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near hiin. Site still wvent abouat her simple dlities, 1zave
p.atienat heed te ber gentle charities, andi viii'<I. l¼ery
afternoon found lier with ber Bible seated before the
west window.

'lLift back tbe curtain, cbild," sbe %vould say te me,
forgetting my twe and twenty years, and then wlîile sbe
rcad aloud, softly, fervently, 1 crept to the table and
busied myself among nîy books until the shîadows camie
between ber oîd eyes aaîd the page, tlien would I liglît
our lamp and draw bier to ber place before tbe fare,
striving by merry talk to drawv her thouglbts from the
vacant place tlie othier side tbe beartlî.

One day as she sat thus at ber reading, 1 beard ber
sigla, and sawv her lay the open book page up, upon ber
knee. Next she removed ber spectacles, wviped tbe
glasses witb the corner of ber apron, and laid tbem upen
the openi page, repeating softly ail tbe wbile the wvords
site bad last rend-

«« 1 The patb of the just is as a shinling Iigbt, that
sbinetb more anud more unto the perfect day.'"I

The sun dropiped bebind tbe Western luilîs, and aftcr
awhile 1 got up and wvent to ber.

A snîile still wreatlîed the faded lips, as if somnewvere
the watng spirit llad encountered tbat other waiting
one, and both gone srnalling inte pence.

1)own on tbe open page 1 saw wbere tbe gilded rim
of ber spectacles marked tbe text:

"The patb of the just is as a sbanning light," and
reading on 1 knew that Grandmother Gray had passed
"unto tbe perfect ".

THlE HOME CIR CLE.
TrWO KINDS 0F PEOPLE.

Trhe two kinils of people on carth 1Iee
Are tlae people who lit tad thla people who lean.

WVhorever you go yeti waiI fiuud the world's masses
Aro aîways davaded an just theso two claaacs.

And, oddly enough, yon will Bond, too, I wecn,
''iaere us oaîhy oaaé iter te twena.y who lean.

In wlaich claie are you? Are you eising the lbac
0f overtaxed liftera wvho toal clown tlae road ?

Or are you a leaner, who Iets others bear
Vour portion of labor aand worry and care ?

A PARABLE.

It is a cold winter forenoon, with the snov upon
cvcrytbing out-of-doors. The mother bas gone out for
the day, and the cbildrcn arc arnusing tbemselves in the
nursery,-pretending te make sucb tbings men mnake.
But there is onc amnng tbem wbo joins in tbeir amuse-
ment only by fits and starts. He is pale and restless,
yet inactive. His miother is away. Truc, be is not well.
But be is net very unwell ; and if she were at home he
wvouId take his share in cverytlîing tbat was going on,
witb as mucb enjoyment ab any of thern. But as it is,
bis fretfulness and pettisbncss make ne allowance for
the wilfulness of bis brothers and sisters ; and se tbe
confusions tbey make in the room carry confusion inte
bis beart and brain, titi at length a brigbter noon
entices the others out into the snow.

Glad te be left alone, be seats lainiself by the t'are and
tries ta read. But the book, be was s0 delighted wih
yesterday is dulI to-day. lie looks up nt tbe clock and
sagbs, and wisbcs bis mother wouild corne borne. Again
be betakes bimself te lus book, and the stery transports
bis imagination te the great icebergs on the polar sea.
But the sunlight bas left thern, and the>' nu longer gleam
and glitter and sparkle, as if spangled witb aIl thejcwels
ot the Lcot tropics, but shine cold and tbreatening as
thcy tower over the ice-bound sbip. lie lays down the
tale, and takes up a pocm. Buc it, tee, is frozen. The
rhîythm will flot flow. And the sad feeling arises in bis
lieart, that it is net se very beautilul, after ail, as be bad
used te tbank it.

'I s there anytbing beautiful ?" says tbe poor boy at
lengtb, and wandcrs te the wiuîdow. Ilut tlîe sun is
under a cloud ; cold, whbite, and cbcerless, like dcatb, lies
the wude world eut of doors ; and the prints of bis
motber's fent in the snow ail point towards the village
and away fran berne. H-isbead aches, and be cannot

ont bis dinner. ti-l creens up stairs tu biq imotllers%
ruoni. TnI"re the ire bulriis biriglt, and tîrugslî tbe
window fails a ray of suanlighît. But the lire and the
vcry sunlight are wvintry and sad. Il Olh, wlîeaî wIll
motber be lion.-, ? *' lie layq hiaaiseli iii a corner,
amiongst soft pillows, and rests bis becad ; but it il no
rest for him, for the covering wings are flot tiacre. 'l'lie
briglit-colored curtains look dul and gray.

Poor cbild 1 Is tbcrc any joy in the world ? 011,
yes ; but it alwvays clings to the miother, and foIlows'. lier
about like a radiance, and site bias taken it witb bier.
Oh, wvhen will site bc borne? The clock strikes as il at
meant something, and dien straigbit wvay goes on agatin
wvith the old wveariFome tic-tac.

'lo any one cise, lookiaig in front the cold, frosty
niglit, the room %VOt4ld appear the~ vcry picttaae of alter-
noon comfort and wvarmth ; and lie, if lie were descried
thus nestling in its softest, %varanest ilook, wvould be
counted a blessed clîild, withotit care, witbotut tcar,
made for erjoynient, and kenowing ouI>' fruition. But
the mother is gone ; and as that flanie-ligbîted montu
woulct appear to the passiuig eye, wvith file tire anîd wvitl
but a sangle candle to tbaw tîxe surrovnding darkness
and cold, so is that child's bcart witlîout tlîe presence of
the miother.

Worn out at length with loneliness auid mental wvant,
be closes hi-, eyes, and afEer flie slow lapse of a fewv more
einpty momen's, rc'opens themi on tlae dusky ceilig anîd
t.he gray twvHigiat window; no-on two eyes near :above
him, and beaming upon him, tlîc stars ut a higher and
holier heaven than that wvhich looks iii tbrougb tbe un-
sbaded windows. They are the eyes of the nieller,
looking closely and anxiously on ber sick boy.

IMother ! Motlier !" 1lis amins ding aroid bier
neck, and pull down her face to bis.

I-is head aches stili, but flic helirt'ache is gene.
XVhen candles are brought, and tbe chahl niglit is slt
out of doors and windows and the children aire :all
gatbered around the tea-table, laughing and happy, no
one is bappier, tbougb he does flot laigli, than the sick
child, wvho lies on the couch and looks at bis mother.
Everything around as full of interest and uise, gloril'îed
b>' the radiation of her presence. Nothing cati go wrong.
The splendor returns to the tale and the poenî. Sackaiess
cannot make bini wvretched. Now, wlien lie closes bis
eyes, bis spirit dares to go forth wvanderiaig tatider tbe
shinning' stars and above the br. -rklang snov: and notît-
ing is aaîy more duli and unbeautmîal. \\'ben uiiglit
draws on, and he is laid in lus bed, lier voice sangs bami,
and ber hand sootb lîarn to sleep ; nor do lier influences
vanishi wben bie forges everytîaag iii sleep ; for lit! %wakes
in tbe morning well and hîappy, miade whlole by bils faith
in bis mother.

Brothers, sisters I do 1 flot know your becarts, froin
my own ?- sick bearts, wlîich taotbang catui resture to
healtli and enj* oymcnt but tlîe presence of Ilam wliu as
Father and rnotber both in one. Sunsli ne as flot glad.
ncss, becauise you see Hirn not. The stars are far away,
because H-e is not near ; and tlîe flowers, the saaîîles oi
oId Eartb, do not niake you smile, bccauase, althouigli,
thank God ! yoti zanuuot get rid of tlîe cbald'sý need, youi
bave forgotten wliat it is tlie aîeed of. The winter as
drear>' and dulI, because, althougli you have the honme
liest home, and wvarnîest of sl'elters, the safest of aîests
te creep into and rest,-though tie most clîcerfuil of tires
is bla,.cng for you and a table as bpread, waataaîg tort2:.
your ftrozen and weary bleart.-s,-you have furgot tlie '.viay
thitber, and wvull flot be troublcd to ask the %%ay , yuui
shaver witb tbe cold and husnger, rather tit.an arase aand
say, Il I will go to my Father ;" > ou wall die an th sauow
rather than tîgla the storrn ; you wilI lie dowaî in tie
storm rather than trcad it tinder foot. Thc licari %vihn
you cries out for something, and you let it cry. It is
crying for ats God, -for its tather and mother aand home.
And ail the wvorld wvill look dull and gia, -aaîd if it does
not look se nowv, the day wall conte Mlien it mustit look
so,-till beart is satisfied and quieted %iutl the kaiown
presence ef Ilim in wilom wve lave aand iove and have
Our being.

Our Lord is like a printer wvbo set% tlîz letters back-
wardls. NVc sec and feel Ilum set Ille type wvell, but we
cani no& rcad tbem. Wlieaî wve are priaîted off yonder in
the life to corne, wve shall read ail clear aand straiglît-
forward. Meantime we must bave patieaîce.-.uther.
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