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Kiterary  Bepagtovent,

DE PROFUNDIS.

Ojspremsert henenth the lenvy weight
OF muny sinful yerrs,

T view with pmin iy wretched state,
Bexet Ly 1|Iun||l.n arul fears,

T atill cans hogus, bt dare not trust,
I kunw ot what [eare ;

I only-know that God i« just,
And | ean not dengiir,

1 aeek in vain forinwanl pease,
My care s will not depart,

At pruy for pardon and release,
In weiriness of heart,

¥ cannot o the things T would,
Though censclence pricks sae sore ;
Iwilful{ reject the goud,
And chooses what L ablier,

 Come unto Me,” the Savionr cries,
¢ Awl 1 will give you rest,”

How willingly wouldl I arire,
Awl hie for ever blest.

Mo words ave surely taeant for e
[ lalour with my pain ;

My burdenad goul f; not yet free

I‘rum win's hesetting chuin.

Toor.l Jesn, Thahast power to save,
1 cannot strive alone ;

Satul down the auceour waich I erave
Regard me ns Thine own,

T'hon will not break the Innised reed,
Nor rquench this fuint desire,

Tt Thon wilt help e in tay need,
And with wuze trust iuspire,

So shall T raise iy head with juy,
Aud sing with heart and voice 5

For Theo nlons my life emiploy,
And in Thy Jove rejoice.

Wansan,
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DIARY OF A POOR YOUNG LADY

(From the Gurman of Mante Naruusius.)

A CTALE FOR YOUNG GINLS,

{Teandlated fur the Chuaeel Cunrdinn, |

{Uontinued),
, Tuesday, Jun. 8,

We had a now amusement to-day.
Little Lina with four of the others, Lucic
and I and [lorr Helier coasted down the
Linden-hills. ow the childron tumbled
ovor each other, mid how we had to pick
them up nnd comfort them ! and yot the
little people would not step. At last,
when the noses woere goiting a littlo fev
red, and the hawds Zoo stiff, we went in.
Tho Trau Pasterin refreshed us from the
hig colles-pot, and with Dread und honey
too—and our appetite was not small
I am thove, at laast, an heur every duay,
helping tocut gut and arrange and plan,
we shall soen have got through and shall
ses orler and everything noedful in
drawera and closets,  The Frau Pastorin
is so grateful to mo and the children love
me; and 1 am o happy iu the dear
houso,

Little Lucio is helping in our sowing-
closs; we had it te day for the second
Lime, the childron are slill very awkward
at their work, bul gt on much letter
with tho siuging. 1 had o singing elnss
yestorday witlt the servants in the heuse
too; Sephic is gaining over ouna aftor
another for our merning prayers, and
they know so fow hymus.

Wednesduy, Jan, 16,

Tt was n groat pleasuroe to-day when we
placed the lurge silver tea-urn en the fine
damask cloth, with cakes and confec-
tienery.  Vallberger ushered in very
cetemeniously the Herr Pastor ane his
wife, aud Herr Hober and little Mario
aad Linas To my great joy the Fran
Paslorin was quite at her oase, and Auut
Julchon vory confidentinl.  Luciv and 1
were Lhe hostesses, wo had made the eake
and the tea.  The Herr Pastor entor-
tained ns wlmest nltogether. T am glad
te see with what atlomtion Aunt Julehen
listened to him, she thinks him very in-
tollectual.  But [am very sorvy that she
makes fun of Herr Hebor.  Not on his
account, il does not aflect him, but in her
own and becanse of Tucic too—her lova
and rospoet tor hor Aunt would be les-
sened by leaving il. T shall bog har
very eartiostly 1iot to do so.  Herr leber
is a kind soul, and that is sayingn great
oal.

Sunday, Jan. 20,

Herr von Titlsen comes to Church here
overy Sunday, he goes to the parsonage,
and somelimes makes n short visit to
Aunt Julchen. T take no netice of him.
I only trust that he is sincero to the pas-
tor and to Limself. :

Thursday, Jan. 24.

It snowed heavily in the night.  Old
Werder could. not come for his dinner ;
fowards evening I went thero with
Sophie.” "Ho was iu bed, ne ene with

‘dotie it unte me."

him. If the cold continues our store of
wood will be exhausted. I spoke te the
gordener, he has large heaps of dry
houghs cut from the trees; 1. think we
might give it away without asking the
ownet.

Munday, Jun. 28.

The eold is gelting wmore and more
scycre; we have coal every day for the
poor. Since yesterday n nunber of poor
¢hildren have come té the caatle kitchen;
the old covk gives them the fragments,
but that iz net cnough. e waould
willingly cook fer them, bmt Christina,
the kitchen maid, complains of the
adlditional work. At morning prayers
to day I real Matt. xxv. 31-46, where it
says :  “ Come ye hlessed of my Father,
inherit the kingdem preparsd for you
from the beginning of the werld ; for 1
was hungry and yu gave me to eat, etc.
Inasmuch as ye have done it wnto ene of
the least of these my brathren, ye have
But to these on the
Jeft hand be shall say : “Inasmuch as yo
did it not to one of the least of these, ye
did it not te me.”  And these shall go
nwny into ovorlasting punislunent, bul
the righteons into life cternal.”

Christina  was nmeng the ethers.
Alterwards when the cook usked her lo
peel o fuw pails of potatecs for the poor
children, she did so cheerfully,  Lucie
too seemed to be losing her interest in
the cook roum.  Sephie could do just as
well nud evek for the poor, but Lucio
must not look at it simply as am amuse-
ment, she must do it from comparisen,
aod lesin to make eacrifices.  But I daid
nothing, towwrds evening, whea il had
nearly coased snowing, | proposed that
sho should go with me to the village.
She was nfraid of the cold, but todk ler

fais and mull and followed me. We
wont to the sick avoman, (irossen.
She was  lying in hed, a littie
hoy was pulting  some Drushwood

on tho embers ; the room was very cold.
Two littie girls were creuching on the
floor, the smallest child was in bed teo.
“0 the hard winter meaned the poer
woman, wo hiave givon our lngt Groschon
for woed ani now we have no biead” I
spoke 1o her, Tucie listened in silence.
Afterwards wo went {o old Werder ; his
stove wag quito celd, but he wau-con-
Lentud, the warm food has beea his com-
lort, which “the dear young Fraulein
Lucie” cooks for him every day. e
asked Gop's blessing upon her. Lucio
wept. I can understand why, she felt
hor own indifference. Whoen we enmo
out sho hegged to b allewed to care for
these twe heuses horself every day, and
shu clasped me in hor arms and kissad
mo. This evening wo made a plan.
Aunt Julehon, Lucie, I, Sophie, and
Vollborger have divided the sick and
noedy fumilies whom we wmust wisit.
The snows ocveaks under foet, thick ice-
llowera cover thoe panes ; they say we ure
having 18 degreos of cold.

Jan. 31,

Lucie is unwemied in her visits she
sows teo for her poor, and cooksand cares
for them iunost faithfully. The Herr
Pastor tolls us that doveut works helong
to a devout lifo: the soul caunot stand
mere contemplalion and deing nothing.
How happy 1 fool in this active life, hew
much brighter is my heart! ‘l'o be moing
round illo and preeccupied is a cause’of
oroat unhappiness. I have experiencad
that, and must wae net render an account
of every heur, of every idle wonli 0O,
I could alnest lose courage at the
thought.

Munday, Feb, 4.

Aunt Julchen and Tuecie must both
stay indoers, they have taken severe
colds. T have undortaken their visits.
Iey north wind and drifting snow almest
prevented mo frowm goiug : the hailif
and the gandenar have kindly had a path
shove led out for me to the upper village.
On my way back 1 stopped at the par-
sonage. They were all in the study, the
eraklo was there too, and one vould Jand-
ly twrn vound. But they all loeked se
bright, the IHerr Dastor wost of all
About twilight T set eff, but I would net
allow anyene te go with me. Tt was
awful out of doovs: the wind swept
through the maked irees amd over the
desolate white ficlds then drove the
whirling snow inte my face. Vellberger
received me in the portice and ahinest
scolded e for going out; Aunt Julchen
kindly came to meet me with a cup of
het tea. It grew dark, tlie wind howled
more and mere. “If any euc wero out
te-night they weuld porish,” 7 said;
*“ the roads are drifted up and the wind
isso violexit that any ene facing it must

lose their breath. As my imagination

waa taken mp with these things, T often

fancied I heard the sound of a carriage.

“ Are you expecting omy one lo-night,”

said Aunt Julchen jokingly, as she

noticed that T was listening anxiously.
{To be continued.)

THE BOOK FOR ALL MEX.

The Bible is not more plainly adapted
to suit our short and busy life, than by
the manner of the writers it is ealculated
10 oxcite interest amd demand repeated
porusal.  ©Search the Seriptures”; aud
unless you do search them, you will
gearcely read with profit.  And, O let us
all remember that it is the one, the enly
ono book which in substance meets wlf
our wants; which, like bread, js the
universal food for all mankind. What
are weallT 'We are not all merchaunts or
men of business; and so you see the
Bible is net a ledger, or n book of the
markets.  Wo ave not all painters and
seulptors ; and so we ses the Bible is not
a book on art or forms of beauty. We
are not all men of science ; and so0 we
seo the Bible is not a trealise on natural
history or a manual of geelogy. Dut we
are all sinners. Aud here, aml here
only, may you fiml Him who is the
Wiy, the Truth, and the Life: Whe
came inlo the world te save sinners. The
word el cur hweavenly Fatlier was given
to malke wx eise wndo seleation, Ly faith
in Jesus Cheist. Al other wisdom is
“ as sonnding brass and tinkling cymbal,”
in compuisen with knewing Iim,
“Whem {o knew is life cternal.”—O7d
Church Path,
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Givixa is good, but system in giving
is better.  Ciiving is apt to degencrate
into not giving without this help. De-
sides, there is a svstem in tho needs,
which our giving is to supply. The
scasons nre not isere regular in their
return than ave the oxpenses of the
parish.  Present or alsent, rainy or fair,
sunnnet or winter, these centinue and
return. So much is needed for each
weok, nay, for cach day in the year
Tho poor, teo, we have always with us.
and forth frem the Missionary treasury
o strenn 18 regulaly llowing out.  There
is system in all these expenditures. And
systam on the one side should bo met
Ly system on the ether. Not an occa-
sional dime, or dollar, when wa happen
to be in Church and have the preper
cein, but a regular weekly sum, whether
absent or present, in the moed for it or
not, stormy or fair, at home or on vaeca-
tion —a systematic, conscientious amount,
decided upen as before the great White
Throne, aud in the presence ef Him
who claims the silver and the gold.—
Standard of the Cross.

B ———— ot

I ~eveEr suffered myself te criticise
proaching, but acted on the principle
of endeavoring te obtain from what I
heard all the edification that is afforded.
This i{za principle I weuld warmly recom-
mend to my young friends in the present
dny ; for nothing can be were mischiev-
ous than for learners to turn teachers, and
young hearers eritics. [ am porsuaded it
18 often the means of drying up the waters
of life in the soul; and sure I am that
an exact method of weighing words, and
balaneing dectrines which wo hear, isa
miserable exchangn for tenderncss of
spivit and the dew of heaven.—F. F.
Gurney.

-

A vrrrie child beautifully said, “Think-
ing is keeping still and trying to find ont
something.”  Who could havestated the
ease belter than this? It makes ope
think of these siriking words of the
Highest : “ Be stéll, and kuow that I am
Ged.”  Silence, yo harsh noises and bab-
bling tongues of human strife and folly
and speculation. Be still. Listen. Find
out semeiling. Find out Gon, if you
can.  Climb up, in the silence of yeur
soul, to a knewledgo of the Almighty.
You are not Gon. The world is not
Gon. Matter is not Gov. The mighty
forces of natwre ave not Gon, 1 mm
Gov.” L am coms to you in the hush of
your spirit that yowmay kuow Me. “Be
still, and know that I am Gop”—Sfan-
dard o the Cross.

-~ -

“I'w tited to death.” So you have
said very often, yet youware still alive
and well.—“I had not a wink of sleep
all night.””  And yet your Ded fellew
heard you snore many times.—I would
not de it at all for the werld " And yet
you have done many things equally bad
for a penny.—*1Weo were up te our knees
in mud " You knew very well that the
dirt was net over your shees.—Be correct,
truthful and moderate in your specch.—
Sclected.

Enhiloren’s Department.

NAXNETTE'S LIVE BADY.

—n

A good many years age, in the city of

Philadelphia, lived a little girl, named
Nannette, One summer afternoon her
mother went to pay & shott visit to her
aunt, who lived a short distance off, and
mave her little girl permission lo amuse
horself on the front door steps until her
return. So Nannette, in a elean pink
frock and white apren, playing and chat-
tigi with her big wax “ Didy,” which
was her doll’s name, formed a pretty pic-
ture te the passers by, some of whom
walked slowly, in order to hear the child’s
talk to her dell.

“ Yyu'se a big old giri,” ahe went en,
smoothing out Didy’s petticoats, *“and
I’'ve had you for evor and evar so long,
and I'se most siv. Dut yeu grow no
higger. You never, never ery, you don't.
You'se a stupirl eld thing, and T’ tired
of you, Tam! 1 believe youw'sa onlyn
make-bolieve baby, and I want a reel Live
haby, [ do—a baby that will ery! XNow
don't yousec,” and she guve the doll’s
head a whack—* that you don’t ery? If
anyhody should hit me so, I'd seream 1
would! And then the p'liseman would
come, and therc would be an awiul time.
There, now, sit np, can’t youl Your
back is like a broken stick. Oh, I'm
tired of you, Didy.”

Leaving the doll leaning in a one-
sided way agninst the door, Nanuette
posed her dimpled ehin in her hands, and
sab qquictly Jooking into the street. Tre-
sently a woman came along with a bundte
in her armg, aud seeing Nannelte and
Didy in the door-way, wentup the steps
and asked the little girl if she would 1ot
like to hiave a real liltle live baby.,

“One that will cry " eagorly asked
Nannetio.

“Yes, oue that will ery, and laugh
‘00, after a bit,” answered the woman, all
the time Jooking kueenly about her; and
then in a hushed voice she asked the
chilld if her-mother was at home,,

# No—she’s gone to my auntie, shall [
call her?” replied Nannctte, jumping to
her feet, and elapping hier hands, from a
feeling as if in sowe was she was to have
her Jong-wished-for live haby.

“ No: don't call her; andif you want
2 baby that will cry, you must be very
quiet and listen to me.  Mark me now—
have you aquarter of adollar to pay for
a bahy ?”

“I guess se,” answered Naunmette ;
“Iv'ea lot of money up stairs.” And
running up lo her room, she climbed into
a chuir, took down her meney box from
o shelf, and emptying all her pennies and
small silver coin inte herapron, ran dewn
again,

“This is a5 much as n quarter of o
dollar, isn't it 9’

The woman saw at a glance that there
was more than that amount, and hastily
taking poor little Nanmneite’s carcfully
hoarded pennies, she whispered :

“Now carry the haby up stairs and
keep it in your own little bed. De care-
ful to nmake no neise, for it is sound
asleep.  Don't tell anybody you have it
until it eries,  Mind that. When yeu
hear it ery, you may know it is hungry.”

Then the woman went hurriedly away,
and Naunelte never saw her again.

Nanuctte's little heart was nearly
breaking with delight at the thought of
having a real live baby ; and helding the
basket fast in her arms where the weman
had plaeed it, she began trudging up
staivs with it.  Finally, pufling and pon-
ting, her cheeks all aglow, she reached
her little bad, and turning down the
covers, she put in the bundle, and covar-
ing it up carefully, she guve it some lov-
ing liftle pats, saying softly, © My baby,
my real hiitle, live baby that will emp”
And then she carefully tripped down
stairs again,

2

Very seon Nannette's mother came
home, Ininging her a fine large apple,
which drove all thoughts of the baby
from her mind, and it was only when
night came, and she was scated at the
supper table with hor papa and mamma
that she remembered her baby; but at
that time, suddenly, from somewhere that
surely was in the house, came a babys’
cry ; and clapping her liands, her eyes
dancing with joy, Nannette began to slide
down from her chair, saying with great
emphasis, “Thut's my baby "

Her mether laugked. ¢ Your laby,
Nannette 1’ ]

% Yes, mamma, sy baby ; don’t yeu to
hear it ery ! Tis hungry!” And started
run up stairs, but her mother called Ker
back. o

“YVhy, Nannette, what ails you? What

do you mean about yowr hahy?” she
asked in surprise.

# Why, 2y pasy, mamma' I bought
it forus quarter of a dellar! a biby that
crirs—not & mis'ble make bleyve baby.
Oh, how it deex ery ! it must be arwfil
hungry ! And away she darted up the
stairs,

Her mother and father arese from theiy
seats in. perfect amazement, and followed
their little girl to her reom, where, lyine
upon her bed, was a bundie from which
came baby cries. Nannotte's mather
began to unfasten the wrappings, and
sure enough there was a wee little girl
not more than twe or three wecks old
looking up at them with two great ot
oyes,

Of course Nannette was questienedand
she related all she ceuld vemember of her
talk with, the woman from whom she
bought the baby. Herpa said perhaps
the baby had something given 1o it to
make it sleep.

“ But what shall we do with it 1” asked
both father aud mother—

“ Do with it ?” cried Nannette.

“Why it's my buby mamma! I paid
allsny money forit. It criev, it does?
T will keep it always.”-

So it was decided that the baby should
stay if nobody came to claim it, which
nobkody ever did, although Nannette's
papa put an advertisoment in a newspaper
about it.

It would take a large book in which to
tellall of Nannetto’s experience in fuking
care of sy baby, s she called the little
'tg,u'l_, \yh(})m she afterwards named Vie-
oris, in honor of the then youns (Juee

of England. youns thueen
Victorin is new a woman, and shg lives,
as does Nannetfc, in the city of Philadel-
phia. She hasa little gir] of her own
 mos’ six” who is Naunette for the good
little “ sister mother,” who once upen a
time bonght her mamma of a strange
woman fer a quartrr of a dollar, ns she
thought. And this other little Nannetic
never tives of hearing the romantic story
of the indolent *Didy” and the *real
live baby that will ery”,—1"ide dwake.

THREE GOOD LESSONS.
When I was eleven years old (said Mr.
S., an emiuent American merchant), my
grandfather had a fine flock of sheep,
which were carefully tended during the
war of those times. I was the shepherd
boy, and my husiness was to watch the
sheep in tho fields. A bey who was
meore fond of his book thar the sheap
was sent with me, but left the werk to
me, while he lay under the trees and
read. T did not like that, and finally
went tv my grandfather and complained
of 1t. I shall never forget the kind
smile of the old gentleman as he said :
“Never mind, Jonathan, my boy ;if
you watch the sheep you will have the
sheep.”

“What dees grandfather mear by
that " T said to myself.  “I den’t oxpect
to havesheep.” My desires wore moda-
rate. I could not exactly make eutin
mind what it was, bt ho had been to
Uongress in Washington's time, so I
concluded it was all right, and 1 went
back contentedly te the sheep.

After I got inte thoe field I ceuld net
keop his words out of my hond. Then I
thought of Sunday’s lessan : ** Thou hast
been faithful over afew things; Iwill
make thee ruler over many things. I
began to see threugh it. * Nover you
mind who neglects his duty; ke you
faithful and you will have your reward.”
I receivad n second lesson soon after I
came to New York as a clerk to the late
Mr. R. A merchant frain Ohie, who
knew me, came te buy goeds, and said:
“Make yourself so usefel that they ean-
not do without yvou.” I took his mean-
ing quicker than I did thal of my grand-
father. Well, I worked upon these two
idens until Mr. Td. offered me a partner-
ship in the business. The first morning
after the parinership was made known,
Mr. (i, the old tea-merchant, called to
congratulate e, aggl hoesaid: “ Yoeu are
all right new. I have only one word ef
advice to give you. Be careful whom
vou walk Wje streets with.” That was
lesson number three.

And what valuable lessons they ave!
Fidelity in all things ; do your best for
your employers ; carefulness abeut yeur
associates. Let every boy fake the lessons
home and study them well. They are
the foundntion stagnes of character and
bonorable success.—Selecfed.

Horp on to your temper-when you are
angry, excited or impesed upon, er others
are angry with you: ’ S




