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in that lilac-bush there. If we don't make a noise, pethaps
we can see mother rotin on the nest.  Sh—, sh—, very
somy.; now lift me up as father did—there, don't you see
her ?*

I did for 2 moment, and then the bitd flew away on a
swift, silent wing, but from a ncighbousing tree the paternal
robin clamouted loudly against ourintsusion. Nevetheless,
Zillah and I peeped in.

¢ QOh, the queer little things 1" she 1aid, **they scem all
mouth and swallow.”

“ Mrs. Rotin undoubtedly thinks them lovely. Miss
Warten, you are not quite tall enough, and since I can't
hold you up like Zillah, I'll get 2 box from the tool-house,
Isn't this the jolliest house-keeping you ever saw 2 A father,
mother, and six childien, with a house six inches across and
open 1o the sky. Compare that with a Fifth Avenuve man.
sion §"

“ I think it com*ﬁuu very favourably with many mansions
on the Avenue,” she said, after [ retutned with 2 box and
she had pezred for 2 moment into the roofless home.

¢ 1 thought you always spoke the truth,” I remarked as.
suming a lovk of blank amazement.

¢ Well, prove that 1 don't.”

“ Do you mean to say that you think that a simple house,
of which this nest is the type, compares favourably with a
Fifth Avenue mansion 2"

*1 do.”

‘¢ What do you know about such mansioas 2"

¢*¢1 have pupils in some of the best of them.”

T hear the voices of many birds, but you arc the rara
avis of them all,” [ said, looking very incicdulous.

‘“Not at all; I am simply matter-of-fact.  Which is
worth the more, a furnished housc or the growing children

1t

¢ The childrea ought to be.”

“Well, many a woman has so much house and fumiture
to look after that she has no time for her children. The
Jittle Lrtown 1nother we have frightencd away cangive neatly
all her time to her children ; and, by the way, they may
take cold unless we depart and let her shelter them again
with her warm f{eathers.  Besides, the protesting paterfamis
lias on the pearstrec there 1s not aware of our good-will to-
ward him and his, and is naturally very anxious as to what
we human monsters intend.  The mother bird keeps quiet,
but she is watching us ftom some leaty cover with tenfuld
his anxiety.” .

*¢You will admit, however, that the man bird is doing the
best be can.”

* Oh, yes, I have a broad chanty for all of his kind.”

¢ Well, I am one of his kind, and so shall take heart and
bask io your general good will.  Stop your nowise, old fel-
low, and go and tcll your wife she may come home to the
childeen. 41 differ {rom you, Miss \Warsen, as I foresee X
often shall.  You are not matter-of-fact a2 all. You arc un-
conventional, unique—"

*\Why not say queer, and give your meaning tn good
plain English 2’

* Because that is not my meamag. 1 fear you ate worse
—that you arc romantic.  Morcover, I am told that guls
who dotc on love in 2 cottage all marry nch men if the
chance comes.”

She bit her lip, coloured, and seemed annoyed, but said,
after 2 moment’s hesitation, ** Well, why shouldn't they, if
the rich men arc the right men?”

4 Oh, I thunk such a course eminently proper and thrifty.
I'm aot finding fault with it inthe least. They who do this
are a little inconsistent, however, in shunning so careltliy
that ideal cottage, over which, as young ladies, they had
mild and poctic raptures. Now, I can't associate this kind
of thing with you. If you had ‘drawings or leadings,' as
Mrs. Yocomb would say, toward a Filth Avenue mansion,
you would say 3o in effect. I fear youare romantic, and are
under the delusion that love in a cottage means happiness.
You have a very honest face, and you looked into that nest
as if you liked it.”

(70 dc continued.)

A COMPRENRENSIVE PRAYER.

Thomas i Kempis, who died just one huadied years be-
fore the German Reformation, 15 said to be the author of
this praycr: ¢ Give me a clear understanding against all
impurity, a right faith against all doubtfulness, & firm hope
against all difculties, fervent charity against all indifference
aod negligence, great paticnee against all disturbance, holy
meditation against cvery Glthy imagination, continual prayer
apainst the devil's assaults, good occupationagainst the tite.
someaess and drowsiness of the heart, and lastly, a devout
remembrance of Thy holy passion agaunst the woundizg of
the scul by vices,  Assist me, O my God, with all these,
'IA'!g go'od gits, and confirm me 1n all Thy holy words,

en.’

THE COLOUR OF FLOWERS.

Al 2 recent meeting of the Vaudois Society of Natural
Saences, Professor Schaetzler read an interesting paper on
the colour of flowers. It has been genczally supposed that
the vanous colours observed in plants wete due 1o so many
different matters, cach cu.mit being a diffe.cnt chemical
combination without relation 1o the others.  Now Professor
Schoetzler shews by experiments that when the colout of a
flower has beea isolated, by putling 1t in spuits of wine, one
may, by adding an acid or alkaline sabstance, obtainall the
coloars which plants present.  Flowers of peony, .5, give,
when placed in alcohol, & red-violet higaid. 1f some salt of
sortel be added, the liqmd becomes pure red ; while 30da
changes it, accotding to the quantity, into violet, blue ot
greea.  In this latter case the green liquid appears red by
transmitted light, just as does chlotophyi! (the greea colour-
108 watter or leaves). Thesepals y, whick are green
with a red border, become wholly 1ed when put in salt of
sotrel.  These changes of colour, which can be had at will,
may guite well be produced in the plant by the same canses,
forinall ts theve are always acid or alkaline matters.
Further, it is cestain that the traosfonmation from green ioto

- and eatly next mosning the little

red, observed in the leaves of many plants in sutumn, is due
to the action of tanmin which they contain with chlorophyll.
Thus, without wishing 1o Tim it absolutely, Professor
Schnetzler supposes a priord that there is in plants only one
colouring matter—chlorophyll—which, being modified by
certain  agents, furnishes all the tints which flowers and
leaves present.  As to white flowers, it has been found that
their coloration is due to air contained in the cells of the
petals, On placing the latrer under the receiver of an air-
puinp, they ace seen to lose their colour and become trans.
patent as the air escapes from them.—Zimes.

YNUNC DIMITTIS.

'Tis 2 good wotld and fair, .
And excellently lovely. 1f there be
Among the myriad sphetes of upper air,
One yet more beautiful, some olSncr where,
t matters not to me.

What can I crave of good
That here 1 find not2  Nature's stotes are spread
Abroad with such profusion, that I would
Not have one glory added, if I could,
Bepeath or overhead.

And I have loved right well
The world God gave us to be happy in—
A wotld— maybe—without a parallel
Below that Heaven ot hicavens, where doth not dwell
‘The discontent of sin.

And yet, though I behold
Its matchless splendours stretched on every side—
Its sapphire seas, its hills, its sunset gold,
Its leafage, fresh as Eden’s was of old—
1 am not satisficd.

Dark, blurring shadows fall
Qn everything: a strange coufusion reigns 3
The whole creation travaileth, and, through all,
1 hear the same sad murmur that Saint Paul
Heard, sitting in his chains.

Where'er 1 look abroad,
\What blight I sce! What pain, and sin, and woe !
What taint of death beneath the gicenest sod ¢
Unatil I shudder, questioning how God
Can bear to have itso !

I marvel that His love
Is not out-worn; I wonder that He hath
A plentitude of paticnee, so above
Fiuite conception, that it still can prove
A stay upon His wrath.

And then—because I tire
Of self, and of this poor humamity—
Because 1 grovel where I should aspite,
And wail my thwartew hope and balked desire,
IVith such smali faith to see,

That yet, o’er all this ill,
God’s final good shall triumph, when the sum
Is reckoned up; that even, if 1 will,
1, at the lcast, in minc own bosom still
May sez His kingdom come—

Because of this, I say,

1 pinc for that pure 1ealm where turmoils cease,
Sighing (more tired of tAem, than day by day
Hcart broken =fter heaven t) * Lord, Let, 1 pray,

Thy servant go an peace 1

How braver 'twere to wait
His sovereign will, the how, the where, the when,
Doing what wotk lic sets me, small or great,
Until He calls, and I make answer straight,
With Nunc Dimitiis! ~Seridner's Magazine.

THE FIRST DOLLAR.

The following story is true, and must please as well as
counsel our young readers :

Many years ago, a gentleman from the town of Methuen,
Mass., while on a visit to 2 prominent merchant in Boston,
was asked by the merchant if he knew a boy in Mcthuen
that he could recommend to work in his store. At first he
could think of none, he knew that only a faithful, honest
boy would suit the thrifty merchant ; at last, however, he
called to mind a boy of excellent character in his neigh-
boarhood, but he feared he would hardly do, as his parents
wete very poor, and hie had no education or other advan.
tages to fit him for such a pos.tion.

But the description of the boy’s habits pleased the mer.
chant so much that he handed the gentleman a dollar with
which 13 pay the boy's fare to Boston by stage, and re-
quested him to send the lad to the city, and if on a personal
mterview, hz should nut prove satisfactory, he would pay
his fare back home again,

The gentlemnan, as_ requested, visited the boy's parents
and, stating the merchant’s proposal, adrised them to send
the boy for trial.  He then gave him the dollar which was
10 pay his fare to Boston, and departed.

{;;dcr similar ciscumstances ninety-nine out of every hun.
dred boys would have said, ** Now for a good time! I
never 32w a city, and never tode in the stage. Oh Y there
will be so much 1o see, and it will be such a nice ride, and
here is money sent to pay my fare ¥’ Not so with this boy.

Patting the m carelally in his pocket, he said to him-
sclf, ** This is the first dollar 1 ever had. Ilow X wish I
could save it1 It is only twenty-five miles to Boston. 1
can walkthere in 2 day. 1'lldo it and save my dollar.”

Hie mother up bis clothes as well as she conld,
feliow parted with his

father and mother at the doos of their humble home, and
set out on his long lnm{:elo vhe great cil{. which he reached
tired and dusty, a hitle before sunset. He. found the mer-
chant, who sternly asked :

“\Where have you been all day? The stage came in
hours ago."”

The boy thought that he had displeased the merchant at
the outset, and with downcast eyes and trembling tone, he
answered :

1 did not come in on the stage, sir."”

“*Did not come on the stage! \What do you mean?
Didn't I send you money to pay your fare 2"

The boy thought it was all up with him, sure. Through the
gathering tcars he managed to reply, ‘I am very sony,
sir. 1did not mean to offcud you, I thought I would walk
and save the dclur. I never had one before.”

Placing his hand gently upon the boy's head, the merchant
replied, ** My little man, you're exactly sight. Come home
with me and get some supper.” Then, turning to & by-
stander, he rematked : **I would not take a thousand dol-
lars for this boy to-day.”

The boy has grown up to manhood and has since become
widely known in business circles. He is now the owner of
an extensive mill at Mcthuen, the Pemberton mills at Law-
rence, a banking house in Boston, and one of the finest farms
in Massachusetts.

ONLY ONE THING NEEDFUL.

“ I wish I knew just one thing,"” said a little golded-haired
gitlas she yawned over her Sunday-school lesson.

““Well, and what is that one thing, Jeannie?" asked a
young man as he seated himself by her side upon the stone
doorsteps. **Tell me, and it may be that I can help you.”

s QOh, I koow you can, brother Robert, if you only will,”
sad Jeannie, giving a sigh of relicf. **You know every.
thing, almost. I have been studying the sto ofa blind
man who was told to go and wash in the pool of Siloam,
Now, I do not sce how he could have been cured just by
washiag his eyes.”

** Nor could he,” said Robert, ““ only that Jesus chose to
work a miracle itt his case, and so to shew to all around the
power and the goodness of God.”

* But Jesus could have made him see witnout sending
him off to wash at all,” said Jeannie. * Why didn't He?
He might have just spoken one word, and have cured him of
his blindness.”

*¢ Jesus chooses to work in His own way, and it isalways
the very best way,” said Robert, ¢ We may be sure of that,
even when we do not understand. I think He often tests the
faith and obedience of those whom .le helps. Perhaps He
Y;mc‘.i to prove whether the blind man really believed in

im.'

“ I do not see how it proved any great faith to do such a
very casy thing,” said Jeannie,

** Do you not ?"” replied her brother. * Remember that
this blind begpar knew all the places about Jerusalem quite
well. He knew that people went to this pool often without
receiving any healing from the water. Itis very likely that
he had often been there himself. If he went then and
obeyed Jesus, cxpecting to be cured, he must have believed
that Jesus could and would cure him in that way.”

*¢1 wish Jesus would tell me to do some such casy thing as
that,” said Jeannie. **I know I would do it.”

* He has told you to come to the fountain of all life, there
to wash and be clean. Aie you ready to do it, Jeannie ?”

“1 do not know what you mean," said Jeannie.

** You know the verse of the hymn that we so often sing,"
said Robert—

¢ ¢ There is a fountain filled with blocd
Drawn from Emmanuel’s veins,
And sinners plunged beneath that flood
Lose all their guilty stains.'”

A MISSIONARY at Canton has arranged a new Chinese
alphabet of thirty-three letters, by which he claims that all
the words which now require so many thousacd symbolscan
be written.

To-MORROW may bring unexpected pleasure, if we im-
prove the present.  But if we neglect the golden oppoztunities
of to-day, the future will hold nothing for us but remorse
and pain.

THE joys of the world bring sortow, but the sorrows of
repentance are full of joy. If it be bitter anguish to know
that we are sinners, is it not unspeakable joy to know that
we are saved by grace?

Jacon’s heart was never so full of joy as when his head
lay hardest. God is cften most present with us in our
greatest dejections, and loves to give comfort to those who
are forsaken of their hopes.

THERE are men in the world who wear a gitdle of fret, as
trying as any friar’s, to annoy themselves. ? fancy that
in such experience is to be found the highest fulfilment of
religious duty and the tiuest expression of this world's pro-
bation.— Az Stephen JI. Tyng.

DRr. Pusey, the old Oxford Professor whose name has
been associated with the sisc and progress of Ritualism in
the Church of England, has entered the lists in controversy
with Canon Farrar in regard 1o the punishment of finally
impenitent men. His main argument is one which is summed
up in the following words, and is clearly undeniable: **No
one has yet been found to doubt that the mass of Christians
have from the fist believed the future punishment of the
lost to be everlasting. We aee it, even apart from Holy
Scripture, in those close upon the times of Jesus ; it was the
faith of the martyrs; it was recognized as the faith of Chris.
tians by the heathen.  One who searched for human causes
of the first marvellous propagation of the Gospel coanted this
belicf as one of the fve causes; that the Chnistians belicved
it 30 energetically as to be able to impress theic belief vpon

the heathen also. No one doubts that the willions upon
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