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Zbe famtile Otctc.
GOLDEN HAIR.

Golden Hain cliirbed upon gnandpapa's knce,
Dean Little Golden Hair 1 îircd was she,
Ail the day busy as busy could be.

Up in the monng as soon as 'lwas iigbt,
Out witb the birds and the butterfiies brigbt,
Skipping about tli the coming of nigbt.

Grndpapa toycd wiîh the cunis on ber bcad;
"What bas my baby becu doiug," he said,.
"Since she arose, witb tbc sun, frorn ber bcd?"

«' <Piîty rnucb," auswered the swcet uitile one ;
1I cannot tell sa much îbings I bave donc-

Playcd witb my dolly and feeded my Bun.

"And 1 bave jumped with my liticejump-nope,
And I made, oui of some water and soap,~
Butifle wolds ! Mamrna's casties of hope.

"And I bave readed in my pictune book,
And uitile Bella and 1 went 10 look
For some srnootb stones by the side of tbe

brook.

"Then 1 corne home,and 1 eaîed my tea,
And 1 cliirbed up ta my grandpapa's knee,
I'm jes' as tined as tired can b.

Lowen and iower the ittie head prcssed
Until it dnoppcd upon gnandpapa's breast;
Dean uittle Golden Rami 1sweei lic îby rest

We are but cbildreu ; the tbings Ibat we do
Are as sports of a babe t0 the Infinite vicw,
Thal secs ail oun weakncss, and pities it 100.

God grant tbat wbcn nigbt ovenshadows our
way,

And we shahl be caiied to accounl for our day,
He may find il as guileiess as Golden Hain's

pay 1

And oh!1 wben aweary, may we be sa biest
As to sink, like au innocent child, 10 our rest,
And feel ounselves ciasped ta the Influite

breast.
-F. BURGE SMITrH.

RIRA M'S MOTHER.

"Moîber," said Hiram Wetberby, as be
put the rnilk pails down onl 10 the buîîery
shelf, I' ve made Up my mind 10 be mannied
wben the spring Ierm closes."

The rnathbýr put the strainer in the pan and
waîcbed ber son pour the foaming rnilk in it,
but she did not say a word. There was a row
of plus ta fil and she moved the sîrainer frorn
one pan to anéther until ai were filled. Then
she took the milk pa ils and the sîrainer out
i it~o tbe kitchen and'wasbed tbcm.

I 'm afnaid Ibis is a reai kuock-down blow
t0 moîber," îbougbî the son, as be wcnt ouI
mb thte sbed and hung bis bat on the nail.

He bad been lrying ai day 10 gel up cour-
age 10 tell bis decision on a malter wbicb bad
been agitaling bim for some lime. He did
wisb bis moîber wouid say somelbing, sa be
could taik it ail oven witb ber. But she did
not speak until she sat dowu in ber low rocker,
and took up the gray sock she was îocing off.

Il seems sort of strange Hir îm, that
you'vc made Up youn mmnd ta gel rnarried
atter we've got ou sa weli togethe ai these
years. Now that you are pat forty it seems
as if we migbî bave kept on as long as I iivc

-Just as we've been living. You kuow 1 hate
changes."

"Weil, moîber, I îhiuk we wouid bothbéb
b ippier if I bad a wife. You know you are
gel ting ou ia years and il is too bard for you
tn work as you bave 10, and you won't let me
get any belp for you."

IlHired belp isn't good for anytbing these
days ; îhey're more - boîber than tbey are
wotb. i baven'c made auy compiaints about

do, that littie delicate thing of a scbool-teacher!
If you were going to rnarry Matilda Bascorn,
that would be différent. Sbe is a regular driver
witb work."

"'I could neyer love Matilda, as I love
Letty. You don't know Letty, mother. Every
one wbo knows ber speaks in the bigbest terms
of her. If she is a littie delicate thing, she bas
managed that scbool at Ridgeland for two
years witbout any trouble, and she is tbe only
teacher that bas stayed over a terrn or two
there, you know. It is called the bardest
scbool in the county."

" Managing a farm and rnanaging a schooi
are two entirely différent things, Hiram."

" Well, motber, I arn abie to hire heip,
and live like folks, and I want to make life
casier for the two wornen I love best on eartb
-mny motber, and Letty Sheldon, wbom 1 hope
soon to cail my wife.

tgI sban't say anytbing against your mar-
niage, Hiram. 0f course you are old enough
to do as you wisb-only I wasn't looking for
it, thats ail1L"

Mrs. Wetberby took up ber candle-stick
with an injured look on ber face, and putting
a fresb candie in it, she said, " Good. nigbt,
Hitram."

" Tbe son got up and put bis arms around
bis moîher and kissed ber.

IlGood nigbt, motber." He saw tears gatb-
ering in ber eyes. IIYou know wben I gel
married you will bave a daugbter. I've beard
you say many tirnes that you wisbed you bad
a daugbîer."

The mother made no reply and went to
ber room.

11I1sbouid tbink mother would be glad that
1 arn going to be so bappy," was ber son' s
tbougbî.

"And so you are going to marry Hirarn
Weîberby, Miss Sheldon," said tbe chairman
of the scbool committee, wben be gave tbe
young teacher tbe check in payment of ber
services, during the scbooi terrn just ended.

" Yc.s Mr. Kimbark, that is *wbat 1 bave
prornised to-do."

IlWe don't like to bave you leave the
scbool,for you are the best teacher we bave ever
bad in this district. But we ought flot to say
anytbing against your geîîing rnarried, if you
want to, especially as you are going to do so
weII. Hiram Wetberby is one of the best
young men I knew of, and is respected all
lbrougb the county. But 1 arn a litîle afraid
it will be bard for you to gel along with
Hirarn's motber. You see ber life bas been
just bound up in that boy ever since bis father
died, twenty-five years ago. Tbe old lady is
considerably broken down now, but sbe was
one of tbe srnartest wornen I ever knew wben
sbe was in ber prime. I hope sbe wili give
Up to you wben you go there and lake tbîngs
easy tbe rest of ber hie. But my wife says,
' Hirarn Wetberby's mother isn't going to give
up yet a wbile, if be does bring a wife tbere."

"I1 tbink Hirarn's mother and I wiil get on
quite pieasanîiy, Mr. Kimbark. I understand
bow sbe must feel about Hirarn's getting mar-
ried now as tbey bave lived alone togetber so
rnany vears. I sball try rny best to be a good,
true, loving daugbter t0 ber."

"No doubt of that, Miss Sbeldon, no doubt
of that. You are a grand band to make tb-ings
go on srnootbly anywbere. I congratulate
Hiramn's moîber on getting sucb a sensible,
well-balanced daughter, and I wisb you rnucb
bappiness in your married life."

Wbeun Hirarn Wetberby crarna e brn wt

[wouidn't give Up and 1 won'î," was tbe rnotb-

er's mental conclusion, wben the tbougbî sug-
gested itseif Ibat il would be wiser 10 rest frorn
the labors of bouseboid cares and duties.

siMis' Wetberby, Mis' Wetherby 1"' called
tbe wasberwarnan aI the foot of the stairs, one
morning six rnontbs after Hirarn bad been
married. " Corne down quick, your rnolber's
fallen the iengtb of tbern cellar stairs 1"
.Letty bad beard a noise, but she thougbt il

was somebody carrying vegetables to the ccl-
lar.

It bad been an unusual trying morning to
Letty. Wasbîng days aiways were beciuse
Hiram's rnotber wouid insist upon doing more
than sbe ougbt, and tbat tircd and irritaîed
ber t0 a degree tbat rnade it barder for tbe
daugbîer. Letty ran down stairs and found
Hiramn and bis man bringing tbe motber up
from the cellar. She was soon piaced on tbe
bcd and tbe doctor sent for.

"I was afraid tbose bernies were workiug,"
she said, " and 1 lhougbî I'd go down and
look aften tbem."

«"Why didn't you let me go, rnother ?" Letty
asked as she bathed the biood off frorn a sligbt
wound on tbe old iady's face. g

" Weil, I îboughî rnaybe you wouldn'l know,
dean, if tbey werc working."

Hiramn's mother bad neyer spoken in sucb
a kind tone of voice.before. The doctor found
tbat Mrs. Wetberby's bip was injured in sucb
a way tbat, at ber age, the probabiiity was
sbe wouid not be able to be around for sorne
time.

" She's bad to give Up DOW, sure enougb,"
said one of tbe neigbbors ; but Letty only feit
pity for tbe dear oid motber wbo qould not
bear to give up the duties sbe bad faitbfully
donc for so rnany, rnany years. Il takes quite
a wbile and a good deai of grace for foiks to
arrive at tbe conclusion îbat tbe lime bas
corne for thcrn, in a sense, to be laid aside.

Lcîîy's patient, loving minisîrations werc
well appreciated. "You seern b know jusl
what to do, Lcîîy," tbe motber said one day
wben tbe gentie band of ber daugbter was
driving the pain away. 'IIs Hiram about any-
wbere ? I wouid like 10 taik witb you both."

"I1 wanî you 10 forgive me botb of you, for
being s0 seifisb and 50 sel in rny way, 1 made
life barder for you botb instead of casier. I
baven't donc as I 'ught tb by Lcîîy, and I'rn
sorry. Sorncbow I feit Ibat she bad taken
Hiram's love for me away, but there is motber
love and tbere is wile love, and I ougbt 10 bave
considered il ail. A man is rnucb bappier in life
if be bas a good wife, and tbat is tbe wav the
good Lord meant il 10 be. I'rn giad Ihal you
didn'î bear 10 me, Hiramn, and tbat you wene
wisc enougb 10 rnarry Letty instead of Matilda.
Matiida's so bigb strung we'd neyer got aiong
at ail. I'vc putîered around in my slow way
and bindered you, Letty, lots of limes wben
you wanted 10 geltbe work ouI of tbe way,
and I know I've lried and vexed you very
often witb some of rny set way.s, but you'vc
neyer spoken a quick or an unkind word 10
me, and Vyou've îried your best 10 gel along
pleasantiy witb Hirarn's mother. -Tbank you.
It doesn'î do for folks to be so independent as
I've been, for sornetbing rnay corne at any
time to sbow us what frail, dependent crea-
turcs wc are."

Yc ars bave passed by. Mrs. Wetberby
gels about tbe bouse witb the aid of a crutcb,
but at evenlime a new iigbî bas core ne mb er
face. She is very bappy. Everybodv wbo
gocs 10 sec ber bears ber Iell wbat a wonder-
fui woman ber daugbîer LÉ&îy is; she docsn'î

Kingdom of God, and ail othe; things shall be
added tinto you. -The Advance.

ANECDOTES 0F FRANCIS
PARK J-AN.

Dr. Franci, Parkman, the late biotor-
Ian, possessed an abundance o! dry ivit.
Althougb diverging widely frorn the
sparkling humour of Autocrat Hoimes"
andi]Prince Lowèil, botb o! wliom, were
numbered among his dear fricnds, it Nvas-
in its own way quite as forcible.

No bistorian. ever yet bail a. book pubi-
lislied, it lo probable, that lie did flot re-
ceive numerous letters questioning the
accuracy of certain of bis staternents.
Parkman was no exception to the rule.
He once wrote this brie! repiy on the
back of a letter questioning bis author-
ity, wbicb was sent hlm, andl returned it
to thec writer:

"lThis statement bas been accepted as
truc by bistorians for the last flfty years.
[f you knew it to be wrong, you wr
cuipabie that you <Iil fot let the worid
know about it long before this."

Wben Loweli was young lie was much
given f0 sensational advetures. On sev-
cral occasions lie got up ln the middle
of thec niglit and went to, a cemetery,,
whcre lie perched himself upoji a tornb-
etone, hoping in this way to find Inspira-
tion for a poem. Parkman told hlm
tliat, ie would get more rlieumatism than.
inspiration.

The historian bail a strict idea of Jus-
tice. A friend met liim one day waiking
aiong the street ieading a street boy
witli cither hand.

'lWbat lu the world are you doing4
Parklman ?" asked tlie friend.

II I founil that Jolinnie bere had caf-
en ail o! the apple, instead of divIdingý
witli his littie brother. -I1arn going to
buy another tor tbe youager boy, andI
iuake Jobnnie wafcb hlm. wbiie lie cats
if."y

When Francis Parkman was only f if-
tecu years oid lie bail chosen bis career.
He was a mere stripiing wben lie wa8
graduateil from Harvard. " I want to
ivritc- something tbat wiil live," he de-
clareil. And lie did.

During bis coliege carcer lie spent ten
weeks aroun-d Lake Georgei He waR
very tireil one affernoon, baving wake1
xnany miles along a country road, wheu
a fariner alone in bis buggy overtook
hlm. The grizzied oid feiiow passed hM
by wvithout so mucli as a nod. Park-
niaîî liailed liim and asked for a ride.
He moveil along on his seat and i nad19
roogii for P>arkman, wlio offered to, pay
llm for thec favour. The old fello-w
etraigbtened up a littie andI said, sharp-
ly :

1Wben I get s0 mean as tliat l'Il
walk myseif, young man" Then lic
cbanged fthc subjeet. IlYou're from flice
city, cli? You feliers bave an easy fime
o! if, You can make money as easy as
rolin' off a 1og. I can't unilerstand it."

Then fbe old man was sulent, and
Parkman was fbougbtfÙil.

IlDon'f you gef along well V' Park-
man asked.

" 6No I've been trying to pay off
tlic mortgage on the farm for the last
ten years. Couldn'f raise. enougb mon-
cy for fbe intereat this tirne. I've just
been to sec Joncs abouti t, and bie's go-
ing to foreclose to-morrow. I ki stand[
It, but if's pretty bard on ma. She setwf
sucb a siglit by the oid place. But tbat
ain't your bizness, stranger"-tbe 01<1
man wiped bies leeve across bis molof
eyes-"' gee-up, Dobbin."

]Parkmxan rcmained ail niglit at the
farmer's bouse. The next day be bougit
flic mortgage from Joncs, and better
luck overtaking flic.mortgagee lie iva»
enabicd to retain bis home, andin flie
course o! time to pay off tbe debt.

It w*ç in 1846 f bat Dr. Parkmau vis-
ifed tbe remote West andI gathcred mat-
criai for tbe most cbarming of bis books,

Tbe OrgonTrIP" e dscrbeiUbi

olicyciland muffered mrany times i urIng
tlieir journey, " Pale-face make heap

* greaf warrlor!"--Botiton Home Journal.
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