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w-1 approachied in our carniage, 1
greeted a stout fellow 'working in a
field, whio seemed to bac a better sort
of a laborer, or perhaps a sinail fairr-
er, by inquiriug sorne particulars re-
lating te the neiglhborhood. Hie
answered well enoughi, 1 was about to
give hlm a sixpence, when Helen
stayed my haud, and cried out in the
old style-

ciHey, Donald, mon, dinna ye ken
ye'r old fren's ?"

The man lookcd Up Iin ast.ouish-
ment. It was Donald Lean. fis
amazement at our appearauce wvas
heightened b.y its style; and it was
ivith the greatest difficulty that we
could induce hiiu to enter our carniage
and answer our numerous queries as
to our old friends.

Different men start in life in dif'-
ferent ways. I ibelieve that mine,
lhowever, is the ouly instance on re-
cord of a gentleman ivho owcs wealth
and bappiness to rolling over with a
pretty girl, in a stream of water.

THE ANGEL LIFE.

I was at a sebool exarnination a few
days ago, and wlien a class stood up to
read. the teaclier selected a lesson in the
Fourtb Book, descriptive of the proceed-
ings of the ichneurnon-fly. This fly is
provided w.ýth a sort of stiug ; and, seeing
a caterpillar, she pionces limr and leaves
some of lier eggs in bis flesh, wliere tliey
hatch into littie worms. The mest won-
derful part of this proceeding is, tliat tlie
caterpiliar does flot die, but goes on feed-
ing and creeping about as before!1

You bave often beard that caterpillars,
if no accident befali tbem, wilI become
butterfiies. Anud some good littie boys I
know, are very careful flot to hurt the
poor littie caterpillars. They want to
see as many butterfiies as possible next
yeal ; auad they know that for every
caterpillar tbey kili, there would be oe

butterfly less. If I find a caterpillar iii
the bouse, (for hie doesn't kxiow I would
rather flot have hirn there, and so hie
cornes in without invitation,) I carry hlm.
carefully out, and put him amoug the
grass. You may ask "Where is the
butterfly about him?" Ali, it's there
some ivhere ! There.'s butterfly about him,
or else hie would neyer become a butter-
fly. Lookc at a grain of wheat. Where
is the stalk and the leaf ? It is there 1
You see that littie knob xiear one end.
That is the germ. Well, if you could
unroli that little gerin, you would find
the stalk and leaves and ear of wbeat al
there, rolled up! And se wvith the cater-
pillar. fie lias but.terfly-wings, ail foldedl
ut>, inside of bis homely coat 1 But now
liappens a sad thing with the poor cater-
pillar wvhieb this fly bas stung. He uever
cornes out in butterfly shape the next
spring, like the others 1 The germ of
bis butterfly-lîfe has been destroyed by
these littie grubs. So ants destroy the
germ. of the" wheat grains tliey store up
for winter use, that they may not sprout
and grow. The wlieat seems as round
and pretty as ever, but if it were sown,
it would neyer grow. The littie stalk
and leaf, se beautifully rolled up in the
germ, are gene. Se with the caterpillar ;
the littie butterfly hidden in his body, is
k-ilIed ;and wheu lie dies, lie never lives
again.

Now, a good man, Archbishop Whatel5,
thiaking over this strauge, fact, tells us
to mark bow like sia were these grubs,
and how like the caterpillars were we,
when sin becomes deeply seated within
us. The 11*ourth B3ook does not say any-
thing, of this, and so I could flot lielp
telling it to the class -%vlo were reading.0
Every littie child lias Antget wings ail
folded up within hlm, and lie may hope
oiie day te spread them ia the beavenly
air, and begin bis Auget life. But lie
who allowssin te eat ou his Angel life,
wiIl bave no wings te -pread! We eau-
net always tell when tlie win gs are geone;
but 1 tliink the person generally knews
it lirself'. But 1 have known chidren
who were sure tkeir wingys were safe.
They seemed as if they feitthem, flutter-
ing. Tbey loved Christ 80 rnuch, tliat
tliey wislied te fly borne to bim, if it were
only bis will to let them 1 Sornetimes
they get tlieir wiugs much sooner than
we parents wisb! Dear littie frie *nds, are
you sure your wings are safe ?
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