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She stopped rending, and Mrs. Gleason said "Yeu sec, Stella,
it is said in Corinthians, that a women's hair is a glory to bier, and
1 think long, sinioth, luxuriant hair is a great feature of beauty in a
wvomen, but tixese girls %vho bang and Çrizz thecir hair will hardly be
able to overcome the dry, rougli and stubby material left themn in a
few years. ]3csides it sems a pity ta bide the forehecad, which is
shaped by thouglit.

.1-Ic, too, you sc St. Peter says: "«The ornament of a meek and
gentie spirit is of grecat price in the siglit of God. Cannet my
Stella get hierseif this pricclcss ornament, and adorn herself with it,
and makze lierseif bcautilul with it for tlîe party, and for time and
eternity ?"

Stclla's cyes wcre full of tears as she raised them and said,
humbly: Ill'il try niother. It is the- giit af God, and can-be had
for asking."

Shie dashed away the tears, and continued,-brightly: PU'i go ta
the party, and have a good time, too. Maud wvould nlot like.me to
stay away."

Thursday evening carne, and as Stella stood ready to go ta the
party, Mrs. Glcason thoughit she was a lovely girl, with bier bright,
intelligent cycs, lier hicathful complexion, and hcer smooth braids of
chestnut color, but shc w~as ta %vise ta speak hier whole thought,
and only said:

,-Indccd, Stell, your drc.,s Iook-s vcry stylish and pretty. The
lace and ribbon are becoming ta you, too. just keep on the orna-
ment, my dear, and ),ou %v'iIl do."

Stella smilcd and turnied away satisficd, as Mrs. Vcrnon's car-
niage came up for lier.

1Mrs. Gleason liad retired Mien Stella came home, but next
maorning she hecard a dctailed account of the games, the supper, the
dresses, tbe visiting uncle and aIl, and the storyr ended wvith, Il 1 arn
so glad 1 wvcnt, inother, for 1 liad a splendid time; cvcrything wvas
elegant, and althoughi most of the girls worc lovely dresses, they
were kind cnoughi ta say I look-ed wvell, too. And Maud's.uncle
asked me ta play and singI and bie Iiked my simple music very
much. Only think of that-after Boston PI,

M~rs. Gîcason lauglied, and Stella kissed lier and ran gaily off ta
school.

As Mrs. Glenson sat doi':î ta bier mending, about ten o'clock,
that morning, a carniage drove up and Mrs. Vernon and a strange
gentleman algtdand came up ta the bouse.

i\rs. Gica.son adinitted thcmn, anJ %vas introduccd ta Mr. Ver-
non rrom 13oston. Wbcn scated in the parler, after a little chat on
comînon places, 'Maud's party w~as mentioned, and Mr.. Vernon
said, Cagcrly: C

11 1 %as so deliglitcd with your daughter, «Mrs. Gîcason!1 Sbe wvas
dressed much mare becomingly for bier age than the others, and
lier pleasnnt ways and simple, unaffccted manncrs'-charmed. me. 1
have coi-ne ta bcg you, as a great favor, ta Iet bier go wvith Maud
and me ta Boszton. 1 have a daughtcr aicar hcer age, a gond, kind-
hcarted girl, but gctting too airy and tffected ta suit me. 1 wvant
lier ta assaciate for awhilc ivith ane 1 consider a model girl.

Mrs. V'ernon smiled at bier brothier-in-law's.- enthusiasm, and at
Mrs. Glcasoni's changes of expression, but she said nothing at once,
and lie continued:-

"She shaîl sec aIl that is wvorth seeing in and around the city,
and take vocal les.ions at the Coiiscrvitory-shie lbas a fine vaicee'

«*Yuare very h-ind," murmurcd Mrs. Gleason, in a confused
vway, '<bath in your praiscs af SteBia, and in your offer. She is a
good, Lhristian girl, and a great bielp ta me. 1 should miss lier
in ec'ery way, but 1 shail nlot Idt that hindcr bier from going, if bier
fitlier docs not object. 1 feel as if we ouglit ta acccpt." b

After a little more tall< the visitons lcit, and soan aftcrvard
Stella came homc.

Her motlicr told lier of tic visit and af the ofrer. Stella wvas
enchanted.

"To go ta Boston and study music 1 H-ou,' did lie hiappen ta
aller it ta, me?"

«lie likcd vour new ornairent, my dear," rephicd 1Nrs. Gleason.
And Stclla did noz fonge ta thank God.-Tke. Sianzdard.

FIRST AND LAST.

They laid lirin down wvith happy smilcs,
In bis tiny curtaincd bcd;

Tbey gcntly smntbecd the .pillow fair,
Whcerc rcposcd tlîe littlc licad,

And loving words from everyone
Gave grecting af joy ta the first-bonn son.

They ivatcbied anounci himi da), by d ay,
Till the little limbs grew strong;

.They taughit in simple childish ivords
Oi the wvays of rigbit and w rang;

And loving hcarts kept record sure
0f each baby action,.so sweet and pure.

They laid him dlown, witli faces grave,
In bis coffin, eolcý and .dnead 1

No loving lîand ta spread the paîl
O'er the strangely silent dead.

No word of hope-n spechless awve
They gazed at the face thcy should sec no mar.

Far, fan frorn home in foreign sbil,
He ivas bld from montaI eye;

No record of bis life on earth,
But 'tis written up on Iiigb-

The story of a drunkard's shame,
H-is wasted life and bis bîiglited famie.

-Se fecicd

BE TRUTHFUL.

"Hanry 1"' said littîe Annie ane day, after %vorking a long. time
over lier slate, " won't you tell me just iviat this means? 1 forgot
ivhat Miss Acton said about it."

IlI can't," replied Harny. Il I've got lots ta do ta get ready.for
my lessons to-morrov. 1 shall not bave a minute ta myself. ail the
rest of the day."

l'Ob, dear 1" sighed Annie, asshe bent lier little tined licaïd aven
the slatc again.

Just then E divard Ellis came rushing into the raom.
" Came on Rlarry," lie said, "wcv're aIl gaing off ta iMr. Jones'

woods for nuts. You've got time tago along, hiaven't you ?"
~AIl riglit!" cried Harry, springing up and flimiging bis books

aside. l'Il put off studying my lessons until this evening; and
ivithin five minutes lie was on bis wvay ta tbc woods.

Sbould you eall Harry a very truthful and generous little boy
that afterzîoon ?-Chriniian Iuntelligenc.

SOMEBODY'S BOY.

A gentlemanw~alking along tie îvbarves ai tbe city ai Buffala
came ta, an aged lady richly dressed, and lîaving tlie air af great
culture and refinement, who i'as bendi'ng over tlîe prostrate foriiî af
a young man wio, wvas insensible from tlîe effects of intoxication,
with bis clothes raggcd; and bis features bloatcd and disfigured.
The tears were streaming Pr the aId lady's cycs, and. the gentle-
man said to bier- " Is the young mami a rclativb ai yours? 1 sec
you are weening." Oh, no, sir," said the lady. Il e is no relative
ai mine, but ic is same niother's boy. He ivas s0 fan gone 1 could
not talk ta him. Ail 1 could do %vas ta pray for bim."

It wvas the same spirit wbo, prompted tbe wvriter who wvrote:
'No matter how wvayward
His footsteps have becrn,

No matter lîow dcep
He is sunken in sin,

No matter bowv low
Is bis standard af joy,

Tbough guilty and lontbsome
He is some mothcr's boy.

That liead lias bcen pilîowed
On tendcrest brcast,

That formi bas been wept o'cr,
Those îips bave been pressed;

That soul bias been pray cd for
In tanes soit and mild;

For lier sakze deal gently
Witlî somci mothcr's child.
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