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beaving spirit is worth a kingdom ; for, “He
that isslow toanger is better than the mighty:
and he that ruleth his spirit, thon he that
taketh a city.”

But though Job Stanley often quarrelled
with his wife, hewas not without affection
for her, for she had many good qualities,
The moment he heard that she had tumbled
into theriver, he ran to the water with all
speed, leaped into the boat, and from thence
intothe river, After gruping about for some
time at the bottom, hie came up for breath,
and then, down again he went, but with no
better success than before, for he could not
find his wite. When he again raised his
head above water, he looked about him,
and then it was that he saw his wife running
towards him, along the bank of the river,
Asthe water was very cold, Job was glad to
get of his wet clothes, from every thread of
which the water dripped as he made the best
of his way home. This circumstance gave
me a good opportunity oftalking a little to
Molly Stanley about the frequent quarrels
which X well knew had taken place between
themw, and of exhorting her todo ber part to
prevent a return of them,

While I was thustalking to Job Stauley’s
wife, 1 heard a ery, and, running out of the
house, I saw Harry Stanley, a sad mischiev-
ous lad about seven years ot age, mounted
on a great strong wagon-horse. The horse
strided along towads the river, over which
some other horses had just bLeen ferried in
the horse-boat. Warry Stauley roared
out, and tried to stop the horse, but i vain;
aud before I could get to them, the horse,
with Harry on his back, was swimming
across therniver. I expected every moment
either to see the lad fall into the water, or
the lorse carried down the stream by the
force of the current; but, providentially,
both got safe to the otherside. If the horse
had not been a powerful creature, and if
Hauvry had not clung closely to him, one or
both must have been drowned. The only
loss he sustained was that of his hat.

« Now, Molly,” said I to hismother, who
was then standing at my elbow on the:brink -
of the river, halffrightened out of her senses, -
< you have another especial mercyto thank
God for: the life of your son has been pre-
served, -O, bring him up-in tlfe fonr-of the:
Lord, that, as'he lirs been plucked from the
overwhelming taters,so hetmay besndichell«
¢ as'a'brand rom the burniug,’ “to'fder,to’
love, and toscbey the Lord.

X shiall not be gnabled tosay-tlieionestialfs
of what I know about the village, and of:ilie’
iyoung:pebflevwho live among'the scatterdd:
“cotiagess aud therefore:must confine myself!

to what Uijudge :may be most useful “totmy

‘younp'ronderss . .

In the verymextosttayeto-that-whereJob
Stanley lives, Sukey Williams was alive:
twoyedrsazo, Buthotvthe green prasy grows

~dver liergrdvo,. 3Maty Parsons, her gran-
“yughter dived. with her- Mary now-lives

up atthe squre's, and 1 trustshe is an altered
gitl to whetshe once was.  She wasa head-
strong and a selfish child, and cared but
little about others, so thut she could have
herown way. How contrary wasthis tothe
temper and spirit required of us by the word
of God ! ¢ A new commandment I give unto
you, that ye love one another.”

Poor old Sukey was kind and patient to
her grandaughter, whose selfishness some-
times cnt her to the heart. Sukey had a rose-
trec which usaally bore mauy roses; but two
summers ago it happened that only one bud
grew upon the tree ; Sukey set great store by
this bud, and would not willingly have had
it gathered for a crown-peice. Mary knew
all this, and yet, one day when she went out
with two playmates, she went straight to
the tree, and gathered the rosebud, merely
because her playmates had roses sticing in
their bosoms.  Foolish child ! she got a
rose by her selfishness, which gave her plea-
suve for an hour or two ; but she planted a
thorn in her heart, which she has not got
rid of to this hour,

Sukey soon missed her rose, and mourned
over it ; foraged people often think as much
of trifles as children do, and young people
should learn to bear with them. Old age
is full of infirmities, and has quite enough to
endure without being afflicted by the un-
kindness of children,

Assoon as Mary came home, Sukey espied
hercosefaded at herbosom. ¢ Mary!” said
Sukey, ¢ a timeawill cume when you will be
sorry for this sin”’ That time did come,
sure enough and shortly too ; for when the
the brier was bent over the grave of poor
old Sukey, Mary bent over it, too, and
sighed and sobbed with bitterness of spirit,
in calling to mind the words of her grand-
mother ; but it was too late then.

It istrue thet Mary stuck many.a rose
and prig of laurel -upon the hillock which
covered the remains of her grandmother ;
but one kind word and deed in her life-time,
would bave been moretoSnkey than a theu-
sand roses and branches of laurel when she
avamdead. -Childfen! children ! while you
call to mind the flowers withering away
-over poor ‘Sukey, be it yours, by attention,
obedience, and Aeeds of kindness, to give

joy to:the.aged irelatives around you ; for,

depond.upon dt, itds a bitter thing towalk
over the grave -of those we have used am-
kindly. May the grace of 1God constrain
yourhearisito avoid:theselfishnessof Mary
LParsons. ’ .

WHO CAN BEAR TO.BE TOLD OF HIS
FAULTS?
‘Concluded.
1 unce ‘borrowed,from ‘o conscientions
sclergymian, -the manuscript of a sezmon
witich Ehad chearl him Ueliver. ¥t thad
spruck-me os armost Intpressive discovrse and
the reading:it-over sigain oiily strengthbued

wou-to act with kindnessto.sll, aud.digpose.

me in the opinion I entertained. On return.
ing it, -1 drew his attention to o possage that
he had quotedas  text of holy scripture,
but which in reality was takeh from the
apocraphu, althoughit was very siufilay 1
expression to one in the inspired volume,
The best of men have infirmities, and glis
conscientious minister of the gospel had his,
for he was cvidently mortified by the de-
tection of his error. It was too late to offer
any explanation or to soften the matter, for !
I read in his countenance very plainly, that
any attempt to borsow another manuseript
would bein vain, He wasa good man, but
he could not bear to be told of his faults,
This very day I was put sadly out of
temper myself, when I ought not to have
beenso. It happened that I had promised
to bring homea humming-top formy young.
est boy, but itrained when T passed near
the shop, and it was troublesome to put
down my umbrella ; so T went on, and dig
not buy the humming-top. When I got
home, the first cry was, ¢ Have you brought
me my humming-top ?” and when I said
“ No,” Harry walked rather sullenly inty
the kitchen, where I heard him say to Betty,
the housemaid, ** Papa tells us we nust
not break our promises, but he does not
mind breaking them himself : he has never
brought home my humming-top, though ke
promised it so faithfully.” 1 could have
taken the young rebel and shaken bim, s
angry did 1 feel at his thus proclaiming my
error ; but a few moments’ reflection satis.
fied me that X, and not he, was to blame,
Like the rest of the world, Ihad been im-
patient when I should have been patient: I
could .sot bear to be told of my fauits,
Reader, may not you and I be both guilty
in this respect 7 Perhaps we have faults,
but we afe unwilling to be reminded of them,
Whence does this evil arise? Does not
conscience reply, 1t is because we possess so
little of that self-knowledge and humility,
which are enjoined in the sacred scriptures?
Surely he that convinces us of one faultisa
better friend then he avho flatters

u ™~
|many exceliences ; **faithful are the wa
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of afriend ; but the kisses of an enemy
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Wetwus seek the humble dispesition of the
jpsalmist, who could sincerely say, ¢ Let the
righteous-smite me ; it shall he a kindness:
and {et ‘bim:reprove me ; it shall. be an ex-
cellent~oil whick shall mot break-my- head,”
Psalmoxli. 5. Py
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At each bresthave drow, more.- than a gubic inch
afoxygen,.or.ofthe vital principlo,ofthe-air ja-cqn
sumed, and.as this principle constitates one fourthof
the.air cxbaled, -if pure, it forms Yt 4 fifth part of
that which:is:exhaled from the Jynzs. “Wow-thie nam-
bervof raspirations 33 ahont tweenty-fvo per minite, of
fiteen -hundred bousgly. Syppose than.x person,to
sleep eight houpsin a'perfect]y close, ropm,, and 10,
breathe stcceasive volr s of pure air, without any
admisture of that expl.
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an unfaithful friend).are deceitful,” Prov.
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and-at the cnd of-¢hat time -



