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Now at that hour befors mupper, a man
shobad along ridein the lmornhq. and
4oz bard work a1l afterncon, and felt him-
wlf generous in his battlings with selfiah
mptings, docs not feel in the muod ta re-
xire in tho bost manner diss, ble newa.
Biyth did not besr opposition very well.
Hebad somothing rugged in his nature 3 a
e away strain of fierce Northman's blood,
zherited through long generations from his
\cestors, and made him chafe when fate or
«ters' wills crossed his ; & different nature
oca the easy-tompered, idolent folk of those

s,

S oow, thovgh Joy had won the day, he
weorely vexed at heart,
There was sifbnce in the parlor for, it
xed, a long time, The tall clock atand-
+3.n the corner ticked on. The rain patter-
ddown with coaseless pertinacty, Blyth
scht msclf thinking sullenly that it
wuld rain for days now, probably, and that
ecould do Ltlo good at work on the farm,
+§ might as well bo away ; except that his
d fsther was not strong enough for it to be
bt to leavo him if Joy were gone. Several

yv' rein, and bad for delioate women to
pe j.<rneying ; whilo to the threshing his
recence would make little difference. Says
wellkaown but defamatory rhyme of that
wop-country,

“The west wind always brings wet weather,
The cast wind cold and wet together ;

The south wind surely bringe us rain,
Toe nerth wind blows It backagain.®

Fitter, patter ! drip, drip! And still Jo

tvithon:.l stirring l:lt oxl:e u":g' of the hrgt;
h ¢ dinner-table, loo) away out o
otor, wido window ftinged with ber
hrorite creepers, whose wet tendril-fingers
hroed the panes ; her thoughts directed
tn far, further than the distant gaze of her

a8,
And still Blyth Berrin, sitting at the
d of the table, on which he hed planted
dbow in a sturdy, aggrieved manner,
ved his head in the hollow of his hand,
thing her. e seemed to note as never
f2¢ the details of the old room ko had
v from boyhood ;3 for he was asking
=eelf how it would look soon without that
figure to which his eyes always turaed,
berever sho might be, as to their centre of
tuction.  The walls wainscoted in dark
vy boasof wosd i by paines
wsed by o iled by paint;
¢ deep window m%th{lrp‘clnn .
ard seats and heavy lattices, generall
k¢ days opened outwards into the gtrgen,
}E!e o5's roso-lcaves were dried on the

It wasa dark room pleasant to him hither.
; it might casily become gloomy.
Te heavy table filling all the contre of
ke room shone with a mellow, dark glow,
edly answering to the care and frequent
fov-srease of many ycars. The same tale
sellently told by the aolid square arm.
faizs and tho big side-board on which stood
e ailver cups won at the agricultural
fors and at wrestling-matches. Two
:3ed foxes’ heads and some brushes, the
pails of his own youthful exploits, adorned
motle shelf, Some ahelves of old-
tiaed books, some on farriexy, the others
wlly godly, and that hadj belonged to his
nd mother, represented the literature of
e Berrington household }
Most comfortable ; most ble !
M Bzt of lightuess, of Solor, of beautiful out.
- 0t Ought to cheer .$he eyes, what was
&vin tho room but Joy herself—with her
ok, glorious oycs, her rich complexion,
erquisite poise of her beun head,
ithe moble, casy of her Sgure as
Pt ut thero so atill ? She was like a
©did exotic flower, s tropical bright-
=tzedbird under a gray northern sky—
5 the was going away { who knew for

Adgh from Blyth broke the silence.
o ::&rtcd it :brilled at the light sound.
410 wot, you are all wet, Bl
51 bave been keeping you here. ﬁg;

-3 bow carcleas of met”
Never mind my wetting. It won't hurt
tprtl{ replied the t.ionng man, yet not
naously, rather wi resigoation,
)’{\:u:tcd to ask, Joy—if-you must
% this unknown expedition—will you
borat least bo_helped, by somesmall
for your travelling and inquixise_will
*ToTey, Fou seo, bat is mine would
“geen yoursin a fortnight, or ono day
heer, from now,  Conxider it yours be-
.;l_id, 20d let mo feol I am giving that
‘&‘;,“N. it I'm not todo more, in the

37's choeks glowed of 2 beantifal crimson
few Noon§L i

Y { pices of the chain of tall, white mountains

“You are always so kind, always so
ervus!” (Ah! was he t That amote him
the conscience.) *But indeed we have
been already far too much like the plagues
of Egyptuponyou. AuntRacholand I have
ot some mounoy truly ; enough to lsat us
or some months.”
““ Plaguss of Egypt ! What an idea ! More
like the Israelites, who were a hlessed
people, for whom the plagucs were sent be-
cause thoy wereill-treated. Bnt oxcuse me,
Joy dearest, you can't havo much "
¢ Indeed, dear Blyth, though I must not
explain how, we have got a good deal,  If
it 18 not cnough, then indeed I might borrow
some beoaurs I can repay it from my little
fortune when I come of age.”
* For somomonthe—and thenmore ! How
long, in Heaven's name, do you suppose you
willbe away ? A year?—say two ?ieara

just aa well | Well, well, well ! I will say
no more against it all.”
Thereupon Blyth rose, and, walking

hsavily, went out of the room and up the
shallow, dark stairs ; each of hissteps echo-
ed dully by the beats in Joy’s heart,
(70 SE CONTINURD.)
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The Blesxings of Beauty.

One says, it has been wet; and another,
it has been windy ; and another, it has been
warm. Who, among the whole chattering
crowd, can tell me of the forms and preci-

that girded the horizon at noon yesterday?
Who saw the narrow sunbeam that came
out of the soutb, and smote upon their
summits till they melted and mouldered
away in & dost of bive rain? YWho saw
the dance of the dead clouds when the sun-

ht left them last night, and the west

rind blew them before it like withered
leaves? All has passed, unregretted as
unseen ; or if the apathy be vver shaken
off, even for an instant, it is only by what is
E’ou, or what is extraordinary ; and yot it

not in the broad and fierce manifestations
of the elemental energies, not in the clash of
the hail, nor the drift of the whirlwind,
that the bighest characters of the sablime
are developed. God is not in the earth-
quake nor in the fire; but in the still small
voice, They are but the blunt and low
fsculties of our nature, which can only be
tddraledthmughhzﬁ;-’bhck and lightaing.
It is in quiet and subdued passages of un
obtrusive majesty, the decp and the calm,
and the perpetual ; that must be sought ere
it is socn, and loved ere it is understood ;
things which the angels work out for us
daily, and yet vary eternally; which are
never wanting, and never repeated; which
are to bo found always, yet each found but
once ; it is throv- h these that the lesson of
devotion is chiefiy tanght, and the bleesing
of beauty given.

——— D O E— Pt e

On The Study of Words.

There are fow who would notacknowledge
that mainly in worthy books are preserved
and hoarded the treasures of wisdom and
knowledge which the world has accumulated,
and that chiefly by aid of these they are
handed down from one generation toanother.
1 shall urge on you something different from

this—namely, that not in books only, which
all acknowledge, nor yet in connccted oral
discourse, but often also in words contem-
Flated singly, there are boundlees stores of
moral and historic truth, and no less of
aslon and indigoation laid up—that from
theee lessons of infinite worth may bederived,
if only our attention is roused to their ex-
iatence. Ishall urge on you how well it
will ropay you to study the words which

out are in the habit of using or of meeting,
ie they such as relate to highost spiritual
things, or our common words of the shop
or the market, and of all the family inter-
course of lifo, It will, indecd, repay yeun
far botter than you can easily beliove.—
Archbishop Trench,

—————aill = O U PR

Discontent with onc's life as it is and am-
bitious endeavor to mako it better is a
wholesome state whon kept in dve subjec-
tion to resson and common-scnso, but
wholesomo only when we can really do some-
thing to help oursclres, not when wo merely
fume and complain and refuse to mako tho
bost of what wecannot possiblyohange, growl

l'“ protest 32 o may.

——

The End of Great Soldiers.
Happeping to cast my oyes upon & print-
od page of miniature portraits, I percelved
that the four personagos who occupled the
four most conspicuous places were Alexan.
der, Hannibal, Cxsar, and Bonaparte. I
had scen them unnumbored times before,
but never did the same sensation atise in
my bosom, as my mind hastily glanced over
their several histories,
Alexander—after having climbed the
dizzy heights of his ambition, and with his
temple bound with chaplets, dipped in the
blood of countless nations, looked down
npon a conquered world and wept that

there was not another world for him to con.
quer—set a city on fire and died in a scene
of debauch.

Hannibal—after having, to the astonish-
ment and consternation of Rome, passed the
Alps—after having put to flight the armies
of this *mistress of the world,” and atﬂp%ed
three bushels of goiden rings from the fin-

ors of her alanghtered knights, and mado

er very foundations quake—fled from his
country, hated by those who had exultingly
united his name to that of their god, axnd
callod bim Hanni Baal—and died at last by
poison, administered by his own hands,
unlamented and unwept in & foreign land.

Casar—after having conquered eight hun.
dred cities,.and dyed his garments in the
blood of one million of his foes—after hav.
ing pursued to death theonly rival ho had
on earth—was miserabl
those he considered as nearest friends,
and in that very place the attainment of
which had been his greatest ambition,

Bonng:rte—whooe mandate kings aund
popes obeyed, after having filled the earth
with the terror of his name; after hn.ving
deluged Europe with tears and blood, ax
clothed the world in sackcloth—closed his
days in lonely banishment, almost literally
exiled from t{e world, yet where ho could
sometimes oo his country's banner waving
over the deep, but w ch would not, or
could not, bring him aid !
Thua, thoso four men, who, from the pe-
culiar situation of their portraits, seemed to
stand as tho representatives of all thoso
whom the world call great—those four, who
each in turn made the earth tremble to the
very centro by their simple tread—soverally
died, one by intoxication, or, as some sup-
pose, by poison mingled in his wine; one a
suicide; one ~ted by his friends;
and one a lonely exiie!

———eelll
Genius and Hard Work.

Thero is in the present day an overplus of
raving about genius and its prescriptive
righta of vagabondage, ita irresponsibility,
and its insubordination toall the laws of
common scnse, Common sense isso pro-
salc! Yet it appears from the history of
art that the real men of geniux did not rave
about anything of the kind, They were
resolute workers and not idle dreamcrs.
Thoy knew that their genius was not a
hrenzy, not a supernatural thing at ali,
ut simply the colossal proportions of
faculties which, in & lesser degree, tho
moanest of mankind shared with theny.
Thoy knew that whatever it was, it would
not enable them to accomplish with success
tho things they undertook unleas they de-
voted their whole enmergies to the task.
Would Michael Angelo have built St
Poter's, sculptured tho Moses, and mads
the walls of the Vatican sacred with_ the
presence of his gigantic pencil, had he
awaited inapiration while his works were
in progress? Would Rubens havo dazzled
all the gallerics of Europe had he allowed
his brush to hesitato? Wounld Beethoven
and Mozart have pourcd out their souls into
such abundant melodies? Would Gocthe
kavo written tho sixty volumos of his works
—had they not often, very often, sat down
like drudgos to an unwilling task, and found
themselvzes speedily engrossed with that to
which thoy wero 0 averso'—G. H, Lewes

E— oy

Ono of tho commonest mistakes mado b
parents is to ignoro tho fact that thelr child-
ron aro growing up. Thoy remain simply
Loys mg girls to their fathers and mothore,
while overybody else sees plainly that the
alroady monaced by tho dangers whic

sssaminated by| th

PEARLS OF TRUTH.

No man ever offendod his own conseicnee,
but frat or last {t'was rovenged on him for
doing fit.

It the key note of all your conduct to
otheru had ita spring in e fine self.reverence,
there wou!d be no discourtesies,

Maoy a 1nan shall nover coare talking
about small sacrifices io makes ; but hois a
groat man who jan sacrifico everything and
say nothiog.

Only the truo man can really be brave,
onl{ the rightsous man walk through the
darkness and faco with a sercne sonl the
mystery of life,

Persons extremely resorved are like old
enamolled watches, which had painted
covers which hindered your sceing what
o'olock it was.

¢ Tho greatest folly;” said Sancho, ‘¢ that
a_man can commit in this world, is to give
himself ap to death without any good cause
for it, but only from melancholy,”

Far swooter musio toa true woman than
the tone of a harp or a piano touched by ber
hand aro the cheerful voices of husband and
children, made joyous by her presence,

Bleased {s the man who has found his
work ; let him ask no other blosscdness.
Krnow your work and do it, and work at it
like Hercules. One monstor thero is in the
world—the idle mao,

The difficvlties of education lie deepor
down than the criticism, It is not so much
finding out what to teach that is needful ;
-important thirg is how to develop
the mental and moral encrpies, .

Talk about those subiccts you lhave bad
long'in your mind, and lis*en to whatothers
say about subjects yon have studied but re-
cently. Knowledge and tinber should not
be much used until they are seasoned.
Enthusiasm is tho glow of the soul; en-
thusiasm is the lever by which men are
raised above the average level and enter-
rise, and become capable of goodness and
renevolence which, but for it, would be
quite impossiblo.

Ho that has never changed any of his
opinions has never corrected any of his mis-
takes, and he who was nover wise enough to
find out any mistakes in himself will assux-
edly not be charitable enough to excuse
wkat he reckons mistakes in others,

Our powers are limited. No one ever
saw the whole of anything, however simple
it may appear ; and the more compler the
object, the smaller the fraction that wo be-
hold. If we but realizo this fully, it will go
far toward dispelling prejudice and broden-
ing our outlook.
If we would avoid moral intolerance, wo
must cultivate our imagination, widen our
gmp&thiu, search for excellenco rather
an defects, and give a generous and ready
honor to those virtuous qualities which we
ourselves lack, and which, from habit, we
have comeo to esteem lightly.
Do not be troubled because you have not
great virtues. God mado a million spears
of grass whore He mado ono tree. The
earth is {ringt:d and carpeted not with for-
ests, but with grasses, Only have enough
of little virtues and common fidelitics and
you need not mourn because you are neither
a hero nor a saint.

The sarrow which appears to us nothing
but » yawning chasm or hideous pracipfco
may turn out to be but the joining or cemeat
which binds together the fragments of ocr
existenco into a solid whole. That dark
and crooked path in which we have to
aope our way in doubt or fear may ho but
¢ curve which in tho full daylight of a
brighter world will appear to bo tho neces-
sary finish of somo choico ormament, the
inevitable span of our majestic arch.

Tho great art—not duty—which women
bavo to lear, is, says a living writer, how to
makeo tho Ir.a use, in its own timo, of the
various V:nds of attraction, tho varioussorts
of cho-ms practicable by them, cach boauti-
fulin its way, but only perfect when in
harmuny with age and condition, Forin.
stance . tho simplicity of a child is aillivess
in a foll.grown girl ; tho unsuspocting frank-
noss ol a girl is Jooso-lippedness and undig-
nificd want of reticenco in a woman ; thoin.
stioctive coquetry and desire to oxcita add-
wiration and love in a matden Lioccome folly
and hoartlessness and a fixed habit of incon-
stancy and, as timo gocs on, a ghoulish

are
beeet tho early maturity of life.

cnmn§ in a matron ; and so on through the
whole lat,

n




