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F s j
s £ toil and b three- GRANDVATHER'S FAITH.
ing i the test of toil and trial for
UR ME CIRCLE. ’ - - stems of b
~0 e s A ﬁﬁﬁﬁ"‘ﬁ.{:ﬁzx zfn“ptifn. quarters of a centuryl ‘I of - Yo s ’“‘;‘?{V
“W;;;;A\Nup | or embroider. I )'zt loﬁe to,m::; one .;“ bra:unghtbo,ob ; Your -‘o:::n' Mf: Z‘h

) | thi i y len’s after year, “_ Are "".. "“s'“‘

Where do they go to—the ungranted prayers, | things to suit me. dsn’t He with the ".‘.: ow “':'d" o o >

The baflled hope, lost love, and wasted ) earn-
ill‘ H . )
The sweet, vain dreams, the patient, nhght:d
cares, )
Cast on the tircless tide that has no turning?

sleepless ni the anxioas da,s.
“1.1" "l-’j:;'a:; blo:::zbu for blight-

1
i that gli  our Wavs,
Tog mocking gl AL

4 ]
Ave they stored up in soine great, sol-mm bunk,

Where time bolds fo- eternity the key ?
As lhr’r!ivliul::lu, that in the westward sank,
Musy ~lep, enshrined beveath the sleeping

ol .
* @ do 1ue, , blended in a gracious breath,
P vale 1 he atinosphere of con v v, life,
Softcuing the terror of the duown of deat b,
Lulling the fiet and tever of he strite ?

Who knows, who knows ?  Oar darliifgs from

ue glide ; )
Impioring clasp and passionate prayer are
valu §
ﬁur trust 'betrlyed, missed aim. or shattered
pride, .
The great dumb river sweeps them to tae
main.
And yet tor something everv vift i~ given,
Through age on age, so priest and p et saith,
Cliug fast, tond hards; look up, true eyes, to
hesven ;

Throuvh dusk and doubt hold to the saving N

faith ! . .
— Tinsley's Maga.ine.

WORK THAT WILL LAST.

There now ! There is something
done that will last, [ hopa,” “suid
Mis. Henderson, as she carefully

" gightened the covers of some fine

rs of truit. *“I like housework
well encugh, but I do think it is dis-
couraging sometimes to have your
work eaten up before you can tarn

&round,”
“You have been doing several

, bings beside that which will last,” |

&aid Aunt Abbie, quietly.

- %] don’tsee how you can prove

" ghat, Auntie mine,” was the roply,
m Mrs. Henderson seated herself
‘#n'a low rocker and laid a caressing
dhand on the old lady’s knee.

" 'The bright gray eyes regardei
her kindly,

“ When Abbie broke that dish
righs in the most trying time of
Jour hurried morning, 1 knew you

_awell enough w dread a sharp word
fhat was not allowed to come. Ab-
“bie is not a careless child; she will
remember your forbearance longer
“than you think. When you took
i ne laft evening to read the scien-
tific article to Rob, I thought it was
beyond his depth ; but I soon found
«you must have laid the foundation
tore for the eager interest which
be showed. Such a taste will be a
ﬁreat sateguard. Depend upon it,
at is work that will last.  When
P[l'n‘. Vale called to ask a contribu./
ion to Home missions, I was glad
'to sce you respond ~o willingly. I
‘bave lived at the West. [ know
better thun you do the tar-reaching
s<ibilities of what you would call

& small gift.”

“Tiere are people whom a word
of praise will send down into the
~alley ot humiliation quicker than a
yolume of reproots,” Mrs, Hender-

on excliimed venemently. ‘“ Aunt
Abbic, you don't know anything
gboutit! You are not hvre ulways,
I'm cross ten times where I'm pa-
tient Once, and I think I must be
glways missing opportunities to do

<« the kind of work you mean.”

-~

“Well, my dear, there is some
truth in your self-reproaches. |
was sorry, when your pastor was
here inst week, to have you so quick
apd decided in refusing his request,
It did not seem to me unreasonable.”

“, hut I can’t do that ; there is
no question about that! I can’t go

“calling on new people inthe church.
1 told Mr. Kent 1 wasn’t the one at
all tor that.”

“ Whois to doit, Hattie ?"”

¢ Well, I don’t know—Murs. Lov-
ell and Mrs. Peterson. They're al-
ways making calls.”

¢ And becaunse they do their ut-
most, theretore thay should be ask-
ed to do more ? Is that your doc.
trine ?”’

¢ Let them ask Miss Arnold.”

Butshe laughed as she said it.

“ It is best to send some one who
#8 acceptable,” said Auut Abbie, 1
may be wrong, but I think that you
would be. You are naturally cor-
dial, and I think you would net let
your conversation be altogether of
the earth, as some do.”

“I like calling well enough, but
the time Auntie, the time! I'm
well and strong, but [ won’t answer
for the consequences if Ity to get

anything more into the working |

Murﬁ,"

“Is there nothing that could be
amitted ?”

“No indeed! Why, I see hosts
of things every day thatlam oblig-

| fore.

' suit lovely? Now you know st is.

I‘A..nd B u'ay the Lord‘{ work ; didn’t
. the Lord give me my family I'd like
to know? What would become of
them it' [ should take to running
the streets 7 [ mever expected to
bear such advice from  you, Aant
Abbe.”

“ Fair aod softly, my| dear. I
doa’t believe in extremes. Do you
bowestly think there would be dan-
ger of your neglecting your fumily
if you went out & little more? It
seems Lo me that a more social life
would react favorably on your
home. The Lord gave youa fgmlly
to care for, that is true. Dld.be
ever tell you that he had nothing
more for you to do? Isthere any-
thing in tho Bible to jastify exces-
sive eure ? Now Hattie, though I
seem 10 be laying dowa the law, |
believe from my heart that every
Christian must decide these matters
tor berselt. 1 only want Lo beg you
not to decide carelessly, wiltully.
Give the question prayerful consid-
eration, and no one will rest more
satistied with your judgment than
I. The most useful members of
Chri~tian society that I have ever
known have been very busy women.
They did not neglect their homes,
but 1 noticed they u=unally gave up
superfluous things. Don’t yeua re-
member what Ms. Whitney says ?
Somiething always gets crowded
out.”  Would you rather it were
your own work or the Master’s ?”

Mrs. Henderson was silent for
| some time over her mending. Then
| she said decidedly, *“ [ don’t see my
i way clear to do anything of the
, kind.”
| Aunt Abbiesaid no more. But
about a month later, when she was
once more in her own quiet home,
she received aletter from her neice
which contained the following frank
confession :

“ Wel!, Aunt Abbie, I've taken
your advice. Ialways was like the
man in the parable, who said, * I
will not,” and atterward repented
and went. The very day after you
left I asked Mr. Kent for some
names, and I went in and out of

eople’s houses feeling a good deal
ike a book-agent. But I'm bound
to say they were all very nice to me,
that is except Mrs. Dudgeon, and [
thiLk she meant to be, only—well,
she was so peculiar that when I left
her house I said to myself, ¢ I'll go
strpight home? But I énly had?
two names left on my list, and one
of them, a Mes. Hartwell, lived so
near that I thought I would just go
there; and I'm very glad I did, for
the poor woman is in great trouble.
She has lost two chiidren with diph-
theria, and she hasn’t any one lett,
Auntie, for sheis a widow,

“ Not a soal had been near her ex-
cept the minister, ard sl e a perfect
stranger! Odear me! To think
toat I might have hugged my ruot-
fles and tucks, and never gone near
her, if'it hadn’t been for yoa! We
had a long talk, and she asked me it
there was a ladies’ prayer-meeting,
I promised to tuke hertoi. Now
you see how one thing leads to an-
other. How I am ever to find time
for that? 1 must tell you about
Mres. Smith., I had met her before
and she is just charming. She re
turned my visit quite soon ; xo then
I'thought [would try an experiment.
I couxed Howard to gothere in the
evening. L do believe we shall be
good friends all arqund, and [ am so
glad, for I have been downright
lonely since Mary Bright moved
away, though T wouldn’t own it be-
Aunt Abbie, what do you
think Howard said to me last Sab-
bath? Heasked if I would have
any objections to his taking a class
in Sabbath-school. I declare I
could have cried! To be sure, I've
always said a good deal about hav-
ing Sabbath to ourselves, but I never
meant to hinder him from anything
he felt to be a duty. Iam so peni-
tent about it that I don’t know
but I shall go into the Sabbath-
8caool myself when balyy gets old-
er. You are responsible for the
whole of it. IfI get to be a regular
Mrs. Jellaby you'll please to re-
member whose fault it is. No I
don’t mean that Auntie dear; I’ll
tell you what I really think and that
is that Mrs. Charles was right
when she said :

‘ The Master’s work may make weary feet,
But it leaves the spirit glad.’

: Ever your affectionate neice.— Pres-
byterian.

ed to neglect.”

“ Was'your Wednesday’s work all
aecessary, my child ?”

“Now, Aunt Abbie, I just think
thut’s too bad. [ will have my

OLD AGE.

Do we ever think what a beauti-
ful thing is old age? What a path-

children dressed prettily, and of os there is in the trembling voice!
course | must domy own sewing. 1 | what eloquence in the wrinkled

can’'t alford to put it out.”
“Youwill have your children well
dressed whether the Lord’s work is

done ornot 7 Did you mean to say i is so.

that ?”’

face! The ‘“hoary head” is called
by the wisest of men ‘“a crown of
| glory.”  We cannot wonder that it
Think of a life extending
over a period of three score years

“ 0O, dear, no! said Mrs. Hender- and ten! Think of a heart bearing

. What comfort do they bring to you
To ease a troubled heart ?
I’ve found a balm that’s good and trne
To beal Life’s pain and rmart !

“that
there ! Leari b A
nd@ﬂ,‘ym’bﬁ, Lse M
feeble, his limbs lose their teunsion,
and “the pitcher” is ready to .be

in.” p wWé ' Nay, call me childish, if you will,
:t:'okn d :rn :: m 'g:mn :'.nn'd ganmm But leave.to me the.old faith still,
shalt rise up before the hoa&rY_| It's been my stay for many years,

l And now in Jife’s decline.
More bright each day the way appears.
[ Thauk God, it still 16 mine;

I’ve tniad t6™ keep the taith,” you see ;

bead, and hooor the face of the old
man?” But how often it is torgot-
ten. Insieud ot venerating old age w" v ta
we learn to treat it lightly. Fre- | And kesping it, the faith’s kept me.
«quently the smile of amusemedt' Gog found me when 4 wayward youth,
supplants the answer of gensle res: L  Toward sin end folly bent ;

pect.  The homely advice, the old- J Ht:.:uht me 2::.‘:. to"spv::t.the truth,
tashioned ways, are made vhe sub-| ,y'\'y o0 ey chink it pasing strange,
Jecws of jokes and puns. Even thg But still, grandsather seeks no change.
titles of filial respect, “tather,” | y L “ worldly wise,” 'tis true,
“mother,” are dropped for ‘“the old HHeyoud 1ny si.uple ken ; -
man,” “the old woman,” or #the | Yet fvﬁnndt. I'd not exchange with you
governor.” Ahl can we with im- |, corallihe sobomos ofmens

punity speak thus of the dear 0Neés | Mlumiaes all my onward wav

who have spent their best years in —Kate M. Frayne.
toil for us? Can we see the form

onee strong and erect becoming

bent and feeble, the waving brown . ) .

hair daily whitening, the firm;elas- Deun Stanley describes, evidently
tic step growing slow and ' with infinite amusement, the purely
and heartlessly eall thatdear father | secular and common origin of the
‘the old governor ?” Can we nete | preseut official dress of the clergy,
the farrows upoa that ones clear | whether In the Anglican or in the
brow, the glasses shading the once Roman Church, and he enforces,
brigh,t eyes, and the wrinkles in with the liveliest illustration, the
bands that have fost their white- | conclusion that “the dress of the

DRESS OF THE CLERGY.

in toil for us, snd lightly speak clergy had no distinct intention
e thy £ Jor ne, ghely symbolical, sacerdotal, sacriﬁcial,’

or mystical,” bat originated simply
in ‘“the fashions common to the
whole community of the Roman
Empire during the three first cen-
suries.” He begins by dressing up
& lay figure at the time of the
Christian era, and shows how his
various garments have survived in
clerical costume. His shirt, cami.
#ia or chemive, survives in two
forms, the alb, so-called from its
being white, und the dalimatic, so-
called from Dalmstia, from wlhence
this shape of it was derived—just
as ceriain greatcoats, to quote the
Denn's iftustration, are now called
ulsters. This shirt, after the in-
vasion of the Northern barbarians,
used to be drawn over the fur coat,
sheep skin, or otter skin, the pelisse
of the Northern nations, and bence,
in the twelfth centary, arose the bar-
barous name of superpellicium or
surplice, the “ over fur,” The pre-

seut Rector of St. George’s-in-the-
East, the Rev. Harry Joues told an
amusing story of the Dean, which

ilfustrates this point. He came to
Preach ap St. Goeorges one - very

cold day, wrapped in a fur coat,

and Mr. Jones advised him to keep

it on during the service. “Yes,”

said the Dean, “[ think I had better

do 50, and then my surplice will be

a true superpellicium.”  Another

torm of the same dress survives in

the Bishop’s rochet, which is the

little frock orcoat worn by the medi-

@val bishops out o' doors when they

went out huuting, Similurly the

pall of an archbishop is the relic

of the Roman toga or pallium, It

is notsocertain as the Dean <uppos-

es, that ca-sock is derived trom

Caracalla, “a long overall, which

Autonius Byssianus brought trom

France, and whence he derived his

name,” for it has also been traced

to kas—skin, or hide. Bu‘ there

can be nodoubt that chasuble comes

from casula, * a slang name used by

the [taliun laborers for the capote,”

whicn they called ‘““their httle

house,” as ‘“ tile"” is —or was a short

time ago—u~ed for “hat” and as

coat is the same word as “ cote’’ or
“ cottage’’; nor that *‘ cope,” is ano-

ther form ot overcoat—a sort of
waterproof ; or that the mitre was

an ordinary head<ress worn by
women, and still, according to the
Dean, to be seen in the museums of
Russia, as the cap or turban worn

on festive occasions in ancient days

by princes and uobles, and, even to

this day, by the peasant women.

The division into two points is, he

says, only the mark of the crease,

which is the consequence of its hav-

ing been, like an opera bat, folded

and carried under the arm.”

Tho stole, lastly, was a simple
hankerchief for common uses. On
State occasions such handkerchiefs
were used as ribbons, streamers, or
scarfs, and were hence adopted by |
the deacons, who had little else to
distinguizh thom. The Dean men-
tions a carious modern illustration
of the way in which the use of such |
u slight symbol may arise. When
Sir James Brook first returned from
Borneo, where the only sign of roy-
alty was to hold a kerchief in the
band, he retained the practice in
England. The process by which
these simple garments passed into
official use is easily traced. First,
the only Christian clergy and laity |
alike, when they came to their pub-
lic assemblies, took care that their
clothes, though the same as they
usually wore, should be especially |
neat and clean. Next, it was na-
tural that the colors and forms
chosen should be of a grave and |
sober tint. Lastly came the pro- |

of that patient, loving mother as
“the old woman #”” Ouar warmest
friends should be among those who
are aged. The weight of yearsdoes
not necessarily chill the heart or
sour the disposition. How many
furrowed faces can we think ofithat
are wreathed with smiles! How
many wrinkled, lwil-worn hands
have held our own'in a ¢lasp warm
and clinging as that of youth! How
many an heart yearns over us
with love as tender and ardentas
we ever can receive from our light-
hearted young companions |

“ WHAT HAST THOU DOXNE
FOR ME?”

In g letter to Rev. E. P. Han-
mond, Miss Havergal said: Mrs. §.
asked me to write and answer my-
selt your que-tion about thie hymao,
“] guve' My life for thee.” Yoy
it is mine, and perhaps il wy in:
terest you to beatr huw nesrly it
went into the fire, instead of nourly
all over the world. o -
It was, 1 thiok, thHe Ve

thing I ever wrote which could
called a bymn, written when I was
quite a young girl(1859), I did
not halt realize what [ was writing
about. I was tollowing very far
off, always doubting and fearing. 1
think I had come to Jesus witha
tremoling, hem-touching faith, but
It was a coming in the press, and
behind, never sceins His faee or
feeling sure that He loved me,
though I was clear that I could not
do without Him, and wanted to
serve and tollow ITim,

[ don’t know how I came to vrite
it. I sceibbled itin pencil on the
back ot'a circular, in a few minutes,
and then read it over and  thought,
“ Well, this is not poetry. anyhow |
I wou’v trouble o copy this out.”
So [ reached out my hand o pat it
in the tive! asudden impulse made
me draw it back; I put it, crum-
pled und singed, into my pocket.
Soon atter I went out to see a dear
old woman in an alms house. She
began talking to me, as she always
did about her dear Savivur, and I

“thought I would see if she, a simple

old woman, would care for these
verses, which I felt sure nobody else
would evar care to read. So [ read
them to her, and she was so delight-
ed with them that, when I went
back, I copied them out and kept
them, and now the Muster has sent
them out in all directions. I have
seen tears when they have been
sung at mission services and have
heard of them being really blessed
to many.

I gave my life for thee,
My precious blood I shed,
That thou might’st ransom’d be,
And quickened from 1he dead.,
I gave my life for thee:
What hast thou given for me ?

My Father’s house of light,
My glory circled throne,
I left for earthly night,
For wanderiugs sad and lone ;
I left it all for th-e:
Hast thou left aught for me ?

I suffered much for thee,
More thau thy tongue can tell,
Of bitt’rest agouy,
l'o rescue thee from hell :
I’ve borne it all for thee :
What hast thou borne for me ?

And [ have brought to thee,
Down from my home above,
Salvation full and free,
My pardon and my love;
I bring rich gifts to thee :
What hast thou brought to me ?

O, let thy life be given,
Thy years that vet remain,
World fetters all be riven,
Give me thy joy and pain :

Give thou thyself to me,
And [ will welcome thee,

o

|

cess, which may be easily followed

 ising, by divire assistance, to
' to her aloving and faithtul busbund |

!and faithful wife.”

in English socioty daring the las

was once common to al|

Review.

HELPING THE DEVIL.

| impressed under the sermon,

| hope that he “might get an oppor:

" tunity of telling his teelings to him
and obtaining some word of guid-
[ustead of that
| the young minister, all the way
along, told the most singular tales
to those who were with him, caus-
ing loud roars of laughter. He
stopped at a certain house, and this
younug maun with him, and the
whole evening was spent in frivol-
ity and toolish talking, Somo years
had
grown old, he was sent for to the
bed-side ot a dying man. He has-
tened thithor with a heart desirous
to do good. He was requested to
sit down at the bed-side, and the

ance or comftort,

atter, when the minister

dying man, looking at him and re-

garding him most closely, raid to
him; “Do you remember preaching
in such aud such a village, and on
“I do,"
“I was one of

such and such occasion "
said the minister.
your hearers,” said the man, “and [
was deeply impressed by the ser-
mon.” “Thank God for that,” said
the minister. “Stop!” said the
man, ‘‘don’t thank God until you
bave heard the whole story; you
will huve reason to alter your tone
before I have done.” The minister
changed countenance, bat he little
guessed what would be the full ex.
tent of that man’s testimony. Said
he; “Sir do you remember ‘after
you bad finished that earnest ser-
mon, that I, with some otbers,
walked home with you? 1 was
sincerely desirous of being led in
the right path that night, but [
heard you speak in such a strain of
levity,and with so much coarseness
too, that I went outside the house,
while you were sitting down to
your evening meal; [ stamped my
foot upon the ground: I said that
you were a liar; that Christianity
was & fulschood; that §f you dould
pretend to be so earnest.about it
in the pulpit, and then come down
and talk like that, the wh ‘¢ thing
must be a ~ham; and [ have been
an infidet; " said he, “a confiimed

nfidel, from that day to thes Buau [
am not an infidel at this moment; I
know better, [ am dying and about
to be damned, and at the bar of
God T will lay  my damuation to
youar charge. My blood i upon
your head.”  And with a dreadtul

shriek, and one demoniacal glunce
at the trembling minister, he shut
bis eyes and died.

A QUAKER MARRIAGE.

The year which saw Mr. Bright's
election tor Manchester witnessed
also his second marriage. Oun the
10th ot June, 1847, he was united to
Miss Margaret Elizabeth Leatham,
daughter of Mr. William Leatham,
ot Heath House, Wukeficld, the

well known West Riding banker, |

The marriage ceremony was per-
formed in the meeting-house ot the
Friends, George street, Wakefield.
Wa shall make no apology for giv-
ing a brief description of the rite of"
marriage;as observed by the Friends,
from a local historian who records
Mr. Bright's marriage. For those
who are unfamiliar with vhe cere-
mony, the description will possess
a general interest, The rite was
severely simple. In accordance
with the usages of the Friends, the
marriage party sat for some time
in silence,at the expiration of which
Mr. Bright rose and took the right
band of Miss Leatham, pronouncing
in low but distinct tones the formula
of the Friends, as follows: “Friends,
I take my friend, Margaret Eliza-
beth Leatham, to be my wife, prom-
un-

till it shall please the Lord by death
to separate us. ” Miss Leatham,
then still bolding hands, repeated
similar words regarding Mr. Be ht
promising to be “unto him a loving
A brief space
of silence next ensued, which was
broken by one of the congregation
offering up prayer, the whole assem-
bly stunding. Again there was g
short period of silence, and then
one of the company read the certi-
ficate of declaration, whith was
signed by the bride and bridegroom

i and their relutiors and frieuds, and

afterward by a large number of the
congregation. The whole ceremony
occupied about an hour.— Life and
Speeches of Jokn Bright,”

two centuries, of common fashions
becoming fixed in certain classes at
paiticular moments, and of what
i becoming
pecaliar to a few.—The Quarterly

There was a young minister once
preaching very earnestly in a cer-
tain chapel, and he had to walk
seme four or tive miles to his home
aleng a country rouad, after service,
A young man,who had been deeply
re-
| quested the privilege of walking
l with the minister, with an earnest

JUDGE Nor, ™™
“Jobnny, where is .,
ary money ?"” ukedyoiri: —
Heath, one Sunday mornin .
little nephew was gettin ok
Sumi?y-schnol. § ready for

“Up stairs on my by
auntie; I'll go an{i' g;:‘i?’ul‘,?“"
YOU can sce how much I've o0
and away he ran up stairs t
al a time; i o

L& ime; but he did DOt Come yk;
ping b.ack, and, at last, his .n'
grew tired of waiting and went n
Lo‘u;e what kept him., s

‘1 can't ;
where,” said .tllt.)):n:;’)dif;:ne
“That new girl stol e nsolatety,

b eit. |k
she did, she don't look # bit por oo
, e don’t I(N)l\ a bit h()ne\‘t’n
and before his aunt could stop b
Johnny darted trom the room "
She followed as hastily u.q
S she
could, but when she reached th
kitchen she tound the shy quiet ‘;
that had lately been taken t'ugrlg
hursery maid, listening wity a
frightened, teartul face to Johnny'y
angry charges. v

" You might as well give j¢ u
rlght off, or we will PUL_you_in
pri~on.  What did you do with it

Jobhuny,” said his auny, gently
laying her bhand on his shoulder
“Is this the way my little pupil agts?”

Johnny jerked away from her
rudely, .

“ L aint your pupil. I sint go;
to Sunday-school a;fuin. lt’sggl?::s
too mean after I've tried so hand to
earn more than any of the quher
boys, to have to go without uny
money at all just because we hayp 3
thief in the houwse.”

“Tbat is a very wrong foeling to
have in trying to earn money for

God’s work. I think the money
given in that spirit can hardly. do

the giver much good,” said his sunt

in & revere tone, but Johnny woald
listen to nothing  Before "

Mary had fairly tinished speaki

the slamming of the door told;:her

that he had gone, and after saying

4 few consoling words to the

girl she oo hurried off to Sugday-
school. L
Monday morning found the money,
still missing, and Johnny retusedte
look for it. I looked everywhere
I could think ot yosterday morning;
Lena will get tired ot being shitbbed
pretty soon, and maybe she'll give
it back.” Aftersaying thjs, Johnny
would not listen to-unything further,
and pretended not to notice how
sick and worried Lena looked, but
he could not help seeing it, ang it
troublet) him, dnd this Monday 'the
tirst day of bis summer vacution,
was not as pleasant as he had ex-
l)c('l(‘d.
“ Ob, bother that old money | [
wish | had never heard of mission-
aries and heathen,” he said crossly,
trying to throw the blame of his
unhappiness on to something besides
his own ili-temper ana injustice, and
then he stood at the hall window
looking moodily ont and wishing
thut  somectning  would turn up;
presently something did turn up,
“Johuny, Johnny,” called one of
Chis school-mates across the ~treet,
and he threw up the window 1o ~ee
| what his friend wanted,
J‘ “Come along, won't you? All
| the boys are going to the mill-pond
to ti~h.”
“Ob, mayn’t I go with the boys
down to the fishing-pond, please ?
I'll be so caretul,” cried Johnny,
bursting eagerly into the sitting-
room,
“ Yes, dear, [ guess s0,” said his
mother; “but you had better wear
' your old coat.  Aunt Mary will get

1L for you. I am atrad you will
| rouse the baby it you go up stairs.
| Lena has been trying all the morn-
Mg to quiet it, and [ want her to
lie down as soon as it goes to sleep;
she don’t look well. Cook says
she cried nearly all might. Some-
I thing is troubling her, I tear.”

Johnny looked conscience strick-
en, bt did not say anything.

Miss Mary came with Johnny's
coat; her face was very grave,
“ Johnny,” she asked, *when did

You wear this coat last ?”’

“ Last Saturday, I guess. What's
the matter? Is it very muddy !”

“ No, it is not muddy, but listen,”
and she shook the coat—a' faint
Jingling was heard.
| “My money is not there,” said

Jobnny. “Iiooked there the first
thing.”

“Did you look clear through?
here is a hole in one of the pockets,
and—yes—here is the money,” and
Aunt Mary felt a thick, knobby
lump in one corner of the coat.

Johnny gave one look at it, and
~darted out of the room up iuto the

pursery, where Lena with a sad
lt'ace, was trying o coax the baby
| to sleep. .
I “Oh Lena!” he cried, “I said
| You took that money, when all the
 time I had it mysclf. 1 am s0
‘ashamed. I wish you would slap
me or something, I feel so mean.
«““Judge not that ye be not judged,
said his aunt, and itis a text Jobuny
has never forgotten since that un-
happy time.—Selected.
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