GENEROSITY.

I was born with a tender heart, and
sight of pain or suffering always distre
was very uneasy if Isaw or heard
I would try

of any poor, unhappy person,

to give something to relieve the distress,
With aunimals it was the same. So when
our br brought us a little fish, it, na-

turally, being gut of water, began to gasp
and droop, Magyie and myself, mindful of
our dear mamma’s care of us, made a nice
little bed for the fish, and tried to foree
some wilk into its mouth, 8o have I heard
f kind ladies who would remov
ople from their aud put t
a hospital, Tob , the patient
ared fur, but he "
Lis poor howe and its home sompanion hip,
i as worse for him than |
¢ had made

mi

a mistake
We were nerrily
ne afternoon, and
pleasing ourselves with g an
range It is not well-bred to eat in
t reet, but a friend bad met
il u us each ar range whicl
weattacked immed v. 11
vl way with it Mayy
was alway le aud dainty
gl Iy = he was taking her
tin
S y We came or,
forlorn I girl, who moved I
mpassion, | was very sorry that
but I suatched
“You don't
yyou i 1
orange to the
v child, Such a look as May
gave me, but sh
cry, and I supp
right to give it up,
been an act of mercy, but it was
very unjust,  We must never he
geu 15 with other people’s things

4 since Mabel
taken to the seaside, and she amused

short time was

herself very much. When the party
were ready to return home they
went to the Curiosity Shop to |
something for the family at home.
Mabel had a little mouney and said

“Oh, I will not buy for myself, but
something for Baby Helen,” and
she got a small toy, “How kind
and good that is, Mabel, so generous
to forget yourself,” said Aunt Doris,

“ Now you must choose somethiy
as a reward !” Mabel smiled
soou made ¢ e of a costly
“1 knew I uld 1
better,” whispered she to her Cov
Joanna. “I alwaysdo.” Was Mabel
generons |

Shall I ever forget that morniy
after the holidays when two of my
lear little puy narched uj iy
lesk with flushed cheeks and beaw-

I y exclaimir ‘Merry Chr
mas, dear Miss Katharine ! Happy
New Year!”  And they laid before

folded paper, saying, “ Wi
1 our Christmas pre
t beautiful thing we
find, and brought you
I opened the paperaud found
lamb! My eyes fill
even now my heart beats more
quickly as I think of that offerix

their very best, Oh, how lor
have 1 kept it on my shelf, until
it had melted all out of shape and size,
and how the fragrance of the deed sull
breathes over my memory, Dear Annaand
R where are you know 1"

“Whom you have at your Christmas
party " asked I of the dear little Bartleys,

“We had the two friends from next
and the boy over the way, and the clergy-
man’s little girl, and the butcher’s two boys,
Nan said that the butcher had always been
kind to us, so very kind,
ladylike to be proud and

ing eye

we

could
this,”
a little sugar

we wrote a note to them, and we had such a
nice party.”

2 colored nurse of the
ywed through life the
fortunes of her mistress, nursing the chil-
dren and the children’s children, and is now
teaching the little ones the lessous of true
nobility and generosity,

“ Yes,” continued Adele, “ari we gave
the butcher’s boys the prettiest things off the
tree, after papa and mamma, because their
people don’t make Christmas trees,”
Chrtian Intelligencer,
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READING ALOUD.

If you ask eigl
they will tell you
to. And why? from their ¢ -
hood they have been unused to it, or used
ouly to such a monotonous drone as rohbed
even the “Arabian Nights” of half their
charm. The husband, at the end of a hard
day’s work, returns home to pass the eve
absorbed in his book, or dozing over

ing
fire,
knits in silence. If he read to |

could tolerate her reading to him,
would be community th
change of ides nd such diser
fusion of two windsinto any
nel cannot faill to produce
often the same when the cirele is
have known a large family pas
between dinner and bedtime, each

while the wife takes up her novel, or
if he

'HE FRIEND
OR, THE KEWARD (
Luke .13 )

At midnight to his sleeping friex
¢ turns, and knocking a

and prays that he w
vaves to him fr

stand
| travel-worn
mands

rat my gate ¢'en now there
A friend of mine, al
And unexpected, whe

Comfort and food before the morn,”

His half-waked friend, within, replies
“Trouble me not, my door is barr'd,

My children sleep, I cannot rise.’
Such his refusal cold and hard,

But he, w

thout, quits not the door
More strongly pressing his

He knocks still louder than before,
And gives his churlish friend no rest ;

llll through the window, from above,

he loaves are granted to his plea,

— Grudgingly granted—not for love,

But for his importunity,
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his book or work, afraid to ak above his the domestic ecircle, T fewer
hreath because *‘it would disturh ' hook wer means of loco 1, fewer
Is this cheerful or wi r conducive t pleasures of winter nig outside the f

¢ union in a household which is a boud wa f the countiy parlor. The games of
f strength thro life, which the world | cribbage, or the sonata on the «
an neither give nor take away 1 I can not not occupy the entire evening
blame them, for they all 1 abominably ; o’clock dinner ; and Shakespeare

and it is enough to have endured the inflic.| ton were more familiar to the young
f family pravers, gasped aud mumbled  tion of those days th they are now-—
al of the family, to feel that lis-| mainly, I fee ¢
gt ich a delivery f any length of accustome
e would exasperate one beyond endur- | ear, habituated to liste is often a mo'e
ance afe conduit to the memory in youth than
' 1 tl itive eye which rapidly skims a
was not always In the last cen " e ¥
en as late as fifty years s o
|ing alond was -
e e Bt MOTHER WISER THAN DOCTOR.
ions to taste, anc it was, consequent A boy tell from one of the high beams of
Y re frequen .ty found enlive a barn, and i his mother sadly

A sk

' o

u was called,  He came, 1 d
the boy over, and only gave him a
othn dose

* You are to cure
him,” & “Why don't
you t
¥ It w madam
Y‘ i ni rec Vi fatal i 3
we will not add to his sufferings by
useless treatment of his fractures

“ Fatal !” crie mother indig-
antly ; “to wl | yose then
our skill ¢ Set every bone in |
body

The surgeon ol It wast
fore the use of ana cs,and when
many mechanical ~urgical appliar
now in use were uknown, The boy
was tortured, but the mother
looked on, aided and abetted in the
torture, denied all her son's pit o' &

pleadings, yet shed not a tear, She
nursed him withalmo:st superhuman
patience and endurance through
months of misery, during which he
lay bound, often reproached
her that she did not let him die out
of his pain. He did not die, nor
become a helpless eripple, but re.
covered the full use of his entire
body. And that body held no com-
mon mind, He was a geniuns, a
well-known American author, who
lived seventy eight years,

A thought awakened by these
facts, however, not the man’s his-
tory, is our subject,

r
i

We suffer, in our agony we wish
we were dead, or bad never been
born, We cry to God for help, and
think he hears us not becau-e our
ain s not removed,  Again, we
whold the suffering of those we love

better than ourselves, and our heart’s
wail for theiranguish is more piteous

than for our own. We say, * How
can a God of love, a Heavenly
Father omuipotent, see it without
in ay, order it, and deny
P, Satan tempts uvs,
*Can there bea God of love 1" and
we are in danger of saying in our
heart—like the fool— here is no
God
2 ere & suggestion of help for
= i all this in the istory of those broken

bones aud that mother’s relation to

o them ! Has our Heavenly Father

AT MIDNIGHT ; taken the desperate ease of our fallen,

¥ IMPORTUNITY disjointed  humanity in bhand, be.

j ! 3 )

cause he would have life, not death,

> " a our portion! Can Omuipotence, even, or-

w e a Friend, wh 2 B b s not, po at mother could have interposed

11 our needs and cares awake |to ¢ her son from suffering, yet did not

Inight dark, or noonday hot, Did she love him ¢ Answer, every mother

Him our sorrows we way take, | wh as stood beside & son’s cross. with the
Bk~ it

. g . d rd “through thine own sou) also.” Does

Whene'er we humbly ask He hears, |God love us though we suffer, though we
Or eament seek, He marks our cry, [ery and he is sitent ? Let his Word ar

And when we knock with and tears, w(

il so loved the world that he g
1

He opens to us instantly. only begotten Son ;" *The ol s not
3 . willing that any should peris “Like a< a

bar of sin, which closed the door, father pitieth his children, so the Lol
Himself has taken clean away ' “As one whom his mother comfort-

pitieth;

eth, so will [ comfort you ; and ye shall be

comforte

Oh, well is it for us, with our broken

bones, that we have a Father whose 1o

) tender as a mother's, is wiser for us than are

our doctors, or than are we for ourselves !
lwlr‘/u.~ Chris. Weckly.

te flies open ever more
all who trustin Him and pray.

In every pressing want or woe

Which weighs on us, or th
"o our true Friend, O let us go,
And He will help us from above,

He is not troubled with our prayer,

- -
Or weary of our urgent plea ‘
s us cast on him our care, | "
’ | P RO e & ¥ 0 3 0 p
»ves our importunity ! Frowm the rising of the sun unto the

going down of the same, the Lord's name

Ricuarp Wivtox, |is to be praised,—Psalm 113 : 3.




