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A WORD ABOUT WORDS.
Ah me ! their terrible tonguos !
Are wo half aware of there mighty powers!

Do we ever trouble our minds at ui‘

Where tha jest may strike or the hint wmay fall £
The latest chirp of that *‘Jittle hird,”

That spicy story “‘you must have heard” —

We jork them sway in our gossip 1sh,

And somebody’s glnss, of course goes smash,
What fames have beon blasted and broken,
What pestilent stnks have been stirred,
By a word in lightuess spoken,

By only an idle word |

A sueer ~a shrug—u whisper low—
They are posoned shafts from an ambushed blow,
Shot by the coward, the fool, the kuave,
They pierce the mail of the great and brave,
Vain is the buckler of wisdom and pride,
‘I'o turn the pitiless point aside :
The lip may curl with u careless smile,
But the heart drips blood—drips blood the while.
Ah me ! what hearts have been b oken
What rivers of blood been stirred,
By 2 word in malice spoken,
By only u bitter word.

A kindly word and a tender tone—

To only God is their value kuown !

They can lift from the fust the abject head,
They can turn a foe to a friend instead :

The heart close-bayred with passion and pride,
Will fling at their knocks its portals wide,

And the hate that blights and the scorvn that sears

Will melt in the fountain like childlike tears.
What icebound griefs inve been broken,
What rivers of lave been stirred,
By a word in kindness spoken,
By ouly a gentle werd !

THE OLD vASTOR.

*“Yes, thiugs in the church are dull—all at & stand-
still; so to speak. Parson Miles ought tospurup a lit-
ue.”

John and T were sitting on the front porch, Sabbath
afternoon. He was smokiug his pipe and looking over
his Sunday paper. sumetimes reading a bit to me,
which almost put me half asleep, as it is natural enough
when there’s nothing to do to keep one awake. But I
ahways get wide awake when he begins to talk, so when
he said that, I said to ham:

“Well, I must say I'm getting tired of the same old
thing. Now, when I wasat Spencerville. where they've
just got a new minister, there was so much going on
and everything so Iively! There were all the ladies
fixing up the parsonage, and everybody calling there,
and presents, and the house-warming; dear me! It all
scemed to make so much good feeling—"

“That’s it,” said John. “There’s no feeling at all
here. Parson Miles is a good enough man, but he’s
slow—yes, rather slow. 1t sometimes comes over me
Maria"—then John spoke lower, thongh whether it was
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in foar of being heard by the leaves that whispered in
the applo-treos that shaded the poreh, or by the birds
buildiug their nests there, or by old Carlo that lay on
tho mat, is more than 1can say; but there wa'n’t noth-
ing olse to hear “‘that perhaps we need a change,
though 1 woulan't be the one to start the idea.”

“16’0, indoed,” { said; “*but still he's boen here a
long time.”

*Yes, aud gotting a listle old. A younger man, now,
would "liven things up  We could pay him a bester
salury, and give him a good setting out  The church
is woll able to do it.”

“Phere's no fault t+ be found with Bro. Miles,
vhough,” §smd, for § couldn’t find it in wy heart to
hear him run down,

“Not o bit. 16’s only that —well-- only that, perhaps
his uscfulness here is st an end. What do you say,
Muaria, to driving over to hear Parson Tttle, this even-
ing, just for a varioty! He's more my style—~ heats and
whacks away, and wakes folks up.”

SWhat! saicd 1, elear over to Radnor!” 1t was ten
miles av more.

“Yes,” he said, 'l hiteh up Prancer, and we can
make it in an hour.”

1 saw he was a hittle vestless, and rather liked the
iden of a ride behind the colt, so L made no objection.
As we ¢ot near Radnor there were lots of folks on the
way to church.

“Gireat many out for evening worship,” Isaid, “Our
| folks don’t turn out. this well.”

i “Parson Tuttle’s & man that diaws,” said John;
* “keeps up the interest, you see.” .
! There was quite » cvowd in the entry, and, as we
, were waiting for some one to ghow us to a seat, we
" overheard » man say:

{ “¥ou'll hear sometiing worth hearing to-mghe, Mr.
}(I couldn’t get hold of the name, though I tried) is wo-

mye to preach.”

I was afraid Johu had set his hears on hearing Mr,
"Puttle, but as far as T was concerned, 1 dido’t mind
* hearing a stranger, esprelally if he was like they said,
- for they were keepimy right o
t  ———He's a strong speaker, yes, strong—that is
s just the word.  We're always glad when we get him on
tan exchange.  Wonder 18 a man like him s let stay so
t loug in a country living,  Nene of your hop and jump

sort—don’t waste any foree hanering oot sparks, but
i oes at it and drives in the truth square and solid, and
‘ then clinches it—yes, siv, he just clinches it—that is
the very word.”

1 could see the folks were expecting sumething a lit-
tle more than common by the way they looked as they
settled into their seats. 1 was looking about a little,
trying to see it anybody 1 knew was there, for 1 knew
a few of the Raduor folks (though what with running
to Eliza Jane’s or to Susan’s now they’re married, and
something or other always ailing with one or the other
of the children, snd the work of home, it’s 2 wonder I
ever keep track of anything else), and didn’t look to-
ward the pulpit at all till 1 heavrd the mimster’s voice,
and then I almost jumped from my seat as 1 stared at
him. Then 1 turned and stared at John, and he stared
at me. It was Parson Miles as sure as you live.

If it hadn't been w church I should 'a laughed right
i out, to see John's blank look. But 1 sobered down,
and then J couldn’t help seeing how those people lis-
tened. It was very plain they considered Parson Miles




