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having chaffed Sarah Bernhardt or hobnobbed xvith Mrs. Lanigtry or Mrs. Corn-
wallis West, need flot pirate of their charity, but should rather confess to the
pettiest, if flot to the meanest, of rnotives.-EnýgisIi Paper.

NO SLEEI'\ IIOLLOW\S NOW-A-DAYS.

There is no success. in commion life, without industry. T1o have the
character for it is the passport to favour; and to practise it ives, daily,
addîtional power and worth. In the struggle for life on every side, laLiness is
left behind at the startinig. Competition demands application and diligence, if
we would not be beaten. Men stand too thick on the ground, and the strong
out-growv the weak. Duteh shopkeeping will flot do, now, ex en in Ilolilnd - the
featber-bed and long Pipe in the parlour, and lazy parley before gettiug Ill are
a tradition. Theî e are no Sieepy Hollows in modern commerce; hardly any
in modern life. A littie honey lias to be gathered frorn many flowers. lndustry
saves the moments ; acts wîth fuli knowledge ; gives its heart to its work
keeps its ey es and ears open ; is always rather too soon than too late. Il mneets
opportunity as it cornes ; Idleness folloxvs It. It is thoughtful of ail that goes
to its aim, and neyer misses throughi thiuking on other tig.Ecine

A PESSIMIST ON ItOOkS.

It is the case xvith literature as with life: wherever we turu we come uipon
the incorrigible mob of humnan kind, who',c name is legion, swarnhing everysvhere,
damaging evemything, as files ]in Surnmer. Hence the înutltipJieilty of lxtd books,
those exubemant veeds of iitt rature xxhieb choke the truc coru. Sucli books
rob the public of imle, money, aud attention, whicls oughit pmoperly to i elong
to good hiteratume andl noi)e ais, and tbey are xvritten xvith the view mercly to
mnake money or occupation. '1bey are, thcrefoic, not inereiy useless, but
injurions. Nine-tentbs of our curnt literature bas no other end butt to fiveigle
a dollar or txxo out of tihe public pocket, for svhich prîrpose atil.or, publisher,
andl priniter are leagued t<)gether. A more l)erni< ous, suteand bo!der piece
of trickery Ns that by w hich p)enny va iis(1 oscsribr, andi scribhieîs
succeed in destroying good taste and real culture. ***Hence the paramoulit
importance of acquiring the art not to read ; n otlier womds, if not readiug such
books as occupy tIc public mincI, or even those whicbi make a noise in the
world, and reachi several editions in their first anci last years of existence. Wc
should eeoilect that lie xxho xvrites for fools fiuds an enormous audience, and
we sbould devote the ever scant leisure of our cireurnscribed existence to the
master spirits of ail ages and nations, those wbo tower over humanity, and
W110111 Le \ o.cc uf ' alie pîociaîîuis 0o11y SuICI xvI Iters cuitî ,I ,L. 1.. .1 d

0f bad books we eau neyer read too little;- of the good, neyer too much. The
bad are intelleetual poison, and undermine the understanding. Because people
insist on reading flot the best books written for ail rime, but the nexvest confti-
porary literature, writers ,f the day memain in the narmow circle of the saie
perpetually revolving ideas, and the age coutinues to wailow in its owln mime-
Schzopenhauer. ____ ________

An exebange says that 'l Dr. Morgan Dix, of Trmnty Protestant Episcopal
Cburch, New York, ini bis ' Manual of thîe Chîristian Lifé,' warns Clîumchmen
flot to attend the places of womship of the denoininations of sects. 'Go not at
ahl,' hie says, ' neither to, hear pmeaebing, out of euriosity, nor to oblige friends.
Keep to lhe Ghurch alone. You have naught to do with those without the
Church, but to pray for thein and treat thein with kindness.' That is, leave the
xvorld outside the Protestant Episcopal Chiurch to perish." If this be truc, it is
a flagrant disregard of the clear teacbings of the Bible. Christians are enjoined
to " be courteous." But this is offensively discourteous.

In an autobiographie speech flot long sinice Mr. Spurgeon gave sortie
interesting facts about his life. Among others, hie said hie well remenribered a
little old woman, poorly dressed, eoming inro the vestry sorne years ago at a time
of great straits, which flot a soul in the world knew, flot even a deacon of the
church; and she said to hum, in the most strange way: 1'Thus saith the Lord,
behold I have commanded a widow woman there to sustain thee." She put
down Z50 on the table, vanished, and lie bad neyer seen lier since. He
neyer knew bier naine even, and neyer should, perhaps, rîntil the Day of Judg-
nmen. He stipposes she would be in heaven now; it was some years ago, and
she was very old then. Thirigs had happened so, and bis impression xvas that
thcy would occur again.

The London (Eng.) City Press also believes that Sir John A. Macdonald
was ini that eity on July 112, and ini its issue of that day bas the following
anecdote of our Premier:

" A story of the Canadlian Prime Minister, Sir John A. Macdonald, xwha bas recentiy
arrived in tawn. Two Englishmen who were at Montreai aitencled a State ball. Upon
arriviog at the Gavernor-General's house they at first '-aw no one of whom ta enquire the
hour at which ta arder carniages. After a time same one in evening dress appeared, and ane
Britan somewhat brusquely asked, 'I1 say, at xvhat time shali 1 order my carniage ?' The
person addressed replied tbat he did flot know, Later in tlie evening the Englishmen were
astanished and horrified ta see this persan taiking and chatting xvith Lady Duffenin, and they
arrived at the conclusion that they had made a grievaus mistake. To make amends they
made themseives agreeabie ta hini, andi suggested that îhey shauid ail three dIrive back ta
town tagether. Upan the way cigars were praduced and the tirne passed pieasantly, the
stranger being apparently well acquainted with the gaverument af the caiany. Said ane
of the Englishmen, 'I1 suppose, Sir, yau are connected with the Gavernment ? 'Weil,'
said Sir John, 'I1 just happen ta be the Prime Minister.'

-Eiglisz f aper.

TIIE 'lURNERELLI WREArii.

W'by docs poor Turneneili sigh,
And bang bis head an' a' that?
Al!tbough Lor d ý- bias passed him by
I le ha, ie w'neath for a' that,
lFor a' tbat an' a' tbat,
i lis toils ob)scurie n' a' tlat,
''lie lauiel'., bot the 'verkman's stamp,
Tie wreath', a' gawd for a' ibat.

A CITY LYRIC.

My homec is the eity .- to and fro,
I xvander o'er it from day to day,
H-caring its myriad pulses play,

Watehing its life-waves ebb and flowv,
Little I sec, and Ittde I kncnv

0f rustling woods or flowery fields
()n the sighits aud sounds that the eity yiclds,

M \,y leai-t and rny fancy feed and grow.

Ont froîn niy caseient, narroxv aud higb,
When the suumier nsorn i the east is low,
Over the long streets, row oni row,

1 love to look xxith a rraming eye;
While italf of theni stili in black shadow lie.

Andcl half of themi shine like bumuished gold,
Anld only the xvrearhing smoke outrolled

Iroin tihe tail chinincys streaks the sky.

'Ihen 1 thinik hoxv soon the claugorous beat
Of helis xviii eau to their tasks again,
'lhle thousauds who labour w'ith baud or brain

And 1 xvonder hoxv îany the eaul wili meet
lu hope aud courage, or patience sxveet,

Glad hymns silently singing within
Flov many with weights of sorroxv or sin

Heax'iiy hanging on bands or feet.

Nioving on Nx ILil tuie îuloviug L1Iru!I;-
A single drop in the roaring streain-
Electrical curreflts of synipathy ser

To dai t througlb ny view as I brîrry along;
Something 1 feel of the stmaîsge xvild thrili

The soldier knows in the maddening crush
0f rank ou rank as they onxvard rush,

Heedless of bullet or bristling steel.

Leisrîreiy strolling at close of day,
When duty is donce, and tise mind is free,
Eaehi passing face is a problemn to mse

Stolid or eager, grave or gay,
Youing and Islooming, or aged and gray;

Solving it riglit, or solving it xvrong,
Pleasantly musing, I saunter along,

Gix'ing to fancy bier xvilfui xvay.

Thkis one 1 know by bis eheerful air,
And the smilcg on bis lips that go and conte,
Secs before Iium thetliglit of home,

And lox'ed ones waiting to wvelcome bins there
This one I knoxv by the eloud of came

Tînt darkens deep on bis winkled broxv,
H-as galibbled and lost, ansd is planning the bow

Of a luckier move the accounit to square.

A piano's soft ansd siivery din
Couses tinkling mermily omit on tIhe air,
And 1 paint to myseif a niaiden fair

Piayfully touching the keys within
I give bier an eyc to the stars akin

When eve bath deepened the bright sky bîrie,
A ceck of the delicate wiid-rose bue,

Aud a sinile that a lover would die to win.

Here at this xvindoxv are sitting a pair-
Father and inother-for sbining between
Therhead of a littie girl is seen,

With a baud of eacb on bier golden bair;
Visions before me float in the air

0f the might bave been, and the migbt yet be,


