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A GARDEN IN THE HEART.

Oh dear ! Oh dear! I don't believe
T've got a single thing growing in wmy
heart except great ugly weeds, mam-
ma P!

Mamma had been having her Sun-
day evening talle with the little ones,
and wher the others had gone to bed,
Madge sighed out this pititul opinion
on her shoulder.’

The talk had been about tlie oauti-
ful lowers and the ugly weeds which
each little child is cultivatiug in the
gorden of the heart. Mamma had
Jikened a spirit .of love, gentleness,
and modesty to the dear little violets,
harebells and lilies of the wvalley,
which are humble and delicato, scck-
ing the shade. Kindly temper, help
fulness and cheerfulness, she theught,
were like roses and helictropes and
verbonas or anything else bright and
lavish of bloom, or of sweet perfume ;
while trath and perseverance and
gencrosity are surely like grand trees
of sturdy growth and widespreading
shelter.

But when she came to the weeds,
what a dark list it was! Ill-temper,
envy, selfwill, pride, falsehood, solfish-
ness, vanity—ah, me! No wonder
the poor litle gardemer felt dis-
couraged as mamma pictured the thorns
and thistles and coarse unsiginly rooms
choking and enfeelling the tender
flowers. And the very saddest part of
it iy that thean weeds seem to come up
of themsclves and thrive without a bt
of care, in spite, indeed, of a good
denl of stamping down. Sometimes
they will spring up all at owoce when
you think you have quite killed then
out, while all the time the flowers have
to be patiently and curefully tended.

Madge began jotting utf on her fin-
gers :

“Pride ; yes, I know it's pride when
I feel evor so much hewter than poor
Nettic Gibbs because 1 get higher
marks at school than she does, when
all the time L know she has to help
her mother and don't have so much
time for stuly as 1 have, Selt-will—
that's when 1 think 1 kpow better
than you, mwamma, whers I ought to
go and what I ought to d¢ and want
to have my own w y and not give up.
IH-temper—yes, that comes along with
the sell~will——when Missie can't. have
her own way! Vanity? Yes, in-
deed ; 1 was pleased cnough when |
went to Sunday-school ihis morning
and saw that my new dress was jiner
than Lucy Rand’s and that she thought
so tvo. Falsehood—I don’t tell lies,
do 1, mamma ¥’

“No, dear, you do not ; but be sure
nat to let any little shouts of decep-
tion spring up about your studies or
anything clse, for they strengthen tust
into vigorous habits of uniruthiul-
ness.”

«]'ll be careful, mamma ; I bave s¢
many weeds growing I can’t afford o
raise any more, I'm sure. Then thee's
solfishness—oh, dear! I 4o like the
best place at the study-table, and the
biggest dish of berries, and I hate to
devide my candy, und I hate to give up
a comfortable seat and a good book to
oblige any ons.  Nothing but weeds,
you ses !”

“Dyn's be discournged, my dear little
daughter. Any one so industrious at
spying out her own weeds must surely
find a way of routing them out, and
must bave beern, 1 think quitely cul-
tivating one lovely little flower called
Candor.”

“Oh, mamma, how cap I malke all
these flowers grow in my heart 7"

“* You can ouly do it by the help of
the great Gurdener, who alone can plant
sceds of beauty and goodnuss there.
ITe waits to hear ¢very earnust prayer
for help.  He will water the tendor
Dl'nnl-s with the dews and showers of
als goace, and beam upon them with
the sunshine of his love. But you
must watch continuully against * the
enciny, who is always on the alert to
*ow the soeds of all evil. Itis a war
fure which must go on as loug ng life
lasts, for the soil of human nature in
these pror hearts of ours is mueh hetter
adapted to the growth of weeds than of
fluwers —to the fostering of evil rather
thun goud.  When we trample down a
vile weed, it will be sure o start up
afresh-—even if wo tear out the very
roots of some fuvorite sin or chorished
indwlgenca some other will start up in
its pilace.”

8o there never will be any rest from
pulling up, or trampling down, or tuar.
ing out, mamma??”

“ Never, dear, till these flowers of
the heart shall be trapsplanted to the
gardens of the Lowd, to bioom in the
brightness of eternal day."—N. Y, O0-
keryer,
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SECRET OF TRUE LIFE.

Dr. Arnold. of Rugby, gives in onc
of his lectures an account of a saintly
sister.  For (wenty years, through
some disease, she was confiued to a
kind of a crib ; never once could she
change her posture for all that time,
“And yet,” said Dr. Arnold, and 1
think his words are beautiful. ¢
uever saw a more perfect instance of
the power of love, aiwost to annihila-
tion of selfishness ; a daily martydom
for twenty years, during which she ad
hered to her carly forined resolution
of never talking about. herself—save as
regarded her improvement in all good
ness wholly thoughtless ; enjnying eve
rything lovely, graceful, beautiful, high
ninded, whether in Gon's work or
man’s, with the keenest relish ; inherit-
ing the earth to the fulness of the
promise ; and preserved through the
valley of the shadow of death from ali
fear of impaticnce, and from every
cloud of impaired reason which might
mar the beauty of Christ’s glorious
wurk.  May Gob grant that I might
come within one hundred degrees of
ner life in glory 1”

Such a life was true and beautiful.
But the radiance of such a life never
checred this world by chance. A sun-
ny patience, a bright hearled sclf for-
getfulness, a sweet and winning interest
in the fittle things of family intercourse,
the divine lustre of a Chiristian peace,
are not fortuitous weeds carelessly
Howing vut of the life garden. It is the
intcrnal which makes the external.  In
1s the force residing in the aloms which
shapes the pyramid. It is the beautitul
soul which forms the crystal of the
beautiful life without.

—_— -~ —

I wonpER we are not alyays tender
and thoughiful of the old ! 1 wonder
why people forget so, and scem o think
that the romance and the dream days
all belong to the young, none seeming
to have a thought for the sturies written
on hearts that are hidden by wrinkled
careworn faces — never seeming  to
think of the pathos of lives grown
silent and tired with the long journey—
never thinking of the struggles, the
noble deeds which are wnitten in the
old faces looking frem dim eyes, sound-

ing in voices from which the music has!to English on the ground that it is in
gone, in steps grown slow and halting, [their opinion not an original language,

hands trembling and strengthless. Oh !
1 wonder we forget all this! I won-
der we are not always tender of the
old.—Rose Lorter.
——el el e

TWO WAYS OF ASKING.

Tuk following true story is told by
an LEnglishman, It isa story which
ought to bring to some Americans as
strong a lesson of reverence as the
story is pointed @

“There was an old clergyman who
was much troubled because his wife
would sit in Church instead of kneel-
ing,  He spoke about it to her, but
she gave no heed. No ; she was more
comiortable sitting, and she thought
she.could pray just as well in one po-
sition as avother. 'You may pray as
well, he said,” but [ doubt your buing
heard as well.” However, il was no
good ; he might just as well have
spoken to a stone wall. So then hc
went one day tv his wife's old servant,
and said to her, '"Hannah, I will give
give you a crowd if you will go to my
wife, and =it down on the sofs at her
side, and ask her to give you a holi
day to-moriow, because you want to
go home to your fricnds.”  IHannah was
shy, however the prospect of the crown
encouraged her, and she opened the
dour timidly, went in, and walking up
to the sofa, where her mistress was
knitting, sat down at her side. The
oid Jady lovked up in great astonish-
ment, and asked what in the world she
wanted. ‘A holiday to-morrow, ma’an.’
‘Leave the room instantly, you impu
dent woman,” exclaimed the old lady,
‘and jf yor want lo have @ request

granied, leara lv ask it in « proper

manner.’  Then the husband put his
head in, and said, ‘My dear! is not
this preaching to Hannah the lesson 1
have heen preaching to you for years?
LS you want to huve @ regaest grunted,
learn to ask it in a proper manner.
Next Sunday and ever afier, the old
lady kuelt in Church. She saw it
would not do to treat Jesus Christ in
that way in which she did not like at
all to be treated herseif.”

-~
ENGLISH TILE WORLD'S LAXN-
GUAGL.

A Russian priest who has been
making a tour around the world told
a New York reporter that what struck
him most during his tour was “the
icad that  Enghsh-speuking  people
have taken everywhere,  Inglish ha.
hecomo the international lngunge.
With my limited knowledge of Eng-
lish during my trip I have been fur
bettor ofl’ than any of my occasional
Gennan aud Freuch friends”  Lug
lish has aglorious future.  Itisbound
to beeome the universal language of

scienee, trade and industry.-

There have been three great epocls
irx which all the educated men talked
Greck, Latin and Freuch respoctively.
Now wo are cntering the epoch of
Englisii.  The Greek world was too
limited in botl area aud age. The
Latin world was larger than the Greek,
but its field, politics, was oo narrow.
The Freueh epoch was diplomatic.
Now the English, or rather Anglo-
American, epoeh will embrace the
whole world.  Tho English-spezking
nations lead the world in the higher
politics and in industry and trade, and
they are unsurpassed by auy nation in
seientifie, religivus or philosc phieal

being rather a mixture of German and
Latin,  In wmy opinion this is an ad-
vautage,
————— -
[Cincinnati, Irish Citizen.]
FUREKA!

Reap axp Jupce voirt Youuserr,

As o general rule we do not pin our
{aith to specific remedies ; but there is
o excnse for skeplicism in well de-
veloped and authenticated facts.  Since
ity intreduction to the Aworican pub-
le, the great German  Remedy, St
Jacobs Oil, has advanced with more
rapid strides in the estimation of the
public than any thing of a similar
charaeler ever brought into nolice by
the aid of extensive advertising. Wo
writo this for the Lenefit of those whe
may be alilicted with the divers ail-
ments for which the oil is announced
as & speciic remedy, and we are in-
dueed to do this in cunsequence of the
prouf of its curative powor brought o
our netics ; prool’ volunturily and
gratefully brought by prople who have
tested its merit and are anxious fo
acknowledge the great benefit derivad.
In the enumeration of sueh people it is
neeessary le boe specific, and to this end
wo have obtained their pormission to
give their nawes and wddresses, in
order that the afllicted may have Lhe
advantage of a persoual interview or
postal correspondencs, and in e¢videnco
that what we write is a candid state-
ment and not a mere pufling advertise-
ment, My, Frank Letcher, of No. 4321
West Fifth strect, assures us that fura
series of yours ho was prostmted with
rhemmmtisie until lifo becams emphati-
cally a burden.  [ie had exhausted the
advortised romedics, and had lost all
faith in the eflicaey of any thing to
affurd relief when a friend, who had
tested the virtne of the oil, made him
a4 presenl of a bottle, and, to Frank's
wouder and delight, the {irst applica-
tion afforded sensibls  relicf;  while
hetore the bottle was exhausted the
pains and aches had disappenred.  Ilo
is w new man, and a walking advertise-
ment of the iufallibility of St Jacohs
Jil.  Aloyus Retdy, on the corner of
Eastern avenue and lLewis street, was
ailieted for three years in a gimilar
manuer, and is vow halo and hearty,
although e still continues tlie use of
vhe oil.

C. OCallahan, of 171 Sycamore
streel, is another grateful witness to
the infallible power of tho remedy,
which, he says, hns made a new man
of him.

Thomas Tewis, of 62 Butler streot,
was for seven years afllicted with that
drea lful walady, Seiatica, and being
induced to try St Jacobs Oil, found
thinust tmmediate relief therofrom, and
i now perfectly cured. He iy pra-
parcd to subslantinte this statement
under 01th.

Jehu  Miller, of 54 West Fifth
street, was cured of a complicated case
of rheumatisin of ten years’ standing,
and George Hollinger, who lives on
the corner of Turrence and Columbia
avenues adds his testimoeny to ils
efficacy, and has assured us that his
pring were relieved ag if by magie.

The above slatemenis are by well
knewn and respectable citizens of Cin-
cinnati, and with all who know them
will carry conviction upon the fact.
Hence it is we deem it a matter of duty
to suffering humanity to give them all

thought, QOur German friends object

the publicity in our power.



