l" ADED FLOWERS,

It was on o pleasant day, not long
aince, that, luuking over an «: | Lox which
I had not acen in sotue tiwe, 1 discoverod
& cluster of faded flowers. I was about
cxamining them more closely, when
heard » ;o:1lc rap at the door.  On open-
ing it, whom should 1 mce but dear aunt
Patience.  Aunt Putience is & widow
lady, about sixty years of age. She lives
with & maiden daughter, in a little vine-
oovered cuttage a f:w millen from us, and,
though ske enjoys guod health, sle but
seldua visite us, on acoount of the dis
tance. Sho keeps ber cyes open, and by
this woane kas becowe quite 8 wise wo-
musn.  Thero is not one amoug her so-
quaintanees for whou she has not a kind
word; and ber pleasaut yot dignified face
always secwas to briug pesce with it. The
little chikiren leave theie sports and run
to weet her, ecying,  Auns Pationes is
ooming ;" and the quiod- Mowsekeepers
sl a satisfied amile, as they place the
rooking chair for her by the open window.
Always “ patient and loving,” we think
she is rightly named,

“I am glad you have eome,” mid I,
takiug her boanet and shawl, and putting

elnmly away. Aunt Patlence
; then, taking her kuitting, com-
-cneod ber work. .
“ Always at work, aunt,” said I,
“ Don't you know thas
¢ Sutan fnds some mischief still,
Por idle handsto do ?
Ab! you must never be idle, Alice, But
what have you there 7"

“'Tis a withered nosegay, aunt, Fannie
gaveit to me—and you know Fannie
is dead now,” maid I softly, asthe memory
of that dear friend came over me,

“ Yes, yes, Alice, I know it fall well.
She was a fuded flower on earth, but her
pure spirit bloows in Heaven.”

“ Yes, aunt, and when she gave them
to me she sid, ‘ Think of me often,
Alice’ T do very often, sunt. This
little bud she wore in her hair the last
eveniog I saw her,—1I begged' it to put
with other flowers that she had just given
me. They retain their fragrance, if not
their coler,” ssiid I, as I carcfully laid
them away.

“ Alics, dear, on tht never-to-be-for-
gotten day on which Fannie died, did not
the Angel of Death beg that sweet bud to
place with others whish he had that day
gathersd ? The jewe,—her soul—was

TIIE EDUCATIONAL!ST

them  has departed,—the faded Sowers
only remain.  The sweot frageance which
they even yet give is like the good decls,
kind words, and plessant swiles which
Fannie hersclf has given, whichk, though
past, are not forgotten.  That sweet bud
isa fit emblem of herwll, thus early
transplanted to the bright lund where is
no parting, and where the rightoous shine
forth as the sun in the kingdom of * their
Father.' "

“ Ab,” said I, “ you have found the true
secret of happiness. You bope to meet
Funnie in that better land,  Is it vot a0,
dear aunt 2"

“ Yos, Alice. * The Lord is my shep-
herd, I shull not want,' even in the hour
of death.” After a fow moments’ pause,
auut resumed :

“ Do you know of any other faded

flowera 7"
“1 think not, aunt.”

% There are very muny faded fowers,
Alioc,~more than is sowctines supposed.
How many flowers that onco grew in hu.
man gardens ave faded. They lie cold,
and alone,~—they sleep the drcamiess
sleep,—their bright eyes are closed, never
to be opened Licre,—their merry, lawghing
voioes, that once. sounded in joyous giee
through their happy homes, are hushed,
com- | and the littde dimpled hands lic folded
over bosoms that are never to know more
of pain or care. Iow many of these are
in the old church-yard,—how many fuded
in years gone by, and whose graves are
forgotten,—~how many lie in the deptha
of the ses,—how many whose last resting
places will never be known till the earth
and sea shall give up theirdead. Another
 fuded flower, Alioe, is the aged, respocted
mother, cared for and loved with the pure
affoctions of a child’s heart. Mother toil-
cd against poverty to give her children
an education and to clothe them, and shall
they refuse to provide for her wants, and
to increase her comfort by every means in
their power ? What if the infirmities of
age rest heavily upon her? They will
never leave her,—never turn her upou the
cold chsrities of the world alone. ¢ Honor
thy father and thy mother,—how often
in childhood have they heard it from her
venerable lips, and now they obey
command cheerfully, May youw, Alics,
ever remember to love aad cherish ¢his
faded flower.” .

Awat Patience ocontinued :—* The
wife, worn down with care and watchful.
ness, is another ‘fadod flower, Care hss
taken the rose-tint from her cheek and

takén away, and the casket oaly remained.
€0 with your flowers, &hoe.--tlu life of

theonce bright and besming expression-

from her eye.  The hilarity of youth is
gne,—the step is slow.  Hausbands need
not remind them of it.—it is enough that
itisso, We kaow, owrelies, that * we
dofude as alesf’ Let thew lesaen our
cares; let them tahe tore uf' the ropon.
sihility of the family upon themselves,
and they will not be so ready to qurceive
the inroads of decay; or, percciving, and
knowing the cause, will winely refrain
from the reminders in which some hus
bands arc inclined, either unwittiogly or
heartlesly, to iudulge. Muny a wifi toils
ou slons, as fur as the interest or care tak-
en by the Lusband is concerned, and them,
added to ail their trouble, is the taunt,
¢ How you have fuded.’ By-the-by, Alice,
I find that hushands arc very apt to wee
‘Ludod flowors’ in the peraons of their
weary wives on their return from an evea-
ing's pastime awid the young and gay.
Lsaw Mrs. 8., and Mres. H., List Sabbath,
at church. They wore a louk of eare,
and I thought, Alice, perhaps their hus-
bands had secn ¢ faded flowers’ on their
return from the last party.”

Aunt's conversation was suddenly bro~
ken off by a rap at the door, which proved
to be a call upou ber to visit the sick, and.
thus ended her deccriptions of ¢ fuded
flowers  Very sorry was 1 that we were
interrupted,—fur 1 was being educated,
and wished to learn more. Dear i,
did not know before thut thero wero such
flowers as aunt hus lust described,—~my
idea was that husbands and wives fuded

together. Avice,
Cmndugm, . Y, 1859
OOWERSATIO\AL POWERS

The late Willinm Haalitt, 2 man gified
with groat powers of obsoreation and ex-
pression, was of opinion that actors and
authors were not fitted, generally speak-
ing, to shine in conversation. * Authors
ought to b read and not heard ;" and as
to actors they could uot speak tragedieain
the drawing-room, and their wit was likely
to be comedy and furce at sccond-hand.—
Tho biography of men of letters, in a
great measure, confirms this opinion.—
Some of the greatest nammncs in English
and French literature, men who bave fitled

the | books with an eloquence and truth that

defy oblivion, were mere mutes before their
fellowanen, They had golden ingots,
which, in the privacy of home, they could
gonvert into coin bearing an impress that
would insure universal currency ; but they
oould wot, on the spur of the moment; -
produce the farthingscurrent in the mar-
ketplace. Destartes, the famous wmathe,



