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The Family.

LOVE Is LIGHT
A1 eventide it shall be Ight”

A1y Intbe i #u brave by ilay,
L10Ws gmid as the shadows fall
I eanpot charm her fears anay ¢
Aty reasons have no force at all,
she pleads, with ati hes childish might,
That she may have a light.
1 ealm her fears, and stroke her hair,
1 tell her of the angels near, —
0 God whose fove i everywhere,
And Lhrist, to whom each child is Jear

she hears, bui only clasps me tight,
And begs me for a light

fiar when I say it cannot be,
And suive 10 mkaic hc:h ﬁndctmmd
t why, she makes another plea,—
ju&rt:‘n ‘will stay and hold her hand,

She whispers, as we kiss m:"i night,
1 That's better than a light,
s, content, she fatls asleep.

An\(} "r;a: grows ¢loser on her hand
simz;»ge ot doth his wisdom keep

In childish lipe. I understand,
That, in that other, datkez night
Tis love that mahes {t Jight,

1, 100, have shrunk in chitdish dread
From that dumb datkness that doth creep,
And thicken round the dying hed,
And, feasful, felt T eould not sleep
Without a lipht ’l undc‘r]mgd.
' ve's hand,
T1s hight to hold Love's 5 s, Zime.

THE ART OF RESTING

TuERE must be more ant about it
than is commonly supposed, if we may
judge from the mulutude of attempts at
resting that are made cvery summer,
and every summer miscrably fail, At
first sight, indced, it seems to be the
eanest thing i the wotld simply to
rest.  And so it s, perhaps, when all
the propet conditions are fulfilled.
Otherwise 1t 13 not, as s abundantly
proved by the numerous failures just
referred to. For nothing 1s morecertan
than that only a very smail minonty of
all the thousands who crowd our sum
mer resorts every year really do any
resting.  Many of them weaty and ex-
haust themsclves more 1 the few
morths ihey spend by the ocean or at
the mountain resort than during all the
rest of the year ai home. As many,
probably, do nothing but rust, Only
comparalively a few really get any true
rest.

Perhaps 2 main reason why this 1s
true of the majonty of the farhionable
crowds at our vanous popular summer
tesotts is nothing else than this,—thx
everybody wants to do just what every-
body clse s domng.  Nobody consulis
hus own condition and needs of body
and mind, Nobody appeats to reahze
that what is rest for one may be cxer-
tion and fatigue for another. Hence
it is that, to an outsider at least, fife at
the average seashore resort seewis to be
made up of a round of routing occupa
tions which, from their sameness and
constan! repetition, assume & treadmill
monotony that only in exceptional
cases can be aught but wearisome.
Breakfast, a walk, a bath, lunch, a nap,
a sail or a novel, dinner, 2 drive, the
ball-room, to bed. Why should every-
body do those same things, at the same
hours, and in much the same way every
day? Unless all people are constituted
alike, and have lived in very similar
circumstances before, such sameness of
occupation cannot be restful to more
than a very few, 1f to any., And, in.
deed, the fact of the matter s that it
takes most of those who indulge in this
kind of summer vacation, if not all the
rest of the year, yet weeks and months,
to recover from it They need rest
afterwards much more than they did be.
fore,

If, however, adaptation of scene and
occupation o each one’s needs is an
mmporntant condition without which rest
15 impossible, there is another still more
fundamental and essential condition
which is as often forgotten or neglected.
Rest 1s something that has only a re-
lative existence. There can be no rest
unless previously there has been work.
It is a boon that cannot simply be
bought, but mustbe earned.  And that
is why so many never enjoy it, despite
the fact that they spend thousands of
dolfars and months of time in the
attempt. The drones of the hive of
human society, who loll about in lazy
luxury from one end of the year to the
next, don’t know what it i3 to rest.
They may have their elegant cottages
at the seashore, or their sumptuous
suites of rooms at the mountain hotel,
their servants, and horses, and yachts,
and what not, but all these will give
them not so much as a taste of that
sweet satisfaction of real test and
change the poorest shop-gitl enjoys in
her week of vacation, or the weary
mechamic on his “day off,” n the
country, by the sea, or even without
leaving the four walls of the humbte
home. Given the condition of previous
honest work, and neither the place
where, nior the means by which, rest is
to be had, is of much consequence.
If this were properly understood, we
doubt whether there would be as much
time and money wasted as now in the
effort of procuring rest. 1f manyof those
who spend fortunes at our fashionable
resorts, and do it 1n vain, would simply
go to work, would diligently try to do
something, to make themselves really
capable of rest, by labour at some
honest employment, then they would
appreciate and enjoy the change of
scene and cccupation during the sum-
mer months, and would do so with half
the txpense and worry they now have.
The housekeeper. clerk, saleslady, and
mechanic, after earning his seazon of
rest by his year's bard work, would not

waste s0 much of it in travelling to find
the right place 1o enjoy it, nor 3o much
money in getting together the * proper
clothes and other summerresort paras
phernalia, ‘These are unessential. What
the worker wants is rest; whether at a
fashionable place or an obscure one, in
a stylish suit of clothes or a plain one,
makes no difference.

Above all, let no one imagine that
rest means idleness. It is Just as
ssential to real resting to have some-
thing 1o do, as to have done tomething,
Tdlencss rusts, but does not rest. Man
is so constituted that inaction wears
him out, physteally and spititually, more
quickly than severest labour would.
And to the healthy man, woreover,
there 1¢ at no ume cither comfort or
enjoyment to be derived from inactiv-
y. " Vacatton is a humbug!” de-
clared a business man, after a week's
lounging about a noted suminer hotel.
# Tt takes me a month ta get into work-
ing tnm again after T get back to the
city,” Mind and body, with ali their
faculnes, become blunted and dull by
being subjected to a season of idlencss.
Indeed, the effects are a lintle different
from those following upon a petiod of
dissipation, Whoever has tried it, must
agree wih this. The way really to
rest, to re-create the forces of body and
mind, is to be doing something, to be
interested in some occupation. But it
must be an occupation as different as
possible from that upon which one is
employed the rest of the year. A min
ister of our acquaintance spends most
of his vacation in bolanizing and fish-
ing. A merchant friend, during mid-
summer is an enthusiastic and expert
ornithologist.  Neither of these think
vacation is 2 humbug ; nor does it take
either of them long to get into * work-
ing tim" after they come home in
autumn.  They have given themselves
no opportunity to stagnate, Change
of occupation has been thur rest. And
it is the best, if not the only rest for
everybody. Change of activity, not
cessation,

We have known people, however,
who, after complying with all these
conditions, yet made an uiter failure of
thelr attempts at resting. The reason
was plain. © There is no rest for the
wicked.” They supplied the outer con-
ditions, indeed, but neglected the inner.
They had no peace of mind, Without
that the hotel may be never so luxuri-
ous, the beach never so fine, the air
never 5o pure, and the scenery never so
beastiful and inspiring, there will be,
can be, norest.  We cannot escape our
thoughts, nor leave our conscience be-
hind. We cannot flee from God. Un-
forgiven sin will wotry and harass and
destroy all rest, no matter where we go
or what we do. It ¢limbs the mount-
ains with us, haunts us in the country,
and follows across the ocean. Its pge-
sence in the lives of thoutands upon
thousandsis the sufficient explanation of
their patheticeagernessto find restsome.
where, and their more than pathetic fail-
ure. 1fthey anly knewit, thegreatreason
why mountain, country, ocean, and for-
eign travel, why money and popularity,
why all they have and can do,fails to re-
lieve them of their habitual weariness,
or to give them even & day of that
joyous freshness that follows upon true
repose—if they would only believe it—
is nothing else than that they ever
bear about with them the *oul exhaust-
ing burden of sin, Their heart is not
clean. ‘Ther thoughts are impure,
Their conscience is barrying them
night and day. They need rest more
than any one else, But money cannot
give it them. Neither country nor sea-
shore can bestow it.  There isone way
only in which they may obtain it:
“Come unto me," saith the Saviour.
# Come unto me, all ye thatlabour and
are heavy laden, and I will give you
test"—/. Max Hark, D.D., in S. S
Tinmes,

THE DEACON'S TRIALS.

BY A DEACON'S WIFE,

“On, dear, I'm so disgusted with
so-called Christians, that I'm almost
tempted to leave the church, if George
is adeacon in it,” said Mrs. Brown, the
wife of our young deacon, throwing
herself into an arm-<chair and fanning
her pretty, flushed face vigorously with
her white sun-bonnet,

" Even 50 must the deacons' * wives
be grave, not slanderers, sober, faithful
in all things,'” I quoted, smiling at my
visitor, while 1 substituted a fan for the
sun-bonnet, and smoothed back the
fluffy brown hair from her hot tensples.
“You have quoted that to me preity
often of late,” she answered, “ and not
without cause. George scolds me
about the way I abuse the membery,
but they richly deserve everything I
say, and a great deal more. Ob,
dear |—"

The brown head lay on my boscm,
and real tears were spoiling the fresh.
niess of my white wrapper,

“Tell me what worries you,” 1 said, |
soothingly ; for I felt & motherly inter-
est in the fair gitl-wife, s0 far from
kindred and friends,

t It is just this,” she said, raising her
tearstained face, “You know the
munister’s last quarterly salary is due
now, and it is the deacons’ place 1o
make up from their own pockets what
1s not raised by the people. In that
way George has always had topaya
reat deal miore than he subscribes,
But it gets worse and worse, and this
time it is particularly hard for him to
raise the mene{;"

“I couldn’t help feeling bitter, yes-

which were pressing him heawily, and
then to think of his having to pay the
debts of those peeple who are so much
better off than we, .

“ First, Mrs, Pelter and her gaily
dressed girls camein. M, Pelier, you
know, subscribed ten doltars, which is
nothing for him to give, and he has
only paid two and a half of that,—
George had to pay the rest. ‘The
money I have skimped and cconomiz-
ed to save, must go to pay your debts,’
1 commented inwardly, as they rustied

ast me in dresses that I knew cost at
east one dollar per yard, while I was
¢lad in an old one, bought before my
marriage, and made over the third ume.

# Next came Mrs, Batber; not acens
does she give, She’s a widow, you
know, and poor ; but she can afford to
get three or four dresses, to my one,
and have them made out. 7 not only
have to make my own clothes, but 1
made two dresses for a coloured gir,
n order 1o raisc a little money to get a
cheap summer hat. 1 knew George
couldn'’t afford to give me a cent, and
1 feli mean for spending the money I
had made, instead of giving it to him
towards paying the everlasting debts

“Mr, Frank and Mr. Adams are
mechanics, yet get good wages; can
afford to go to every frolic 1n the
neighbourhood, and spend several dol
fars at each, but neither can afford to
pay one ¢ent towards the minister's sal-
ary, Well, after hard scratching and
doing without a suit of clothes, of
which he 1s sadly in need, he raised ali
the money excepting five dollars, winch
Mrs. Wygal owed. You know she
could buy us and all our possessions
several times over.  She would not be
able to pay out another cent for any-
thing, she said, at present.  Hertnpto
New York strapped her completely ;
she was very sorry, but maybe she
could make it up, next year (I guess
she forgot the two dollars she was still
owing on last year, and promised to
make up this). George had 4hat to pay,
and wears a shabby old hat all sum-
mer in consequence.

# He came home Saturday night, af
ter his interview with Mrs, Wygal, at
his wit’s end. He had fully expected
that night to have the whole amount to
give to the minister early Monday
morning, so there was nothing left for
me to do but to hand over my five dol:
lars which I had received in payment
for an article I had written, T had heen
saving it to have my tecth fixed. QOne
ached the whole time during preaching
yesterday. I suppose that made me
feel more bitter when Mrs. Wygal rus-
tled past me in her handsome black
silk. 1t certainly 1s /o0 much 1o bear.”

“VYes, it is hard,” Isaid: "I know
allabout it, for my husband was a dea-
con in this very church before his
death. The other deacons always
helped Aim though, to make up what
was lacking. ‘There are still three dea-
cuns ; ‘why don't they bear their part of
the burden.”

¢ Mr, Brown told them,” shz answer-
ed, “ what was the duty of the deacons,
One said each would do hus part, The
other s2id nothing, and neither ramsed
a finger to help. There's George com-
ing to dinner ; I must go.” .

With an eye of prophetic vision I can
see plainly how it will all end. My,
Brown is a passionate, high-strungman;
the soul of honour himself, he expects
it in others. He will finally become
so disgusted with the meanness, indif.
ference, and lukewarmness of most of
the other members, that he will throw
down the whoie thing, and leave the
church ; and in my heart, I cannot
blame him, Cannotsomething be done
to awaken these sleeping Christians and
inethicient officers inour churches? It
seems to me the Church should set a
good example in all things. In the
first place, it should be ascertained
whether each officer attends to his busi-
ness strictly. If not, turn him out.
It will teach him a lesson, and be 2
warning to the rest. Iam always ready
to boil over with indignation when I
see these shirkers teying to push every-
thing upon the shoulders of the faith.
ful few, who are staving to do their
duty,

Not half enough can ¢ver be said of
the importance of every ont's giving
something tothe cause of Christ, The
smallest child can save part of its pen.
nies as soon as it can lisp the name of
Jesus.  And, by the way, if children
were taught to give a portion of their
little store, we would not have so many
grown-up shirkers in the Church, Itis
my belief that every Christian, who @
thoroughly in earnest, cannot fail to
give of his earnings to Him who creat-
ed all things. Let us think of all this,
fellow Christians, and examine our
selves.  Are we wutking in the cause
of Christ, or are we casting stumbling
blocks in the way of others? If the
latter, the quicker we are out of the
Church the better for it and for our-
sclves.—Christinn Observer.

ABRAHAM LINCOLN

THE fame of Abrzham Lincoln is of
a kind that is certain to increase as
time goes on.  He was a man of the
pecple. In a good sense of the word,
he was very human. He was both a
great man, and a man of great simpli-
city. ‘The world, we may be sure, will
never tire of talking and reading ahout
bim. His intimate friend of many
yesrs, the.Hon. Leonard Swett, pro-
nounced him the best listenes he ever,
knew. ‘“He would hear any ona on

terday in church. George had been 30
blue all the week about money matters

any subject,, and generally would tay
nothing in reply.” 3

He believed that something was to
be learned from everybody, but he was
not given to asking advice. He kept
his cyes and cars open, and then acted
as he himself thought wise and proper.
Mr, Swett was with him at the Hlinois
Bar for eleven years, and in alt that time
never knew him to ask the advice of a
friendd about anything,

Once, however, just before his famous
discussion with Douglas, he sert for
half a dozen lawyers,

* Gentienmen,” he said, * T am going
to ask Douglas the following questions,
and I want you to put yourselvesin
Douglas's place, and answer the ques-
tions from s siandpomt.”

He knew, of course, that a man who
would succeed in debate, must have an-
ticipated his opponent’s arguments,

He was naturally a philosopher,  He
made the best of thingy as they were,
instead of allowing them to harass or
discourage him.  Specaking of their
travels together on circuit, Mr. Swett
says ¢

""Beds were always too short ) the
coffee was bumned or otherwise bad ;
the food was often indifferent, and the
roads were nothing but trails ; streams
were without bridges and 1t was often
necessary to swim ; sloughs were deep,
the waggon had often to be pried out
of them with fence-rails; but I never
heard Mr. Lincoln complain of any.
thing.

“ He never got the better of his fel.
low-man in a trade, and never lent
money for interest.  He never tasted
liquor, never chewed tobacco or
smoked, but laboured diligently in his
profession, charging small fees, and was
contented with small accumulations.”

Mr. Swett never knew him to borrow
money except when he left Spningficld
to assume the duties of the Presiden.
cy. ‘Then he borrowed enough to pay
his expenses untit he should draw his
first quarter’s salary.  *In his lifc he
lived in alt circles, moved in every
grade of society, and enjoyed it all
equally well.  To his companions in
every station he was ec‘ually entertain-
ing and equally happy.”

Concerning his inquisitiveness, Mr.
Swett says: ¥ Travelling the circuit, he
sometimes sat with the driver, and be-
fore we got to our journey'send he had
found out all that the driver knew, If
we stopped at a blacksmith’s shop he
took a seat by the forge and leamed
how to make nails. 1f he saw a new
agniedltural implement standing on the
sidewalk in front of a country store,
he was sure to stop and learn what it
would do, how it would do it, and upon
what it was an imptovement.

“ He was the only man | have ever
known who bridged back from middle
age to youth and learned to spell well,
His manuscripts were as free from
mistakes as any college graduate's, 1
have seen hint upon the circuit witha
geometry, astronomy, or other elemen:
tary books, learning in middle-life what
men otdinarily leatn in youth,

“ One day he was sitting on the side-
walk in front of a tavern.  He had Just
got the point of a nice demonstration
in geometry, and wishing some one to
enjoy it with him, he scized upon a
hostler and explained it to him ull the
hostler said that he understood it.”

Abraham Lincoln was one of those
rare and fortunate souls who knew how
to study both books and men. He had
an instinct for knowledge, and was al-
ways at school, The world itself was
his university.— Youth's Companion.

DON'T READ THEM.

“Tuere’s a tiptop book, Elis, you
can take o read if you want to. I've
just read it, and its a splendid story.”

“Then 1 should like to read it. I
don’t very often get a chance at ‘4 new
book. But I think books sre the
best of anything, and when I'm a
man I mean to have stacks of them.
Mother and I read together, and then
we talk over what we've been reading
about ; s0it’s twice as good at if I read
it alone.”

413 that the way you do ?”

“0Of course it 15.  Why shouldn't 1.
Mother and 1 are all the famly there
is left, and we do everything we can to-

ether. I tell you, my mother is the
st company I ever had. She is just
Jolly, besides being as good as she can
be. She goes singing round the house
making a fellow feel rich, no matter
what he has for dinner.”

i Ain't she old 1"

“ No, and it wouldn't make any dif-
ference if she was; she'd be my mother
all the same.”

“To be sure she would. But if you
take this book, you must keep it out of
her sight and read it on the sly.”

Y Why must 12"

“ Because she won't like it. My
mother'd make 3 great fuss if she knew
I read such a book.”

“Then what do you resd i for?
What's the matter with the book?
You said "twas splendid.”

* So it is, but your mother wouldn't
think s0.”

“Then it sin't so, for I tell you
mother knows. I won't read anything
on the sly. I don't do business that
way, and I advise you not to. My
mother knows best.”

“If you think so0, I don't suppose it's
of any use to try to make you think
different,”

* No, sir, it ain't; and I advise you
to do as your mother wants you to.
You've got a bad book, or you wouldnt
talk about it as you do, and you'd bet.
ter burn it up.”

4 33 taaqao. So one boy was loyal to his mother

and to his own higher nature; but two
others were found who could more
easily be influenced,

They read the book, thought and
talked of the exciting scenes described
in it, and were thus prepared for fur.
ther reading of the same kind. 1.ss.
sons were neglected, und occasionally
there was a day™s truancy from school,
‘The evil did not stop there.  Absolute
falschood foltowed fast upon deception ;

and then a petty thelt was committed |/,

in the village, It was charged at once
to the three boys who were constantly
together 1nd who were known to be
habitual readers of highly sensational
book and napers.  They were suspeeted
of reading even worse books, and all
this told against them,

For their parents' sake they were
spared the disgrace of a4 public trial
Upon acknowledgement of their guilt
and promise of amendinent the prose-
ctition against them was withdrawn, and
every effort was made to reclaim them
from their evil way, Butthedicwascast,
Vile books had done their work of pollu-
tion, These boys grew uptobe reckless,
dissipated men, with low tastes and
gross manners, while the boy who
trusted fus mother was honourable and
honoured.

Don’t do anything on the sly, for be
sure your sin will find you out. Don't
look at a picture you would not be
willing 1o show to her.

The boys tried in our courts for the
commission of crimes are those who
have read bad books; the boys who
are serving out sentences in houses of
correclion and state prisons are those
who have read bad books,

* Don't read them,
yoursell to read one.”

* Evil communications corrupt good
manners,” and evil words upona printed
page corrupt both soul and  body.
Don't read them.— Well.Spring.

Don't 1rust

ARGUMENT.

Frwofus realize the sophust’s subtlety.
Because he scems to prove what he
does not, he carres the careless thinker
with him to a false conclusion, by his
sleight of mind and cunning craftiness.
Hence a skillful sophist can argue with
equat ability on cither side of a (ues-
tion,  Macaulay shows sophistty even
in the wiiting of history. You read
one page and you are with the Whigs,
you read anotherand you sympathire
with the Tories. Now you uphold
Cromwel), and now Chasles ; hiz argu-
ments can be arranged so as to com-
mand your assent in turn to exactly op-
posite y.ositions,

Those who are familiar with the his.
tory of the bar will remember the story
of the famous but absent-iinded advo-
cate who, as he rose to sum up the
argument in the final appeal to the jury,
actually presented in a masterly siyle
the side of his opponent rather than his
client,  Hus colleague,-pulling hls gown
whispered, © You have been arguing on
the wrong side /' Instantly collecting
himself, he resumed, * Trs, gentiemen
of the jury, 1s what my learned friend,
the counsel for the defendant, will prob-
bably say to you,” and then proceeded
in an equally masterly presentation of
the argument for the plainnff, a com-
plete refutation of the very appeal he
had just made. The anecdote, amus.
ing as 1t 15, has a senious aspet, for it
hints the perverted uses to which argu-
ment i put.  The Dutch judge, who,
after hearing the arguments on both
sides, never knew how to decide because
he got so confused, is not the only one
who 18 left in perplexity by the subleties
of what is often called *logic.” Argu.
ment is a tremendous weapon for the
truth ¢ it is also the most subtle and
dangerous instrument in the hands of
the designing fallacist, who, mith the
dexterity of the wizard, makes the faise
appear true to your bewildered mental
senses.—dA. T, Pierion.

APPRECIATION,

Love of appreciation seems to be in-
stinctive in the whole animal creation.
Whoever does good work is encouraged
and strengthened by merited praise.
Well does the writer remember a good
farmer, whose sleek, fat team of horses
were admired by all the neighbours
round about, This good condition was
not a result of their not being worked
hard, for the farmer did much of the
heavy trucking of the village, over a
hilly road,  There was a long steep,
bill between the station and the village,
and here the horses were sliowed sev-
eral resting spells on the way u

Mr. Small always carried a chunk of
wood, with which to block the wheels
during these rests. Before he started
he always rubbed their noses, patted
them encouragingly, and when he
gave the word, up they went with a
will, till the driver stopped them for
snother breathing spell,

When they pulled well, he always
petted and praised them, telling them
they were good fellows ; and they seem.
ed so pleased at this little act of 2
preciation that they would bardly wait
to rest, so cager were they to prove
themselves worthy of the praise.

Children, and grown people too, xre
not less susceptible to the influence of
encoursging words.

A little fellow of five years of age
was doing something which his father
disapproved,

& My son, you must not do that,”
said his father.

It happened to be something which
the child wanted to do, and {fot an in-

persisted.  Finally his better self tn
uraphed, and he replied, * All nghs,
pay'a 3. 1 won't do st any more.”
erthaps most of us would think that
was all there was to be said about nt,
and ¢o the father thought ; but the ht-
te fellow evidently had different ideas,
l'orf not long afier, he spoke out,
) 'P‘.}pa, why don't you tell me,
That's a good boy?' An 'twould '
i:ﬁzr} casier to be good next time,"—Se-

L r—

NERVOUS CHILDREN

”NEVRR scold or make fun of them.
Fhey suffer enough without your threats
o1 sarcasm.  Don’ let them know you
see their awkwardness when in com
pany, nor their grimaces when alone,
A case was reported by the Boston
Globe, of a toy ten years old, who, on
being vexed, and often without any a
parent provocation, will clench his
hands and wmake the most frightful
contortions of the museles of his face
and head, till his poor mother fears
he is idiotic. By no mweans. He is
the brightest'boy in bis class at school,
but he is of a hughly nervous tempera-
ment, and has not been taught to cun
trol the little wites, so to speak, on
which l'ne is strung.  Thisis no single
case. ‘There ate thousands of children
who give way to their nerves in simi.
lar fashion,  Never whip them. A
prominent physician in this city says
the man or woman who whips a nervous
child should for every blow given re
cewve five. 1t s our duty to eacourage
and help them.  Be patient with them,
They are the making of our future suc
cessful men and women for they will
wark hard at whatever they undertake.
Brace up Your owh nerves first, and
then be indulgent toward your over-
nervous chidren, —w ntel/igerncer,

The Children's Corner.

WHO LIKES THE RAIN?
* 1" s5id the duck, * [ all it fun,
For I have my Little tedd rubbers on t
Theg make & cunning three toal tracht
In the soft, cool mud.  uach | fquach 1

::!1," ctied lhehdaudelmn. "I

siy 100's are thitsty, my buds are dry,”
And she lifted her Title yellow head””
Out of her green yrrassy bed,

* I hope twill pour 1 1 hops "twiil [
C‘zqaked‘the tree toad at hnfgu) lnlx?udroor,
** For with a broad feaf for a rool,

I am perfectly weather-proo, "

Sang the brook ; » 3
Andg“i_sh they nevef ﬁﬁ%;‘;ﬁ;w drop
Tul abig nver T grew to be
And could aind tuy way to i‘le sea,”

=N ¥\ " New York Evangetent

SING A SONG OF SIXPENCE.

You all know the old “ Sing a Song
of Sixpence.” Have you ever read what
it meant ?

The four-and-twenty blackbirdy re
ptesent twenty-four hours, ‘I'he bottom
of the pie is the world ; the top crust
18 the sky that overarches i1, The
opening of the pie 1s the day-dawn, when
the birds begin to sing, and surcly
such a sight 15 a ** dainty dish to set be-
fore the king.”

The king who is represented as sit-
ting in his parlour counting his money,
18 the sun ; while the gold pieces that
slip through his fingers are golden sun.
shine. The queen, who sits i the
sinrk kitchen, 15 the moon, and the
uoney with which she regales herself 1
the moonlight.

The industrious maid, who is in the
garden at work before the king—
the sun-=has nisen, the day-dawn, and
the clothes she hangs out are the clouds,
while the bird which so tragically ends
the song by “nipping off her nose,” is
the hour of suntet, So we have the
whole day—in a pie.—Selected,

THE BLIND BOY'S PATIENCE.

I wENT to see a blind boy, Scarlet
fever had settled in his eyes,  He used
to be a sprighty little fellow—upon the
run everywhere,  “ Well, my dear boy,”
L said, “this is hard for you, is it not ? ”

He did not answer for a moment,
then he said. “I don’t know that 1
ought to say hard ; God knows best, ”
but his lip quivered and a tear stole
down his check.

“Yes, my child, you have a kind
Heavenly Father, who loves you and
feels for you more even than your mo-
ther does.”

“I know it,” he said, *and it com.
fonslme.“h

“I wish Jesus were here to cure
Frank,"” said his little sister,

SWell, 22id T, “He will open Frank's
eyes to see what a good Saviour He is.

¢ will show him that a blind heart is
worse than blind eyes; and He will
cure it, and make him see beautiful
heavenly things, so that he may sit here
quietly and be a thousand times hap.
pier than many other children who are
running all about,”

* I can't help wishing he could see,"
said Lizzie.

1 dare say ; but I hope you dont
try to make your brother Frank discon-
tented,

“ Frank isn't discontented, he loves
God ; and love scis everything right,
and makes its own sunshine, does it
not, Frank 2"

“y don't feel cross now, said the lit-
tle blind boy, meekly,  “When I'm
alone I pray and sing my Sabbath
school hymns.  God isinthe room with
me. It feels light, and 1 forget I'm
blind."

A sweet light stole over his pale fea-

stant he hesitated, as if questioning
what would be the consequence if he

tures—it. was heavenly light, 1 was
sure,.—Selecled, v
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