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A LESSON IN ITSELF SUBLIME.

A lesson In itsel{ anblime,
A leseon worth enshrining,
1o tuigaes | ke N0 heed of Lme,
Save when the sun is shining.”
These motio wonls a dial bore,
And winlom never teaches t
To human hearta a better lore
‘Than thiashort sentence teachea.
As life [s sometincs bright and Glr,
And somelimes dark and lonely,
Letug forget ito pain and care,
And note its bright hours only.

Tners Is no grove on earth’s broad chart
sou'ut hn:' some b:nl to ch'e'cr it
inpe sings on i eve eart,
Although we ma noﬂr{:ur itg
And If lmh{ the fieavy wing
Qf sotrOW i9 OppTesning,
Perchsnce to-motrowr's sun will bring
The weary heart a blesaing,
For Life’ts sometimesbright and talr,
And ponielimes dark and lonely,
Then lev's forget ita toils and care,
And note its bright hours only,

Webld the Joyous moments haste,
Aad then forget their ghtter-—
Wa tuke the cup of life, and tasto
No postion but the bitter;
But we should teach our hearts (o deem
{ix swettest drops the strongest ;
Any pleasant hours whould ever seem
To linger round us longm.
As lits lg sometimes bright and Gilr,
And sometimes dark and lonely,
Let us forget its toit and care,
And note it2 bright hours only.

“The darkect shadows of the night
Ave fust before the mornlnr ’

Then let 'us walt the comling light,
Al boding phadtoms scorning;

And while we're passing oa the lfda
Of Time's fant ebbing river,

Let's Jaluck the blossoms b its side,
And bless the gracious giver.

Axlifo 19 sontetimes bright and fair,
Aod sometimes dar . and lonely,

Ve should forget lta pain and care,
And note its bright bours oaly.

- £iterature.
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‘DERTHA.—A Story For THE qu'uamrux..

A silent group surrounded the bedsido of a
dying woman, The apartment showed nono
of the luxury of the sick rcom which almost
tempts the healthy poor to envy the wealthy
invalid. 1t was nearly bare of all furniture;
and ifs scanty moveables secmed to tell the
afocy of one who, having exhausted all that
the world had conferred upon her, and used to
the utmost all that she possessed, was now
departing, carrying nothing with bher, and
litorally leaving nothing to which sho heldany
claim hehind, .

The sound of a distant clock came into the
room with slow.and funereally distinct uttor-
ance, It-seeined.so-like a-knell, that the at-
tendants of the dying woman raised their eyes
from; the couch 9{ death; and, ss prompted by
a'éommon’ impulse, looked ‘inquiringly, and
with awe-stricken countenances, at each other.
The close, warm air of the room seemed to
becoms icy cold ; tho hearts of the living, no
loss than tha dying, appeared to ccase to beat.
Tho.clock struck on, and finished its tale—

ten, oleven, twelve! Imagination acarcely
could rerist the persuasion that each suc-
ceeding blow fell fainter as it wumbered tho
last scconds of the parting year.

The echo dicd away, A smile, thougha
sickly one, passed over tho doctor’s face, that
le, all used to scenes liko this, had partaken
of tho contagion of superatitious awe. All
wern reassured, and ventured to breathe again
~=all but the dying woman, She breathed no
more.

A slight coavulsivo etrugglo draw all oyca
and thuughts back to thedying bied. A smile
passed over the palo fenturea transforming the
gaunt in sufforing into tho beautiful in death.
T'he strugglo wasover, A soul was roleased:
and the thousand clocks which told tho last
mﬁ;{nont of tho dead year wero its passing

8,

All were relioved.  Near that bedside had
stood noither kith nor kin. ‘Theateanger had
been taken home from amid strangers; and
the pity of those who hed befriended her—un-
selfish, inasmuch as it was not that of depen-
donts or kindred—ceased when the sufferings
of tho dead were over. Tears foll, in sym-
pathy with our common frail nature. Words
were s¢id, in a subduced voice in praiso of the
heavenly meekness snd patience of the suf-
ferer—now a sufforer no foagers and ox.
pressionsof pity for the distant relatives were
uttered also by those who know the pangs of
separation from friends. But thero avose no
wail of grief, no bursts of unreasonable eor-
row; for all felt that tha friendloss and un-
known, who had departed in the calm confi-
denco of a Christian soul, submissive to the
will of its Makor, and trusting in the mercy
of its Redeemer, had exchanged what had
been indeed a bitter journey in the vale of
tears for a welcome in that heaven where
tears are wiped away for ever.

There was one, indeed, who, but for the
heppy ignorance of childhood, might bave
wept—an hour or two before sho had fallen
asleop on the pillow while the mother strained
her dying eyesover the infanCs face, snd
breathed many, many prayers, unheard except
by Him to whom they were addressed.
“vlbilo tho babe slept she was vemoved.
Now, as if the strange presence of death in
tho house had chilled and frightened the baby
dreams, she waked and cried in terror. ‘The
nuree, confused in her divided duty, caught
up the child and yeturned to the bed again.
’Iglo infant in her arms danced and shouted as
it saw the face which all its little life hed
been its shield trom fancied danger and its
solace in childhood’s litttle afllictions; strug-
aled to got down and kiss che smile which

eath had stamped there; clapped its little
haunds, and eried out ¢ Mother.”

Day had fairly broken. Blusic sounded
without; shouts of early revollars roso; and
the attendants looked abroad, almost won-
dering es they threw up the windows, now
that the air was scarcely colder than the clay
which but a few hours before needed so many
appliances to its comfort. A little time gave
the apartment all the formal, icy stato of death,

which the decent respect of the family of man
for a deccased member preseribre.  The in-
fant was cartied trom tha house, and all un-
knowing what it had lost, was soon londest
in fts cgndiah gleo amonget a kuot of hospite
ablo little ones, who forced-npon it thoir toye,
and shouted in its wondering oare—t 4
happy New Year !—a happy Now Yeari"

Cravrin 1.

A happy Now Year! Whilo many raise
this shout, how many others pino in sorrow 1
While one part of thoe race is rejoicing In
hope, how many sink in dospair! While
these hear tho congratulations of friends, how
do thoso quail beforo the eager pursuit of
etomics ! As Joy turns her sadiant f{ace on
one, she rotires from others; and Mirery's
tenacious hold upon earth s only broken in
one spot, that cleewhere it may fasten deeper
and suter.  Somo good eouls wonder how
man can rejoice whilo thore s so much dis-
tress {n tho warld,  Bleax their haneat hicarta!
None could over be glad did thoy wait till all
sorrow wero@fT the earth, It is ungrateful
not to be cheorful when heaven blessos us—
and it is sinful to bo an ingrate. No sin is
worse,

A worse ingratitude than mere moroscness
is that, however, which forgeta the wocs of
others in our joys, their necessity in our
plentcousnoss, anud their loncliness in our
troops of friends. Little Bestha’s fato was
was better ordered, and she was not forgotten.
It chanced that when in one houso doath was
sweeping a mother into eternitys in snother &
child waa called early to rest! and while in
ono a mother yearned for her child, in
another a child looked despair out of its inno-
cent eyes for n mother, Providence directod
the two bercaved oncs. Dertha ncatled in 2
bosom which scemed to her st first & little
strange, but soon she clung as naturally to
her new wother as if she had known no other.

Years passed, and the lady who had taken
her jato hor arms even before she had fairly
laid her own dead child down, and into her
heart while it was yet warm with living love
for the departed, hnd quite forgotten that her
adopted was not indoed her own child, Lovely
she grew, and was reared with discnminattag
and agxious tenderness, fur sorrow teaches
the beart to love, and bereavement schools the
afllicted how best to provide for those who aro
spared. ‘There was only one thing in which
Bertha's mother—for s0 wo will call her—
erred.  That one error was, peshaps, o pious
fraud. She coveted the child's whole heart,
and did not toll her that she was not litenally,
and by the wholo of woman's destiny her
daughter,

She might have been less reserved—for
there seemed no danger that any would dispute
her claim. A cold, dark featured man did ep-
pear upon the fuveral sceno when the last
obsequies were paid to Bertha's mother. He
carefully paid every due, and cancelled eve
demand, Nay, he wes oven gracious enou'i
to say, that the deceased was his daugther by
marnage, but haviag of his own will accordod



