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“And it you had said nolhm" \\hcn
Miss Mcrton gave you the bad mark,

nicely th:m any other part 8f the day. ,

! thc stone rcqlmed for Waterloo Bml"o,
The Mohammedans begin their day at;

London, was drawn by him, He was a

twilight. reould we not have taken our walk toge- lmo<t sensible animal, and a great favour-
ther” -yite with all the workmen cmplo)cd in
A MISERABLE DAY. { ¢ Yes. mamma, because I should not! building the Lridge. His driver was,

“What is the matter with my little.
13dith 3 said Mrs, Lindsay to her daugh-
ter, who was standing disconsolately at
the window one fine summer's cvening ¢
¢« come here, and tell me what mukes you
Yovk so unhappy my love.”

« O mamma, [ have been so miscrable
il day,” replicd the little girl; < every
thing has gone wrong with me,”

“''hme must be some reason for that,
I think,” said Mrs, Lindsay: ¢ our
troubles are very often of our own mak-
ing; but let me hear what your’s have
been.”

Edith came to her side, and, seating
herself en her Jow chair, began as fol-
lows :—* It has been a vegular day of
misfortunes, mamma, like Rosamon’s in
the story book. Tirst of all, I happened
to sleep too long this morning, and T had
not time to learn my lessons perfectly;
that made Miss Merton angry, and al
though papa said I might go for a drive
with him at twelve o'cleck, she kept me
in to learn them : so he went without me,
(\’hcn I did get ocut at last, Harey was
rough and disagrecable, and teased me
until we had quite a quarrel.  Miss Mer-
ton heard us and gave me a bad nark for
getting out of temper. Of course that
vexed me still more: and then she said I
wag impertinent, and set me an imposi-
tion, which, you know, prevented me go-
ing for a watk with you this afternoon,
[ndecd, I had only just finiched my les-
sous by tea-time.  Su now, mamag, have
I not had canse to be mizerabie 3

+1 think you have, my dear; but 1
fear you will cosniider me very unkind
when 1 say all has beca%our own fault,”
veplied Mas. Lindsay.

« Oh mamma, 1 thought you woul!
vity me,” said Idith. reproachfully.

« 8o I do, my child, for being cross;
bt now tell me tuthfolly, did you try
kard to learn yeour fmperfeet lessons as
soon o5 you could i Edith was silent, |’
atd her mother continucd, ¢ Did you feel

"have had the imposition.”

*Then, my dear, have you not con-
fessed that all your misfortunes were
caused by yourselt? But T will go back
a little furthers After sleeping so late,
had yon timec to ask God's blessing this
morning, without whose assistance you

could not hope to do right during the,

day 3" L

** No, mamma,” replied Edith; ¢1I

was very naughty, and forgot my prayers

altogether.”

« ‘Then can you woader, my child, that
a day, without God's blessing attending
it, has been badly spent? I see you are
very sorry, and nced no further reproof.
1t is your bedtime now : do not forget to
ask your heavenly Tuther's forgiveness
kefore you sleep, and bLe sure, my deax
dith,
«That day alone can profitably end, -
Which God with 1lis great blessing doth

attend,*

NO, MOTHER.

She has no mother.
of sorrowful utterance—no mother! We
must go down the rough path of Efe, and
become fnmured to care and sorrow_in
their sternest forms, efe we ¢an take home
to our own experience the dread reality—
no mother—without a struggle and a
teur.  Dut when it is said of a frail girl,
just pussing from childhood towards the
life of 2 woman, how sad is the story
summed up in this one short sentance!
Who now shell administer the necded
counscli——who shall cheek the weyward
funicies —who now shall bear with the
crrars and failings of the motherless daugh-
ter? Deal gently with the child.  Let nat
the cup of serrow be overflowed by the
harshness of your bearing, or your unsym-
pathizing coldness
her doings ¥ is she forgetful of her duty ¥
Is she careless in her movements ¥ Re-

nember, oh, rememboer, she has 20 MO-

ther!

What a volume!

Is she heedless of

!
i

generally speaking, a stcady and trust.
wosthy man, though rather too fond of a
glass of ale.  As the railway along which
the stone was drawn passed in front of
the public-house door, the horse and
truck were usually pulled up while Tom
entered for his glass, On one occasion
he stayed so long that ¢ Old Jack,” be-
2oming impatient, poked his head into the
open door, and, taking his master’s coat
collar between bis teeth, thongh ina gen-
tle sort of manner, pulled him out from
the midst of his companions, and thus
forced him to resume his day’s worlk,
Did he not teach his master a good lesson

SECRETS.

We must regard every matier as an
entrusted sccret, which we believe the -
person concerned world wish to be consi-
dered as such.  Nay, furthur stiil, we
must consider all circumstances as secyets
entrusted, which would bring scandal up-
¢n another if told, which it is not our
certain duty to dircuss, and that in onr
own person and to his face.  The divine
rule of duing as we wonld be donn by, is
never better put to the test tha in mat-
ters of good aad evil spraking, Weanny
sophistivcate with oureives upon e mon.
ner in which we would wish to be troai-
cd, under muany circumstaness s bat every-
body recoils instind tivlv Srom the thought
of being spoken of in his ab~nn

"Tis ITaDrr FUAT MATES O Maus s,
—Like flakes o8 snow thit fdl unpere ived
upon the earth, the scemingly unimport.
ant events of Hia sueoied one o
As the snow gathers togetier, o are o
habits formed s no fAak™that is olied to
the pHe produces a sensi'ls change; no
single action ereates, ¥ex.
hibit & man's  charact the
wpest
mountain,

Loawvever & omo
Lt
hls the dowa tc

and overw i lms the fphabigin
fand Lis l.‘\‘yxt..u N, O passien, acting

ore as

avaluneh

;upox. the clements of mizchict, which
"""""" N Upernivious habits have bronght togetXoer
OLD JACK. ! by imperceptible nccumulation, may over-
There is a very curious account of a{throw the evidense of trath and virtue.
| horse, whose name was Juck, given mf —
"¢ Smiles’ Lives of lingineers.”  Thisi  An indisereet person is like an unsealed
+Lorse worked hard,  Almost the whede of letter, which everybordy can peguse.
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in good humour when you were playing
with ITarry, or were you cross, and deter-
mined to think him rough and disa-
greeable 37 .

T am afraid I was rather, mamma,’
sail Bdith, correwfully.
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