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THE CHILD AND THE WIND.

B T N

“ Father, futher. are you’:stcning,"
Said the shephend’s littlo child,

“‘Po that wind <o hoarse and hollow,
As it howlsacross the wild

“When 1 hear it in flio chimneys,
When it sweeps along the ground,

'Tis to e, as it deep voices
Mugled strmngely with the sound.

** Now they louder swell and nearer,
Now they fall and dic away,

Can you tell me, deurvst futher,
What it is the wild winds say 7

“ Nay, my child, thev aro not speaking,
Not a word tho winds upart,

But cach sound the Alnughty sendeth,
Hath a messago to thy heart.

* And that murmur deep and awful,
Couldst thou cateh its voico anght,

It might whisper, ¢ Child, be gratzful,
e . L]
Thou art safe at homo to-night.

“While for thee the red fire burneth,
Sitting by thy futher’s kuce,

Many laden ships are tossing,
Faraway on the salt sea.

¢ Many mothers, sitting watchful,
Count the storm gusts one by one,
Weeping sorcly asthey tremble
For some distant sailor son.

“ They might tell of Him Who holdeth,
In the hollow of Ilis hand,

Gentle breezes and rude tempests,
Comiog all at His commund.

* e provadeth our home sheiter,
ITe protecteth on the seas,—
When'the wild winds seem to whisper,
Let them tell thee thungs like these.”

Thus replicd the shepherd father,
And the child, with quiet mind,

Had o though: of God’s great mercics,
As he histened to the wind.

Mo W e e TN W TN TN L e N T e W AN
SWEARING.

¢ Prest not to the promse u a comrron swearer,”
says Frauncis Quarles, in bs Enckirdion, ¢ for be that
dare sin against his God for neither profit uor plea-
sure, will trespass agamnst thee for Lis own advantage.
He tbat dare break the precepts of his father, will
casily be persuaded to vioiate the promise undto bis
brotber.”

There is good cowmon sense in thi¢ advice, and it
would be well if it were generally acted on. There
are, no doubt, many areat scoundrels who never
sweary and perhaps a few men of otherwise good
conduct who rometines transgeress the commandment ;
but of the *‘ common sweater,”—the tan whose every
other word is afr oath, and who cannot pesform the
most trivial or even disgrac ful act without profanely
iavoking the name of the Supreme Being,—but little
good can be sad.  lle may be successful in brisiness,
shrewd in werldly dealing, and courazeous ia facing
Janger; Lut i the qualitivs that make up the gentle
man and ihe Christian, he 13 wofully deficient.  Lake
the man who is well read in good literature, who is
agrecabl: 10 tiose in whore soliety he is thiown,
and whose niame i3 but anuviber word for hunor and
probity, and be will uever be found one who

“ Unpacks lus heart wath words,
Aund falls to cunsing like t drab.”

Unbappily, too many of our young men thiak it a
ma:k of good breeding, and sucia® d.guat; w interlard
their discourse with oaihs and curses, whiting 10 ap-
pear, says a quant cld writer, that they are on faun-
har terms with the Reler of the universe, sf they
are not with the aristocracy of the land. How mis-
taken an idea this 1s may be seen by the di-like men
of really sood breeding evince to the society of these
awearing preteoders.  Our siding peneration, with
the Luman fatiiag of learninz that which is bad be.
fcre that which is good, are sadly 1anted with the
vice of profane sweazing. e who doubes the fact
L:as only to pass a group of boys at jlay in the street
tobe convinced. Nor isthe pnactice confined to the
children of the poor ur the degraded. The well
dressed sons of tho © Letter classes” are very apt to
hertbos: who swear the loudest and the most peniina-
ciotely. Are the parents of such boys not aware
that ** bard swearzag" 1s ir-quently a pioncer io more
flagrant vices and ctimes? We wish those nddicted
10 this vice would heed the advice ot * holy George
Herbent"—

* Take not His name, who made thy mouth, n vamn;
It gets thee nothing, a1 hath no excuse,
Taustand wine plead a pleasure, avarice gain ;
But the c'ieap swearer, through tus common sluice,
Tts his soul tun for nought.”

Sclectiong.

SPASNAANANNAAN

THE PEOXLE'S I'ARK.

The recent inauguration of the * People’s Park” ut
Halifax was preceded by a luncheon, at which the
Earl of Shaftesbury was present, amd probosed ¢ the
well-vaing of the Yeople,” and in doing so <'d that
Julius Cresar in s will gava bis gardens on .o banks
o the ‘Tiber to the peopls. Ie had been surpassed by
Mr. Frank Crossley, who w his lifotime bad given
to them his gardens on the lillside of Ilahfax. Tbe
« People’s Paik™ comprises between twelve and thir
teen acres of ground, beautifully laid out and orna-
monted with marble atatuary and a fountain, the entire
cost to Mr. Crossley having been about £30,000. It
is a condition of the gilt that bands of muste shail not
be allowed cu Sunljaye, and that no dandicg shall be
permntted at any time.  In returnimg thanks for his
heahb being drunk, Mr. Frank Crosley gave the f6l-
lowing intgrest.ng uarrative of his1ise in hfe, and re-
membrance of Hiw to whom it was due :—

‘This, gentiemen, is to me, not the proudest day of
wy lite, but it is the humblest, for I see much honour
paid to me this day to which I can lay no claim. I
have sunply done what 1 bave thought to be wy duty.
(Applause.) Had I neglected to do the thing which
1 have done, I should bave been guilty of gross acglect
—not so much to my fellow menas to the God who
made men. And yet it is the bappiest day of my life,
becavee & see in it that which will make my fellow-
townsmen a bappy peoplu for the time that I live, and
1 bave reason to believe they will be happy when [ lio
in that epot which sball know mo vo more for ever.
1f I had been born of noble birth, or if I could have
traced my crigin (Lke some in this room) to a long
line of ancestors which came over with Williawm the
Conqueror, however trus it might be, it might not be
good to do so. Bur, rince [ am of bumble birih, per-
baps it will be allowed of me to eay alittle of those
who ought to share the honour which is beaped upon
me. My mother wasthe daughter of a farmer who lived
upon his own e<tate, and, although the estate was not
large, it bad been in that family for many generations,
first as tenan‘s and afierwards as owners.  That little
estate is over the hill at Shibden-vale, and is called the
Scout. Her father made the same error that Joseph
made ; Jacob made too much of Jo:eph, and ber fatber
made too much of Mary. My motber was sensitive
and quick in disposition ; she said that rizht was not
done to ber at home, and she was determmed o make
ber own way in the world, whatever the consequenc.
m'ght be. She went out to service, contrary to the
wish o/ ber fatber, in a litle family at Warley. In
that service, in her own person she dud the work of
kitchenma:d, of housemaid, and of cook, and, in addi-
tion to that, she regularly mitked =ix cows every night
and mormny, tesiles which she kept the bouse, whizh
was uot a smalil one, as clean as a little palace. But
this was not coough to cmploy her willing bands.
Her mistress took in wool or tops to spin, and she
wouid do what scarcely a girl in \Warley could bave
done—spin that woul to thirty rix banks to the pound,
and thus carned maoy a guinea a yesr to her mistress
besi les doing all the otber work. My fatker, prior to
the year 1800, was a carpet weaver.  One night he
was taking bus ¢ drinkine” at the loom. He laid bis
black bottle at the side of the loom, but by somc meanas
or otherit fell down and broke. In awtempting 1o
catch the boule, be cut his arm, and 1t was with the
greatest difiiculty e could stop it from bleeding, to
save bis hfe-  He was for some time do.ng nothing:
but cne day lus ewployer, Nr. Currer, said to himy
“ dJobn, do you think you coull manage to tisupa
loom, a¢ you cannot weave ?” Jobn rephed that ke
should only Lo too happy t- trv. His master tried
bim, and found him 0 expert 1hat he never allowed
Inm again te go to the loom to weave. He was going
on waru with the busiuess of courtship, but the proud
farmer said that he would never aliow his daughiter to
marTy 3 weaver or a fureman of weavers and that one
thing was certain—that if sbe ever marfricd Jobn
Crossley she sbould never ses his face again. Lhis
was a great troublo to my mother, and when she had
Leen a-king counsel from Ooe who never errs, she
eoltled to open ber Bible and seec what it said, Her
eye caught the 27th Psalm and 10th verse: % When
thy fathier and mother forsako thee, then the Lord will
tako thee up.” She did not doubt after that, and
cventually he aavg'his consent to the ma:ﬁage. Bany
years after that,—for I must not be 100 tedioos,—thes
took the Dosn Clouab Mill from that bighly respecta-
ble firm, S. & J. Watethonso — a name I can never
take upon my lips wishout a respect almost aemounting
to vencration, for the kindoess I kaow ay fathor re-

ceived from their fatber, and also tha kindnoss which
I bave ovor received at their bands. As my raothor
went with her usual energy to that place down tho
yard at four o'clock in the morning, sho made a vow—
“If tho Lord docs bless’ us at this place, the poor
shail taste ot it.” (Applause.) Itis to this vow, given
with 80 much fitlilulnuss, and kopt with so much fi-
delity, that I uittribute tho great success my father had
in business. My mother was alwaya looking how best
sho could keep this vow. In the deys that are gone
by, whon it was a dreary thing to give employmont to
a lurge number of people, the advice that ehe gave to
lier sons war, ¥1)o not sell your goods for less than they
tost, for it would ruin you without permanently bene-
fittihg uoy onc; but +f you po ou piving vmployment
tu tome during the winter, do f0, for itis a bad thing
for a working man to go bome wud hear his children
¢ry Jor bread, and not be able to give them any."—
(Apfilause.) 1 recetlect that ono time m, fiiend Mr.
Sali calling to sos twy wother, she said, * You seo Mr.
Salt, my sous bave flown off, and bave taken fine hou-
ses to livo 1, but it won't do for us all 1o leave this
spot.” Ste lived to a preen old age, and she died in
Ler cightieth year, having lived to see her chaldren's
clnldron’s children.  One of the greatest treats sbe
had 10 ber old age was to fix a wirror wm ber room ro
that whils lying in bed she conld ses tho happy coun_
tenances of those who were going to work and com.
ing back again.  There is one fact connected with this
town which hasgiven me great pain—it 1s the fact
that many an honest, hard-working, intell:gent work-
iny man does not believe in the existence of a God.
Whoat I aw about to relate now is for the benefit of
that class, that they may not zo stumbling 1nto an un-
believer’s grave as the borse rushes iuto battle.  \What
I am about to say now 15 what 1 have not told roy
dearest friend, not vven the fair partnor of my hfe,
bat when she reads the report of what 1 aw about
to say, she will remember that on the occasivn when
I returned from the walk I am about to relate, I
asked her where those word: were to be found in tho
Bible, * The rich and the poor meet togetber, and
the Lord is the maker of them all” Shoe is a help.
mate in these things as well as in every other. On
the 10th of September, 1855, I left Quebec early in
the morning for the White Mountaius of the United
States. I remember passing through some of ths most
glorious scenery on that day, which I ever saw in
w_ life jand, indeed, moro bedutiful than 1 believe
+, wm and power have brougbt us wiibin sight of. I
stood inside of the «ars, from which 1 could see the
tops of the mountains covered with all-glorious beauty
In America you bave a much better chance of see-
ing the scenery thao in ths country, because, instead
of going through the hills they po round them. The
wheels are not fixed to the carmages, but they wero
placed upon swivels, and they go round curves whers
ours would not go at all. I remember that when wo
arrived at the botel at White Mountains the ladies
sat down to acup of tes, but I preferred to take a
waik wlone. It was a beavtiful spot.  The sun way
Jjust then rechning its bead behaud Mount Washing-
ton, with all that glorious drapery of an American sun
set which we know nothiog of in this country. Ifclt
that 1 should like to be walking wub my God on the
cartb,  lasaid, « What shall 1 render to my God for
all ths benefits to me ?” 1 was led further to repeat
that question which Paul asked vuder otber circum-
stances—* Lerd, what wilt thou have me to do 7’—
‘The answer came iwmediately. It was this:—* 1t 18
true thou caost pot bring thes mwany thousands thou
hast left in thy native country to see this beautifu)
scenery ; but Thou canst take this to them. It is pos.
sible so to arrange art and nalure thut they shall be
within the walking range of cvery man in Ealifax 3
that he sball go tske bis siroll thers after he bas done
bis hard day’s toil and be able to get lioms again
without being tired.” Well, that seemed to be a glo,
rious thought I Iretired bome. My prayer that night
was that in the morning 1 might be satinfied when I
awoke that if it was only a mero thought that was
fluttering across my bran it might be gons ; but that
if there was reality about it there migbt be no doubt
about it, and I might.carry itinto execution. I slept
soundly tha: night, and when I awoke my impression
was confirmed. On the 10th-of Seoptember, when 1
went to the -}Vbilc Mouutains, I bad no more idea ot
making apark tban any one bero of building a city.
On the day f returncd I fels as coavinced. to carry it

out as 1 was of my own existence, and never from
that day to this bave I besitated for a moment when-
ever difficaltics arose. I knew they might bo over-
come, and would be overcome. Itis a bappy day for
me that 1 am permitted to sge that result.” (AMach
cbeering.)



