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4hat he can snar{a«a)' n the bright atmo—
sphere of good floling. #ud live in'a cohtinuat
sunshine, when all around bim are like mani-
acs—the sport of theirown passions.

PUNCTCALITY.
Method isthe very hinge of businesss and
there is ne methed without panctuality. Punc.
tuaity is important, béesuse it subservesthe
peace and good temper of a'family : the want
of it not only infringes on néoessry duty, but
sometimes excludes this duty. The calmness
of mind which it produces, i# another advan-
tage of punctuality : a disordecly man isalways
in a hurry : he has no time to speak to you,
because he is going elsewheres and -whenhe
sets there, he is too Jate for his business:
or he must hurry awzy to another béfore he
<an finish it. Punctuality gives weight to
character. ¢“Such a man has made an appoint-
meot ¢ then T kaow he will keep it.” And

this generates punctuality in you ; ~Tor} like'|”

other virtues, it propagates itself. Servants
and children must be punctual where Their
Jeader s so. Appointments, indeed, become
debts. I owe you punctuality, if I have made
an appointment with you 5 and bave no right
to throw away your tin. if [ do my own.

PORTRY.

THE LOST DARLING.

She was my idol. Night and day to scan
The fine expansion of her form, and mark
“"The unfolding mind, like vernal rosebuds, start
'To sudden beauty, was my chief delight ;

"To find her fairy footsteps following me,

Her hand upon my garments—or her lip
Long seal’d to mine—and in the watch of night
The quiet breath of innccence to feel

Soft on my cheek —was such a full content
OFf happiness. as none but mothers know.
tHer voice was like some tiny harp that yjelds |
To the slight-floger'd breeze, and as it held

3 ong converse with her doll, or kindly soothed X
Her moaning kitten, or with patient care ’

THE INSTRUCTOR.

Conn’d oler the alphabgt -bdt nivst of ull
ts tender cadence in llcst ezerfin prayer —
Thrill’d on the car like some ethereal toue,
Heard in sweet dreams.
But now Isit alone,
Muosing of her--and dew with mournful tears
‘The I'ttle rubes that once with woman's pride
[ wrought, asif there were a_need to deck
What God had ;Qaﬁ?..o beautiful. [ start .
Half fan«;}v}ﬁ#ﬁggﬂ,@e?éﬁ;y}}erib there comes
A restless sound, indltréolh‘e‘the accustom’d
. words, -
¢ Hush, hush, Louisa, dearesf. —The. I weep
A's though it were a sin tospeak to one
Whose home is with.the angels.
: . Gone to God !
And yet I wish I had not seen the parg
That wrung her features, mor the ghastly
white
Settling around heelips. Lwould that heaven
Had taken. its own like. some transplanted
. flowery ¢
Bloomiag in all ita freshoess:

' Gone to God!

Be sﬁll"my_ heart !—what could 2 mother’s
In al} its wildest<ecstasy of hope,
Ask for its datling like the bliss of heaven ?
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