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expected. This lack of a des'ire " to get on
and be somiethling," hias paralyzed us flot
only in one thing, but it lias paralyied us in
ail. Maxn is made of"' sucli stuif" thàt if lie
lias enoug-li to eat and to drink, and wvhere-
witliaIl to be clotlied, lie is wviling-, to sit
witli folded liands shifting ail otiier
responsibility to the shoulders of any whio
are willing to take it. \Vhen Jolinson re-
ceived his pension lie gave up wvriting and
took to talking, wvhich. would have been
valueless liad there not been a Boswvell.
After S3iak-espeare made enougli to live on
Avoni baxîk(, xîo more MNacbeths "murder
Sleep," or Otiiellos "a round unvarnished
tale deliver ;" tliey, meaning jofinson and
Shakespeare could not dig, and could not
always beg or get anything if tlîey did; they
must write or die, so tlîey wrote. No one
can presume to question Shakespeare's
transcendent genîus, but.we cannot lielp but
see liowv necessity forced lîim on. Here
tiiere are sa many wvays of gaining a subsis-
tence, and actual mental effort is so- mucli
more wvear3,ing- than any other, that we turu
to tliem and let our thîoughits remain pent
ap, hiarnessing dowvn our nîinds to tue hunm
drui-n of everyday wvork, until like bandaged
limbs that were once strong and beautiffil,
tliey become feeble and defor-med.

No times, in England, have produced so
many fine wiiters as those of the Rebellion
and Revolution. Perhiaps if somne evçpt
should occur to stir our natures te thèir
deptlis for a Iengtl of time, we. right per-
haps be able to learn tlîat which is witlin
us, and give expression to it; as it is, the
oniy salve for our wounded pride is the
unsubstantial yet consolatory thouglit " we
could, if we would."

TRIFLES.

WiE often meet with the expression, "«there
are no such, thiings as trifles ;" in one sense
this may be true, but in anotiier sense equal-
ly untrue; tlîere is littie in lifebesides its
trifles. The acorn is no less an acorn
because it may one day be an oak; and. a
trifle is none the Jess a trifle because its con-
sequences rnay be tremnendous. 0f all the
wounds wve ever received tiiose -,which sank
tlîe most deeply and rankled the longest,
were- causcd by tlîe smallest, most trivial ar-
rows. An unkind look or word, orgesture from

one wvhom we love, and wlio, petliaps, neyer
thinks of it again gives more pain than muchi
greater wrong. [t is comparatively easy -to
forgive.an unkindness, which is so great- as
to make its forgiveness seem -a generous
action; but tiiose littie sliglits, whichi per-
haps, none notice but ourselves, it. is liard
to forget tlîem. The smart of a thistie prick
in the finger, is often harder to bear patiert-
ly than the pain of a wounded hland. Then
tîxere are tiie.ittie cares and wvorries of every
day, whose very littleness makes them cares
and worries. A mosquito is a littie insect,
yet what is more exasperating than the
incessant hum and persistant attacks of a
sifhgle mosquito. But this is the dark side
of the subject. If our bitterest sorrows are
caused often by trifles, so also are our
brighitest joys. A littie gift,, xvhose only
value lies in the love that prompted it, is a
source of more real pleasure than the most
costly present. The costly gift may be in-
tended to cali forth admiration of the givers'
.generosity, the sniall gift can only be a
"token of love." Haif the joy of life is

caused by things -so trifling, that we forget
tlîem, and only remenMber tixat we have been
happy. Smiles and kind wvords, with the
many other littie courtesies of every day
intercourse, are what make life pleasant,
No trifles! Life is full of theni, and their
insignificance constitutes- their pleasure or
their pain.

THEF people of one of our hili country
towvnships were puzzled once by the appear-
ance of a mani with a fish basket over his
shoulder and a stone-hammer, w~ho went
about trying every rock and ta]king Io him-
self. He wvas in search of gold thie people
had no doubt, but the common conclusion
was that hie was "flot very wise." He wvas,
however, hospitably entertained and eagerly
questioned. One of the- farmers was sure
lie had coal on his farm, and the man of
mystery wvas sure hie had not. The dispute
ivas waxking warmn, ivhen an old lady thought
it wvise to calm. it a little, and in Galic advised
the native disputant to cease disputing with
a man wvho was evidently cracked. Sir
William Logan, who wâs a Welshman, said
nothing more, .but when he got amongafriends
at the next village told over the whole stoiy
Nvith great glee.


