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member that all hiugs come from Gol, and 

must return to him; therefore we try to 
keep our love holy and pure, so that it shall 
belon : to him and by and by. if he so pleases, 
to us in heaven. (

in a little trunk which she brought down herself, 
put on my outdoor dress ; then kissing me, sai I 
not unkindly, "The shells are in your trunk 

chill. I didn’t forget them." Then added to my 
uncle crisply : "She is ready "

Hle took out his purse ; pieces .or heavy gold 
shone through the netting; "The child has been 
a care to you, here." And lie would have filled 
my aunt’s han.1 with gold.

But she, putting her hands behind her, said. 
"God forbil !" I knew then, what t. a shallow 
child, had not guessed before; that my sharp, 
sour aunt had sweet at the core. She had some- 
thing of my father tucked safely away where it 
was hard to find. I walked up to her, then put 
thy arms around her neck, and said : "I will al- 

|ways think of you. Aunt Priscilla, and look at 
your picture every Sunday." And so we parted 
good friends.

Uncle Horace lived in Baltimore, just on the 
verge of the city. I thought when his home was 
reached that it surely had come out of a fairy 
book ; for there were gardens lying wide and wide 
beside a river, and conservatories full of flowers 
and plants more exquisite than words can tell.

My uncle told me then—for he said but little 
during the journey, only whenever he spoke 1 
loved to listen to the silver clash of lis voice— 
that his "trade," as he called it, etirving his mouth, 
was that of a " florist."

What is a florist, uncle ? asked I.
A man that makes flowers bloom and grow; 

then s-lls them for the most he cap get.
I thought God made flowers bloom and grow? 

said I in a timid whisper.
My uncle raised his eyebrows for answer. Close, 

firm, eyebrows, growing in perfect crescents. And| 
I knew when he raised them so, that only a very 
daring person would question farther,

I had been at least a mor.th with my Unclei

along by his side as he made his daily inspection tween stinset and dusk, when Bernard and 
of the long ranges of green-houses wherein were myself could find some quiet green niche b- 
set lis choicest plants. We came presently to a side the river, where the gay orioles flashed is- 
bed wherein nodded flowers fit to bloom beside and out, and where we miglit talk of what 
the gates of paradise. ‘ pleased is best. And when we stopped, Ber

My uncle, stooping, plucked one, and put it in narl would take a well-worn Bible rom his 
caret ............=

"Daisy, what do you think of this ? Would a th gli we were young, and life was calling to 
woman be proud to wear such a wonder in her us loth with its myriad voices that the voice 
hair ? ‘ of God was better than them all.

I looked closely. The flower seemed the semb- One afternoon, Bernard read to me that chap 
fance of a lily. Only within, the moonlight white- ter in the Acts of the Apostles concerning hi

AIorfrg.
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A Wish of Remembrance.
A Mother’s Influence.

The full wing gen from Wend-!! Ptillips 
speeches should De read in ev- ry family 1-2

A mother, on the green hills of Vermont, 
was holding by the right hand a son, sixteen 
years old, mil with the lore of the sea.. And 
as he stood by the garden gate one morning 
she said: Edward, they tell me, f r I never 
saw the ocean, that the great temptation of * 
seaman’s life is drink. Promise me, before 
you quit your mother’s land, that you will ne- 
ver drink liquir.

“Remember me when thou comest into thy king- 
dom."

1 will not trust my name to stone.
To make me loved, or make me known ;
I ask what marble cannot give
Though men should call nie dead —to live I
For I had better ne’er have been
Than die, of God forgotten or unseen.

From every lonely star of night.
From each eternal globe of light.
From every influence, every mood
That sanctifies my solitude,
1 ask —but must receive from Thee, 
0, God,—the gift of immortality !

11*1*. Inf rw-a.

ness of the cup was in wrought with Instrous pur- mon sorcerer, who had thought id purchase of 
ple veins, that cradled the snowy calyx into fall: Peter the gift of the Holy Ghost, and to whom 
tastic arabesqties, such as the fine finger of tie Peter had replied : «Thy money perish with 
frost traces in the winter-time. Looking, I waslihiee. because thou hast thought the gist of 
lost in wonder—amazer, could hardly speak ; a:! n may be purchased with money.
length, I said softly :

"O Uncle Horace! when you look into this 
flower-cup, do you not think it seems a fairy dell 
of beauty? Even better than that—I should think 
a little angel might find rest in such a Home: These
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Ahe read, my heart ach-d, and I said Stop, 
Bernard. I want to talk with you.

Well, said he with gentle, kindly gaze.
See here, B rnard, is not the wonderful a t

And, said he, For he to Id the story, I gave 
the promise, and went the globe over, to Cal- 
cutta, and the Mediterranean, San Francisco, 
and the Ca e of Good Hope the North and 
Souh Poles, I saw them all inv forty years, 
and I never saw a glass li led with sparkling 
liquor that my mother s form at the gate did 
not rise up before my eyes, and to day I am 
innocent of the taste of liquor.

W as not sweet evidence of the power of a 
single word? Yet that is not Iif, for, still 
continued he, yesterday there came into my 
counting room a man of forty years.

Do you know the ?
No.
Well, said he. I was brought drunk in your 

presence on ship-board ; you were a passenger: 
they kicked the aside, you took me to your 
berth and kept the there ti’t I had slept off 
the intoxicant n; you then asked me it 1 had 
a mother : I sail I had never heard a word 
fro a her lips : ton tot) me of yours at the gar. 
den gate, and to day I am mixter of one of the 
finest ship: ij N w York harbor, and 1 came 

sk you to come and ar e me.
How far the little candle throws its beam.

I If- mother’s words on the green hills of Vere 
ufont. God be thanked for the mighty power 
of a single word!

Whether I look to Thee from IIell, 
Or near Thy radiant priselice dwell ; 
Whether the sea shall lull my rest,’ 
Or earth shall fold me in her breast ; 
Where’er my place, whate’er my lot, 
1 ask 1 bee, God, forget thy creature not.

my uncle has, that enables him to make love- 
ly flowers still more beautiful, ig it not the gift 
of God?blossoms seem holy enough to grow in heaven. 

They put all manner of beautiful thoughts in my 
mind ; do they not into yours, Uncle Horace ?"

"No."
Just that one word, but in such a strange voice, 

all the silver clash gone out of it ; harsh and grat- 
ing as the rasp of iron.

I looked up at hiiti. His face was hard, his 
mouth set. But I went on with strange courage:

"Say, uncle, what do you find there in these 
in these lovely, lovely flower cups ?"

"Money, child, money,!" And my uncle gave 
a short, harsh latigh.

Child as I was I shivered Terrible to look 
at such holy blo-soms, and think of that hard.

EDITED. Yus, returned he gravely, undoubtedly.
But all gifts of God are to be used for him.
I know, returned my companion thoughtful- 

ly. And it seems to me that the words I 
have read teach is that all gifts from God 
not used to serve him with, but bought and 
sold at market value for our own selfish needs, 
must also be accursed.
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It cannot be; the Father’s Son 
Sees one as all, and all as one : 
Beholds each atom he has made. 
Knows where each grain of sand is laid; 
Sees all, —and cannot fail to see ;
How should Ile not, poor soul, remember thee?

The Father’s bosom overfl ws. 
The Father’s eye can never close ; 
With love so perfect and so free. 
And of such depth and scrutiny. 
How should we wander from His care?
We are at home if lit is everywhere,

ARTHUR J. LOCtItANT.

Bernard, I am going to tell thy uncle about
Simon the sorcerer.

Shall you dare. Di y?
I think so. I ought to, for my uncle says 

that his money is for m 1, and that I shall reign 
like a qseen some day.

Then 9u will be proud, and forg t me 
Disy, said Bernard with a look of pain.

Never never ! said I earnestly. W. shal 
be triends al way-, and i will be not live a 
queen; only a simple little Daisy flower al! 
the time.

And then I ran away to find my uncle. Ile 
was pacing the lons pizza of bis b nutiiul 
to ne, set in the midst of his wide gardes ; 
and as I ran toward him, caught me by the 
hand, and looking down, said :

"ING COUGH
• C.L., *3, 186.

Ince a title Ann-hs

course tool which we use for our 
but which high leaven de clares jg

daily needs, 
duly for our

use, and not for ourHorace before I at all comprehended what he 
meant by bis “trade." ary!
beautiful ladies, fine gentlemen, and others who: Then I went on, after thinking a moment : 

bought flowers, without stint. All of them treated ! Uncle Horace, what will you do with this 
. ...................money you prize smuel ? The man listen
may ancle with the deference one gives to a su- me up and lail my head tipon his should : 

perior, and he received them and attended to ! he s as smiling but
THE FLOWES ALCHEMIST. their wants with the Eraious condescension a like a prince tintis poivalul to wi/T wodito 

•Daisy Daist,” enffelthe tselile venir. frimes flight slow to his subjects. - | " Daisy, my most innocent blossom, my 

41. 2 I - at. , ,. . . One day a fine lady said to him with a simper, sweet, -imple hearted fi-ld flower ! my money 
the was rence orth orule my daily lite i aisy, "I wish you would let me benefit by Four art as shall change into all that is beautiful and rare 
Jest come here and set to work. "Taint to use to ,

..................................well as your flowers, and give me the complexion 
a mopin and grievin, twon’t bring your father you give sour roses.” 

back : and what airth your mother gev you My uncle replied linughtily, "A cleniist, madani, 
seek a name for I can t conceive ; ter name a chill to les e , ...................... ......... to whom rature IS ever singing her secrets, does 
niter a senseless flower o the field that dies in a not stoop 
day! Ami what’s worse. I’m afraid you’ll take lalies;

and, though the whole

eait...3 
lv r heved and in less 4 an d is now well 1 
alsan is many of ng 
4 it no CAe9 have I 

usg if the above veg anihodyto use vote 
feat confidence bus A.

er de 41 Ligaciastha, 
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Enteresting Cale.
SCOTCH STORIES.

From advance sheets of the " Memoir of 
Robert Chiuber-, with autobigraphic re mi-Well, my child?

Uncle, said I’ earnestly, is not the power
niserne s of 1, il in Chany *soon to be 

one else the gist of G d? pulli baby S rib er & Co., w e extract an 
interesting sketch of Scüteh life in the carly

you have to fill your garden with 
tiful flowers than any i

m are be n
and sought after. You shill have masters to 
make you wise. When the time cmes 1 will 
wave my wand, and the flowers shall change 
into pearls, and rubies, and gems; you shall 

..: . shine in them, the sons of men shall follow
to cosmetics. My flowers are my line’-

. I wait on them only."
after your namesake, and be like the flowers a’ 8a 11 n
A. 00 the lair, hanging head, crest-fallen
the that ‘toil not, neither do they spin.’" i fillet Leg carriage with roses, and rode away.

name was a great source of trouble to my| Then Iwant ; indeed, she had threatened once in my the I guested that my uncle was no v *** vy voinsru. Uncle as race ; 1 a-k no
4... n N florist, and that he knew wonderful secrets ; and more than that ; for my love is the best of all. 
fs. ‘r’s presnce oca me .orotv Ann." at that was why he had said he “made flowers Uloota! My uncle put me down then, raised lis eye- 
he had said, caressing my hair with tirat loving • J
smile that made the bronzed sarlor-face all stin- 
light:
Now, none of that, Priscilla. Dairy was the n a m e

I suppose so, child.
W II, then, must it not be used to serve laitt 

with? Can the gift of Ged be sold for money, 
or, if they are, should not that money be reu- 
d-re back to him in his service ?

part of the century :

now TO GET AT scoren HUMOR.
Sidney Smi Di once annde some little inqui- 

ry about my own wiry efforts, and he laughed 
when Ireminded him of a saying of his own 
about studying on a little oatmeal --for that 
would have applied liter ally to my brother and 
myse’t "Ah, lubora, labora." he said sente- 
tiously, " how that worl expresses the charac- 
ter of your coun ry ?"

"Well, we dosonetimes work pretty hard.’ 
I observed ;‘b: for all that we can eish a 
pleasantry as much as our niglters. You 
must have seen that th Scotch have ascunsi- 
derable fund of humor."

"0, by all m "ans, ‘ replie 1 my visit r, “you, - 
are an immen ely fanny people, but you need 
* little 0,erating up in to let the fan out. I 
know noi srument so effectual for the purpose 
as the cork screw

OLD SCOTCH PROVERBS APPLIED.

TASTE.
6 ever the irritated after you. Y ou shall be queen, b autiful, rich, 

belov ed ?" I suppose none had ever sp ken to my unel- 
No. Yet, strange to say, he was not angry,- 
Indeed, tailing me in his arms, he folded me 
against his heart, saying :

G wble-s you, my dead -ist -r’s child? 1 
will think of your words, Daisy, one of these 
days when I have more time.

I was glad my uncle took m- on his arms
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I was a ‘ hold -s fanciful, self absor bed child, 
if jo: oil % bet 1 sighed back like a woman, 

ordinary " Only * beloved.’ Uncle I race ; I a-k
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that was why he had said he "made flowers bloom 
and grow.’’ brows, and looked at the, anI then at Sonne

I might liave found out this before, for my un- one who had just cm in with a water Pt in 
ele made no secret of it. Beside the hot-houses his frand, where wi hito sprinkle the flowers, 
and nursory-gardens, there stood a laboratory filed Tivis som" one was an nusistant of my uncles, 

with seton  anketirat rel. ..........., fini b. amf for the badWren kiitonr,imeme Ki 

tall glasses, sucftaschiem....... ise, filled with t-...........n- in my uncle’s gardens with all their
known, rainbow-hued essences—violet, rose, am- splendor, I should live found strange without 
ber, solemn purples, vermilions, scarlets, clear this Bernard Bernard was quite different 
azures. Sometimes this building at night was all from my uncle, and

80; I like to think of it better than any thing 
—you will a e why wh a I have done.

Th- next day th recams a tail, proud look, 
ing man to see Un le IE race, and I, standing 
by heard him say :

Ishall be marrid next week. And my 
bridle that is to be whil not wear orange blos 

liked to look at hini still soins : she thinks they are common place.- 
a-flame whllight, in which these essences gleamed better ; for I could not and rstand my uncl’es Iou therefore get for me white roses. I 
like gems, and sparkled like wine ; long rays face, ir teased me like a problem, and indeed it with them to be is fair #1X she
flung out through the many windows, and crossed i would have been a hard problem for any ehiM ed sis hucle smi ing with some pri return
the moonlight, falling in white dazzling spears all to read. Irnard had a clear, fine fice with dply : :................................
over the wile paniers, .......til you woniered ........b, honest bnze! cy8s, that looked stravzl. at you ; roaNour bride will at be aion.) to wear my
was fairest, the tints of the rainbow ftislinvy t- iand when you .......a him laugh, yu wasted roses. Snow sinit not ba so whit-s I 

ns on to b- friends with him right away.
My uncle looked as I have said, first at 

Bernard then at me, ned va J. A his most im 
perions voice :

her mother, now a saint in heaven, gave her, and
Daisy she shall be ever and always until the new 
name is given her above.

But oh ! that loving smile could shine upon my 
life no more. This was the news that had come 
yesterday : " The brig ‘Good Cheer’ wrecked off 
Cape Hatteras. All on board perished."

You see, my father was a sea-captain, and I 
lived with my father’s sister. Aunt Priscilla. They 
were not a speck alike, however; she absorbed 
mi from everything —the sweetness; she was 
ever chiding. he ever loving ; no, while he lived, ward, or the moonlight flat rippled like a 
F watched from voyage to voyage for his costing, sea over the garde - into the river, 

prayed for him, made childish trifles to please him ;. 1 ookine, throne! cthe 1 
- When he tarried 109 kone. i p-lsced the lovely! my Unite Iterate very gate, one Wronra aresed 
shells Ire brought me at my ear, and dreamed of eyebrows slowing clear crescents above keen 
is a wonders of which loo tolil, and fancied !lent fix.......yes, as lRG bent over his eruciurs and re- 

roms-lipped shells secured me that he was com- torts, or drew liquids from the crystal tanks, and 
ing over the waves to his child. 17 ‘
5... distilled them sotuetimes, drop by drop.Oh ! it was hardtvthink of him lying fathoms. Then I knew why the roses of my uncle’s gar- 

deep in the green water, smiling even there, I decs grew in dense sprays of bloom, richer and 
could not but believe. I might put the gleaming more fragrant than over they grew before. Then 
shells to my ear in vain, now; they would never I knew why all clambering vines threw their 
whisper. Coming back, coming back !" or sing, branches higher, and burst into such clonly masses 
The Mrie-Cool Cheer homowart bound, with of rare-lued blossoms, that you thought thy hal 

1ary : c. . . drawn down sunsets to glow athwart their leaves
Niemi Prim-rilla.again called the tart accents of Then 1 knew why sweet flowers, for the dead to 

free toi .. . wear, grew more spirituilly pale in my uncle’s 
ctomy st began forlornly to wipe gardens than in another’s, and why lowers in led 

away the tears with a corner of my braided child’s that bore no fragrance elsewhere, were here im- 
apron, when a ring, sharp, decitent, that must rint but with a breath of spice 

be kept wraiine, came at the door. In a nine Uncle Horace, sitting piale anvil ........ainbow-

-Your trace lice e. Til.- and aid curl- - tinted essences and Iwring over Erik MA ail 

It was my mother’s only brother, often heard of, 
never seen till now. f looked a moment at the 
clear dark face, the broad forehead, the brown

There was much pleasant intercourse among 
lathiies at a small cost Seire-ly any gave 
eeren -tous dinners. Invitations to tea at six

o’clock were com non.- After tea there were 
And then the imperius stranger went songs, with perhaps a round of Scottish pro. 

away: :|verbs— class of sayings which, from their 
That night, led by som+ string - instinct, I agreeable tartness, found scope for exercise in 

wandered through the moonlit gardensfuntil I i ordinary transactions, and were more especial- 
came to my in eles laboratory. N was aff me ly ueful in saubling children, and keeping 
with lights, that tossed hues of the rainbow Ith m in remembrance of their duty. The 
out into the moonlight. And in the m d-t! l’e ables beop’e were not behind their neighbors’ 
of all sat my Uncle Morne-, very pale, dis- in Ir art of applying these t. axioms for 
tilling a clear. colorless liquid drop by drop example if a fa- lions youth presumed 1 
into a crystal vessel, complain that his porriign was not ......ogether

that ever to his mind, he would have for reply. __ “Lay 
your wame to your ua vin" ; ‘ that is, "Suit 
your stontuch 19 your earnings "—a staple ob.

Or, if one of un.

ALVE oat- 
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mi

Remember what I have to’d you, that you 
are to reign like a queen some day. Th-n 
ad 1 d colily to Bernard : I shall want you all 
d y—come with spe.

From that time I had but small leisure to
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ronm through my uncle s domains, I had , 
misters for almost everything under the sin. , Is that to make the whitest rose l— . 
No flower of them all watched and grew for tie genttentinn’s brida ? t aght I
tended, so trained and pruned as poor little I. Iwateleed and waited breathlessly. Sid 
who was only meant for a simple herb of tiwdeuty—none ever knew why—there was a servation i T aff such 
fi-li ! My duel-thougl.t differently, lowe- crash and explosion ; subtle gasses it may be, me ted tbit- g‘ into a scrape, such as “slum, 
ver, and intended to make a fine lady of me tired off obeying my uncle’s behests, sought ping in the ice, and coming home half-drown. 
in the end, so I hal no choice but to -ulmit. Tie liberty No matter how—the fact is el, instead of being commiserated, he would 

But one sweet day of tire seven I land to Esful enough ; when I ran in, my ancES lay be coolly reminded that - in unhappy -4 gets 
mys If. My uncle worked that day also if it dead I , There were white roses for him in- a unhappy bait." Or, if one Listed that l 
suited him,wut oftener he chose to spend it stemso the bride! !wis hungry and would not be the worse of
with me. He took my hand and went with Iw quiet his face was! Ile seemed at simething to eat, he would, if the application 
me to church ; but whether he heard much of rest : perhaps it Was So G.l grant it ; he was opportune, be fax ed with the advice
little I never knew, though when the chbir had been so kind always to his little Daisy in dietetics : : You’d be the better o’ findin’
began to sing he son tines lo-t his absorbed . It rnard and F planted white roses above the grunds of your stunck." Or, if he, on
look a moment, and would smile softly as if his grave, aud trained them in the shape of the other hat 4. a-k a for a drink of water
plensed. Iknew by Istiset that he Hiked all a cross, shortly after dinner, he would be told that
beautiful things, and that Gol had meant Nur We live together. Bernard and I, and I am "Mickle mest taks mickle weet:" by which 
to be good, but that sonething had warped a not a fin- lady ; only the wife of a simple whole-om rebukeh" was instructed in the er 
fine, high nature, and made it grow in a false gaidner. I had said we should be friends al- cellent virtu- of mol ration in ea ing Or, if 
direction. { ways, an d so it is ont, aid he wanted as itane-h, wonli get

My uncle mil.wch of me on Sundays ; Wehave ........ ri, Bernard nn-1 I. to tunke the proverb pieh d 41 im: "U-p yourse.", 
in id ‘ the ding with him, nz I fel m with the a er* any more beautiful then G 1 Lives 3 he : is wil : like you the better." 
chinties tik ‘a pot brd, out‘of bis ..............vd. th ............0 s, but so we are b. ..............cut. # We Or, when " ‘uni y of ei ir a guirrel anoi 
asking me q’iesti ns as if to A i I out h sw ninel, sei a . ....... to make fragr st the = X r.. en the riselves ail "PI ca 4ia tlacir 10 ber for all 
Iw. I...........g from the many masters with ndo ble aat tili.......far an If vitin G d. of nicitication, a 4 ae world console

snple ‘isuc Leptirim dry was that be- Wwie, huiea acsTicm =c227 : . : :X 
. * ‘ E (hESC proverbs and sayings

talers generally.

(MINES

iV SHOULD HAVE 
I W red : € wing 
LES.
nines are now 68 vela $ 
%uhlie are invited to *

retort, reading secrets from nature by the force of 
his keen gaze under the close clear eyebew, did 
not work without a motive. The su’itile juices 
distilled by the deep art of the chemist were

8

clustering hair touched with silver, then sprang 
into my uncle’s arms. 4

"I cannot wait, mylam," said he in a quick 
* voice that had yet a ring n it like the sudden 

clash of silver. "Daisy belongs to me.. W. (Tive 
the child her belongings, and we start at once."

Aunt Priscilla was not long. She put my things

IES STOoP, 
Agent.

E HOTEL, 
treet

hrn. I La ELL, l’ropristor.

rank by the flower roots, and impregnated then 
with mystical power to bloom and grow into new 
shapes of beauty unknown before.

One day iny uncle, always somewhat austere, 
hiked softer that ushal ; something of my ulother’s 
look seemed to gloiwen out from his face. I took 
courage, and slipping my haud-sn Isis,
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