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Franght with those decds that love bestows;
So when our lifeework finished shows,
No waymarks may appeir but those,

Our course to track,

Vermonl School Journal,

Christ and the Hilies.”

The bell of the litile rustic church was unging the hour for
Sunday school one pleasant summer Sumday afternoon, wnd Miss
Evelyn, oue of the teachers, quickened her steps along the green
shaded lane 1o overtake a group of her own scholars,” who 1 she
saw on their way to school, some distance ahead.

‘They did not notice her coming up Lehind them, for her r'eht
step fell soundless on the grassy path, and she could not avoid
hearing what the two hiadmost gitls were s=aving as she drew
near. [t wasJenny Warner who was spraking, awl her voice
sounded almost as if she had been crying. '

« You needn’t say < Never mind,” Lucy; [ ean'’t help minding
when I am laughed at for my shabby clothes. Fanny louston
asked the girls, quite so I could hear, how they hlked bonnets that
were made in the year one, and mantles that were saved in the
ark. IUs none of her business what [ wear, and she’s a concented
disagreeabie thing ; but still you Lkuow, Lucy. our things are
terribly plain and old-fashioned ! 1 do wish mother would diess us
a little nicer.  If I only was rich Pd show DMiss Faury whether
she should look down on me so !??

« Beinz rich needn’t make a it ot dulierence,” answered her
older and more sensible sister. ¢ She can’t losk down upun you
now, unless vou choose to care tur hes unkiml speeches, 1 asn
dress that makes oue person better than another,™

« But other people think just the same, Lucy 3 | huow everybody
thinks meanly of us for bemng so shabby. 1wou’t come to church
any more with this o'd hat—now, there!*’

% Yor shame, t0 say such a wicked thing ! said her sister,
reprovingly. ¢ And to be so «iliy,100; no one but snch fooli-h
airls as Fauny Hous'on think awnyihing at all about your cluthes.
Didn’t Mr. Hart praise you only last’ Sunday for koowing the
catechism so well?_ And isn’t Miss Evelyn as fond of you as she
can be ? So long as that kind of people 1hink we!l of you, what
need you care for such as Fanuy Ilouston.  Your rosy cheeks are
a great deal prettier, 1 am sure. than the toses m her hat.”

Jenny’s simple hitle face taightened up at her sister's kmnd
enconraging words, and she said pemtently,—

« Well, 1 wan’t mind it if [ cau help—still, Lucy, I do wish we
could afford 10 dress better, after all 1

And so they went through the chorch-yard gate, Miss Evelyn
following close behind, and thinking how she should best say a
word in senson 10 each of her foolish pupils. There was 2 cluster
of beautiful field lilies growing just without the zate—she stooped
and plucked them—and then went into the church, for the bell
had ceased ringug.

It was h v custom, after the rezular duties of her class were
over, to allaw them to select a chapter 1o read and « talk over ¥
with her. This afternoon she herself selected the last part of the
sixth of Mauhew, and requested Faony Houston and Jenny Warner
to read 0 anemively. The hittle grls did so, wonderning each te
herself what Miss Evelyn could mean—if she could have heatd
auything 2 and cach colourmng with shame as they fbund the
rebuke of their vanity in Chnst’s own woids,

When they had tiniched, Miss Lvelyn said, epeaking very
carnestly, thongh without lovking specially at them : « [ selected
these versee, my dear girls, because 1 thunk there is great need
that all young peopic shovld think senously about these words of
our Savionr, with regard 1o love of diess, now-a-days, when there
are no children to be found any more, only httle men and women
—and one cannot tell a child’s dress from its mothet’s except by
the size. Vanity and self-concent are the two faunits which seem to
take deepest root in the heans of yonng girls, arowing rankly
there, and choking the sprinamg up of beller things.  But I trust
if they have found room wn the hearts of any of you, my dear
scholars, that the recollection of these words of Jesus, he, who
though God umsell, wore the carrsest robes, will help you to raot
them out. He 1s displeased 1o sve the hearts which shoull be
filled with beiter and holier thonghts, <ct only upon plans for vain
disptay—some evuling in a sil'y trinmph—others marmuonng
with sinfol discontent.  And it 1s but vamn labour after all, for as
he tokl the people then, even Solomon in all his glory was not
arrayed half as richly as one of the wild lilies of the field. Seo
how delicately these beautiful colours are lawl on—how solt and
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Ivolvcly arc the leaves! Iow coarse and gandy the fiery which
some toolish girls dehight in, appears by contrast ! Believe me, my
dear rcholars, that the most beautiful ornament any of you can
put ou is a ¢ mcek and quict spirit;? set your thoughts upon at-
taining that—and no ongwhose opinton is worh having, will ever
stop to think whether you are dressed in flounces and flowers, or
; in the plainest of garmments; and you will be sure of the approba-
i
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tion of one at least—even Christ himself!??

The bell was ringing again for church, and the girls had no time
f1o say anything; but we may hope that they took the lesson to
heart, and protited by «t.—Children’s Paper.
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Schoo! daysof Emineni Men in Great-Britain. (1)
By Joux Tiuss, F.S. A.
(Cantinued from ourlast.)
CXL.
ROBERT BURNS: © THE AVREHIRE PLOUGHMAN.’

Robert Burns, whom his conntrymen delight 1o honour us the
Shakspeare of Scotland, was born 1o 1759, m the pansh of Alloway,
near Ayr. His father was a poor farmer, who gave his son what
education he conld afford. Burns te Is us that <« though it cost the
schoohinaster some thrashinas,” he made an excellent English
scholarj and by the tume he was ten or eleven years of age, he
was a eritic 1n substuphives, verbs, and particles. In his infant
and boyish days, 100, he was much with an old woman who resided
in the family, and was remarkable for her ignorance, credulity,
and superstition. She had the largest collection in the country
of tales and sengs concerning Jemons, ghosts, faities, brogv;ncs,
witches, kelpies, elf-candles, dead-lights, wraiths, apparitions,
cantiaips, giauts, enchauted towers, dragons, and other trumpery.
This cultivated the latent reeds of poetry, but had so strong an
effect on Burn’s imagination, that afier he had grown to manhoed,
in his noc turnal rambles he sometimes kept @ sharp Jook-out in
suspicious places, and it often took an eflort of philosophy to shake
ofl these idle terrors. (2) He says: ¢ The earliest composition
that 1 recollect tking pleasure in, was T'%e Vision of Mirza,
and a kymn of Addison’s, beginmng, ¢ How are thy servants blest,
O Lordi*" 1 particularly remember one stanza, which was music

10 my boyish ear:—

¢ For thougl on dreadful whirls we hung
High on the broken wave.

i met with these pieces in Mason’s Englisk Coflection, one of my
school-books. The two first books I ever read i private, and
which gave me more pleasure than any two buvks [ ever read
since, were The Life of Hanmbal, and The flistory of Si, Wil
Liwm Wallace. Hannibal gave my young ideas such a turn, that
I uced to strut in 1apture up and down after the recrunting drum
and bagzpipe, and wigh mysell 1all eaough to be a soldier 5 while
the story of Wallace poured a Scotuish prejudice into my veins,
which will boil along there till the flood-gates of life shutin
cternal rest.”?

While Burns lived on his father’s lintle farm, he tells us that he
was, perhaps, the most ungainly, awkward boy 10 the panish. He

continues :—

(1) A eubseriber, writing from New Glasgow, A11il 27th, has favored
us with the following t—

« To the acconnt of the school-days of Lord Nelson, contained in noy
last number of the L. C. Jonrnol of Education, that for March, might
be addel that as a matter of fancy, ke learned to write with esnch of his
hands, and could have writien equally well with either; and that he
had often remarke 1 that it was anc of the most happy incidents of his
educativn, s on bis right arm being carried away by a cannon-ball he
wae abue to write his despatches as tiefore.  This a1 cedote I heard told
by the first Tord Castlereagh to the Rev. Mark Cassidy, when visiting
the public school on his father s estate, in the County of Down, Ireland,
ag his lordship saw me writing with my left hand.”

{2y See the Lifs and works of Robert Buras. Librarv Edition. Edited
by Rebert Chambers
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