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For the sad old earth must borrow its

he ceuoes bound to a joyful sound,

icjoice, and men will scek you ;

SOLITUDE.
BY ELLA WHEELER.

& and the world laughs with you ;
‘:ﬁi’p, and you weep alone,

shared be joy! Could there be sorrow
and none to sympathise? Noue, to
speak a kindly word or lend a pitying
glance 7 Oh! depth of earthly woe !

Bow~d thus in sorrow, do they not
know that there is one ever ready
to help? One “‘Friend that sticketh
closer than a brother.”  No grief is too
small for His notice—no care t00 tri-
fling. Precious ‘refuge in time of

mirth,
But has trouble enough of its own.
ing, and the hills will answer;
igh, it is lost on the air;

But shrink from voicing care.

Grieve, and they turn and go. trouble I”  Why will not all seek com-
hey want full measure of all your frt there? r
R pleasure, But even humanly speakiag, are
’ .’eB"‘ "h‘z g‘;‘;::. ‘;mm’rewoe- there not sweet ties of friendship, and
8 ard many ; . ; :
o will | Be sa.:i, and you Liss Siod all—y which coupstitutes a true friend ? Is

But alone you must drink life's gall
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here is room in the hails of pleasure

bu
F;uadc tiht toliows wealth and fame,

fpd; one pear and dear, to whom

there one who bravely, yet gently, tells
us our fauits ; who tenderly” distaugles-
our feet from the meshes of evil and
points us to the straight and narrow
way; who chides without harshness;

who loves without servility? Then

such would we gladly call our friend.

Only one wio 1s faithful and true eould

venture to administer a reproof, know-
ing that it would mflict pain, for whose

ioward spirit wowd not feel chated to

sce thewr faults eéxposed to the glare of
even” friendly criticism ? Yet we are

tuid 1 the Book of ail books that “the

wouods of a fricnd are better than the

kisses of an enemy.”

“I'rue biiss, if man may reach it, is
compuscd of heaits 10 union  wutuany
aisciosed.” Wuat care 1s there whicn
tellow-teching wilt not lighten ?  How
often, wonen downcast and soirowful,
bave we Telt the sootaung influence of
wricndly sympathy ¢ L'mnk of our sad
experience had toere been noue to con-
Would we not be still mor-
usesy Lroodily Over our ils, magnificd
feuluid Ly nursing thel, wicreas we
call sce HoW tue silver lning peeping
turougy tue clouds, aud life once more
Scems  brigut and beautiful 7 Une
fricndly Word Worked blis elamorpao-

ere are none to deelipe your nectar-
ed wine :

and yeur halls are crowded ;
Fast, aud the world goes by,
coeed aud give, and it helps you live,
But 0o maa can help you die.
For a large and lordly train,
t one by one must all file on
Through the varrow aisles of pain,

FRIENDSHIP.

[ MAGGIE NAISMITH, HOLSTEIN ONT.

W hat is thisfriendship of which bards
ve sung aud pocts raved almost from
fine inumemorial 77 Is it—

t a name, a charm that lulls to sleep.

d leaves the wreteh to weep 77

ffar be the thought! Friendship,
d aud steadfast, may be rare, it is
e, yet even in thus world of empty
ju and base deception, we may find
t which merits the title, Friendship
weet word and sweeter bond. From
iest iutancy each has had a bosom

fiue m.

becn gpnfided every joy—every
e. ,V(h?l’e as time rolls on and with
changing years change early ties,

YPE

#is and enabled us to see all 1n a new
hght. Who can estimate the valae of
a true fnend? Lattle do we realize
LoW wucu Our companions make or
war our lives, Many a bright boy
jeaves the bome ot hus childhood—uus
ratler’s restrammng wflueuce and s

there will be one who, pearer than
otheis, \may eclaim that chosen
re we wrong ? Are there those
tread “life’s thorny way” triendless
alone 7 “Nome to love, none to
None to care whether fortune
s on them and life seems as a glad
 of summer ; or whether theirs are
us, pot smiles, and “the burden
upon them is more ‘than they

2
ar.
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mother’s tehuer care—goes to fight lile’s
batties, totally ignorant of the suarcs
and pitfalls which awa.t hum.  Distavce
lends enchantment,”. the world seems
full of beauty and sunshive; he does

Cheerless thought! Could joy un-

not dream of danger, when, perchance,
the serpent lurking in his path will
steal wpon him unawarcs, He does
not regognise a foe, who, skilled in de-
ceit, cgmes in the guise of a friend, and
ensnargs the unsuspecting youth. All
are no§ endowed with the same will
power.; Some have a yielding and pli-
able nature and may be readily influ-
enged for good or evil. How many,
looking bdck when years have fled,
may trace their present condition to the
timely Hinfluence of a friend ? :
Pardnts should study the disposition
of eacli child, and as far as possible
"keep from being contaminated by
evil cqmpanions.  Beware lest the
temptef come in the disguise of friend-

ship steal from your garland its
sW b blossoms.

Ah !/ epuld you but have forseen the
dire consequences—your boy filling the
drunkabd’s grave, or chained with the
conv'nik{ fetter, weuld that subtle de-
ceiver have found a place at your fire
side? No! And now when goaded
by amisery you spurn him from you, it
is too late. He only mocks at your
sorrow—he, who ruined your darling
while claiming to be his friend, yes—
friend—as Brutus was to Caesar—as
Delilah was to Samson.

Can friendship exist between two of
different tastes and habits; must there
not be thoughts and feelings in common
—only sufficient diversity of disposition
to avoid monotony, yct such agreement
that their lives will blend harmoniously
together ?  ““f'wo souls with but a
single thought—two hearts that beat
as one.”

May blend and mingle with our own,
Whose heart with ours in joy may meet
Whose eye with ours in pain may meet ; -
For dear to us are those who wait
Around our couch with kindred pain:
The long familiar . friend or mate,
Whose softness woos us to complain,
Whose tear meets every tear that flows,
Whose sympéthy relieves our woes.”

HOW T0 BECOME A MILL-
IONAIRE.

You must be a very able man, as
nearly all the millionaires are,

You must devote your life to the
getting and keeping of other men's earn-
1ngs.

gYs'ou maust eat the bread of carfulness,
and must rise up early and sit up late.

You must care little or nothing about
other men’s wants, or suffering, or dis-
appointments, ‘

You must not mind that your great
wealth involves many other in pov-
erty. 3 :
You must not give away except for
a material equivalent. 5 u

You must-not-go meandering about
Nature, nor spending your tim: enjoy-
ing air, earth, sky, or water, for there’s
0o money n it.

You must never embark in zuy en-
terprise that will build up the place
you live in,” but wait until the public-
spirited men have built radroads, ete.,
tnen buy the stock at a discount,

You must never give to the widow
or orphan a thought, or consider tnat
they have any claims upon your ha-
man.ty or charity. -

You must make money your god,
interest your faith, and large posscssions
the beaven you covet, And when dy-
ing give a few pence to heaven.

You must not distract your thoughts
from tue great purpose of your life
with the charms ot ure and literature.

You must uot let phidosophy or re-
ligion engross you dur'i’n\gf tue secular
time,

You must not allow your - wife and
children to vecupy much of your valu-
able time and tuoughts.

You mu.t never permit the fascina-
tions of fricndsnip to inveigle you wmto
makibg loans, uowever small.

You must abandon all other ambi-
tions or purposes ; and, finally—

You must be prepared to sacrifiee
easc and all fancirul notions you may
have about tastes and luxuries and en-
joyments during most 1t uot all, of your
natural life,

1f you think the game ia worth the
candie, you can die ricn—some of you
can.

How true it is that “a whisperer
séparateth chief friends?” - Are in-
stanees of it ot of every day occurance ?
Strange it is that we value our friends
so lightly, that we would let a mere
scandal-monger to come b.tween us and
them, Itisonly when they are gone
—parted by a proud, unforgiving spir-
it—that we feel our loss. Mayhap, we
do not realize it till they are gone from
us to apother world. Then, in vain
would we recall each hasty action, in
vain wish for a reconcil:ation when too
late, '

Wedid pt appreciate their true val-
ue when here, and now is vain to sigh
for

He who knows most, grieves most

A friend “whose every breath for wasted “time.




