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How beauti‘ul the Sabbath day of the

spring-time, bindiag with an uncarthly
sweetness the toils and cares of the
that wag, to the one that now is! Who
among us, that has been from infancy ac-
customed to the sound of the church bell

and the voice of thanksgiving, would wil-!

lingly deny himsclf these privileges? A
mong my earliest recollections is the
memory of the Sabbath day; ordinary la-
bour and amusements must be suspended,
toys be laid aside for the morrow; and
the Sabbath school lesson, well studied
on Saturday afternoon, must now be re-
viewed, and the contents of the library
book rehearsed.  Soon the welcome sound
of the church bell, with its silvery tones,
called to the house of God; young and

old, alike obeying its summons, flocked!

to the church, there to listen reverentially
to the teachings of the Scriptures dispens-
ed by the pastor.

Then, at the close ¢f the morning ser- |

vice, was the Sabbath school, where the
childish heart was taught these lessons
which were to prove in after life an in-
heritance inestimable, guarding in the
hour of temptation, cheering in the hour
of darkness, and supporting under the:
most trying aflictions. Visit our pri-]
soas—how many among thaze confined
there will tell you thut Sabbath breaking
was the first step that led them to tl:c
crime which now coufines them to a fulon's
cell?
kind looks,
fidence, and see if, p
of a tear is not paid to the memory of
those days when the Sabbath day brought

a scason of repose aned quict.

the bolts that bind their con-

cnce for a God, and those persons who

do not observe the erdinancas of the Sab-11 can't endure it any way in the world 1"
bath day and attend upon 1lis wors h‘l’usa.d the lady; “ for there is nothing I

are wont to plunge into scencs of dissipa. |
tion and vice to forget the promptings of
their betier nature,

Were i¢ not for this eacred rddeace
from toil and care, to what bright spot
would the poor, toilworn and weary la~
bourer look 2 Where would be tiie sweet
union of the family on Saturday night, so
anxiously looked forward to by many a
son and daughter 2 Iow little do those
parcnts who make the Sabbath a day of
pleasure realize the influence which they
excrt over their children, and through

erchanee, the tithate |,
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here is ctly replied Midgitt, “ And JON‘S comes
in the human breast an instinctive rever- 1,54 nearer now than he did before

them, on the wotld in futurg ycars!l

s eommandments, to forget his laws, and set
week !

! scon would erime be unknown and prisons

taitt, ¢ happens to be Jomes's wheelbar-

1 to go farther off
Throw back, by gentle words and!

"tooe kind reader.

‘man nature she cxhibits ?

ter all! IIow could I makc such a mis-
take? It's nobody but old Bobbet's
daughter!  She can't play.”
¢«I sce she can't; and I wish such
bunglers would let the piano alonc.”
Who hasn’t heard just such conversa-
tions as that ? Somcbody rcads aloud an
extract (rom a new book—* Spoonvie-
tuals,” by T. Thumb Tibbetts, Esquire,
your favorite author. What a splendid
passage! @hat imagery ! what tenderness
of sentiment and grace of style! You
have your mind made up to say all this,
and much more, when the reading is con-
cluded ; when it turns out to be a passage
which T, Thumb Tibbetts, Esquire, has
quoted from an author you and he dislike,
in order to ridiculeit! What a differ.
ence that little fact makes in your esti-
mation! How that detestable wheelbar-
row squeaks! But did it when you
thought it was that divinely singing bird,
‘Tom Thumb Tibbetts, Esquire ?
It must be confessed that we are more
Lor less liable to be misled by this sort of
'imagination and prejudice. But it is
nevertheless a sign of weakness, If a
i picture is good, we ought to be able to
sce that it i3 good, and gencrous enough
to acknowledge it, though xt is from the
brush of our worst cnemy. ~And if it is
by, dear me! now it comes near- a daub, we shoulf‘x {tn?w that it is a daub,
er—s0 it 1517 exelaimed the lady; much and n?f pretc::. d it = b ﬂ'xox:gh our fIcm_'-
disgusted. “T wish you would tell him!eSt fn‘c ud paigted it.  Yet there is so
with Dis dreaiul wheel. | ek im the power of association that the
bamow, or clse grease it—can't endure most independent judgment may some-
the sound! It fairly makes my blocd times be excused for giving its evidence
run cold ™ according to sentiment, and not according
* But it is very dclizhtful music \\hﬂn to fact. Am}, b?sidcs, there is a aens.c
you thought it wasa bird, my dear,” qui- of fitncss whl?h mﬂx.lcnces us; what is
commendable in one is not so in another s
and a note that might be considered ex-
quisite if uttered by a bird, does lose its
| charm when we hear that it is the voice
 of an ungreased wheclbarrow.

Taught t foract tlnt ('od‘s c'\cred day is
hely tane, th-:y learn to disregard his

at defiance his providences.
.Oh! conM the Sabbath day be regard-
ed as holy time throughout the land, how

become churches ! Then let every Christi-
an make it a daily avork to do something
toward the consummation of this great
wok.  Is there not some individual
whony, by a constant effort, you can lead
from Sabbath breaking to the house of
God? By so doing you are doing a work,
the extent ‘of which humanity can never
comprehend and eternity alone can reveal.
Then seck the means, however humble,
and your reward is sure.

THE BIRD AND THE WHEEL.

BARROW,

“ Do you hecar that dear little bird
satd Mrs, Midgitt. ¢ How deliciously it
sings? Did you ever hear such an cx-
quisitely sweet note? It scems to have|
o“l) that note; but ixa't 1t sweel! What
kind of a bird is it, dear I

“'The Lird, my dear,”

snswered Mid-
yrow s and the exquisite little note you so

much admire is its q(me.x‘u'.‘(;.
“ \Wh

SV, now I krow it'saw l!cumrmw

hate as I do a wheel squeaking I
Midgitt langhed d‘:naxvcly at Lis wif's | TIAvPINESS.—Tvery person is happy,
unreasonableness. And may be you laugh, | #0 matter what his circumstances, who
Jut do you know tlut ' is contented. "Happiness does not depenid
jthere are a good many Mrs, Midgitts i in, ; 50 much on the art of getting much-as the
tho Wtll?  And are you quite sure that "art of being contented with what we have.
you are free from that little trait of hu. !

THE FOOT OF A HORSE.

The human hand has often been taken ..
to illustrate Divine wisdom—and very
well.  But a horse’s foot is hardly less

+¢ I3 it possible ! Shc plays admirably, | curious in its way. Its parts aré some-
don’t you think so ' what less complicated, yet their design is

“ Yes—but that's not Miss Snooks, af- | simple and obvious. The hoof is not, as

“Wha is that playing the piano "
“That? Why, thatis Senator Snooks's
daughter I




