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in the morning, meander among your foiit
articles, in short ovorything you touch
must be treated like a dose of medioine—
#to be well shaken bofore taken'—for their
bosiness end, which holds tho deadly sting,
ie ready to fly up with iuconcoivable rapld-
ity at an instant’s warning. The most
common variety hercabout are ‘rom two to
three inches long—tho yellowish-brown va-
rioty, which arc said to bo more poisoncus
evon than tho black ones.of Durangy, that
tho Governmeut has offsred a reward (so
much per (ail} for killing. Their atiog Is
gonorally fatal to & child, aud varies in the
soverity of its effcot in aduits according to
the state of thnsufferer'sblood, Soinehave
rocovored af'or vemaiuning for hours in con-
valsions, foaming st the mouth and with
stomach awelled anin dripsy. Others by
prompt ¢ eatment do nut suffer mnoh. The
favorile remedies are bofled eilk, guiacum,
ammonis sud brandy, taken in sufficlent
quantities to stupefy the patient. It is
said that sc orpiona have tho roor tesis to
prefer dark persons tv fair ones, and that
their ating 1s moat to be apprehended at
middsy, The Indiaps eat thein, after ex-
tracting the akin—as del’ghtful a morceau,
perhaps, as clame, crabs, feogs, saails, and
other dilicacles of civil zation; but your
scrihe begs to be excused from reandering
other hear say evidence.
Faxxie B, Warn,
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THE BOOK-SHELE.

BY REV, JAMES A R DICKSON, B. D,

Thero is in the home no aight we like
butter to look upon than the little row of
books on the short skelf in the aitting.room
or the kitchen, It fs olways a peculiarly
intereating aight. It iz excesdingly attrac.
tive, drawing us lize a wagnet, to learn
what it contaios. And when we stand be.
fore it, gazing reverently upon the volumes
gatherod sogether there, we are full of sol-
emn feeling, and our mind is moved with
far-reaching thoughts. These books, board-
leas or ill-bound, clad in old musty anuff-
brown tattered coats, looking out on us
through the dimmed eyes of old titles that
once gleamed with gold, saluting us with
uncovered heads and gracéful bow, few of
them standing upright; thess books oe.
speak tl.e character of the homs; ita spiri-
tual hungerings; ita serious or humorous
bent ; its intellectual preferences; its domi.
nant conoceptions of life, hece and hereafter,
They give us the key to the moral aflinities
of the dwellers in the home, and they dis.
cover to ua their moral sspirations, They
reveal the nature of the ianer life of those
who prize ttem and preserve them, The
fact that they a'e there, tells us that they
are read ; if they wers not, they would not
be honored with a place, nor kept with any
care, These books are among the moet po-
tent agencits in the home, shedding light
or gather'ng darknces, acoording to their
charaocter. For the children they are the
windows throngh which they look out upen
the great world that lies about them, which
they have not yet scon, nor made acquaint.
ance with ; they are the fountalns of waters
at which they alake their early intellectual
thirst; they are the gardcas of Sowers
bea ing some of th. sweet fragrance of the
world of beanty outaide t» their hungry
scoses 3 thoy are avenues of old anocestral
oaks, which cast a cool shade that they may
walk with dolight and refreshment; they
are new heavens, opeuing out to them
larger and moro glo-{ous prospects than
their oarrow lifc offirs.  No malvel, then,
that.they often turn aside to the book-shelf
0 Jook into the enchanted ground that lics
beyond the path i3 which they tresd ! No

matvel that the volumes are worn, and cov-
erless, and bound with quoer cords and
thongs! Thoy are household goda,  Pree-
ences that are venorated and valucd.
Poweis that panetrate thelr life with light
and gird thom with strength, and en-
noble their exiatence with high considera-
tions—*'thoughts that wanddr through oter-
nity.” Thoy have delighted and informed
the parcnts, and they abide still to charm
and mould the children, Thty are there
with their counsel and encouragement and
inspiration to carry on their work, And
who can tell what a bookmay do? Itis‘a
lifo," aa Milton called it, that breathes its
apirit into tho soule ot mer, It freely im.
yarts itaelf to every comer capable of recciv-
ing. It withholds from none save those
who willingly refuse the benefit it s able to
bestow, Were the history of one book
written, how full of atory and advonture it
weuld be! how it would thrill with war-
passages where it bad to fight ita way, snd
in which it ga’n d the day in a noble con.
quost 1 how it wouid amaze us by its strange
encountors and its mighty enchantments!
how it would revzal to us the welrd and
woeful condit'on of the miads it dealt w.:a
how it would charm: us with its willing and
patient servico to svery man, irrespeotive of
oreed or color, knowledge or ignorance,
wealth or proverty. As William Cowper
aings,
“Books are not seldom tall:maus and aprile.”

A very fine story is told to the effect that
while yet & boy Abraham Lincoln read all
the books In his father's houre, which wero
not many; and he also borrowed of the
neighbors every book he could hear of in the
sittlement within a wide circuit, If by
chance he heard of & book ho had not read
he would go miles to get it. Among other
books he borrowed of a man named Craw-
ford, was ‘“‘Weem's Lifo of Washington,”
Read'ng it with the greatest eagerness, he
took it to bed with him in the loft of the
cabin, and read on till his nubbin of tallow
candle was burned out; then be placed the
book betwen tho logs of the cabin that it
might be at hand as soon as it wan”light
enoogh In the morning to emable him to
read, But doring the night a violent rain
came on and he awoke to find his book wet
through and through. Drying it as well as
he could ke went to Crawford and told him
of the mishap, and as he Lad no money to
pay for it he offered to work out the value
of the injured volame. Crawford fixed the
price at threo days’ work, and the future
President of the United States pulled corn
for thrre days and thus b came owner of the
fascioating book. Ho thought the labor
well investecd, Heread over and over agsin
the graphio and enthusisatic sketch of
Washington's career, and no boy over
turned over the pages of Cacper's *Lrather
Stocking Tales” with moro intentc delight
than Lincoln read of tho exploits and ad-

ventures and virtues of this American hero.

Following his plow in ULreaking in the
prairie ho pondered over the atory of
Washington and longed to imitate him.
How he realized his longing tho wholo
world knows. The impulso wh'ch a good
book gives is a mighty formative forco. It
determ'nes many thingein the life, It fixes
the cholcn of all that may enter into it, snd
tho rejection of all that isto be excluded
from it. It gives it not unfrequeatly a
grand unity of purpose. Or, atlosat, it
lays a founda'iuvn on which a superstructare
muay be crected, Dr. Benjamin Franklin
tells us in his brief but Intensely interesting
and instructive autoblography, how he
loved books and profited by them. Hs
sys: “From my earliest years I had been

paasionately fond of reading, and I 1sid out

in books all tho little money I could pro-
cure, I wan partionlarly ploased with ao-
counta of voyages, My firstacquiaition waa
Bunyan's collootion, in small soparato vol.
umes, Theao I afterwards sold in order to
buy an hirtorlcal colleotion by R, Burson,
which consisted of amall cheap volumes,
amounting in all to forty or filty, My
fathet’s littlo library was principally made
up of books of practical and polomicai the.
ology. Ireadtho greatest part of thom,
I have sinco often regrotted, that at a timo
when 1 had s0 great a thirst for knowledge,
more eligiblo books had not fallen into my
handa, as it wes then a polnt decldad, thet
Ishould not be educated for tha Church,
Thore was also among my father's books,
Plutarch’s Lives, in which I reaa continn.
ally, and X atil] vegard as advantageoumly
employed the time I devotrd to them. I
found, besidos, a work of Dafoe's, entitled
‘An Escay on Projectr,’ from which, per-
baps, I derived impressions that have since
influenced some of the principal events of
wy life.” That is a clear and pleasiog tes-
timony to the value of the book-shelf in the
home, Lot a desire of reading avise cr bo
awakened and how it grows, Dr. Samu
Johnson informs us in his “Lives of the
Pocty,” that Shenstono learncd to read of
an old dame,whom his poem ot **Tho School.
mistzess,” has deliverod to poaterity ; and
soon received such delight from books that
he weas always calling for fresh entoriain.
ment, and oxpected that when any of his
family went to market, & new book should
be brought to bim, which, when it came,
was in fondnoss carried to his bed and laid
by him, George Eliot, or rather Mary
Arn Evaps, whoto “Works,” and whose
“Lifo in her Letters” are before the world
now for judgment, favorable or adverso,
was from her early days a voracious reader,
Tho first book she read was published in
1822, entitled “The Linnet's Lifo,” which
sho kept oll her days. It bears thisin.
soription, “This little book s the firat pre-
sent I ever 1emember having recoived from
my fither, Let ary one who thinks of me
with some tenderness after I am dead tako
caro of this book for my sake. It made me
vory happy when I held it in my little
hands, and read it over and over again, and
thought the pictures beautiful, especially
the oae where the linnet 1s feeding her
young,” “Esop's Fables” was a book
which opened new worlds to hor imagina.
tion. It totally absoibed her and gave her
passionato delight. She had to laugh till
tho tears ron down her taco in recalling her
infantine epjoyment of tho humorin the
fable of Mercury and the Statuo Seller.
“Tho Pilgrim’s Progress,” alse, und “Ras-
solas” had a large ahave of her sffictions,
Having sc fow books at this time, sho read
theso again and again till she knew thim by
heart.  What a pity it was that sho came
uader the malign inflaence of a bad book,
“Bennet's L - uiry Concerning the Origin
of Christfcnity,” which unsettled her faith,
and thrust her from the ground of the true
Evangelical, upon thst of the doubter, if
not firm disbellover of the Christian Rovelu-
tion, theroby chavging tho wholo current of
her thoughts and tho character of her life.
How cverlastingly savoury wonld ber books
havo been, had the awect picty of her carly
days been prezorved? Locking in alargo
measuro this salt, they aro liko beantiful
flowers that are doad, whoso fragranco s
corrupt s the breath of death,cepecially the
Inter ones, cr own lifo can bo felt in
them and read through them, The two
books, “The Plain Man’s Pathway to
Heaven,” and “Tho Practiso of Pisty,”
which Jokn Bonyan's wifo brought with
her to his lowly homo, and which herfather

had left hor when ho died, were not a bad
dowoer. ‘Thoy had much to do with hisaftor
lifo. They gave his wife a toxt from which
to preach muny a ssrmon on hor father's ox
oolloncios of character, his cecrecting of
vices In his nofghbors, and his strlot and
holy lifo, which had some good effeots,

Wo aronot ablo to estimate tho powor
for good or ovil of tho littlo row of volumes
on tho book-sholf. They lead out the
thoughts, and cducate the mind ss thoy
will, by forminga teste in kooping with
thelr own character,  Sir Alexander Ball
Informed Coleridgo that ho was drawn to
tho navy, in childhood, by tho pletures
which ¢Tho Ancisnt Marinor” 1eft on his
mind, Dr Adam Clarko tolls us that ho
learned more of his duty to God, his noigh-
bor and himeodf from “Robineon Crusoe,”
than from all tho booka, excopt tho Bible,
that wern known to him in his youth, And
theso recolleotionsnever forsoak him,and this
story of Defoe's was put futo tho hauda of hiy
childron as soon as thoy wore able to road.
Ah! a fist book has somo of tho aweetness
of a firat love ! 1Its glory fills the soul, and
it never om Ircly fades from it. This
thought may lead us to serious reflection.
Books becomo companions, and thoy de-
mapnd an over growing fellowship in sym.
pathy with themselves, Idward Gibbon,
tho historian, who spoaks of his carly and
Invincible love o! reading, which he would
not exchango for tho treasures of lndis, alzo
says: “Frommy carly youth I aspired to
the character of an historian,”

How careful tho parenta should bo of al
that finds a place on the book-shelf | Theso
presences abide, and act constantly, They
should thereforo bo chosen books, pure in
thought, beautiful in stylo, rich in imagina-
tion, such asmay enoble the purpnne and
the life. A bad book on the shelf, o - that
ridicules religlen, or spoaks slightivgly of
holy thingy, or contemptuously of moral
distinctions or the duties of life, is moro
dangerous intho home than any loathsomo
deadly disezse, The silent volumo deal®
with tho thoughts, becomes food for
thought, gives riso to purposes and shapcs
tho lifo. It should thoreforo be o good
book. Tho story of a guod man’s lifo, or of
a noble poopls, or of a glorious cnterprise.
Something that will cxcite and call forth
the best in tho naturo of the child or youth.
Whatever the book bo, lot it be gcod. Tho
very choicest books are attainable every-
whero to-day, for a fow ccnts, o that thoio
is no excuse for a lack of intellectual food
in tho home. Jndeced, it is doubtful whe-
ther the love of reading grows with the ra-
pidly increasing mcans of sat'sfying it Wo
somotimes foar that tho rising generation is
turniog away from tho culture +f the mind,
unless it is demanded for profcssional du.
ties, \We desiro a book-loving people, that
is, an intelligent peoplo; and conscquontly
wo would urgo parcnts to preserve and prizo
tho timo-honored book-shelf, for it, liko the
salntly Leigkton, proaches for eternity,

A RECERT VISIT TO THE HO#E OF
MY YOOTH.

BY JOIUN FRASER, MONTREAL
No. 11,

““Thero 19 8 land, & spot of earth supremely Lilent!
Thatland oar country, andthat 8pot our hime.”

Sacrod and dear momories will over chis.
tur and oling around tho homo of cur youth.
That homo may have been humble, butit is
ever dear to the wanderor. It may have
bocn an English cottago, an obscuro corner
in somo Highland glen, o loncly cabia in
Erin’s Green Iale, or some bright Now Eng-
la=d farm house. Tho words “Homo, swcet
home,” striko a chord and find aresponso,

porhaps & ellent ove, in tho hardest heart,




