
10 TISE àfAYrOWER.

Miss Sophia çe.verely scrntinized them, pull-
iîg the ruiffies, next looking at the gathers,
then the stitching, and finally tossing theni
into a heap, addecl:

"lTell your mother tlîey are worth no
more than fifty cents, and 1 will give lber
that if shO will receipt the bill."

T'hé child returned with a heavy heart
and imparted thé information.

Thie seamstress wept-she looked every,
now aid then upon the piete Upon the
waIL

CI'If ho0 were but alive," said glie, 49I
giiouid hàve some protector àgainst wrong
usage."ý She couldl not but exclairn: Il how
my heail does ache 1" as she undid another
budget of work ; Ilfive dollars for ten shirts ?
1 ouglit," tliought she, Ilto better vindicate

my righLt-but thcy wvho oppress tlhe por
bve the worst of it. Ilere, Ellen, dear,

take this bill for making tise shiirts, arnd
bring nie back just what Sophia pleases tri
give; but say niother lias toiledl vcry liard,
early and lûte upon thiem."

Ellen did so, and Sopbia took lier five dl
lars frorn lier purse, adding :

IlThis is a great deal of money for porr
people to spend-it will buy you a number
of calico dresses."

"lBut maltce's rent is duc," said the child.
"IPshaw, rent is notliinig-makie yriur

laridiord trusý you!" aîîd so saying, she
darted froul thse room.

The seaînstress neyer closed lier eycs tlîat
night. Think you no unscn oye Nvill viii-
dicate ber truc clain? "lSophia Elilsworth,"
said Gr-ace Eatoni, Il vhere did you get tliat
splendid fan? It is really elgn.

I saved iti, rephied Sophia, Ilfrom mo-
ney father gave me tri makce lus shirts-but
1 bircd thern done nt liaif price, and lie ne-
ver knows it to this day."

Poor girl! your fan should lle uscd als a
sereen to bide thse biard spot in your Iteart.
Prosperity neyer long follows in the foot-
Isteps of oppression.

A SWEET PICTrJRI. - Sitting, yester-
day toward- -evening* at the bay wvin-
dow§ in great abstraction of mina, op.
pressed bY a Senée ofniy lonely condition,
I did weep unres8trainedly, not knowing j
was perceived -by any, unt-il a littie banci

was pat in mine, and Lizzy's face wvas rais-
ed Up to kiss mec. Sorrowful thoughts
could not at once lie set aside, and I did flot
speakl to lier for a tirne, for my heart wvas
heavie. She sate quietly driwn at my feet,
witli a gentle loving look, and so rcmained.
The rain hll ceased, and the sunne sholne
in throughi the side casernent. The ligit,4
as it fell upon ber golden haire, îiade ber
seerne like to me thse holy chuldren in! thse
Italian picturesi 0f sncb, me thougit, firO
the kingdom of beavei thus Iooketh, and
baply is dveà nô*w nigh unto nieb, sêparated
only by this veil of flcsh, the spirit of my
preelous ehild; as the flower of' thc field so
hie pcrished, and mîy licart yct ycarnetlî af-
ter hirm, îny first-born. Arrise aud took,
Liz7y in iny arias, and lield bel, up tri the
wilidrw. A fe%ý pale flowvers of tlie musk
rose snîelled sweetly after the raine. Di
anîd .Faany wei'e rtunniing on the terrace;
%ve %vent out to liecm and tliey ivere as mer-
rie as birds; and I did put frorn îne niy owil
griefe.-Lacly IVillozig1dk,'s Diary,

mleia~ Pano 0ijiaidUght ù1g~t
wicun flot silo gleaîned uili ruy sie1t
A Iovely Apparition, sent
'lO bc a înollieît's Orînamcît

1c y n t,î-s of"''%viliqllt hlir
LikeZ 'I'wiliglitst; t00 he diS1ky Ili'ir;
îlo ail tIîings cisce about lier drawîî
Froin May.l,-inte raid the cliceiful flawu
A dllucîng Slîinpe, tnilm"~cgy'l'O liaurit, 10 eianile, and wa-iay.ý
1 saw lier uplon nearer view
A S)iit, y et a MWemni toc!
lici iîoueiold mot ions liglit and froc,
.Aid stops lSvri iberty ;
A couutensîi ii wlîici did mcct
.'iwcct records, promises as sweet;
A (jreat,,re lot to0 ijriglit or geoi
For bumni itic dsiffy food
Feor tronlsieuît seroly, simple %viles,
iraîsc, [daincl, kissco, tears, i an 8ilc,.
Aîsd nmîv I Foe Nvitli cyci sorono
l'lic very puise 0 tise rio *n
A Bcblg lircnt ing ttfuil bretti,
A Triavçcher betwit i4aud dali;
Thse reatson flrm, t ctmprt will
Endurance f'oresigk, YtrilgVI, andeldu

tlperfeot jenan, aolpuned
To warn, to o.t "Inid sommanAnd yet a S Iri SUi a]d Irsht
IWitl soen0 goraun el igUt

DWouoT11.

A BEÂXJTIFUL IMÂqGE.-A dcaf and durnb
pereon being asked to give bis idea of for-
giveness, took a pencil and wrote-' It is the
sweetness wbich flowers yield wben tram-
pied on.'


