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PATIENT MOTHER
‘WE wonder if this in-
terested lad would sub-
mit to interruption in
bis work, for amusement
of & silly kitten and an
idle boy, just as amiably
a3 bis good mother is
doing! Most likely he
would bebave very dif-
ferently, for he could
tcarcely have the self-
forgetful feelings which
themother’s loveinspires.
Although she, of course,
findsnopleasureinwatch-
ing kitty’s pranks, she is
well content to let her
thread get tangled.
SCHOOL-ROOM
DECORATION.
Too little attention is
often paid in the public
schools of this conntry
to beautifying school-
rooms and msakinz them
pleasant and attractive
to the puplls. There are
thousands of school
rooms that have no
more decorations than
the old barn where I fed
the cattle when a boy,
and the teachers in such
rooms seem to care little
moze for their surronnd- PATIENTMOTHER,
ings than the cattle that
fed in the atalls. . schorl-rooms3 be beautified by living plants
“All high art,” says Emerson, *is moral,” | and bloomiog flowers, contributing alike to
and, addsa New York artist, * Whatever | the good health and the good morals of the
r.fines any part of man's nature refines his [ pupils, and let ths ugly monotonors black-
moral perceptions.” i ness of the slated board bs enlivened Ly
On the subject of school-room decora- f good crayon skefches, be they ever so simple,
tions, & man of taste and refinement truth- zand by ornamentations in bright, but bar-
fully says, “Let the window-sills of the ' moniously arranged and judiciously grouped
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colours, Let the say-
ings of the masters of
prose and poetry be em-
blazsned as ‘Memory
Gews,’ and thus_kept be

fore the oyes and m nds
of the pupil.”

Tha same remark ap-
plirs especially to Suu-
day-school rooms. Iat
them be as bright and
beautiful as tho means
and taste of the church
way make them. The
ministry of beauty will
help the ministry of
brothers.

TRUST.

THERR was onco &
httle turd chased by a
hawk, and in {ts extrem-
ity it took refuge in the
bosomof atender-hearted
wan. There it lay, its
wings and festhers .uiv-
ering with fear, and its
little heart throbbing
against the boscn of the
good man, whilst the
hawk kept hoveringover-
hiead, as if saying, * De-
liver up that bird that
I way devour it” Now,
will that gentls, kind-
hearted man take the
poor little cresture, that
puts its trust in him, out of his bosom,
aud deliver it up to the hawk? What
think yet Would you do it? No,
never. Well, then, if you flee for refuge
into the bosom of Jesus, who came to seek
and save the lost, do you think he will
deliver you up to your deadly foe? Never!
never!! never!!!



