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®ur Fouvre Forxe.
) AN OLD‘ .i.’l\‘_O_;’ERb‘. | )

Poutiug. my darling breauss it rains.
And flowers droop and $ho rain iy falliug,
Aud drops sre blurring tho window-paur s,
And a moaning wind throagh the lauo is calling
Crying and wishiog the sky was clear,
Aund roscs again on tho latties twining?®
Al well, romomber, my foolish dear,
s+ 'Tis cany to laugh when the sun is shiningJ "

“Wheti the world is bright fairand esy.

Aud glul birds sing iv the fdir Juno woather,
And summoer is gatkering, night sud, day,

Hor golden chalice of swuets together,
\When Lluo seas-ansseor tho sky above,

Aund bright stara follow the day’s docliniug,
Why, then 'lis no merit to smile, my lovo;

¢ *Tis casy to langh when the sun is shining :*

Bnt ¢4¢s is the timo tho hicart to test,
When winter is near and storms aro howling,
. And the earth from under her frozen vost
Liooks up at tho sad sky, wute and scowling.
The bravo little spirit should rise to meet
Tho scason's gloom and tho dey’s repining ;
Aud ¢kis is the timo to bo glad; for, sweet,
«'Tis casy to latigh when the suu is ghining 1*

“NUTHING FINISHED!

I once had the curiosity to look into a little
girl's work-box ; and what do you suppose I

found?
Wellin the first place, I found a “bead purse”

about half done ; there was, however, na pros-
pect, of it-ever being finished, for the needles
were out, and the silk upon the spools was all
tanaled and drawn into a complete \wsp Lay-

ing this aside, I took up .a nice -piece of per-
forated paper, upon which was wrought one
board of a Bible, and beneath it the words “1
love "—but what she loved was left for me to
guess. Beneath the Bible-bodird I found a
sock, evidently commenced for some baby-
foot; but it had come to a stand just upon the
little heel, and there it secmed doomed to re-
main. Near to the sock was a needle-book, one
cover of which was neatly made, and upon the
other, partly finished, was marked, “To my
dear—-." I need not, however, tell you all that
I found there; but this much I can say, that
duricg my travels through that work-box I
found not a single article complcte, and silent
as they were, these half-finished, forsaken

things told me a sad story about that little gisl |

They told me that, with a heart full of gener-.
ous afféction, with a head Tull of uséful and
predty projects, all of which she had both the

means.and gkill to carry into offect, she was |

still a useless child—always doing, but never

accomplishing her work. It was not & want

of industry, but a want of perseverance.
Remember, my dear young friends, that

it matters but little what great things woe |

morely undertake. Our «lory ismot in that,

but in what we accomplish. Nobody in tlle :

wbrld cares for what we meantodo : but every-
body will open their eyes by and by to see

what men and wonien and Little children have |

done.

THE QUEEN OF ALL.

Honour the dear old mother. Time has
seattercd the snowy flekes on ‘her bruw,
ploughod deop furruws on ber cheex.  The
lips ‘are’ thin and shrunken, but those are

t,lw lqm \\ludx lm.vo lussed many nhot tear

| from the childigh cheeks, and’ they ave the

sweotest lips in allsthe world. Tho ey is dim, .
yot it glows with the soft radianco of holy
love which can nover fade.  Ab, yes, she is o
dear old mothet.
fun out, Lut feoble as sho is, she will go
further and reach down lower for you thuu
any other upon earth.
& widnight when she cannob sco you, you
.cannot enter o prison whose bars will keep

 her out; you ¢an:never mount a scaffold too

high for her to reach that she may kiss and
bless you in evidence of her deathless love.

you; ' when it leaves you by the wayside to-
die unnoticed, the dear old mcther will gather

and toll you all your virbues, until you almost
forget your soul is distigured by vices. Love

with holy devotion.

BEYOND.

Never g word is eaid
But it trombles in tho air,
. And the truant voico bas sped,
To vibrato ovcrywhom H
And perhaps far.off in clernsdl years
Thoe echo may ring upon our ears.

Nevep aro kind acts dono
To wipo the weoping oyos,
Bat, like flashes of tho sun,
They eignal to the skios;
And up above the angels read
How we have helpod tho sorer necd,

Nover a day is given,
But it tonos the after-years,
And it carries up to heaven
1ts synsbine or its toars
While tho to-morrqws stand and wait,
The silont mutes by tho outer gato.

Thers is no end to tho sky, )
And tha siars aro everywhero,
And time is eternity,
And bero if over theére;
For the common doeds of the common day
‘Aro ringing bell§ in the fariaway.

DID NOT GO WHERE THEY WERE.
“I've been in India for manya year, and
J never saw a native Christain the whole
time.” So spake a colonel on board a steame s
going, to Bombay. Some days after the same
colonel was telling of his hunting experiences,
and said that tlnrty tigers had fallen to his
rifle.
“Did I understand you to say ‘thirty;
colonel ?” asked a missionary at the ¢able.-
“Yes, sir, thirty,” replied tlie officer.
“ Because," pursued tﬁe missionary, explana-
torily, “I thought, perhaps, you meant three.”
‘“No, sir, thirty ;" this time-with emphasis.
“ Well, npw, that's-strange,” said the mis:
-sionary, “I have been in India twenty-five
years, and I never saw a wild live tiger all
. the while.”
“Very likely not, sir,” said the. colonel;
“ but that's because you didn't know ‘where to
look for.them.”
“ Perhaps it was so0," admitted the mission:
ry, -after & minute-u1- two-of apparent refice-
t,wn, bLat.way not that Le the resson yon

the other evening at this tadle?™

The sands of lifo are nearly

You cannot walk into:

When the world shall despise and forsako,

you in her feeble arms and carry you home,,

her tenderly, and cheer her declining years-

never saw 4 nuuvo convert, fi. you- nﬁlmued

4 WORD FOR BOYS,
Asharied-of work, hoye? -godd, hard; hon [&
nst work? Then I am ashamed of you

‘men.

Open yoiir old Roman History row and B
rewd of Cincinnatus, On the day whien thyy &
wanted to make him Dictator; where diil they [
find him? In-the field ploughing: 3

The great Cato; you 'hive surely hedird of §&
him—how he roso to all the honours “of the ¥B
Roman. state—yet he.was often.scen at.work i

{ inthe field with the slaves. :Scipio Africanus, ’
‘who conquered Hannibal and won: Carthaoe
for Rome, was. not ashamed to labout-on his § ‘.

farm.

matrons, might have beeh seen muny o day B8
spinuing among her maids. o

Bettor even than the example of noble
Romans is the advico: of ‘the wise man:

“ Whatsoever thy hand findeth ‘to do, do it J&8
with thy might.” Better thun this cven are §8
the beautiful New Testameut words: “Not §&
slothful mn busingss, fervent in. spirit, serviny

_ the Lord”

There! after this you will' feel ‘ashamed
not to work. :

LESSON FROM A CHILD.
i — ' T -
I remember hearing of a littls girl who went B8
to her Sabbath school, and when she came
home her mother asked her what she Liad done
at -schoal, and she, in the suuplxc:ty of her
littlo soul, said: e :
“ QOh, dear mother, T amn’ afrald 1 have done [
-nothing; for you know there was little Mary [
Curtis, whose baby brother was buried, this
"week, and: sho was sorry, and:-she cndd )
_that T cried with her, ind I togk her hands
-in mine, and kissed her, but it took all the . B
‘lesson. out of any head: and .poor Sarh Bl

,Bad them this momitig quite perfect; and
«she was 30 heppy tlm.t althoigh she got ‘B
{ more txcketa than I did, I was quite glad B
, too” .

. bave fulﬁlled the apostle’s mjunctxon you B
" have wept with tho.s that w ept, and rejuiced
. with those that rechced o

A CLEVER REPJ:Y

by his- employer to do somée work on the M
Sibbath., The min courteously, but firmly #&
declined to do it. f‘Why!" said the cx- ‘B
ployer; “did. not- our Lord. himsélf say that ‘G

su', was tho shrewd reply of the work-man, =

man, and .is ‘tberefore -not to be ta.ken from f
mgn ” s ~ )

“PrL do l)etter ﬁo-morrow“’ said o Tiktls
boy.une, Jay to his mother, ‘but tlus was very ‘g
foolish.. Why not. do botter to~dny? There §°

to-day. "

-~

ashamed that you know g0 littlo. al,)ou§ gnag N

Lucrotin, one of the noblest of Roman

Miles, who'is always behind.with her lessons 3

“My dear said- the- lxappy mother “you k3§

Some time-ago & worlnng-ma.n was urged B

’tho Sabbath was ‘made for ‘man’?” “Ye, g

“ you.ate. nbhb—tho‘ Sabbath sas made for -3

.i8'not one* word. in ‘the ‘Bible which:calls upor § ":
you to be better to- morrow 'If i8: alieas. B



