o living. .

Notices have been placed on the outside (;1
the street cars in Pittsburg, to the effeet that
the car will not wait for young ladies to kis
¢ good-hy.” o

A man advertizes for “‘a competent Person
to undertake the sale of o new medicine,” ang
adds, ““that it vwill be profitablo to the Wider.
taker.”  No doubt of it.

Whiskey friends are the most unprofitably
ones i uo ov, thoy are alwas reddy tew drink
with yu, but whea yu git veddy tew driak
with them, they aint dry.

A witnessin a court of justize being asked
what kind of ““ear marks" the hogin quey.
tion kad, replied ¢ He bad no particular ear
marks, except a very short tail.

A young man who attendded a lecture on the
subject, ‘“Are we better than our fathers
started for home, saying, “1'm going to gt
the better of mine somehow, any way,”

6 'l'lnerg’s one thing,” said a gentleman at 3
race, ‘‘that nobody can beat, and that js
tie.”  “Puddle? exclaimed: a bystander,
““cvery drummer in the land beats time

“TIlive in Julia’s eybs,” said an affected
dandy, in Coleman’s hearing. I don’t wop.
der at it,” replied George, *‘since I observed
she had a stye in them when I saw her last”

A well-known jokist of Macon £ays: “Siuce
the advent of the cpizooty, mincemcat hag
declined cight cents a pound, and he bas the
uigl_ntmare every night after eating minee
pie.”

Lord Norbury’a joke on the attorney is sav.
age. A shilling subscription having been set o
foot to bury one who had died poor, he er.
claimed, “Only a shilling to buryaa attorney?
Here's a guinea; go and bury twenty of them!,

*“QOh, Mr. Butcher, what a qunntify of bone
there was in that last picce of meat we had
from you,” said a lady, very indiznantly,
**Was there, mum? But, bowsomever, the
very fust fat bullock I kill without any bone,
P’ll let you have one joint for nothing.”

A Detroit prisener, on his way to the peni.
tentiory for larceny, was asked what he
thought of his trial. He eaid, * When dat
Jawyer dat ‘fended mo made his speach, I
thought shiizh I was going to take my uls hat
and walk right outof dat co’t room ; but when
de other luwyer got up and conunensed talks
ing, I knew I was the higmest ruseal on top of
de earf.” ’

A blackmilh was lately summoned tos
court as a witiicss in a dispute betwaen twoof
his workmen,  The judge, after hearing the
testimony, asked one why he did not svidle,a
tiie costs Lad amewnted to three times the
disputed sum. . repiied : < T ¢ald the fools
to settle—for I sail the clerks would take
their coats, tho Luwyars their shirts, anl if
they got iuw your honor's court yowd skin
them,” .

Dr. Willet, lecturing in Boston tho other
night, told a droll story of himself, e said
that at one time, when he was a connisseur
[in bird-stufting, he uscd to criticise other
people’s bird-stuffing soverely. Widking with
a gentleman one day, he stopped at o window
where a gigantic owl was exhibited. * You
see,” said the doctor to his friend, ‘“that thers
is a magnificent bird utterly ruined by unskil
ful stufling. Notice the mobnting ! Execrs
ble, isn’t it? No living bird ever roosted io
that position. And the eyes are fully a toird
larger than any owl evor puasessed.” At this
moment the stuffed bird 1sised one foot and
solemnly blicked at his critic, who said very
little more about stuffed birds that aftervoon.
FEBRUARY, MrssanLABxxIri;Td wrus, the Zodick

i ! ‘

One of the best behaved animals in the
whole zodiak is Taurus the zodiak bull. He
is always laying down flat suuning himsell.
He dont hav ennything tew employ hiz wind
only in fli time. Fli time iz alwus a bizzy
time with Taurus. The bull down here now-
dazo iz a sour headed old codger who goes
swateing up and down the turnpike about
sumthing, but in the daze of Viigil he hed
golden horns, and poetry in his veins, Meuny
folks have asked me what on earth they want-
od a bull in the zodiak for, and i bav alwus
sed, it waz juat oz necessary as tew Lav bulls
in Wall street.  This always secmed to satis-
fy their questions prodigiously. Taurus gov
erns the neck in the sighne ov the zodisk,
which has given rise to that tender, and klassie
kal sentiment, called *bull necked.”—Billingd
Allminas, .




