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MOSKS, HIS MOTHER, AND MIRIAM,

WHAT THE MINUTES SAY.

WE are but minutos, little things,
Each one furnished with sixty wings,
With which we fly on our unseen track,
And not a minuke ever comes Lack.

We are bub minutes, each one boars
A little burden of joys and cares.

Take patiensly she minutes of pain,
The worst of minutes cannot romain

We are bub minutes; when wo bring

A fow of the drops from pleasure’s spring,
Tasto their aweetness while yet yo may :
It takes bub a minute to fly away.

Woe are bub minute. ; use us well,

For how we are used we must one day tell,
Who nses minutes has hours to use;

Who loses minutes whole years muss lose.

AFRAID TO WAIT.

“DEAR me!"” said Mrs. Sims, stepping
out froia Broadbent's stors, “why, it's
been raining:” Sho raised her wide sun-
shnde, and burried o catch the street-car.

Jt.was n long ride, for Mra. Sims lived
away oud of town, almost as far as she
horse-cars #ravelled.

And “Dearme'” she said again, for as
sha arew near her yard fence, thsre, just
cutside of the gate, stood her two babies
(she called them her babies, though Posie
was five and Renben seven), getting as
wob ae anytbing. True, they were wrap-
ped up in #he library table-cover, and had
sister Lucy's beet blue eilk snnshade over
thew, but the gilt fringe of the table-cover
was sweeping the ground, snd the blue
silk sunshade was tilted back until it only
sheltered the back rim of their curls

*“What in the name of sense—' ex-
claimed Mra. Sims, as she stepped out of
the strect-car, and then she stood still,
right 1o the rawn, tu laugh  Sbhe ought
not to have langhed, for the gilt fringe of
the table-cover was fast losing its thine,
and Lucy's sunshade wus nsver meant fur
gn:lt.x use as this. Bat they looked so com-
ic

‘ What are youdoing cut here in the
rain, sramnps?’ she asked.

“We tum to meet you, mamma,” gaid
Posie.

“ And why didn't you stay under sholter,
in all thiarain?"

¢ Wo woro 'fraid to wai,” said Reubon,
vory soberly. *You soe, mamma, wo've
gono snd broko your blue vase that you
painted last weok ; wo didn't mean to, but
wo did, and wo though$ maybe if we
walted, we would feel like not telling you,
r0 we come to mee$ you, ‘cause tben we'd
have to toll.”

* Hurrah for my babies!" said Mre.
Sima, *and whenever you feel afraid you
won's do what is right, just stars righs out
$o do it."

They never heard the blue vase mon-
tioned sgain—/ P. A.

FRANK AND OARL.

Frank and Carl live in a big city Their
father died when they were very little
fellows, and their moSher had to work
every doy o keep her two boys clothed
aud at school. As the boys grew larger,
sho grew paler and thinner. Frank and
Carl—who loved her dearly—knew her
ill-health was caused by working so hard
for them. One night after $hey had kssed
her good-night,shey wenb up to their little
room to bed. They both felt sad because
they noticed that their mother had been
crying, and they put their heads together
to see what could be done. At last thoy
made up their minds to sell newspapers.
o they agreed to geb up early the very
next day and go to work. They had jush
cnc ponay, bud they worked g0 hard aund
patiently that they took home several
penuies, and god back in ample time for
echool. Upon their return in the after-
noon they wrote a pledge for mother to
gign, that if she would not work a bib
at her sewing in the afternoon $hey
would make one-half enough to support
them all.  Mother made the promise, and
they went ahead working at aimost any-
thing that was honourable; and they sue-
ceeded 400. Mother got stont and well,and
when summer came on, and i¥ was hot and
uncomfortable in the city, Aunt Jane came
and took every one ond to the country
for she whole summer. Litile Cousin Joe
thinks his cousins are very smart indeed,
and they all have splendid times together.
Feank and Carl often think how thankfal
they nught to be that mosher i3 well again.
Chey feel that Gol has been good ¢ them.
Ho always helps those who try to help
themselves.

PRIDE REBUKED.

TaE life and deathof onr L' r1J susare
a standiog rebuke to evi1y form f pride
t0 which men ars Jiable.

Take for instance:

Pride of birth and rank—“Is not thi,
the carpenter's son 1"

Pride of wealth—* The Son of man hath
no¥ where t3 lay hig head”

Pride < f respectability—" Can any good
thinz come out of Nazireth?" ' Be shall
be called a Nazarene.”’

to Nazareth, snd was subjech unto th

Pride of personal appearance~—' He
no form of cimoliness.”

Prido of repufation—* Behold a
gluttonous, and o wine-bibber, a frie
public ins and sinners !

Pride of indepondence—* Many
who mivistersd unto him of their i
stance '

Prido of lesrning— How knoweth
man letters, baving never learned 7"

Pride of superiority—" I am among
a3 he that serveth.” *He hambled
self.’ ¢ Made o corae for us.”

Pride of sucocess—" Ho came %o his
and hig owa received him nob."”’ i
did his trethren own him.”
pised and rejected of men.”

Pride of self-reliance—* He went

Pride of ability—“1 can of mine
self 8o nodhing.”
Pride of self-will—“I ssek not |
own will, but $he will of him that sent
Pride of intellect—*" As my father
taught me, I speak of shess things.”
Pride of bigodry—*Forbid him n¢
he that is not against us is on onr sids
Pride of reseniment—'‘ Father, £
them, fcr they know not what they
¢« Friend, wher :fore sr$ $hou come 7" -
Pride of regerve—" My soul is ex
ing!y sorrowful, even unto death.” *
ye hers, and waich with me.” * The
of man must suffer many things
rajected
Pride of sanctity.—" This man recei

finnarg, and catsth with them.

g

THE MUSIC OF ALPINE CHILDX

Ir it be possible to find 4 humanh
thad is morely a mirrar of nature,
nothing more, take those children
spend their years in the uplands of]
Alps in Southern Europe, watching f
of goats and sheep with their tinki
bells, sitting ali day in the sun, he
the shrill cicada and the whispar o
pines, and the eternal babble of the st
saying nothing, playing no game nors
golemn aud silend, with theic greal {il
looking upon you &3 you pass withouif
prise. Pub these sirange children,
geem a8 absolutely absorbed in nata
it is possmble for man to be, tha#
these wilds like the grasshopper, ot
anemone, or the turdledove, have
note, like the last of the three.
bave their little pipe or flate, and atif
vals you hesar them playing a me
which, however it msy vary witig
country, is, so far as 1 know, invan
sad in ity tone ; and when you hear iy,
feol shat here is the reul, the subi)
adequate expreseion of $hatelement in
fect joy, that acid wishout which
sweetness clogs and becomes a bug
When you hear such & melody—and:
taking its most eimple and perfect o
rence—yon cannod but feel that he
expressed what words cannot tell, e
we cannod explain $0 onr civilized filf3
but what this cilent child has felge

withous conscious effors or theory.



