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ta forward to you. Awaiting your instructions. %Ve ire
yours faithfull>', IlRIIID, 'MONATT à,* REUi.

'Flicecncloscd 12tter the miîîister took in lus trembling
fiuîgers, aîid rc.îd wi'tlî great woîîdcr andi thaîîkýgiviiig ii lits
lieart, yet it rel)uked lîiîî for lus mnaîntary lack oif fintit

" I)î.. ?liR. Gî.îwrîîi,-lg2rhapls you have forgottcnl
MVt Synie, but lie lias îlot forgotteu you, sîar tlîe fact Ihiat

you paid twcnty pounds out of yaur awn pockct onice ta Save
hini front disgrace and give linui anotiier chance. I siever
forgo)t tlîe words )ou spoke ta mie that day at thc Birooî-ie
law, and thouig I have inaëlc nioancy out lîcre, it is cdean
nîoney, and yau necd siot bie afriid to spcîîd it - every
penny is niy own licîicst carning. It senîs liard ta die
when a ini is iii bis priime, but sonmcliow I'i tot afraid.
Simîce the day I partcd front you I have beexu abfle ta bclicvc
tlîat there is a mlerciful (Jod. And that is anather and tue
greatest eervice )ou did ta tic wastrci cverybody liad a bad
word for, and nobody a good ane. Sa good-bye till wc
nucet again.-Your grateful "WITRSv-,Ir.

"Cast thy brcad upon the waters, and it shiali return
alter nîany days," said tue aid nîan witlî the glow of a
rcniewed Iaith in lits wcary heart. Alte-r a mantent he
claspcd his lîands in the attitude of lîrayer, and tiiese words
feil treinblingly fruti lits lips. Il Lord, hieip Thou nmine
unhelief."

THE HOME CIR CLE.
KIND WORDS.

'Tis such a liti!,' whil wu watk together
Alonig Itif,- way.

'Somo wery fetat that niarch besido un faitcr
Eevil pasiîg day.

Doar frieinde that greet us ini the iîîorning vanish
,-ro it je ilooti,

And tender voices nîtait away iii silence-
A broken tune.

'Tis s"ch a iittte white for ioving kiîîdnes,
Or caid dimilain;

'l'O ineottia the way for weary feot that faitcr.
0Or chida anti blâme ;

A littie white, and it ivere uinavailing
Kind words ta ray,

For thae that iqaikead but yesterday beeido un
liave passed away.

,AUNT JERUSHA'S MIEDITATIONS.

"If folks could have tiîcir funierals wvhen they are
alive and weIl and !strtiggiing alone, whîat a heip it would
be !" sighed Aunt Jerus-ha, folding lier paisiey shawi
witti great care.

-Now, there is pour Mis' Brown," she added, as she
pinned ber Sunday bonnet into lier green barege veil
IlHow encouraged she'd have been, if she couid have
heard ivbat the mini'îter said ta.day!1 I wouldn't wonder
anc mite if sbe'd have gat wveil.

"'And Deacan Brown a-wiping lis eyes and ail of tlîem
taking on sa! Poor soul, she neyer dreamed tliey set
Sa mucli by ber !

IlMis' Brown gat discauraged. Ver see Deacon
Brown, lie'd gat away af blaming every thing anta her.
I don't suppose the I eacan nîcant it-'twas just bis way
-but it's awvful wvearing. \Vhcn things wore out, or
brake, lie actcd just as if Mis' Brown did it herself on
purpose. And they ail caught it, like tlie mieasies or the
whooping-caugh

IlAnd the minister a-teiling haw the Deacon brouglit
his young wife liere wvbcn 'twa'n't nathing but a wilder-
ncss ; and how patiently she bore hardship and what a
good wife shte'd been ! Naw the minister %-.ouldn't have
known any thing about that if the Dencon liadn't toid
hîm. Dear!1 dear! If he'd aniy told Mis' B3rown bier-
self what lic thouglit, I do helieve lie miglît have saved
the funerai.

IlAnd wvhen the minister said liow the children wvould
miss their mother, seemcd as thaugli they couidn't stand
it, pour things ! WVeil, 1 guess it is truc enougli ; MNis'
B3rown was always doing for sorte of them. Whî'len tlîcy
were singing -about « sweet rcst in heaven,' I couidn't
help thinking that thiat %vas samiethîing Mis'BIrown would
have ta get used ta, for site never liad none of it here.

ISue have been awfui pleased witlî the flowers,
They wvere prctty, and no mistake. Ver sec the Dencon
wa'n't neyer willing for lier ta have a flower-bed. lie
said ' twas enough prettier biglit ta sec gaod cabbagc a-
grèwing ; but Mis' Brown aiways kind oI hîankered aCter
sweet.smeiling things, like sweet peas, aîîd such.

"lVhat did you say, Levi? Most time for supper?
Weil, land's sake, Sa it is 1 i nlus-t have got ta meditat-
ing. I'vc been -a tlîînkiiig Levi, yoti needn't tell the
iiiiistcr any thing about nie. If the pancakes and tlic

punipkin pies are good you just say so as we go alang.
It ain't best ta kecp every thing laid up for ftineras."-
Zion's fleralId.

THE UNIVERSAL POET.
An incident described in The Z-idndek by Prof. l.

A. Grosvenor gives a strikiîîg illustration of thc tact thati
Longfella'v's poemns have suing itmselves into thie hearts
ai tiien and wamcn af many nationalities. The incident
occurred in 187 91 nboard the Frenchi steamer Il lonai,"
bouind t oin Constantinople ta Marseilles. WVe condense
the description:

Oîîe evening, as ive %verc quitting the straight of
Bonifacio, samneone remarked at dinner that thougli
Victor Hugo wvas barn in Paris, the earlicst impressions
of his lfe wvere rcceived in Corsica, close to which we
were passing. Ove of the party spoke of him as the
exportent of what is best in humanity.

The Russian lady exclaitned in Englisît ta the gentle-
man who had last spoken :

I Fow can you, an American, give ta Hugo the place
that is occupied by your own Longfellow? Longfellow
is the universal poet. Ile is better known, tao, among
foreigners than anyane, except their own paets.'

Than she began repeating:
1I stood on tlie bridge nt inidnight,

As tho dlocks wera etriking the heur,
.And tho moon rose o'cr the cit.y

Dtihind tha Jerk cliurch.t.wr."
She added : IlI long ta visit Boston that I may stand

on that bridge."
In the company wvas an English captain returning

fro:i the Zulu War, a typical British saldier, with every
characteristic of lus class. As soon as the Russian lady
had cnncluded, lie said: Il1 can give you samething better
than that," and he began iii a voice like a trumpet-

"Tell me nlot in nîournful numbers
Lite je but an onipty dreani."

H-is recitation of the entire poemn was mnarlced by the
commun English upheavai and down-letting of the voice
in cachi une ; but it was evident that he ioved what he
wvas repeating.

Tien a taîl, lank, grey.haired Scotchman, wvho seemed
always cammuning wvith himseif, suddenly cammenced-

"Thero je no hlock, howover watched and tended,
Buot ona dead isînb in thora."

lie repeated oniy a fèev stanzaç, but apparently he
cauld have given the whole poemn had lie wvished.

For myself, 1 know that my contribution wvas "«My
iost Youth," beginning-

"<Mien 1 think of tho beautiful town
TInat je eaated by the sea;

Often in thought, 1 go up) and clown
The picatant at recta of theat de-ar otd town;
And rny youth comte back to, in."

A handsome, alive.checkcd young man, a Greek,
educated and living in iingland, said: How do yau
like this ? " Tien he began ta sing:

«« f3tars in tho sunmar night!
Far in yon azuîre deeps,

Ilido, hide your golden Iight 1
shtu seeps !

My lady aicepe!
siceps!"'

The captaîn of the IlDonaii" was nat her regular
commander, but an aflicer of the national Frenchi navy,
who %vas in charge only for a fetv voyages. To our
astonishmient in accents so Gallic that ane discerned witl
dilliculty that he wvas attcmpting English, he intoned:

Zen seda of neet fair vaiteng font,
Von trougli an Aipeen veeit-ge paet
A yout, who bore incad snow and ecce
". banreir vccd (ires itrango doveco:

1 ] aeiior*r.r ! I

None of the othcr passengers contributed, but already
six natonalities had %Ipokeil-Scotch, Russian, Greek,
French, Ensgliblh, and Aincrican. As we rose tram the
table and wcnt up on deck ta watch the lights glimmering
in Napoieon's birthpiace, Ajaccio, the Russian lady, said
IlDo you suppos there is any other poct of any country,*
livinig or dead, frani wvhom so many of us could have
quotud ? Not ane. Not even Shakespeare or Victor
Hugo or 1-loniier."
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