THR GOOD

mm rather remain in prison than
Y me!” They answered: * Nothing is
‘anMhing more beautiful, nothing
Bolier of men, nothing is higher and
Then ﬂ:a.n childlike love and reverence.”—
. Plied the father earnestly and mourn-
Yol If you had truly loved me, you
ut ave long sinoe opened the door,
g m.:’me of them mocked and laughed,
all, al » “The key is indeed no key at
v nld why should we need onet It is
B\!Sidp easant here, and we are quite happy.
Boyge o true freedom is not to be found at
freg 1,,“’“11 ourfather. Are we not already
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HE CATHEDRAL AND THE
MOUSE.

ng,:lt?e quiet twilight I stepped imto a
% y, 2 glorious catbudral; and I looked
to hﬁ:")nderful pillars, striving upwards
fog, o And my soul was lified up to
Uy, And I heard a rustling and nibbling
' greed‘saw a mouse running anxiously
Wighs ly after some crumbs, that it
h"“'e %4t Tt sees not the beauty of the
‘the{l“ which it lives, it knows mot to
the pupBur it is builr, it has no eye for
Ang sbructare of its roof
llqur ou, O man, be not such a grey,
of gh"?edy mouse in the grand cathe-
d v ichm m;rl.d in which thou livest,
[Qood Wo};‘:c aiwmes the glory of God--

. ATOMS.
Ma —
Riq lir.&m",l mean to be a missionary,”

fice, lookin i (

g up with a bright
‘hmmv'“ A book she had been reading—a
. «wh"'y dommiwry hfe.

0 you wish i
hary o e ”}vis to becomo a mis-
:\‘lch e they ara s0 good, and do so
U:lclj, 'nan;m :”Want to do good im the
Nh:?g?)yo“ will, my dear,” said the
:‘::ul. Ut there are many ways of being
P He Wishes us all to serve Him,
Wit Point ont the way for you to
s Toay o y tor ¥
Nlandy, o going on a miseion to
Vin your Or it may be by quietly doing
“ Houy m;o‘]n family circle—being a
N ergy h“"m!'y. You can now be
Y of your lifa
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%1 don't see much goed I can do here™
said Alice; “ I have to study almost the
whole time, you know, and that does no one
any good.”

« Yes, indeed it does,” replied her mother..
«] read a sentence to-day, Alice, which,
made me think of you;it was from a quaint
old author, who says, Life ia madeup of two.
heaps, one of sorrow and one of happiness,
and whoever carries the very smallest atom
from one to the other does God a service.’
There is never a day in which you do not
carry a great many atoms to one pile or
the other.”

«Do I# Have I laid any on either to~
day, Mainma ”

“Yes, indeed; when you spoke angrily
to little Harry about the doll this morning,
you made us both very uncofortable, and
put more than ono atom on. the pile of sor-
row, and another when you pou‘ed because
I wished you to wear your hood to school.
When you helped Mary Birrell to carry her
basket, you laid an atom on the joy-heap.
—two atoms I fancy, for she as well as I
was made happier by that kind act. When
you hung your cloak and hood, and put
gloves and books all in the right places af-
ter lessons to-night, you put quite a large
atam on my pile of joy. When you were
so thoughtless as to make a nois3 that
woke baby from his sleep, and set him cry-
ing, another atom went on the heap of sor-
row. When you picked up grandmamma's.
spectacles with asmiling face, and pleasaut-
ly laid down your book to take up a stitch
in her knittiug, vou increased the happi-
ness.”

«Oh how odd, mamma; what greatbig
heaps they wust get to be!

« Yes, indeed, for weare all constantly
making owe or the other larger. 1 hope
wy litile Alice will be always carrying
atoms fsoun the pik of sorrow to. lay on
that of happiness; a fow thusremoved every
day, and how much she will accomplish.in
a lifetime!”

Papa's steps were now heard at the.door.
Alice flow to draw his arm-chair close to the
blazing fire, and place his slippers where
they could get warm, and when she saw
how pleased he looked to see them thers,
she whispered, * 1 think I put one ve lit~
tle bit of an atom on the joy-besp '
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