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Towards morning Millie had a dream. She 
thought she was in an ordinary looking room very 
much like the study down stairs, and on the table 
by which she sat there was suddenly placed before 
her a beautiful book. It was bound in white and 
gold, its leaves loo were of the purest white, and 
at the top of each, like the heading of a chap­
ter, there w. re the words, "Glory to God." It 
was a very large book, and so heavy that she 
could not turn over more than one leaf at a time.

Oh no ; but I wonder what they are. They have you made of it ? Very soon the New 
have a meaning sometimes, I think. I wish I Year will be b fore you, like a new book full 
knew ! of white havs, which you must fil; for you

L-think we usually dream about what has been cannot leave the inu"l"“hed. What will you 
most inn our mind during the previous day, and write? Shall it be full of the straggling, lines 
LE . , .... of self-will, and the blet mid smears of lirebefore we go to sleep. But why do you ask. Mil. ,: . : 1 ,4 ,1
In. temper, pride, find ignorance :—or shall 

there be inscribed On each Inge earnest d
Because I had such a strange dream last night," sires to fulfil its heading. "Glory to God P— 

said Millie ; and then she related it. I and more still patient ,„.i. av ors to fo low, in
I cannot say whether this dream has a meaning humble deper d nce on 3. or Master’s guid „C 

or not,’ said Aunt Barbara, after listening atten- the rul-s of his most blessed late: ? Oh make 
lively ; but 1 think we may make out a meaning up your mind ! 3 hit k of his great love,—ask

sofa, wo suddenly see fl e inscription frightfully 
legible,* Stolen from poor widows." And as we 
rise in trepidation and move toward the buhl 
cabinet, the legend flashes out all over it, 
"Stolen from starving orphans." The moment 
that is seen the proverb is vindicated. The 
liulil remains, but contempt stays with it. 
Di-hone-ty has bought money at the cost cf 
• very thing that makes money valuable. The 
prosperous.gent, man at whom we all look'd

Torfry.
TIME now SWIFT.

While with ceaseless course the sun 
Hasted through the former year. 

Many souls their race have run. 
Never more to meet us here;

Fix'd in eternal state,
They have done with all below; 

We a little longer wait.
But how little —none can know.

As the winged arrows flies.
Speedily the mark to find;

As the lightning from the skies
Darts, and leaves no trace behind;

Swifdy thus our fleeting days
Bear us down life's rapid stream; 

Upwards, Lord, our spivits raise,
All below is but a dream.

Thanks for mercy past receive, 
Pardon of our sins renew;

Teach us, henceforth how to live, 
With eternity in view ;

Bless thy word to young and old, 
Fill us with a Saviour’s love:

And when life's short tale is told;
May we dwell with Thee above.

when we heard il at honesty is the best policy 
is recognized and branded as a thief. Was 
not the preacher right : Is not the dishonesty 
bad policy ? The great national benefit of the

Something told her the book was hers and she 
must fill up every page ; so full of glee she began 
to write. for it. Suppose we call your beautiful book the bit to show i to you, and you will not feel

new year, with all its pages white and pare, for your life too much to give up to Lih. And dese "I the Its is N 
but to her great trouble before she had done half you to write on, in spite of yourself. And what br gin tos*,xe him now, now, while your

shall we call the writing, and the blots and smears, hauts are warm with young hopes at 4 affec
Millie ? To 5, and ill work lok- so fall of flow ers,
T . -„ I you cannot notice its weeds,— begin now ; forI know, aunt, said Millie, sorrowfully. The
book was last year, and all the bid writing and 
blots mean when I got cross, and tired of sehool.

Yorkis moral. Events! It was a great variety of things she wrote about.
there have destroyed the pre stige of smartass
and have shown practically that mere money 
is not enough even for success, and that pros- 
perous swindling is not good policy —[lar- 
per’s for D cember

a page she mile a great blot, and in trying to 
|remove it sme tred the paper and her fingers, and 

left a great grey mark on the beautiful white 
cover. The i es too were very uneven, and by 
the time she had written three or four pages she 
felt inclined to stop, but she knew she must go on, 
and so began to try again, but there was no im-

bel e.e me. tin ugh lu piness may e me to 
those who brgin to serve God later in life, 
the re is a special blessing for those who re- 
member him in their y uth. Do not rifu- 
him your best days. Il you f el us qual to 
the work b tore you, take courage ! —that is a 
hops ful sign. Ask for the pro mi-ed help of 
the Iloly Spirit Chri-ts strength is made 
perfect in weakness. Only lean on Hin, and 
trust Him entirely and Ile will be your guide, 
—not only in 3 outh, but even onto death

Honesty the best Policy.

Beecher on Lying.

Henry Ward Beecher, in a late amusing 
article discusses the questions whether men 
cati remember what never happened He 
shows that such a stretch of memory is possi- 
ble by one or two instances. We extract a 
part of the article:

- Some eighteen or nineteen months ago, 
soon after coming to Brooklyn, I heard the 
following story told of the now venerable Dr.

and selfish. It is just what I was thinking of last 
night. 1 seem always to be trying, and never 
succeeding.

What made you wish to try, Mildred?
I was thinking about God, and his loving us so. 

and sending his Son to die for us, and I began to

provement. The writing was straggling, the
lines more
had made 1

uneven ; and when she thought she 
one page look better than the last, down

would come a great blot and spoil all. Then, at
last, she was discouraged and began to write at | try to please him ; but I only got worse and worse, 
random. "She had to write,” she thought, “and till I asked him to help me, and then I did not do 
she might as swell be careless, fur with all her much better," she added, half afraid it was wrong

Vcare she spoilt the book." And so the next pages 
were very bad indeed.

By the time she had come to the middle of the 
book she was much disheartened and began to 
shed b tter tears : but this was of no use, she must 
write, and yet she only wrote so as to spoil the

to say so.
That was when you first allowed your hand to Samnel Cox, the father of many brilliant say.

Where money is the universal oljeet, the ings, and as We!| as Bishop Coxe of Western 
Nw York. The story ran thus: On a Sut-The Lover’s Serenade.

Dy dawns agin in roseate hue. 
And yet thy slumbers have not flown :—

The rose awakes, then wake thou too,
And shame its freshness by thine own.

Then from thy pillow, dearest.
From thy pillow of down arise,

For the strain that now thou hearest
Is a lover's song and a lover’s sighs.

All nature now calls onto thee,
You sun that gilds the sky above,

Yon bird that sings its melody. 
My heart that tells thee of its love.

Then from thy pillow, dearest. 
From thy pillow of down arise,

For the strain that now thou hearest
Is a lover’s song and a lover’s sighs.

An angel in a woman’s form,
Worshipped no less than loved thou art,

Mine eyes adore thy beauty’s charm, 
My soul adores thy noble heart.

Then from thy pillow, dearest,
From thy pillow of down arise, 

For the strain that now thou hearest
Is a lover’s song and a lover’s sighs.

be guided ; and the blots and smears afterwards 
were when you took it away, and thought you 
should do better by yourself,—ch, Millie ?—

Ah ! you see we are very weak, and can do

possessor of money will be practically honored 
The honor will undoubt dly be affected i 
some degree by the method of obtain ing the 
money. If it is a pira e- method or a high 
wyman’s, if we know that throsts have beer

day morning in August.Dr Cox iising to the 
sermon, »ithout warning or prefix, be gan, “It 
is d—d hot !‘ Looking around iso a calni and 
pious way, he wiped his for lead and again 
-aid "It is d—4 hot2" Waiting until he 
proceeded. ‘I here words my brethren, 1 heard 
from the lips of a Irolane young man as I en-

book —what was she to do ? Then gently and
very loving a Voice from some one she could not nothing by ourselves. 1 he last part of the book cut and bludgeons Use d to obtain it, or if we se 
son, said, "Here is a copy," and then she saw a was better, where you trusted less to yourself, the thief actually rifling his neighbor * pork-1 

was it not ? We shall hardly invite him to dinner, nt J that 
money will not b come r spectable m.til th

a book on the table before her far more beautiful
It red the doors of the chueh ” Thereupon 
the story goes, he procred d to give an edify- 
ing di-course on the sin and folly of profane 
-wear ng C

When J first heard it, I recognized the sto­
ry. It was an old acquaintance. It had been 
doing sers ce in England. It was told ol Rev 
Rowlar d Hill, only in this case the topic was 
not the weather, but the theatre, on which

Yes, aunt. 1 .
A ., ,, , . next generation But if the process is more. And the beautiful Look given you to copy must art ally co ceal a ; if the mon is not labeled 

mean the life of Christ, who „ our master, and off n ively, 1„, is quietly converted into Anti: 
who has given us an example that we should fol- damask ad (lon:j agi e ; if we do not/n and 
low in his steps, on the bull and or molu tables and calim Is Ri

But how was it my best writing was so unlike iscription stating that this b-auti’ul work ol 
; the golden writing ? The letters were shaped a art was taken out of the threat of a Spanish, 
little like it,—but so little ! trader opened for that purpose, or upon the has

My darling, said Mrs. Warburton, we cannot laid ebony lounge that it was extracted from
reach perfection on earth, we can only strive at- the peket of a id culous old widow who had stock stories, like coutir*, live to charge 
ter it. Would you give up learning to draw, be- nothing else it 1,1 thing of this gross kind ad ‘ 11 ' • •
cause you cannot do it as well a, your master?— prars, our well bred curiosity is not imperti 
or learning French, because you cannot "peak as sink mi f and quaff the

well as Monsieur? In the same way you must It is intti. way that honesty binsce need to
not be discouraged in trying to .In right. You can- com mat a that respect to w Lich it is prover- 
not reach perfection on earth; but you must strive bially entitled, lud-ed to look at many a 
after it, and do your very best, with God's help, city congregaticn, recognizing many of the 
to set forth his glory on every page, —that is, on pt sons, and k 0* ing the ir careers, and hear

the let- every day of your life. Do you understand it ing the precepts • I integrity and self denial of
tors were more difficult to form ; so she tried to now, Mildred?
withdraw her ; and because it was held tight by 
her unseen Friend, she began to fret under it, and 
so the writing grew straggling and uneven again ;
and, at last, snatching her hand away down fell

than her own. Its cover was rich and heavy with 
ivory and gems, and inside all the writing was in 
letters of pure gold — so beautiful and yet so sim­
ple that there sprang up in Millie's mind a great 
ambition to copy it, so she begin. But what with 
trying very intently. And her hand suddenly feel- 
ing very weak, she could not get on at all ; and 
when the same Voice said to her kindly, "Shall I 
guide your hand?" she answered very willingly, 
"Oh, yes, please;" and it was wonderful what a 
change there soon was. At first the letters were 
shaky, but still very much better and straighter, 
and she found that the more she trusted to her

ihe young man's profanity % as expended. B it

(/ horses. Before I knew it the saddle WES 
-hited to my back, nor have 1 ever be n aid »
to shake it off I have deried it twice ia + 
priait, many times by letter, and a hundred 
times in conversation, all in vain 1he sad­
dle sticks, and every month we find a new 
fool rising it.

glide, and the less she depended on 
better she wrote ; and so two or three

herself, the 
pages went

on very fairly.
But after awhile she began to tire of going so 

slowly, and copying from the beautiful book seem-
Deny ing one of th-se stori s is like fighting 

Canada thistles if you cut them up, ten 
more will spri a from rach root, and if you 
let them alone, a million will spring from the 
seed. 1 The only way tu exteim nate the Can 
ada thistle is to pl nt it for a crop and propos- 
I mak- money out of it Then worms will 
gnaw it, bugs will bite it, beetles will bore it, 
aphid s will suck it, birds will peek it, heat 
will scon h it.rains will drown it, mildew and 
blight wi1 I ide it. All nature helps weeds 
and runs down crops. We are afraid to deny 
if It would start off walking like We-tor, 
A new bth of I iters would come meaning 
and inquiring at our dour. Fie ii vigor would 
be given to its withered limbs, and like the 
wandering Jew, it would g., tramping up and 
down creasi n till the last day. No, for sale-

ill more tedious than it had at first, and
personal I Oil: ess and u of martyrdom if
need be which are < I quest y urge d upon themEnteresting Cale.

MILLIE’S DREAM.

A STORY OF NEW YEAR’S EVE.

It was New Year's eve, and the bells from all 
the churches were ringing merrily. Mildred Sey­
mour, a little girl of twelve years of age, was ly- 
ing snug and warm in bed in a comfortable room 
of a good old-fashioned house in one of the best

Yes, Aunt.
But give up your hand more entirely to be 

guided, Millie ; for be assured it is only when we 
trust to Goi's loving guidance, and work in de­
pendence upon him, that we can truly glorify 
him. . who flings Lis dinner plate upon the floor at

And -o Millie's dream became a lesson to a public hotel to ex less Lis dissatisfaction 
her, to be pondered over and acted upon. Io with the bas quet, evidently forfeits no social 
weakness often, but in ever growing depend cons deration, profanity and ill behavior will 
ence upon Christ, slie strove to follow him. — not seem to be things to be strenuou ly avoid- 
Her papa and mamma and little brother came cd. If a sharper who gambles in stocks «nd 
home, achoot went on, and Christmas- c me cheatshis i eigt hors aitily is laughedsl pleas 
again. This time the holidays were spent autly as an € crenti ically queer fellow, an im- 
at home at Rie Innend ; but aunt Ba bara m rise impulse is given tu the resolution to be 
claimed Millie al ne for New Year’s Day, eccentrically queer in the same way. It a 
and there was and her fireside talk. politician with the conse ence of a fox and the

Well, Mildred, and how about y nr book ? honor of an adder bellows his devotion to the 
Oh auntie, it is not seat yet. There are dear people and vociferously appeals to the

over 80 many blots, and the lines are uneven moral sen iments, while his career insults
Mill; but 1 have tried aunt, and tailing sotf- them all, is thought fir-t of a|| a cnfounc | a member what never happened. It wilDe 
ten has taught me one thing- :smart fe low who may not be too nice upon 1s- enihat he can

home points, but who always falls upon his Sitting at a friend’s table one evening, I was
i I o an incident that befel me, this

affairs lulling into their hands will inevitably | wise.
suffer. 1 A young man from Buffalo called to see

me today. He said that he had heard R young 
lady in a large company relating the story of 
my beginning a sermon with the phrase, “It is 
d—1 hot." He at once contradicted it. She 
affirmed it positively. He replied, uI have 
lately read a publish .I denial of the story 
from Mr. Beecher himself." She answered 
Why 1 was present at his church and heard it 
with my own ears." Ol course be could not 
say what he thought but replied, "I asm going 
1 • New York, and will myself call and 
Mr Beecher."

in. vitally sugge st the allusion of Carly le, to 
the hyporri-y which is so confounded, when it 
is su peeted of being hy pocritical. Men mea- 
sure conduct by the real esteem in which it is 
held. It a foul mouthed profane 1 hersit s.a worse blow than ever and the page was spoilt!| 

She went on again by herself till—only writing 
worse and worse —she grew humble enough to ask* 
to be guided again, and in due time the book was 
filished, and she turned over the leaves to review 
her work.

The first part of the book was almost too dread-

S

ful to look at, and she hurried on to theparts of London. She was lying awake listening ,ui *v 1008 av, azo sue lurried on to the page 
to the bells, and thinking thoughts which made 1 where she let her hand be guided. There was an 
her lace very grave, and even now and then improvement here ; but still there was many a 
caused tears to fall from her eyes on the soft pil-i blot and uneven line, which she had made when 
low where her curly head was lying. Mildred's in her unwilfulness she had striven to write by 
papa and mamma were in India, and she was herself. The last few pages were better ; but oh 
spending her Christmas holidays at school, but so different from the copy ! Poor Mildred fell 
this did not make her cry. She had been with very disheartened. The sweet Voice had just 
kind Mrs. Lawrence ever since she had come home said, “Shall the next be better ?" when she woke, 
from India seven years ago; and though there and was musing over her dream, when Phebe, the 
were times when she longed very much to see housemaid, came to call her.

ty 8 sake, we do n I propose to deny it any 
more ! It would be the ru u of innocent soul-, 
as this narrative which I now shall gite will 
prove

And the narration of the incid nt brings
me back to the question whether she can re-aunt, and tailing 

me ore thing.
And what is that 2 (some points, but who always falls upon his 1 Sitting
That I can do nothing by myself, and that feet such politicians will abound, and public tiling- 

the work is all God’s from beginning to end, affair. Calliwn iistn fl...,* 1...1. - 211 : -.- -:. - 1 1 - I 
I could bo be saved because of my life, it is

mmber what never

her dear parents and little brother, she was very, I There were kind new year’s greetings for Mil-
very happy at school ; and the very last mail had lie when she entered the breakfast room. And oh, so fu Iof sins; and then it makes Cm1st much All these figures are well known to us in this 

more Gear to me, added Millie, in a low country : and when the eirquent preacher ex- 
voice, . . . . , I claims, “Beyond peradventure brethren. Bon-|

Aunt B arbara drew the thoughful face to- ..ty is the best policy,” weall turn and look 
wards her kissed it. You me not sorry at the richest man in the congregation, whose 
that you brgan to serve God as you told me invitations we do not dare to refuse, who leads 
last year? she asked uchained to his triumphalel. . . . . . as the Ro

no, aunt, sai I the little gil eagerly. 1 man gelarals led Daci in linge, and whose 
only wish I had begun sooner, money was all stolen, not earned. And near

And this is what Mildred feels now. She him sits another whom we should not care to' 
has been grown up a long time, and has hap- invite to our houses, but for uh m we vote, 
py children round h-r; but her curly hair is upon some theory that a political intriguer and 
hidden under a widow’s cap, and there are hrib r will make good laws. And in the next 
traces ol much care and sorrow on her face; pew beholl the unjust judge, whiose health we 
but she has never r panted of her chldhod *, publely drink in his ow a wine « bee be send- 
choice— far from it. It makes her very thank il to us at table. We see them, we nelitate 
ful when she thinks Lox lovingly God has 
helped and guided her all these years, through 
much joy as well as much sorrow and perplex 
ity ; and if there is one thought from the holy 
book which she loves to dwell upon more than 
another, when she thinks of her fatherless 
children, and all there may be in store for 
her and them of temptation, sorrow and difli 
cul y it is this.—

This God is our God for ever and ev r; he 
will be our guide even unto death.

brought her joyful news, that in the spring they 
would most likely come to England, and further 
than that she did not care to look. She was not 
crying with the cold for she was very warm and 
cosy. Nor was she so grave because she was poor, 
for she knew very well there would be plenty of 
of presents for her to-worrow, as there had been 
on every New Year’s Day ever since she could 
remember. What then made her cry ?

It was this. The Holy Spirit of God had for 
same time been whispering gently into Mildred’s 

• young heart sweet thoughts of God’s great love 
towards her, and she had been trying in her im­
perfect way to show she was grateful for that love 
by being more patient and kind and good in every 

• way; and it was the thought of her frequent 
failures that made her cry. Looking back on her 
efforts and the numberless times in which sho had 
broken her good resolutions, her heart failed her,

such nice presents I They banished fur the time 
all sad thoughts from her mind ; and she was so 
occupied with admiring them, that Mrs. Lawrence 
had to remind her it was nearly ten, and she must 
be at her Aunt Barbaras by eleven, before she 
could resolutely put them away, and run upstairs 
to dress for her walk to Mrs. Werburton’s.

Aunt Barbara was Major Seymour’s eldest sis- 
ter. She was a widow, and bad no children ; but 
she was so warm-hearted, and made so much plea­
sure fur all her nephews and nieces, that a visit to 
her was a great treat. There were no cousins to- 
day to play with Millie ; but Aunt Barbara look 
her for a walk, to distribute some warm things to 
some poor children ; and then there was dinner, 
and afterwards— best of all, when the curtains 
were drawn, and the lamp not yet lighted-there 
was a cozy talk with dear Aunt Barbara as they 
sat by the fireside, Mildred on a stool by her aunt’s 
feet with one little hand held tightly in her aunt’s, 
which the little niece stroke.! affectionately from 
time to lime. And then Millie said, abrubtly.

Aunt Barbara, do you believe in dreams?
The tone was so earnest, that Mrs. Warburton 

said quickly, “What do you mean, my dear ? Has

The ease seemed so flagrant, that I said to 
Lin; "Wh n you go back I wish you would 
take occasion, before witnesses, to say to this 
lady, from me, that she li-s, and she knows 
that she lies, and she knows u at I know that 
she lies.”

This was very in proper language. But I 
was angry, and. besides, had been reading tbs 
Tribune.°

their careers, we consid r their prosperity, 
and we gaze at the good preacher who re peats, 
"Once more, dear brethren, lay it to heart.

é
honesty is the best policy." Might he not as 
profile ly murmur "Mesopotamia

and she began to feel she should never do better 
“She was always trying arid never succeeding— 
was it any good ?” she thought. "Oh ! if she 
could but be good all the new year how nice it 
would be !” And with this thought drowsiness 
overcame her sorrowful musings, and before the 
clo ks struck twelve, she wast fast asleep.

But when circumstances, as lately in Nw 
York, sudd nly scatter the glamour of prosper- 
ty and re veal the naked di-hone-ty, then the 
old truth which is’ lodged in the very substance 
of things appears, tliNl h nesty is the best po- 
licy, and that indeed, that there is no other. 
The time comes when, as we scat ourselves in

,1 ISTOL. SHOT.—W cund. in the heart gener. 
ally result in almost immediate death ; but 
they are not of necesity or invariably fatal. 
There are many well authenticated e., Of 
men and animals Lying aku a wound in the 

the dazzling drawing room, upou the luxurious heart. •
Dear young friends you have reached theIanjone been telling you any foolish dreams ?" close of another yoar,— what sort of a year
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