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e Home Gircle,

A FATHER'S PRAYER.
Sleep, lovely onc ! beside thy peaceful bed,
A fathor prays for blessings on thinc head.
The world shiit ont to the propitious skies,
Oh ! may a fathor’s prayers provailing riso !
May’st thon be blest, my ¢hild ! the dawn that
beams
In thy young glance is sweot—may living
streams
" Of heavenly light around thy manhood play,
And bless theo with a bright and glorious day ;
May'st thou bo blest, my child! Not what the
vain i
Cull blessing when they wealth or greatness
gain,—

Not as the high, the proud—on earth the worst,
With all the objects of their cravings curst;—
But virtuous, honest, pious, just and true,
These be the riches heaven reserves for you.
Firm, to contest, but patient to endure,
" May thy right hand bLe strong, thine heart be

pure,

A mind as strong as upright, may'st thou
claim,

As mark’d my friend’s, my father’s honoured
nae. :

May’st thou—as happy in the nuptial vow—

(And when called to separate, as J have been)—

Rejoice in thy young race, as I do now.

May’st thou be blest, my child ! when fear
alarms t

Thy refuge now is a fond father's arms,

When joy makes light thy footsteps, thou
dost roam,

But to return more fondly to that home,

_And with endearing innocence entwine;

Thy playful linbs, thy happy heart with mine,

More warm—more pure—more sacred be the
part, '

That cheers and animates thy manly heart !

A safer refuge, holier home be given

When thy young thoughts expand from earth
to heaven,

Then may'st thou breathe, amid devotions
flame,

A name thine infant lips have ne’er presumed
to name.

A STORY ABOUT HONESTY.

—

One evening a poor man and his son, a little
boy, sat by the wayside, near the gate of an
old town in Germany. The father took a loaf
of bread which he had bought in the town,
and broke it, and gave half to his son.

«“Not so, father,” said the boy; ‘I shall
not eat until after you. You have been work-
ing all day, for small wages," to sapport me,
and you must be very hungry. I shall wait

nntil yan are done.”

“You speak kindly, my son,” replied the
father. ¢ Your love for me does me more
good than my food ; and those eyes of yours
remind me of your dear mother, who has left
us, and told you to love me as she used to do;
and, indeed, my boy, you have been a great
strength and sapport to me. But now I have
eaten the firat morsel to please you; it is your
turn now to eat.”

“Thank you, father, but break this piece in
two and take a little more ; you see the loaf
is not large, and you require more than I do.”

¢I shall divide the loaf for you, my boy,
but eat it, I shall not eat. I have abundance;
and let us thank God for his goodness in giving
us what is better still, cheerful and contented
hearts. He who gave us the living bread to
nonrish our immortal souls, shall He not give
us all other food which isnecessary to support
our mortal bodies ?”

The father and son thanked God, and they
begen to cut the loaf, to begin their frugal
meal. But as they cut one portion of the loaf
there fell out several large pieces of gold of
great value. The little boy gave a shout of
grest joy, and was springing .forward to grasp
the unexpected treasure, when he was pulled
back by his father.

“My son! my son!” he cried, “‘do not
touch that money ; it is not ours.”

¢ But whose it, father, if it is not ours ?”

**1 know not to whom it belongs, but pro-
bably it was put there by the baker through
mistake. We must inquire. ¢ Run-—"

“ But, father,” interrupted the boy, ‘“‘you
are poor and needy, and you have bought the
loaf, and then the baker may tell s lie, and—"

. ‘I will not listen to you, my boy: T bought
the loaf, but I did not buy the gold in it. If
the baker sent it to me in ignorance, I shall
not; 'be so dishonest as to take advantage of
him;. remember Him who told us to do to
- others a5 wé would have othera do to us. The
“baker may possibly cheat us ; I am poor, but
that is no sin. 1f we share the poverty of
Jesus, God's own Son, oh! let us share his
good and his trust in God. 'We may never be
rich, but we may always be honest. We may
die in starvation, but God’s will be done,
* sbould we die in doing it. Yes, my boy, trustin
“ God, and walk in his ways, and you shall never
ba put to shame. Now run to the baker, and
bring him here, and I will watch the gold until
- he comes.”

"So the boy ran after the baker.

*¢ Brother workman,” said the old man,
“you have made eome mistake, and almost
lost your money,” and he showed the baker
the gold, and told how it had been found. *‘Is
it thine ?” asked the father. *‘If it is, take it

_away.”

¢ My father, baker, is very poor, and—"

*. “8Silence, my child ; put me not to shame
" by thy complaints. T am glad we havo saved
the man from losing his money.”

Y

the honest father and enger boy, and the gold
Iny glittering on tho green turf.

“ Thou art, indeed, an honest fellow,” said
the baker; ‘‘and my néigh}‘)or, David, the
flax-dresser, spoke the truth when he soid
_thou wert tho most honest man in town., Now
I shall tell thee about tho gold. A stranger
came to wy shop three days ago, and gave mo
that loaf and told me to sell it cheaply, to
give it to the most honest poor man whom I
knew in the city, I told David to scnd theo
tome as & customer this morning ; as thoun
wouldst not take the loaf for nothing, I sold it
to thoe, as thou knowest, for the last penny
in thy purse ; and the loaf with all its treas-
ure—and certainly it is not small !—is thine,
and God grant thee a blessing with it !”

The poor man bent his head to the ground,
whilo tears fell from his eyes. His boy ran
up aud put his arm around his neck, and said :

<1 shall always, like you, my father, trust
God, and do what is right, for T am sure it
will never put us to shame.”

————

AXN INCIDENT ON BROADWAY.

One of those sunny March afterncons, when
the sky is blue and eoft as saphire, and the
air fall of balim—the spire of Grace Church
tipped with sunset gold, and the plate glass
palaces along Broadway all in a glitter as they
reflected the sillken robes of the hurrying
throng—that is our scenc and time.

She was just released from her weary day’s
work in the stifling book-bindery—the care.
worn, threadbare woman, and she breathed
the fresh air greedily, as she edged her way
meskly among her scornful sisterhood. Sud-
denly sho paused in front of a fruit-stand, the
tropical gleamn of golden oranges reminded her
of the little white face that was wasting away
on the lonely pillow at home, and she fingered
her purse longingly.

« Have you any one-cent oranges, sir?”

“We don’t deal in one-cent customers—
better go about your business, woman,” said
the man contemptuously.

Oh, the heart sickness of poverty.

She had procceded but a few steps before
she again stopped, involuntarily before a dis-
play of cut flowers. It was not dazzling
camellias nor the imperial pink azaleas that
attracted her eye; it was the knot of wild
violets blue and dewy, like those that grew
under the old apple trce at home when Willie's
eyes would sparkle at the sight of those
violets !

¢ How much are those violets?”’ she asked
with trembling eagerness.

¢ Shilling,” said the dealer shortly ; he did
not believe the faded looking woman would
be a customer, and he was vexed at being in-
terrupted in eulogizing to a splendidly dressed
lady some rare hot heuse blossoms,

She turned away with a weary sigh, but the

1ady had noticed her wan face with pitying
kindness.
“ Give me the wild flowers,” said she ; and
then touching the woman’s shoulder, she
added, “‘Take thess violets—you seem to
wish for them so much !’

The pale face lighted up. Ah, it was worth
a shilling to call forth such a smile !”
¢ Thank you, lady, it was for my little boy
and he is dyjong ! .

“Dying—it was a strange fancy to the
jewelled child of laxury. She could not
imagige it in the glow of suushineand vitality
that surrounded her, and yet it struck a warn-
ing chill to her heart. Dying ! to think that
people could die !

* » -« * * »

¢ Ob, mother, they are so beautiful. Pat
them where I can look at them all the time—
they make me think of lovely green woods!”

Axnd when midnight came, the little child
sot out on his far journey to the many man-
sions of his father’s house, amiling upon the
violets with his last earthly glance. The
broken-hearted mother could shroud him in
no glistening satin or costly lace ; but when
the little pine coffin came, she sprinkled the
blne eyed fragrent blossoms upon his breast,
and so laid him to his everlasting slambers.

Did the Recording Angel write down no
history of that brief incident in his book of
ife? Ah, the day will come when riches
are no longer of any avail, and that one deed
of kindness will be more precious to the
daughter of wealth than all Goleconda’s dia-
monds.

He needs no more weary watching now,
that sick and suffering child ; he is gathering
the violets that grow along the rivers of Para-
dise !

ASTRONOMERS AT VARIANCE.

Recent observers having been unable to find
more than four of tho satellites of Uranus,
many astronomers have discarded Sir William
Herachel's observations upon the other four.
But Mr. Proctor defends Herschel's claims,
because it has never happened that while be
expressed certainty about a matter of observa-
tion, ho has been shown to be in error. Her-
schel distinctly stated that he had not kept
back the announcement of satellites on account
of any doubts, but because he hoped to deter-
mine tho elements of the orbits.

Sincerity is speaking as we think, believing
as we pretend, acting ay we profess, perform-
ing as we promise, and being as wo appear

to be,

Theo baker had been gazing alternatoly at

T

READING FUR CHILUREN, . .,

Notwithstanding tho calarged idoas [whick
are fostered by our present system of educa-
tion, thero still exists a class of people who
always say to a child who sits poring over a
fairy story, “IWhy den't you read somothing
more scngible?”  Kverything, even the child’s
mind, must he adjusted to their own, and they
roason always on the hasis that because any-
thing is good for them, it must be good for the
cbild. "From this notion proceed grave crrors
in the homo education of children.
a cortain serics of mental stages each human
being must pass, in his p;ogress from infancy
to wmanhood, and the montal foold which is
good for him at one stage is not suitable at
another, None tho less truc is it that in cach
stage he craves and must have plentifully the
food adapted to that stage if we would sce

‘him rightly and truly developed. Then lot

your boys and girls real the kind of books
they most ¢njoy, only seeing to it that they
have the best of their kind. Recognize that
they have their own life to live, and that they
cannot by any healthful process dispense with
auy of the stages of its development. The
fairy stories may seem foolish to us, though
that is often because we do not aee deeply
enough into them to discover their truth, but

thoy are by no meuns foollsh or useless to|

children. Let them enjoy them, unmolested
by derogatory remarks from their elders.
They are not, as many suppose, an evil to be
tolerated ; they supply a positive need for the
mind, and as such should be procured for the
child when ho wants them, and aslong as he
wants them, for that stage of development.
Modern science, modern progress camot alter
the nature of the man. Soon enough he will
come to geology, chemistry, and political
science—while he is a child let him read what
he as a healthy devoping child cravea,

Snwdust and Chips.

THE OLpEST REVOLVER.—The Earth.

It is no sign because a man makes a stir in
the community that he is a spoon.

Mustcal PRoBLEM.—If a man blows his
own trumpet, can his opinions be sound.

To cure deafness in a man, begin to whisper
to him about a chance to make his fortune.

An Alabama newspaper speaks of a colored
orator there having * dislocated his shoulder

‘in a pororation.”

A PROVIDENT AND YET IMPROVIDENT MaN.
—The baker ; be kneads much, but sells every-
thing he kneads himself.

M. Offenbach’s new opera, ‘“le Corsair
Noir,” will be produced during the autumn at
the Theatre des Varieties in Paris.

‘* These apples are not fit for a hog to eat,”
said a kid-gloved dandy to an apple-woman,—
““You just try one and sec,” she retorted.

A deserted damsel struck her lover with a

poker, exclaiming, with sobs, ‘‘Yeu have
broken my heart, and I'll break your heagd,
sir.”
Madame Miolan-Carvalho will soon reappear
at the Opera Comique in Paris, in Herold’s
““Pre aux Clercs,” in which a new tenor, M.
Duchesne, will make his debut. '

“Vitals cooked” is the appalling andounce.
ment placarded in the window of a New York
eating-house. "Upon this a wag remarked,
‘“That is probably where the good livers go,”

Five of the sweetest words in the English
language begin with H, which is only a breath:
Heart, Hope, Home, Happiness, and Heaven.
Heart is a hope-place, and home is a heart-
place, and that man sadly mistaketh who
would exchange the happiness of home for
anything less than heaven.

A young lady, who is learning to play on
the piano, wrote the following note to her
music teacher, a-few days ago :—¢‘Dear Mrs.
~——, I wish to be Xcured from Takin a Leason
until a Weak frum 2 Day as wee will Bee Co
Buizzy and i wont have time 2 Praktess.”

SPITEFUL.—An unamiable remark is report-
‘ed as being made by an ex-belle concerning a
youthful beauty whose grace had become the
talk of the day. ¢‘She reminds me of a comb
when she laughs,” said the ex.—¢¢ Whereforo,
my dear X. 2”—* Because she shows all her.
teeth.”

A lady in Paris recently gave a concert at
hor house.  ** Do you like Rossini?” said she
to one of her male guests.—*‘ Rossini—indeed
I do; he is my favorite composer.”—* Are
you familier with his ‘Barber of Soville?”"—
““Oh dear, no,” was the reply; I always
shave myself.”

UnserrLep,—* How is your wife to-day P
said a friend to a French gentleman.—'“Oh,
moche do sem,” said he, ¢“sheisno better, and
I um ’fraid very little waas. If she is gon to
die, I wish she would do it soon. I feel so
unhappy-—iny mind is so moche unsettle. Ven
she die, I shall not be 8o moche dissatisfied.”

Tuk Poer’s RErORT. — James IT., when Duke
of York, made a visit to Milton out of curio-
sity. In the course of conversation the duke
said to the poet that he thought his blindness
wega judgment upon himbecanse he had writ-
ten against Charles IL.; the duke’s father.—
Milton replied, *“ If your highness thinks that
misfortunes are indexes of the wrath of hea-
ven, what must you think of your father’s
tragical end ? ' I have only lost my eyes—he
lost his head !”

' . Queon Elizabeth, sceing a certain baronet in

her garden one day, looked out of the window

Through |,

and asked him : . What dog:sl a man thmk

of when he thinks of nothing?”’ The bar-
onef, , who had not received the Royal
favour, which he had been led to oxpect,
blurted out: ‘Madame, he thinks of &
woman’s promise.” The queen was completely
nonplussed, and was henrd to rotort : ¢ Well,
Sir Edward, I must not éonfute you. Anger
makes men witty, but it keopd them poor.”

Here’s an expression which nceds not to bo

explained :(— ’

““Charlie ! what is osculation 7

* Osculation, Jenny deat,

Is a Jearned expression quecr,

For & nice sensation.

I put my arm thus, round your waist,

This is approximation ;

You need not fear—

There's no one here—

Your lips quito near—

I then”——

“Ob, dear !”

** Jenny, that's osculation.”

Jarvis, the bacchanalian artist, was once
employed hy a gentleman to paint his wife—a
miracle of plainncss—under the stipulation
that a piut of wine ot o single sitting must be
the extent of bis potations, Jarvis assented,
and in a short time produced a perfect fac-
similie of the lady. On exhibiting it to the
husband he seemed disappointed. “ Could’nt
you have given it,” said ho to the painter, “a
little Jess—that is, couldn’t you give it now, a
little more~—.” “If you expect me,” said
Jarvis, seeing the husband’s drift, “if you
expect me to make a handsome portrait of
your wife, I must have more than a pint of
wine at a sitting. I couldn’t get up imagina-
tion to make her even good looking under a

‘quart at the very least.”

———————
Gening of Gold,

Whilst we live let us live well ; for bea
man ever 50 rich when he lights his fire, death

may, perhaps, enter his door before it be burnt
out. ‘

No man ean ever borrow himself out of debt.
If you wish for relief you must work for it.
You must make more and spend less than you
did while you were running in debt,

A lazy boy makes a lazy man, just-as a
crooked sapling makes a crooked tres. Those
who make our great and useful men were
trained in their boybood to be industrious,

It is no disgrace not to be able to do every-
thing; but to um’rtake, or pretend to do,
what you are not made for, is not only shame-
fal, but extremely vexatious and troubjesome.

Women are formed for attachment. Their
gratitude is unimpeachable. Their love is an
uncessing fountain of delight to the man who
has once attained and knows how to deserve
it.

It is the highest privilege, duty and pleasure
of great men and whole-souled women to earn
what they possess, to work their own way
through life, to be the architects of their own
fortunes.

America’s greatest thinker, Emerson, says,
*“Life is hardly respectable if it has no gener-
ous task, no duties or affections that constitute
a pecessity of existing. Every man’s task is
his life-preserver.”

Success rides on every hour; grapple it,

and you may win, but without a grapple it |

will never go with yon. Work is the weapon
of honor, and he who lacks the weapon will
never trinmph.

Mr. Beecher saya: “ Consider morbid, self-
distrust as an introder that has no business in
your brain. Treat it as would insects or ver-
min that infest your dwelling. Huntit, crush
it, give it no quarter.

Let not God’s ministors over subject them-
selves to the imputation that they have not
lifted up their voices and cried aloud, and told
the rich and the great, and all those in autho-
rity, what are the duties of their station.

Onc geod motter is worth ashundred school-
masters. In the home she in'% ** loadstone to
all hearts, and loadstar to all oyes.” Tmita.
tion of her is constant—imitation, which
Bacon likens to ““a globs of precepts.” But
example is far more than precept. It is in-
struétion in action.

A loving heart and s pleasant countenance
are commodities which a man should never
fail to take home with him. They will best
season his food and soften his pillow. It were
a great thing for a man that his wife 2nd chil-
dren could truly say of bim, ‘““He never

brought a frown or unhappiness across his
threshold.”

Wherever unselfish love is the mainspring
of men’s actions; wherever happiness is placed
not on what we can gain for ourselves, but on
what we can impart to ‘others ; wherever we
Placo our highest satisfaction in gratifying our
fathers and mothers, our brothers and sisters,
our wives and children, our neighbors and
friends, we are sure to attain all the happiness

“which the world can bestow,

People always fancy that we cannot become
wise without becoming old also ; but in truth,
a8 years accumulate it is hard to keep as wise
as we were. Mae becomes, in the different
stages of his life, indeed, a Qifferent being ;
but he cannot say that he will surely be better
as he grows onwnrd, and in cortain matters
he is a8 likely to be right iu his twentieth as
in his sixtieth year, '

——

TRAVELLERS GUIDY, TORONTO
e wIAMB. ‘

oAt iy *

.. GREAT WESTERN RATLWAY.
, . Maix Lmr.--Gol:.vu WEST.

!

e am pm pm pm am

Susponsion Br, 700 12.40 440 9.50 1.20°

Hamilton: 7.20 9.00 210 6,20 11.30 2.65 .

. am
Paris - 0.00 10.25 ,3.23  7.50 12.57 4.00
London - (.45 12,50 "5.:25 0.00 2.45 5.45
. . pm

Chatham 1.05 3.30 7.50 000 6.05 8.07

Windsorard, 20 5.15 9.20 0.00  6.45 9.25
Mary Ling—Going Easr.

am ‘am a m am pm

Windsor 420 7.45 825 11.30 7.4b

Chatham - 6.05 11.20 9.55 1.10 9.10

London 6.00 8.40 0.00 12.35 3.55 11.25

pm am

Paris - 7.40 10.20 0.00 2.10 6.05 12.57

Hamilton 9.10 11.35 0.00 3.35 7.35 2.05

Sus'n Br 10.53 1.00pm 535 9.30 4.00
ToroNTo TO HAMILTON,

. am am pm m’
Torouto - Leave 7.00 11.50- 4,00 8.10
Hamilton Arrive 843 1.40pm 6.00  9.50

HamiLron To ToroNTO.
Hamilton . Leave 9.10 11.30 3.35 —;1;.40
.30

Toronto - Arrive 11.00 1.15pm 5.30
.

GRAND TRUNK EAST.
Derrorr T0 ToroxTo.

am. p.a. .m.,
Detroit - Leave 6.50 4.00 .30  0.00
Port Huron- - 925 7.00 900 0.00
Sarnia. - - 1020 000 945 0.00
London - Leave 11.20 7.30am 2.45 p.m.

pm. am. am. a.Jm,

Stratford - Leave 1.50 0.00 1.25 9.15
Guelph « .- 345 7.30 310 105
p.m.

Toronto - Arrive 6.00 10.15 525 1,05

TORONTO TO MONLREAL,

pm. am, am. Pp.um,
Toronto, - - 622 000 5637 1.05
Whitby . - 800 000 7.07 855
Oshawa - 000 000 7.15 .9.07
Bowmanville - 000 000 7.35° 9.35
Port Hope - - 925 0.00 830 10.30
Coboar Arrive 9.40 0.00 8.55 10.45
OUT€ | Leave 9.55 0.00 9.15 11.00
) am,
Beleville - -11.30 0.00 11.15 1.00
a.m, p-m.
Napanee -- -12.15 0.00. 12.00 " 2.05
Kingston - - - 110 0.00 135 3.15
Brockville - - 300 000 335 5.15
Ottawa - - 10.00pm0.00 12.00 noon
Arr 3.00 0.00
Prescott Jn ;Lve 335 0.00 410 545
Cornwall . - 550 000 6.25 7.456
Montreal - Arrive 8.00 9.10 9.30 10.30
Goine West—MoNTREAL T0 ToRoNTO.
am. pm. p.m, pm.
Montreal - Leave 8.00 .00 6.00 9.00
Cornwall - -11L00 0.00 "9.15 11.40
Rii N a.m.
Prescott Junction T.IO 0.00 11.25 130
Ottawa - Arrive 3.45 0.00 0.00 6.15
a.1m.
Kingston - -. 405 000 200 4.00
Cobourg - - 825 0.00 615 8.10
Bowmanville - 935 000 17.35 0.00
QOshawa . -10.00 000 8.00 000
Whitby - <1012 0.00 8.2 0.00
Toronto - Arrive 11.30 0.00 9.30 11.00
TorONTO TO DETROIT.
pm. pm 8m am pm
Toronto - Lve 11.30 3.45 7.30 11.45 5.30
a.m }).m.
Guelph - - 150 528 925 155 8.35
Stratford - 330 7.4512n'n 3.45 0.00
London Arrive 0.00 9.10 2.10p.m.  10.45
am. p.m.
Sarnia - - 645 0,00 3.30 7.30 0.00
Port Haron - 6.35 6.45 3.30 7.30 0.00
Detroit - Arrive 9.15 11.00 6.03 10.00 0.00
NORTHERN RAILWAY.
Moving North, Moving South.
am pm am pm
Toronto, 7.00 4.00 Collingwood 5.05 4.00
Newmarket8.50 5.30 Barrie - 6.50 5.40
Barrie - 10.30 7.35 Newmarket 8.50 7.40
Collingw’d 12.20 9.20 Toronto - 10.35 9.30
arrive p m City Hall
T. G. AND B. RAILWAY.
‘GOING WEST. " GOING EAST.
AM. PIM. . AM PM,
Toronto - 7.30 3:45 Mt. Forest - 6.00 3.20

Orangeville10.35 6.50 Orangevillo- 8.30 6.55
P.M. .
Mt. Forest - 1.00 9.20 Toronto - - 11.30 8.50

TORONTO AND NIPISSING RAILWAY.
GOING NORTH. .

AN, P.M.
Toronte - - - - . - .7.05 3.50
Markham - - - - - . 8.30 5.10
Uxbridge - - - - - - 945 6.35
Midland Junction - - - 11.35 8.25
GOING SOUTH.

AN, P.M,
Midland Junction - - - 6.30 2.00
Uxbridge - - - - - - 803 335
Markham - - - - - - 920 510
Toronto - - - - - -10.45 6.40

‘ST. LAWRENCE & OTTAWA RA.IiJW'AY

The Shortest and Quickest route from Toronto '

Ottawa.

FOUR TRAINS DAILY, MAKING OERTAIN .CON-
NECTIONS WITH GRAND TRUNK R, R,

And with the Ogdonsburﬁh and Lake Champ-
lain, and the Rome and Watertown railways,
for New York, Boston, and all points south.

Going North, »
{ m am pm am
Prescott Wharf,depart 1 15 630 410 200
Prescott Junction 130 640 420 220
QOstawa arrive 350 920 650 615
Going South, '
am pm am pm
Ottawa, depart 1030 1250 810 1000
Prescott Junction 1240 3401205 306
Prescott Wharf, ar 1240 12501215 315

Ttissaid that certain aristooratic temper-

perance mon have refused to have anything to

do with water, because it is so often drunk., -



