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overy other book had theroat lost its value, and literaturo %vas at an end ? Tako
awvay this green grouind colour on wvhich Daine Nature Nworks lier embroidery
patterns, and where would bo the picturesque scarlet poppies or white daisies, or
tho gray of the chalk cîiffs, or tho golden bloomn of a wýilderness of buttercups ?
Its chief qervice to beauty is as the garmient of the earth. It Nvatches nighit and
day, at ait sensons of the year, " in aitl places thnt the eo of hieaxen Nisit8," for
spots on which to pitchi ncw tents, to make tite desert le,,s hideun,fil tr the ground-
work of the grandest pictures, and give tlie promi.ý3 of plenty ur .Jjc flowery
xneaduovs wbere it lifts its silvery and plarpie panicles breast-highi, m<id mocks the
sea in its rolling waves of sparkiling greenness. It is beautiful wlien it mixes
with ,upinc and turifis on the ruined bastion or gray garden-wall ; bcautiful wvhen
it sprinkles the brown thatoli with tufts that find sufficient nourislimeutt 'vbero
green musses have beon heforo ; beautiful whien it clothes the harsh uipland, and
gives nourislimient to a thousand snow-white fleeces ; still more beauitifuil wlhcn
it makes a, littlô i8let in a brighit bine nîuuntain lake, Il a, fortunate î>urple ibIe,"
~vitli its ruddy sîdkes of blhort-livcd fiowcrs ; and precious as w~ell as beautiful.
whien it coifls cluse beside us, in company %with thc sparrow and the robin, as a
tlire-,Iold visitant, to soften the foottall ut' care, and give a daiiy iwclcuine tu the

worl ut gretnes. If a fricnd my grass--rnwn threshold Sund,
Oh1, how xny Iouely cot resounds i itla glue!"

Is it only for its velvet foftaess, and the round pillowy knolls iL bives up in
the vkýt.s of' the grreenwvood, that the %veary and the dreamer find it :a' sweet a
place ut' res.? or is it because thc w'ild bee flits around iLs silvery pa11MCes, and
blows bis bugle as he goes with a boundingr leart to gather swveets ; tlîat the hiaro
and the rab'oit burrow benetL.I it2 smootil swarû ; that thec dear lark cowers
amid iLs sprays, and chierishies the childrea of his bosom under iLs broiv-., matted
roots ; that tlue daisy, the eow slip, tho daffodil, the orclises-the fairies of tho
flovver wurll-Lhe bird's itot trefe'il-tbie golden-fingered beauty of the nîeadows,
the littie vellow and the large strawberry trefoil, are ail slîeltcred aud lbcriblhed
by it. andi that one of its simple children, the Ijttltu.caitilii oto,alts, or sweet-
scetitild vernal g rass, scents the air for miles with the sweetest perfume ever
breathed by man ?-llibbcrd's Il Branubles and Bay Leaves."

A CUEERFUL ATfOgPUIErE.-Let us try to bo ie the sunslîiny miember of the
family, -who bias the inestimable art Lu mako all duty -seem plea3at; all self-denial
arîd exertion easy and desirable ; even disappointiient not su biank -and crubing;
who is likie a. bracing, erisp, frosty atmosphiere thiroughoIiut the home, without a
suspicion ,of the elemnent that ebilîs and pinchies. You have known peuplle witbin
wlio,ýe influence you feit cheerful, amiable, luopeful, equai to any-tingiý! Ohi, fur
that blessed power, and for God's graco to exercise it righitly! 1 do rot know a
more enviable gift than the energy to sway others to good ; to diffinse around us
an atmospherIý of eheerfulaess, piety, tru tbfulness, generosu Ly, magnanimrity. It
is flot a maLter of great talent; not entirely a maLter of great eaergy ; but rather
of earnestaess and honesty-and of that quiet, constant energy, -,vlicie k, ike soft
ran greatly penetratiag the soul. It is ratbor a grace than a gift; and wve ail k-no%
where ail graco is to ho had freeiy for Uic asking.-Country Pa, son.

DEnT- OF TIIE qEL.-Dsrsin.-If the pressure of pecuniary debt can rob mon
of their sleep, embitter their enjoyments, mar their peaco, and miake lire a burden,
what would ho the issue if the vast account-books between us and God slbould bo
completely opened and mado fully legible ? If you are really and thoroughly
pcrsuaded that you must, and cannot pay this awful debt, you may bchiold, as
the ancient persecutor saw amidst the %wbite beat of bis own devouring furnaco,
a formn like that of the Son of Gud standing, ereet l)eside the wvay wvhich leads you
to tise throac of mcrcy. You miust pass by him, or you cannot reacli the fout-
stool.


