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ytlnfloY over the smooth-wvorn snovi.
T hoy listened ; they héard the nmin-
glied rounds of morry voicei, and
the chiming music bells, the accent
of in~nocent tongues, and the laugh
of gladsome hearts. -Ah 1 what a
p hilosopher's stone was that coin!
How it turned everything first int

gold and then int happiness I Hov'z
it grouped around thern kind and
cheerrul frionds, and filled their
cabin with kind voices ! How it
garlanded ail hours that 'day with
evergreens and fu!1-blovvn roses !
How it spread them a laden table,
and crowded it with merry guests !
and those guests, too, all satisfied
and happy! 0, %what bright raye
shone forth fr*àm that trifling coin
of *goldi1 Could it have been as
bright in the rhild's or the man's
dark pocket'? Nô ! else it had
burned its way througb, and lent its
radience to ochers. Could it have
ehone with 8uch vision in the rich
man's~ hands 1 No! else his ava-
rice would have vanished at once,
and his heart have overflowed with
generosity! No, no# It vias only
to, such as the widow and her child
that it wvore such a shine, and emit-
ted such brilliant rays, and revealed
such sweet and welcome visions!
Only for such as they 1

That night returned this angel
boy te the bleak room, thon filed
with happiness and lighted with joy;
but ho was flot alone, hie own mo-
ther was with him. Blessed boy !
Ho passed the whole of Neiv Year's
day in making other'a happy. And
hovi much bappier was hfe'himsf !
IHow his litle heurt warmed a'nd
glowed te ses the child uncover the
basket he had brought with him, and
take out, one by one the gifle that
viere stowed there ! And how ôver-
joyed %vas he te see his a-hother offTer
iho sick wornan work and a new
hOMc' und the sick wownan àrov-

suddenly strong, and alinst 17elI, un-
der the influence of kind offers !
H1e wvondered if their happinees
could possibly be as deep as bis own,
if their Nev «Y ear's rias as briglit
to themn as bis wns to hirn. He knew
flot how any one could be happier
than ho ivas at that moment.

Years have rolled away int the
sulent past. That littie giri-Elsie
Gray-is a lady. Not a lady only
in naine, but one in every deed, in
heart, in conduct. She dwells in a
sweet suburban cottage, and her
husbnnd is devoted only to ber. The
husband is no other than the gen-
erous boy wvho on New Year's festi-
val accosted her so tenderki, in the
street, and wvent home with her.-
Her poor mother sloeps quietly in
the littie church yard ; yet she lived
to know that God had provided for
ber child. She died resigried and
happy. Are the coins either gold
or silver, that muet be locked away
frorn sight on this day of the new
year 1 Are there any containing
within their depths such sweet vis-
ions, such happy sights, they must
lie under lock and key all. this day,
lest happiness and comfort, may be-
corne too eniversal.

Flore is one, Where cornes
another i-Flower Basket.

From the New York Observer.

THE LOST LAMB.
Among the pe>ts and pînythings

gathered in and about the beautiful
mansion of Mr. Lee, few were more
loved by the children of the family,
or attacted more attention froin
visitors, than a little lamb, the prop-
erty of sweet Annie Lee, a briglit
child of about six, the pride and
darling of the bouse.

One morning Annie enteréd the
breakrast room, her face drenched
wvlth -ýar5q, and ruýning to ber moth-
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