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Bamily Dypartwent.

TEACH ME TO LIVE.

Teach me, O lord
anto the end = Pantm cxix, 33-

Teach me to live!  “Tis easier far to die!
Gently and silently to glide away.

On eartl’s Jong night to cloke the Lieavy eye,
Aml waken in the realms of glorious day.

the wauy of I hy statutes, and T shall, keep it

Teach me that hard leszon—rkaw tu live,
To serve Thee in Lhe darkest paths of life;
Arm me for conflict now— fresh vigour give,
And muke me more than conqueror in the g'rife,

Teach me 10 live I~"Thy purpose to fuliil :
Bright for Thy glory let my taper shine!

Tach day renew, re-mould this stubborn will:
Closer round T'hee my heart’s affections wwine,

Tenceh meto live for self and #in no more;
But uke the time remaining to me yet,
Not mine own pleasure seeking, as before—

Wansting no precious liours in vain rogret.

Teach me to live! Noidler let me be,

Butin Thy service hand and heart emnloy;
Prepared 10 do Thy bidding cheerfully,

Be this my highest and my holiest joy.
Teach me to dive l—my «uily cross to bear;

Nor murniur though § bend beneath itx fond.
Only be witho me!  Let me feel Thee near

Thy smile sheds gladness on the darkest road.

Teach me to live l—und find my life in Thee—
Lwoking trom varth aml earthly things away ;
Let me not falter, but untiringly
Press on; and pgain new strength and power
cnch day.

Teach me 1o live '—with kindly wonds for all—
Wearing no colily repulsive brow of gloom;
Waiting, with elicerful putienee, till Thy call
Sarmmons my spirit to her henvenly hoine, Amen.
Trish

“ ESPECIALLY THOSE. "

CHAPMTER L —0N SICK LEAVE.

teclesiustival Guzetle,

Flo is no longer a Httde givl 5 she is o grown
up woman.  Years have passed away, and many '
of the old fiaces are gone, and voices silent, that
she knew and loved when she was voung,  Nurse |
Kettlehy is dead, and the picasant ofd nursery !
at the top of the large London house, in which:
she used to reign sepreme, and st reading ler!
Bible so peacefully on Sunday afternoons, s
passed into other hands, and is lookad bark 1o
by Flo with that fecling of tender 1egiet with
which we are so apt te look back to certain
places and scenes of our childhood. 1Tt may be
a nursery or a garden, a riverside or a church, a
particular window, or a nook i a shady dell,”’
but [ suppose in ceverybody’s heart, the most
unromantic of all, there is at least one spot.in
the world, associated with their childhood, round
which the memorial vy clings more regrefully
and tenderly than all the rest! Flo's litle
brother. Plucky, wha used to laugh, and crow,
and play in the sunshione of that dear old nursery,
is now a grown man, 2 soldier in ladia ; and
though he s so fur away, and can only talk to
her in letters, he isstitl to Flo the dearestbrother
in all the world. 1los father and mother are
both dead.  VVlo lives in a quict house m the
country, with an aunt and two cousins, who are
not always very kind to her.  Nobody calis her
Flo now : the pet name has been dropped, and
the full name of Flererce substiinted.  1n the
same way no one calls her brother Plucky any
more ; he is Robert 1o ¢very one except herselt,
Ah, how the old things, that were so bghtly

11 weuting miserable and puny, and wretehed oo,

“are unkind actions, and the litle neglects, the
culd looks, and the hasty words which have:

loving words heal and delight

prized and little thought of in earlier days, are
sometimes remembered by us in later ones, when
they have all drifted away into the past, as being
50 sweet, we can scarcely believe that they can
¢ver have been ours !

« Sirange we never prize the music
Till the sweet-voiced bird has flown!  ~
Strange that we should «light the violets
Tl the lovely fluwers are goue ! -
Stange that summer skies and sunshine
Never seem one half 8o fair,
As when winter’s enowy pinions
Shuke the white down in the sir 17

Flo often longs that some one would call her
by the old pet name again, and tearfully she
thinks of those happy old days in the hig l.on-
don house, when the world seemed such a much
brighter, kinder place than it does now. It
seems somehow since then to have grown into
a rather cold, unsympathetic world ; hearts do
not seem so true or-so warm as they used to be ;
peovle not to be so kind or thoughtful as they
were when her mother and Nurse Kettleby were
alive. Aunt Lucrctia is a very diflerent woman
to her own dear mother.  Cold and uncertain in
temper, she is not a person to be depended upon
at all reasons,  Sometimes she is kind and in-
dulgent, but at others she is much the contrary,
and I'lo bas to look out very sharply for the
signal which, tuckily for the houschold, appears
on her forchead at times, announcing, * Weather
stormy ; beware ! he two cousins Pris and
Diare rot much bewer with regard to temper.
They do not altogether Jove Flo, for the reason
that she is so much more popnlar and clever
than themscives.  They feel that somchow or
other she 1s a superior Deing.  Nature has cul
her cut on 2 better pattern than themsclves ;
and without exactly acknowledging it, they dis-
like her for it very cordially. Phis crops up at
cvery wurn, and embitters Flo's Jife in a way that
only n Dble natures, subjeet to the petty jealousies
of inferior ores, can possibly understand. Ilo
returns good for evil in an exemp'ary way.  She
tries 1o disregard her cousins’ unpleasant liude
actions and specches, knowing well from whence
they come @ but occasionally they are too mich
for her. 'Then she retires w her room, and s to
be seen pacing up and down there for some
minutes, like a wragedy queen, exclaiming at.
intervals, with cmphasis, = Horrid | puny ! miscr—‘
able | dreadful ! despicable hiule creatures, why
do [ care what vou say—why, why, vty 7 A

ftke vou. I wonder, that I care so much and put
myselt in this rage 2 Wouldn't the grandest
war-horse go mad, though, atter o time, 1f only a
stflicient number of gnats came and bit at him
atonee 2 Pris, you are really hornd 5 Di, vou
arenota hit heiter. [despise you both, utterly 2,
And having let off her wrath in a measure, she
would grow calm again, and go down stairs and
he rendy to do anvthing with a kind grace that |
her cossins chose to ask her.

How true it is that = liude foxes spoil the
vines ! How many lives we see spoilt by the
litde foxes which ereep ine and which are yet |
so small. they scem scarcely worthy of being
tiken notice ef at all! Do you know, children,

what are meant by = the lnde foxes 27 They

power to wound and grieve in the same measure
as kind acuons, gracetul livtle attenuions, and
We have much
to do with our neighbor's happiness ; God holds
us greatly responsible forit. By indinitesimal
things, God knows that we can either add to 1t
much or take away from it much. We can
cither send in httde  foxes to spoil our hrulher'sl
vineyard, or we can help to keep them out, '

Romember this the next time wis o you are
going to speak an unkind word, or give an
angry look ; remember that “litle foxes spoil
the vites.” ard carefully refrain. It enly Yris
and s had taken w heart this truth and acted
upon it. poor 1o would have had a far happier
and casier thme of it A

¢ Let us gather up the sunbeams
Lying all around our path;
Let us keep the wheat and roses,
Casting out the thorns and chafl;
T.et us find our sweetest consfort
In the blessings of to-dsy,
With a patient band removing
All the briers from the way.”

One morping in summer time, they were all
seated at breakfast ; Aunt Lucretia at the top
of the table facing Pris ; Di and Flo at the side.
Flo was a great contrast to her cousins in appea-
rance, as well as in character. They were both
very tall, and rather raw boned, with pale faces
and black hair. Flo was of middle height, with
a beautiful figure and fair hair, and small, pretty
featnres, that looked quite baby like by the side
of her cousins’ large noses and determined chins,

The signal was out very plainly on Aunt Lucre:
tia's forchead —* Weather stormy; beware "

To the bright ©* Good morning ” with which Flo
had greeted her on first coming down, she had
replicd with a positive growl, ** Morning,” and
had not said a word since. Everybody felt it
best to confine themselves to general topics,
and to start no subject of conversation which
could possibly admit of argument; it was so
clear that the mistress of the house would not
argue and dispuie facts this morning if she
could.

# Mother will you take some more tea ?” asked
Pris at tre end of the meal, thinking this would
surely be a safe question.

“No. Don't you know, Priscilla, [ never
take more than one cup,” answered her mother,
in an mjured tone, bristling up. * Not since
we were al Hastings, three years ago, have |
tuken two cups at hreakfast.”

“Uh, I forgot,” answered Pris.  “To be sure
it was Doctor ‘Todd that said we ought neverto
take more than one cup.  What a nice, clever
little man he was!”

“ Il7as,” repeated her mother fractiously.

“Why don’t you say he /5?2 He isn’t dead.”

“ Oh, well he s, said Priscilla, with an im-
patiernt movement, tising from the table and
beginuing to fold up her table napkin with an
air of saying, ‘- I can’t stand this any longer.
I'molf. And off she went, out at the open
window into the sunny garden, to meet the post-
man, who was coming up the path.

Dt quickiy followed her, and then Aunt Lu-
cretia and Flo were left alone.  Aunt lLucretia
immediately put up her glass, and began staring
at her nicce very pointedly through it.  She
fixed her eves on the top of Ilo's head, as
though greatly struck by something she saw. At
lust Flo put her hand up to feel if the cat or the
parrot had perched there by mistake ; bhut feei-
ing nothing more than the usual coil of plaits,
she said, ©* Aunt Lucretia, what are you look-
ing at? is there anything queer or peculiar
about me this morning ?”

Auat fucretia dropped her glass, and then
said deliberately, «Yes, Florence, I'm looking
at your Aead.  Of all the grotesque objects |
ever saw L7 —

Aunt Lucretia here became speechless for a
moment, but she presently went on:

“As I st here, you look exactly like a Parsee
with his cap on. I can compare you to noth
ing else.”

“But 1Us the way | always do it,” said Flo,
laughing rood humoredly at the comparison, I
may have done it, though, a trifle higher than
usual” giving her hair a pat with her hand 1
suppressat. “ Is that better, Aunt?

* No, not a bit, rather worse,” answered the
aunt shoruy. * Here, pray let me do it.”

* Do what ?” asked Flo, looking horrified.

“Why, put it as it should be,” said her aunt.

“Oh, I ocouldwt ! exclaimed Flo, with an
irresistible twinkle. knowing well how her aunt
would come down epon her with her hand in
her present mood.  Pll try to do it lower to
morow, and 'l think of the Parsee. Hair is
such a bother! you den't know how difficult it
is to do, Aunt.”

* Haven’t I hair of my c¢wn?” snapped her




