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- 'THR MO'TKER’S DREAM.:

81:0 loy on her pxllow, and sobbed oloud,
A she thought of her m!ont child ;
il llot llddenod heart fond memories clowd.
Of the mlvery tones of his laugh so0 loud, -
v That had many an bonr bogmled

Dlt llu ! his httlo heart is still,

- Andher boy is away from her now ;
‘And 486" Tn her eyes the hot tears fill,
-8he strives to yield to her Father's will,

- And in méek submission to bow.

And now she has turned on her couch of rest,
‘., And in silence is seen to weop,
" Till the lsst tear-drop from her eyelid is prmed
‘And 'mid her long lashes has found a neat,
And her oyes are closed in sleep.

Put they opon again in a dream of the night,
And she foels as if wafted away

By an angel guide, all robed in light,

Where the glory shed on her dazzled sight
Seomod the dawn of eternal day.

.And while shé was gazing, in calm delight,
On the heavenly scenes around,

"An infant band glided past in her sight,

Their angelic forms were in robes of white,
_"As if bathed in a glory profound.

The holiest music was wafted along,
And eweet incense floated by,
For their infant voice were swelling strong,
As they joined their Hosannas in heavenly song
And they waved thoir torches on high,

With » mother's anxious look she gazed,
To see if her boy was there ;

Bat not 'mid the voicesin mthems raised,

Nor amid thie torches of incense that blared,
Could she see her boy so fair,

And now the processivn is nearly done,
‘When another look she cast,
And then with a joyful heart she has run,
With a mother's fond clasp has embraced her
Sotl
For ho came—the very last.
. Bat she started back, and a sjgh she raised
As she logked on her angel boy,
For his torch was dark, ‘while the oﬂlon
.blazed—
No heavenly songs, while the others praised,
Did his infant lips employ,

‘With a troubled voice, she asked him why?
“And she listened with anxious ears ;

He calmly-looked up, with a calm reply,

SHow can I sing, or my-torch bum high,
When 'tis wet with a mother’s tears ?”

' She awoke, and now ohe felt all resigned,
The dream had been sent by God ;
And she fervently thanked him that love no
kind
Had assuaged her grief, and had freed her mind
From sorrow’s unbearable load.

SELF CONTROL.'

We can all preach upon self-control—can
Tecture by the hour upon its being an essen-
tial virtue, without which none can attain to
grace of manner or expression—but when we
come down to the level of facts,——

- 4 'Where is onra?”

Now this is a pregnant question to which
fow mortals possess the requisite knowledge
to ‘“make reply.” For the most of na are
but slaves to circumstances which in some in-
stances become too strong for us to. endure==

_q&-thrvmfboaswd“‘élf -control takes to
M wingg, and leaves us to the mercy of our
-, 4Dger, 8corn, etc.
. ‘Socrates seemed to possess this attribute in
- " am astonishing degree—and yet we doubt not
"+ that there were seasons in his daily life when
- Xantippe could have told us that he wae not
invulnerable, and that she knew his weak-
nesses, oven if he were not aware of them.
There are times and seasons which come to
all of us, when our will is not completely
. fashioned to our bands; and the restless pas-
sions of the mind hold us in sway—seasons
when all of us do and say things which are
Inbecommg, unseemly, and which lower and
# debase us in the opinion of others, and also of
onrselves, We believe, however, that self-
control is a virtue which will become ours if
we cultivateit properly; if we strive right
manfully for its possession ; fight a bitter
wariare against irritability, nervousness,
Jdunxg, hatred, and all unkindness of heart
" 'and sonl.
- -, . It bas been said that sclf-control is 2 physi-
cal’ lmposalbxhtyto some persons, especially-
when they have not been educated to it -The
fgeh ‘glaniss of ‘the statement we ‘emphatically
, deny—-but the latter we fully affirm ; and as
we have stated above—it must be cultivated
. wroperly.. .One exercise of it-will not bring us:
" victory—but. we must pile them mountain:
. “high before we can reach the highest which.
"+ will bring repose—-w}n’ h will enable us to say
.. 'to--the raging: 'wayes vof passion, *‘thus far:
ot m-’t thou com"_e, and ‘o farther.”
- Tt in moat vexotxous to be tormented with-
Y ont y'reason by thoae who profess to' fove
e glected by 'thoso whoowe uy at.’
.1hé: imposod upon by those who'

And - 90Me; one; may ask—well, why not Jet
ﬂlntahon lmve its sway for ‘a few mo:

W ? why not fret, and fuims, And geold and

bve moex'vo& many benefits at our hénds,.

mp, ond then let your ‘mind wttle down- to’

Ah ! friend, give way to the irritability of
the moment, scold and snap, and where will
you stop? You will say things you do not
feel ; unkind words which wonld cut keener

|{than a knifo; perhaps you will tramplo
:| rough-shod npon the hearts of your children,

your husband or wife, or your frionds or aer-
vants, thoso whom you have sworn to cherish
—to whom you owe the most sacred duties—
whose example you should be. They may

‘| forgive and forget it all, or thoughts of it may

raykle in their breasts while their hearts con-
tinue to beat.

And have you obtained peaco of wind ?
Are you contented with yourself? No, in-
deed, you sare bitterly ashamed of it, and if
you are s sensible, right-minded person you
will beg the pardon of those upon whom you
have poured out the vials of your wrath.
You have not obtained the composare which
you nught expect from easing your mind,
but have exhibited an irritable, excitable, ugly
temper, have made a childish show of your-
self, and you are not excusable for so doing
by either physical sufforing on nervous irrita-
bility,

Seli-control is within the reach of you and
me. All of us can obtsin it by prayerful
watchfulness over the *“little foxes that de-
vour the grapes,” and ruin the fair prospect
of fragment and delicious fruit. Little sins,
little derelictions from duty,s little giving
way to pass on will surely lead . to great re-
sults. We must be faithful to ourselves ;
faithful in our watch and ward over tongue,
eyes, and hands, for

"When headstrong passion geta the reins of

The force of natare, like too strong

For want of ballast, oversets the vesse

And we are at the mercy of any one who
chooses to pat usin a rage, while even the
brain may give way, and reason totter on its
throne if we do not strive for the mastery of
the sing which 8o easily beset us.

Let us therefore strive with prayer to One
who was tempted 88 we are, who knows our
sorrows and has borne our griefs, and is ever
ready to guard, guide and aid us in every
right endeavor to win an immortal, never-fad-
ing crown. .
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'HOME LOVE,

Some men may sneer at family affection if
the sentiment be paramount to all- earthly
considerations—if business losses or gains are
forgotten in seasons of family affliction or
rejoicing. But men like these are not among
earth’s noblest sons—they are simply money-
making automatans, whose places can be filled
au hour after they have vacated them; men
who live only in the middie of their kinu‘nen
—not in their hearts. The great lever by
which  the world is moved chould be called
love ; it is tho basis of all trne excellence—of
all exalted thonghts, YWhen a family of chil-
dren are taught from childhood to be kind and
loving one to another, and see the daily exhi-’
bition of like kindness and love between the
parents, and from the parents to them, there
‘We see strong manhood aud noble womanhood.
Affection does not . beget weakness, noris it
effeminate for & brother to be tenderly attach-
ed to his sisters. That boy will make the
noblest aid bravest man. Under the protec-
tion of men who cherish mother and sisters
with- tender care, women are always mafe.
That young man who was accustomed to kiss
his sweet, innocent, loving aister bight and
morning as they met, shows jts influence upon
him, and he will never_ forget it : and wheu
‘o sball fake zome one to his heart for a wife,
she shall reap the golden fruit thereof. The
young man who was in the habit of giving his
arm to his sister as they walked to and from
the church, will neverleave his wife to find
her way as best she can. The young man who
has been taught to see that his sister had a
seat before he songht his, will never mortify a
a neglected wife in the presence of strangers, |
And that man who always handed to hig sis-
ter his chair at the table, will never have
cause to blush "as he sees some gentleman ex-
tend to his wife the courtesy she knows is due
from him.

o %ule,

A LEAF FROM LIFE.

Id
BY MARIAN.

Daylight kad-nearly faded; one winter after-
noon, and night was fast closing down over our’
great city. AsIsat by my window, and look-
ed into the gathering gloom, thonghts, fister
thian I could pen them, came crowding throngh
my brain. Memory carried me back' to other’
days, when, with henrt free from sorrow or'
care; I loved to nnhexpote this’ twilight hour,
and wished for ite opproach But I was not
then alone; "a fond mother sat by my s:de,
‘and- inte her listening " ear I would pout my'
complaints and troubles, a.lways receiving in
return her kind sympathy and advlce Happy
dsye, gone; never to yeturn.

I'would willingly have. left " those sad recol-’
lechons, and ‘turried my fhoughu m 'othier,
clnnnels bitt 16 ; relentless meniory wu ‘not:
yet ntmﬁed Sho brought before my mmd’

eyé ancthér and Inter pnctnre., Iﬁz was agom
night—a dark, gloomy night—nnd; ina dialy-
lighted rGom, by alow. ¢ouch, with atroined
eye and bated breath f #at; watchitg and long-}
ing. for, ong moxs look, one pu-tmg word, , ﬁom
my. dln'lmg, dymg mothor. ; At last she moved'
#he pali lips:inclosed ; . & murmured. shleasing,
on me, her only child, a Iast fond look, and &ll!
was over. _And I—O cruel fato ! to sever the

broken-hoarted, to wander’on alone. Inimagi-
nation T lived ‘ovor aga.in'thoh'e days of lonely
wisery that followed, and'again that feelmg of
ntter‘denpalr orept over me.

* Just at that moment the bell rang, and I was
obliged to éast away my troubles for' tho timo,
and apswer its summons.

* * » »

“*No father, no mother, no friend”

- “No, madam, my father and mother are
both dead, and in all this wide world I have
not one friend. My poor mother was buned
but yesterday, and to-day, becavise I could not
pay the ront, I was turned into the street, and
what few things we had were taken to help to
cancel the debt,”, .

Such was the answer I received to my ques-
tion of surprise, as, upon opening the door, I
behold a young woman of apparently my own
age, her drees indicated the most absolute
poverty ; but her face:was one of those which,
once seeing, yon can never forget. I cannot
describe it—1I can only say it was beautiful.
It was sad, yet wore such a look of resigned
submission, that, in gazing at it, I forgot my
own 80.row iu pity for hers.

“Come in,” I said. ‘I am ‘thoughtless to
keep you standing out here in the cold, when
we can 80 much better talk inside. Besides,
you must be tired and hungry.”

She obeyed with alook of gratitude that
went to my heart, and, weak fron exposure
and want of *proper nourishment, sank down
by my warm fire, completely exhausted.
Nothing more was said until we had partaken
ofjour evening meal, when, feeling much re-
freshed, she expressed herself as willing to
‘give me more of her history, which I was vory
anxious'to learn, I need not repeat it here;
it was the old story of a once happy home
made: wretched by an intemperate father, with
poverty, suffering and death the resalt.

When she had finished, I sat as one in a
dream ; a new train of thought was awakened
in my breast ; and, long after her weary eyes
were closed in slumber for the night, did I lay
swake and think, What was I doing what
had I done, since deprived of my dear parent,
but sit and murmur at my Heavenly Father's
will. Surrounded by the comforts of a home,
and sympathizing friends, ] had forgotten to
be thankful for the many blessings I still en.
joyed—forgot. everything I should have re-
membered—and I nursed my own sorrow in
selfish abandonment, Here was a young
woman, no older thau myself meeting with
the same parental loss, yet, in every other re-
spect, how different her lot from mine ! Na,
‘pleasant home to cheer her loneliness, friend-
less and alone. What wonder that my- eyes
were opened to my own wretched ingratitude ?
Ah, reader, penitential tears flowsd that night ;
prayers were offered that have been answered
reaolutions formed that I trust have -been
kept,‘ N

*

- C. %

* * . . "
Years have passed by. That young woman
is now happily married, and living not far trom

my home. I ses her very often, but I never

that night ; and bless the Providence that
sent her, an angel of light, to my door. -
. y ‘ - . ~ .
A BEAUTIFUL ANSWER,

A French infidel, who was, as is-usnally the
case with infidels, & man of some learning, was
crossing a desert in Africa, the Great Sahara,
in company with an Arab guide. He noticed
with a sneer that at certain times the gaide,
whatever obotacles might arise, put theny all
aside, and, kneeting on the burning sands,
called on his God. Day after day passed,
and still the Aradb never failed to do this; till
at Iast, one evening, as he arose from his knees,
the would-be philosopher asked him, with a
contemptuous smile, * How do you know there
isa God?” The guide fixed his eyes upon the
sooffer for a moment in wonder, and then said,
solemnly, ‘“How do I know that a tnan, and
not a camel, passed my hut-last night in the
darkness? Was it not by the print of his feet ?
Even so0,” said he, pointing to the sun, whose
1ast rays were flashing over the lonely desert,
¢¢ that footprint is not of man.” \

y
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) ~ BOY LOST.

. Here is & beautiful, tender thodght, amplified
with all the feeling of genuine originality, in-
deed, »0 pure and effortless thnt we feel ita
duty to send it browdcast for tho cultare of the
‘mind :—

-« He had black eyes; with long lashes, red
«cheeks, and hair ‘almost black and curly. He
wore a crimson plad- ]ackb‘t with full trowsers
“buttoned on; had A habit of whistling, and
liked to ask questions ; was accompanied by a
small, black dog. It is a long while now since
he disdppearsd. - I have a very plessant house,
and much company. My~ guests say,— ‘
Cree s Al it ds- pleasant to be here. Every-
thitig has siich an" orderly, put-away look—-
mothing about utider foot, no dirt.’ -

* ¢ Bat my eyes' are aching for the sight of
whittlings and cat’ paper on ‘the floor; of
‘tnmbling-down card Boudes ; ‘ of wooden sheep.
and cattle; of pop- guns; ‘bows and’ arrows,
wlnps, tops, go-carts, blooks of trimpery. T
‘want:to see boats a! ngqing, ;and kités a-making.

paste; spilt on tl:e_hoohen’ fable.: "I want to'
séfe thé chair and ‘tables turiied thé wrchg way:

‘popping; shd4ofind jack-knives and fish-Liooks
among my muslins. Yet these things used to

laat tie that bound me to earth, and leave me,

’

fret me once. They say,—

look into her sweet face withonb remembering |

{1 'wint:to-8eb’ orumbles on: the carpet; ahd:

about’ T wsot to 'seo ‘candy-making and corii-

“¢ How quiot ypu are here. - Ah 1 ono hore
may settle his brains and be at peace,’. . -

“But my eors aro uchmg for the pattering
of little feet, for a hearty shout, s shril whistle,
a gay tra-la.la, for the crack of little whips,
for the noise of drums, fifes and tin trurapets.
Yet these thinga made me nervous once.

¢ A wanly figuro stands before monow. He
is tallor than I, has thick whiskers, wears a
frock coat, & bosomed shirt and oravet, He
has just come from college. Mo brings Latin
and Greek in his countenance, aud busts of the
old philogophers for the sitting-room. He calls
me mother, but I am rather unwilling to own
him. He avers that he is my boy, and says
that he can prove it, He brings his little boat
to show the red atripe on the sail, {it was the
enid of the piece) aud the name on the atom,
Luey Lowe, a little girl of our nelghbor, who,
because of her long curls and pretty round
face was the chosen favorite of my boy. The
curls were long since cut off, and she has grown
a tall, bandsome girl. How his face reddens
as he shows me the name on the boat! Oh, I
seo it all as plain as if it were writton in a
book ! My littlo boy is lost, and my big boy
will soon be. Oh! I wish-he weres a little,
tired boy, in a long white night-gown, lying in
his crib, holding his hand in mine, pushing
the curla back from his forchead, watching his
eyelids droop and listening to his deep breath-
ing. If I only bad my little boy again, how
patient I would be! How much I would bear,
and how little I would fret and scold. I can
never bave him back again. But there are
atill mothers who have not yet loat their little
boys. I wonder if they know that they are
living their very best days—that now is the
time to really enjoy their children? I think
if I had been more to my little boy, I might
now be more to my grown-up one.”

A SCENE FROM LIFE.

A young man entered the bar-room of a
village tavern and called for a drink.

_“No,” paid the landlord. ‘Yon have
had to moch already. You have had the de-
‘lirium tremius once, and I cannot sell you any
more.”

He stepped aside to make room for a couple
of young men who had just entered, and the
landlord waited upon them very politely. The
other stood by sullen, and when they had
finished he walked up to the landlord and
said,—

¢ Six years ago at their age, I stood where
those young men now are. 1 wasa man with
faiv prospect. Now, at'the age of twenty--
eight, I am a wreck, body and mind. You
Jed mo to drink. In this room I formed the
habit that has been my roin. Now sell me a
few more glasses, and your work will be done!
I will be done! I will soon be out of the
way; there is no hope for me, - But they can

be saved; they may be men again. Do not |

gell it to them. Sell it to me and lot me dis,
and the world will be rid of me; but for-
Heaven’s sake don’t sell any more to them."
'The landlord Listened, pale end trembling,.
Setting down his decanter, he exclaimed,—
#@od helping me, thatis the lut drop I
will ever eell to any one !”
He kept his word.

TITTLE-TATTLE.

The disposition to pry into the privacy of
Jdomestic life is, unfortnnately, very common,
and is always dishonorable. The appetite for
such knowledge is to be regarded as morbid,
and the indulgence of it disgraceful. A family
have a sacred right to privacy. In guarding
the delicate relations of the household, secrecy
becomes a virtue.

It by chance the private affairs are laid
open to & stranger, honor wonld require him
to turn from them, and if a knowledge of
them were forced upon him, they should be
locked in a sacved silence. A double obliga-
tion of silence and secrecy rests upon one who
is a guest in a family. The turpitude of a be-
trayal of family history by a visitor is far
greater than theft could be. Itisa thing so
scandalons that it should degrade a person
and put him out of society, To betny the
socrets of the household is not. ‘only an odious
immorality, but it is 4 ain and's shame to be
on good terms with those who are known ' to
commit such outrages. They put themselves
out of the pale of decent society. Thoy should
be treated as moral outlaws. -

Theae lmngry eyed wretches, who nt in the
unsuspicious circle of parents and clnldren,
treasuring their twords, spying' théir weak-
nesses,; misinterpreting the innocent libemes
of the household, and then run from house to
bouse with their shameless news, are  worse
than poisoners of wells, or ‘burners of houses

They. pomon the faith of man in man. Make|
“Tale bearers |

no terins’ with such people.
bave no nghts ‘They are common énermies of
good men, . Hunt, harry, and hound them-gut |

.| of suciety.:. They are: the worst of: pests save

one, and that in the listener of the tale-bearer.
There counld be no totthng if there was no one
to bear. Tt'talkes. an cAr 3nd a tongue to make
scandal; - Greedy hoﬂ&ung is a8 ‘dishonorable
"as niimble tattling: ¢ The éar is the opon mar-
ket where the' tongue setd ite ill- gotton wares.
‘Sore! ‘thore’ are’ thit- wlll ot répeat again
'vhﬁtﬂwﬁ héar, but’ thoy Ate 'wxllmg 't listen
to it * They will “fiot'trade in' con‘tnbond
gooda, but they will by endugh’y ol tho amug-
‘glor for Tamily use.” "The#s respectable listen:
ers aro the patrons of tattlers. It . is the

ready market that keeps tule-bnnng bmk

'
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Itis & -lumo to hsten ill of your netgl:bor.
Christian benevolence demands that you' do
not lovo S news. A clur heart and a true
honor rejoice in kmdly things. It should be
a pain and ;sorrow to, know of anything that
degrades your neighbor in your eyes, even if
he is your enomy ; and how much more if he
is your friend ?

The acriptures say :—*¢ Thou shalt not go
up and down a8 & tale-bearer among thy peo-
ple.” ¢“A tale-bearer ravealeth socrots ; but
he that is of faithful (honorable) spirit con-
cealeth the matter.” -¢The words of the
tale-bearer, are av words that go down into
the innermost parts of the belly.” The He:
‘brews thought that the affections had their-
seat in the bowels; and by the phrase, “go-
down into ‘the innermost parts of the belly,”"
they signify how sharp and exasperating to
the deopest feelings of our nature are the
criel offices of a common tattler. - ** Where
no wood is the fire goeth out ; so where there
i® no tale-bearor the strife ceasoth.” Asif he
had aaid that so much of the strife of society
arises from tattling that, if that weré cured,
there would hardly be any cause of guarrel
left, Commend us to that religion which
makes & man humane with his tongue, and
honorable with his ear.

——— et e
WITH YOUR MIGHT.

You cannot pay too careful attention to
business if you want to succeed, that is, . It
is the result of practical, everyday experience
that steady attention to mattera of detail lies
at the root of human progress, and that dilie
gence, above all, it is the mother of good luck.
Accuracy, also, is of much importance, and an
invariable mark of good training in a man—
accuracy in observation, accuracy in transac-
tion of affaira. YWhat is done in business must
be well done, for it is better to accompluh &
small amount of work than to half do ten
times aa much. Yet in business saffairs, it is
the manner in which oven small matters are
tnansacted that often decides men for or against
you. With virtue, capacity, and good cone
duct in other reapectes, the person who is habj-
tually inaccurate cannot be trusted ; his work
has to be gone over again, and he thus ca\uu
endless annoyance, vexatxon and trouble.

DRESS PLAINLY.

Some one has given the following reasons
why people shonld dress plainly on Sunday.
These ressous are as vahd. any othor dny in
tho week :—

It would lessen the burden oi many who
now find it hard to maintain their place i in
society.

It wonld lessen the foree of temptatxonl
which often lead men to barter honesty and
honor for dtuploy.

It there was Jess strife in dress at clmrcb,
people in moderate circumstances would be
more inclined to attend. :

- Universal moderation in dress at chnrch,
would improve the worship by the removal of
many wandering thoughta,

It would enable all classes of people to attend
church in unfavorable weather.

It would lessen on the part of the rich the
temptation to vanity.

1t would lessen on the part of the poor the:
temptation to be envious and malicious. .

It would save valusble time on the Sab-
bath.

It would relieve our means from & serious
pressure, and thus enable us to do more for-
good enterprises.

IF YOU PLEASE.

Boys, do you ever think how much real
courtesy will do for you ? Some of the greatest
men were ever cautious in this respect. When
the Duke of Wellington was sick, the last he
took waa a little tea.  On his servant’s hand.
ing it to bim in a saucer, and askingif he -
would have it, the Duke replied —

“ Yes, if you please.” .

These were Nis last words. How muck
kindness and courtosy are expressed by them?
He 'who had commandeld great armies, and

-was long accastomed to tho tone of aathority

did not overlook the small courtesies of life.

-Ah, how-many boyado?  What arudetone

of commond they oftemn ,uso.to their little
brothers’ and sistars, and’ sometimes to their
wothera. - They order go. That is lllbrod‘g
and shows,' to say the'least,'s walit of thought.
In all your home talk remember ¢If you

pleage.” . To all ‘that wait upoh -or serve you,

beliove that *‘if you please ” will make yon
batter served: than all the words ' in the whole
dictionary. - Do not forget threq httle wordl

“Ifyouplense" T

smtsnmn e e

*'Sunshine is” Bo&uhful ‘sad ;|ov-mop|rin:g‘l ol-
wags, v All'tlnnés tﬁlmate md inanimatetake:

 on & new, Jife. 'in its: pruenoo. " Not .a.flower
- but. gratofylly recognizes: it, not . & song-bird

but, oorols the sweetér under‘ its_touch., Xow
the, mmlotl ﬂash and the broad, waters shim.
Yadr £ its g!anco, hile the val‘loy otmospl:ero
1 kdlddﬁly ‘n-bnzd, and the grand old. wooda
‘and mountoing are all aflame with ! its* kisses.
- Karth;(that: under. the cloud  and thé might
-ahade seemed like.one stricken with & mwighty
uortow, now treado her _round of spage like o
new-orownod quoeu ‘Who amid the gushing
aunshine csn think of aught but life, haalth.
Joy, music,. boauty and splendor? |

———n, "



