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&he Family Givele,

OOMPLAINT.

" River, sparkling river, I have fault to find with thee;
River, thou dost never give a word of peace to me!
Dimpling to each touch of sunshine, wimpling to each

air that blows.
Thou dost make no sweet replying to my sighing for
Tepose.

Flowers of mount and meadow, I have fault to find
with you ; ’ !

So the breezes cross and toss you, so your cups are
filled with dew, '

Matters not though sighs give motion to the ccean of
your breath;

Matters not though you are filling with the chilling
drops of death! ) .

Birds of song and beauty, lo! I.charge you all with
blame :— : e e e

Though all hopeless passions thriil and fill me, you are
still the same.

1 can borrow for iy sorrow nothing that avails .

From your lonely note, that only speaks of joy that

" mever fails. R

0! indifference of Nature to the fact of human pain!

Every grief that seeks relief entreats it at her hand in
vain; e B D £

Not a bird speaks forth its passion, not a river seeks
the sea, . . Coe

Nor a flower from wreathe of Summer breathes in
sympathy with me.

0! ‘the rigid rock is frigid, though its bed bé'summer
mould, R R

And the diamond glitters ever in the grasp of change-
less gold;.

And the laws that bring the seasons swing their cy-
cles ns they must, . G

Though the ample road they trample blind. the eyes
with human dust. L

Moons will wax in argent glory, though man wane te
hopeless gloom; k

Stars will sparkle in their splendor, though he:darkle
to his doom; e

Winds of heaven he calls to fan him baa him with an
icy ehill, . . o

And the shifting crowds of clouds go drifting'o’er him
as they will. .

Yet within my inmost spirit I can hear an-undertone,

That by law of prime relation holds these voices as its
own,— . . . P ok

The full tonic whose harmonic grandeurs rise through
‘Nature’s. words, . A

From' the ocean’s thundrous rolling to the téolling of
the birds. ‘ :

o +

Spirit, O! my spirit! Ta it thou art out,of tuna?

Art thou clinging to December while the earth’is in
its June?:: e

Hast thou dropped thy part in. nature?
touched.another key ? : . .

Art thou angry that tho anthem will not, cinnot, wait
for thee?

Hast thou
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Spirit, thouart left alone—alone‘on waters :w as
For God is gone, and Love is dead,.and.Natare spurns
her child. . PRURTAE AC  "CV N O
Thou art drifting in a deluge, waves below and clouds
above, . .

And with weary wings come back t¢' t,ﬁee, thy raven
and thy dove. oo ' .
) —From Dr. Holland's Kathrind.:

¥ g

[From the Little Coi‘poral.] .
MY STEPMOTHER., .
[ConcLuDED.] -

When the carriage stopped, I forgot all
about the grace and repose of manner. I had
been practising the last half ‘hour, and
sprang to my feet, and stood, holding Willie
fust by the haxud, in the middle of thé room.
Louis gave a.little start, and the color
flashed up in his sensitive face, and his eyes,
with an anxions, wistful look, tarned to the
door. But—to the eredit-of the family I
say it—our-oldest brother had become firmly
fossilized. in his.attitude. Ho did not wink
an eyelash, but muttered, with the slightest
possible motion of his half-parted lips.

« 8it down, Pattie [ Don’t spoil it all.” .

Alas! with my usual promptness and effi-
ciency, I had already spoiled it all, for just
at that moment the door opened, and they
entered—my. father and the lady. P

“Ah! Pattie,” said father, putting higarm
around me and stooping to kiss me.

At that I flapg my arms passionately
around his neck, with a great, choking sob.

« Hush, child! don’t,” he said,:soothing-
ly. Then leading me forward, he presented
me. . S
“Alice,’ he said, ““this.is my dear girl,
of whom I have talked so; mugh.”’;

The lady raised.her veil, took my hand in
both of hers, in a caressing kind of way, and
lkissed mo. I stood quite passive, and did
not return the salntation, ~

Then she.stooped down and spoke to Wil-
lie in such a winning way, that the little
fellow, although he clung tightly to me with
one hand, lifted the other traitorous little
digit and stroked her soft cheek, saying,
« Nice girl;” then, frighteneéd and shy, he
hid his face in my dress.

The lady was well pleased at this. compli-
ment. It was the only one she received
during the evening, for Lounis did not tallk
much, and the chief part of Joe’s energy
had gone to the getting up (perhaps I should
also include the getting down) of a tremen-
dous bow, with which he graced the gcere-
mony of introduction. He was somewhat
exhausted by this effort, but all through the
ovening clung to etiquette very much as a
drowning man to a straw, and with very
much the same practical advantage.

Well, she did brighten up the house that
very evening: I can’t tell how it was done,
but, someway, the fire burned brightly, and
the sofa was rolled up before it,and there
she sat, with some sort of a scarlet shawl
about her, that made a fine bis of coloring,
and Willie, (the traitor,) with his head on
hor lap and his heels in the air, a beautiful
pictare of rollicking ebildhood.

But, someway, the refinoment and grace
of this lady made me, for the first time in
my life, painfully conscious that I was a
rough, uncouth little girl. All my pride rose
up against the discovery. A storm of pas-
sion was raging in my heart. I hated her
tor her pleasant looks and winning ways.
Sho was stealing the love that had been
mine. Willie had fallen asleep upon her lap,
Tiouis was eagerly listening to her talk, Joe
picked up ber handkerchief and brought the
sofa pillow, and father—oh! there was no
doubt about father's deyotion.
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| come.”
| room turbed dark; T félt numb a:d cold;

I bated her. I wanted to do some dos-
perate thing—to scream, or to go up and
strike her. Perhaps you can’t understand
this feeling, but it is the truth; I felt as if
I should die, unless I gave some expression
to my passion. I said “good night” long
before any one else was ready to retire, and
went off alone to my room. I did not pray.
The pure, calm words my mother had
taught me, were as far off as heaven. My
heart was raging with wounded pride, and
envy and anger. I threw myself on the bed,
and buried :my burning-cheeks: in the pil-
lows. . “.O.mother ! mother! I wish I was
dead, and“lying still*dnd cold beside you.
O my own, own mother!”. . Then I sobbed
and screamed-until my stréngth had spent
itself, and I fell asleep. . .. v oo

Tt is not good to sleep with, unrepented
anger, or sin of any kind in your hesrs, for
you have t6 wake up to it in’the 'morning,
and take-up the burden anew.:! @h’l:it is &
hard burden te carry..:But.I bore it abeut
with me_for, many days. I do, not know
what evil spirit possessed me, but I persisted
a long time in my undutiful conduét 'to ‘the
new Tothier,] Shelwad corgiin]y oneiofitho
kindest, and most lovable, as well as the
wisest of women; for I found no occasion
for open-rebeéllion,.though- Fisotght it dili-
gently. But L kept up asort jof guerilla
warfare, taxing my ingenuity to the utmost
to be annoying' and slthougl 'eminently
successful 'in the accompli-hment of my
noble (?) aim, it did' not Af6rd mé muck
pleasure, and I have no reason to.suppose it
gratified anyione else.. ... . i

Matters had gone on in this way for three
weeks, when oné day, at dinner; Twas guilty
of some flagrant, agt of impeitineng, and fa-
ther sternly sent me from the room. Ifoid-
ed my napkin-very. deliberately;taking as
much time as possible, and then, putting on
an air that I’fondly supposed made me look
like Madam Roland going to execution, I
strutted from the room, overturning a willow
chair, and jogging. Joe’s elbow, as I made
my graceful exit. ~Then I sat down at the
piano, which was in the'adjoining room,
and phayed ¢ Sweet Home.” " This exquisite
bit #f satire nmot being dppreciitéd by the
audience, although I had left the deor slight:
ly ajar, I proceeded to sing the sweet, old
melody—even tried some impromptu varia-
tions in the words} but no notice was taken
of it. - IR L

Two days, after, I received an invitation
to visit my Aunt Fanny, who lived in.a city
fifty miles away. I haveifound out, since;
that this uhexpected invitation was the di-
rect result of my ektraordinary musical dis-
play; but I did not suspect this at the'time,
and was delighted with Aunt Fanny's “cor-
dial note of invitation.: + e

A less heroic sonl than ‘miile: would have
had some compunctions,of conscienge, upon
seeing the new mother so interested -about
my new dresses, even braiding and trimming
them herself, and -consulting my taste, just
as'if T had any to consult. - Cee

I bad a nice time at, Aunt Fanny’s. - The
weeks went by like birds’on-the wing;there
were always somany things 0 see, 80 many
plices to go, 80 many things to do, ut her
house. . L. hdd letters from:every one at

1 home—nice leiters; butthey gave me a sort
{ of jealous pang; they roused the old; ugly
| feeling that lay sleeping. in my heart, and
lawakened the old contrdversy. 1 would

not. give up, If I did, it must:be an uncon-
ditional surrender. 1 .must-give upmy -old,

| wild, lawless life, that I-loyed 8o well, and

be systematized and trained. 'No, T never,
nsver would. . I would not ‘even, go' homs,
though sometimes .my heart yearned terri.
bly for the old place,:and desr Willie and

Louis ; but I put-down- these feelings, and.

many other good and loving: impulses that
would have led me in the right way.
One day, when Aunt Fanny was absent,

T went to her work-box for some-silk, to’
I had taken the

mend a tear in my dress.
thread, and turning to go, my slegve caught

in the box and capsized the contents. And
there, among the spools -and buttons and.
‘hooks and eyes, lay 4 wide-open letter. I

did not mean to read. it, but the words were

right before my eyes, in father’s. handwri-

ting: ¢ Willie.is better...-We have given-up
hope of Louis. Do not tell Pattie;, shemust not
I read no more. 1 was dizzy; the

but with akind of meéchanical ‘motion I rose,
tied on my bonnet and cloak, and walked
straight out of the house to the railroad
depot. I bhardly kvew whatT did.” ‘T felt

{like walking in & dream. A’'train had just

come in as I entered the depot., . |
«Is that train going to Marion?? I asked.
The man nodded; carelessly.
“Are you very sure about it #7
“ Not very. It may ran off.” "'

_ “Can you tell me?” Tasked of an 61d gen-
tleman. ~ “Won’t anybody tell me. if that
train is going.to Marion ?” G i

% Yes; child,” he said kindly; and belped
me aboard, and found me a 8seéat, 'and was
very good. : ‘

_ But I told himnothing about my trouble.
No one but God, who knew my sip, could
know that. - S .

O that - terrible ride! O. that terrible
éoming home! The going forth-had been
in ‘anger and pride, the return-was with sor-
row and féar unutterable. Fverything
seemed solemn and- still. . I passed on tip-
toe up the walk, entered soffly at the side
door, and went to-the kitchen. Dorothea,
the old servant, turned sharply areund,

“Well, miss, I do declare; why have you
come? You wasmot to know.” " o n

- ¢ Bat I will know ! I cried ‘fiercely! “Isg
he—is ie—dead ?” orE e

t Bless the child ! how white she is., Here,
take a drink of water.” . .. S

I thrust the dipper from me. “O Doro:
thea!” I wailed forth, «1 shall die if you

11

don’t tell me! S i
“ Why, there 18 nothing: to. tell——no bet:
ter, and no worse.”
“And he is alive 2" :
“Yes, he is. But what sent you-here ?
You will take the fever, and maybe you will
die” . .. ‘ '

«T am not afraid. I would not die, if I
should have it.”

*« How do you knosw, miss ?”

“I am not the kind. They don’t want
me in heaven.” : '

“ Well, no, perhaps not,” said Dorothea,
gravely. “Don't go up staits.”

I wandered through ttie house. Therooms
had no sign of life. A strange fascination
drew me to the sick room. L went softly
up the.stairs, along -the- hall, and crouched
at the door of thée room., I strained every
sense to cabeh some sign of lite. At long in-
tervals there was sound of slight movements
or of murmured wordg, thensilence rejgned.
Hours went by, and night; came on.  The
shadows stood in the far corners of the lopg
hall, and then slowly and stilly they crept
forth, like spirits, tilli theyrfilled-the place,
and wrapped me ¢lose in their black .and
mysterious folds, ; Darkness; and silénce and
the: terror:of death:were abput:me. .Great,
vague, terrible fears cameé throbbing:in upou
my soul; my life seemed to go from me.

1 do not’ khoWw'Ho'w lohg Tlay there. At
lagt ;the: doorvopenadandl my stepmother
came out. i v gty GLT G

_“ What's this?” shesaid, néatly stumpling
ower mie. ~ Thn'she stodped dgwa.. (WY,
my, child, poor child,” ghe said, raising my
head, and putting her arms close around.me
and kissing me.
b O;Tmnever héard 'words sweetet! thanthose;
nover was humati v6its do 4elcoms : nevier
was light so chieéring 4§ the’dim Tamy “that

flickered in the ;horrible.darkness ; never
was life more warm and real than that

a
loving ¢l4¥p, that' foldd o’ closs ‘and dis-
pé‘l‘l“eﬁfiﬂy&vigip[‘l{séj?’a%aﬁhz.( Lo e ARt O
“ w0 motherl mdther P T sob
both ‘arms, cliigiik arodd  het' n

: her!”

i
I

mother.!, mot, G rual i)
That was my réeal home coming;

z; that
was.my. entering intosheheart of mysloving,
genial.mothar. , v, yzon iy a0 p
- There . followed /many days ' of. anxious
watching, when there:were low voices-and
bushed footsteps in-the house.  And many
a 168sbn of/gentlentss! andSweet ‘patience' I
learned; during-those quiet days: - Ididmot
forget them-in:the joyous days. of:liealth
thatfollowed ; for; thanks: to the wise'ahd
loving''¢are’ of onr ih‘i?tfif.s‘r,;mg}ii,‘ﬂid""’et
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well, and we rgjoiced togothor:through,the
glad days of our youth.. . ..o, 0y
~"And-my mothér—well, Sheis my déarmo:

ther still; and” her loving sympathy h:
brightened “overy joy and leSsenbd” every
sorrow.thab the, long ‘yeans hage biought.'to
me. . RRRE A et

e
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. TEUB BEAUTY.
IR IES IS Tohno oA i ATES

Eyerybody wanted to see the baby, the
little wee blossom which had so recently
opened:its eyes to earth,sto make ratgleast
one home brighter and happier by its coming.
By everyhody* I meari all of ity mimma’l #o-
latives; So'on aarm spring mornihg; 'grand-
pa, gratidma, “and ‘aunt Susie left. the,old
homestead up-aifiong the -mountains, and in
théir comfortable carriage” drove to the city
to se¢ the new baby. Mrs. Dent sat in_the
pleasant room which henceforth .was to be
called ‘the nurgery, and- watched with proud,
loving eyes the little’ form 'sleeping” ir” the
crib beside her, . Fer solitude was brokeén'by
the above-named arrival, and she, was.clasped
in her‘parents’.arms. The impulsive seven:
‘teen ‘year 6ld sister Susi& cried impati.ntly.
.+ There, you have kissed. Laura .quite
enough, I waut to seemy niece:—come;
Laura, show us baby.” ¢1I am afraid you
will be, disappbinted in-fer,” said Mrs:Dent,
as she threw thé coverlid from the érib, Where
her first-born lay slecping. It was a very

i small babe, with .a_very sallow complexion,

snd'its tiny round head Wag# thickly.edvered
with very red hair. R i
“Tt is a very small child,” said grandma,
gently. But the young aunt exclaimed ;
+ “Mency, Lipung,she has ajred héad:: Why
she'must be a* petféct fl‘ighjf:"‘!"’ PER SR
¢ She is not very pretty; but she is a
good baby.” The young mother’s lips quiv-
ered ug shebentjoversthe:gribyto raise the
babe, whom the noise had awakened. It open-
ed a pair of large dark eyes which seemed
entirely. out,of . place- on . that little -pinched
face, and certainly they did noti“tend -to ‘en-
hance'its beatity. o s A T
" Grandpa ‘requested tohave it laid on his
knee; and after looking at it a ‘moent hs
said, * Laura, my child, your little girl.is not
handsome, but you say she is good. That to
me speaks.all.. You mean that she is quiet,
and hds as yet bivén you but little trouble.
May it ever be thus, may she grow in grace
in préferende to beauty, and may her, mind
and soul be a shining light to radiate a. pla.hi
countenance,- This, baby; is grandpa’s bles-
ing.”* = i n JE O

“Thank - you, dear  father,. thank- you,”
said Mrs. Dent, as with tearful eyes she re-
ceived “back her -baby' from her ‘father’s
QIMS, o o T

““Of course you have decided on a name,
bit Joh 'did:riot mention it in yourletter,”
gaid grandma. . s
2664 Mry Dent wishes-hericalled :Ruth, ‘after
the only sister he’ ever had; who died when
only sixteen.” , S

“ Ob, the horrid man] ; criedSusie. I
would 1ot give her such an’ old-fashioned
namie:h I el s Rnh A

Just at this moment Mrs, Fielding, another
married’ danghitetyarrived withitier: baby girl
to,be seen for the first time. /The little Edith
wa§ disencumbered ‘of her Wwrappings, and
given‘to-grandnia.’ - She-was a child large of
her age,a fair rosy complexion, dimpled chin,
bright blue “eyes, -and-little rings of light
brown hair over its head.” There certainly
was a great contrast between the twoinfants,
and Mrs. Dent could not-help ‘feeling ‘it ‘as
she watched: Susie playing: with the bright

'rosy Edith, while:her own poor little Ruth
lay unnoticed in her.cxib.. .. .. .. .

The minister came, as it had previously
been arranged, and the two infants received
their mames and under the rite of holy bap-
tism were consecrated to Ilim who says,
« Quffer little children to come unto me.”

Little Miss Edith Fielding did not like the
proceedings and evinced her displeasure in
loud angry sercams, much to the annoyance
of the company. But the little Ruth smiled
up-in the minister’s face, and- then lay vpon
her mothér's lap contentedly sucking her
tiny little thumbs. ~Thus was the diference
in their dispositions, early evinced.,

. Time passed, -and 'the fwo babies grew
rapidly ' out of ‘babyhood/ “Edith' Fielding
whs as beautiful a child a8 ofe-could wish to
see.,, The Tigh peach bloom gomplexion was
unrivaled, and  the: wassive ringlets: of: her
goldeni: brown  hair/were the admiration -of
évery oné. “'Her eyés Werg a3 blue and clear
4%, the 'simmeér sky, andhet long curling

Tashes gave : the .a -particularly pretty ex- |

pression. .+~ Shé--was -a .sprightly antelligent
gir], o housghold idols for'although other lit-
He 698, sl talcen Her place in the Ruréery
she wag,the only danghter. ...t f o
Viery slight: had been: the': improvement
madd’ in”Ruth Dent by the passmg’ yeats,
Her' compléxion, sallow, when an infont, 'was
now cqvered,with large black freckles, and

‘her' bright ired :hair was .without: d..wave-or

ripple. Itlay straight'andstiff aboutherlow,
broad foreliead, while hier nose wds,a deéided
pag. . Her'eyes were unquestionably fine;
evel. now ratherlarge, for:the small pinched
face; but dne coilld niever weary gazing into
hott 5ich bioth depths Where cbntered Such
A ald of, Hioighu wid focling. ; Ruth was
hex methex's. all, the:.undisputed. sovereign
of : the homerhearts) their only child: - Aunt
Sugigisnid it was, s pity little Ruth’ was’so
“hitberly ugly)” a8 she Was all Laura had;
adiit- must; be a great;cross-to-her, - = ..m
+f Ruth was-éight yearsiold béfore-her mo-
thiet'Sefit her to'school:  Knowing het child’s
Seusitive fatake, Ms. Dent, had ‘tried fo
shield her as long as she could from contact
withthe rude, rough world beyond-her home,
and in so doing she had committed a great
error. Itwould.havelegn dar better for her

1to have grown up from infancy in company

with: others dsiEdith Fielding hado L Now the
tender home-plant was all unprepared for the
rude rshocks: it was: destined . contirually -.to
recetve. RN NN
S Mamma, is it wrong to, wish to, be heayti-
ful Iike,cousin; Kdith 2" 'asked Ruth;oneever
ning,ias -sheiwas. siting in:the parler with;
her parentsus oxiimongs ot Giind poanisng
“Yes, and no, will both answer youriques«
tion; darting; *said hew mbthet. -4 Itris Aot
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wiogito feel that you would rathiér Be beau- |

tiful, for"hliman piture matutdily loves' the

besatiful §i" 511 thirigs; Bilt'We shotlld not |
cbvet that beality o' a-degree thit makes ng

vithappy, and which, is sinful in the eyes of

BTN ) T i

Wwise PUTPOSE. i i o 11t e L e
.. %1 do not. think .I .do_ that; but. I cannot
help wishing I'was like Edith when persons ad-
mire her, and-th:n I hear-them call'me. ‘ sor-
tellitop,! and a little * monkey;-all ieyesand
freckles.” ' .1 .. NS

Hard, indeed it was, for a tender-hearted
childto~lsten to such things, wfid it took™a
large amount of grace tolenable little Ruth
to keep down very ugly feelings B
- “Edith'and Ruth were coming

(IR EFSRd

from. s¢hopl

on a winter afternoon, when a poer woman,’

holding by the hand a beautiful "child appar-
entlyalmost frozen;stopped them, and begged
for a crustifitheréiwas oné.-rérﬁggi'ii‘g in their
lunch baskets. A" few crusts ‘Ruth had.
These she gave saying, “I wish I had mpre.
I you will éore home'with ‘me' I ban gét you
sonie and a pair of shoes for your little
gird, oo - :

: “Meré;').r; Ruéﬁ,jcix would ‘not take these

creatures home with ‘you, surely!” cried
Edith.- ““ G awaj; Wwoman, and let us'alone.”
“ The woman looked st her and said with*a

80 bad a heart. This other little-lady has the:

right ‘kind of "beauty. T will "go with you,

pretty one, and ‘your charity will not be mis-
placed.” e

- Edith would not walk
by the beggars, but ‘turned another way.
T'his- little -incident was the- beginning of ia

new eta in the life of Ruth.. She now had| .

an’ example of what her mother had so. often
talked about. -She learned to think less and
less about her homely face, and ceased alto-
gether to wish t0 bé beautifl. "She met the
coarse jests and -ill-natured remarks of her
school-mates with a sweet, patient meekness,
that was remarkable. She was ever ready to
assist any one of them, friend or foe, and
the dull'and careless alike'knew where to go
for help. The needy ever found her with
openfhand, and the timid sought:shelter st
her side: Her lifescemed changed extirely.
As she wag_the sunheam of honte; the angel
at the family hearth-stone, even so was she
a bright star without..- Those who clustered
so loyingly around her, saw nothin g homely in
bér dear face. The besuty of. the soul, mir-
rored in those large dark eyes, radiated her
whole countenance. In school she was first
and best. - The -girls+soon tiredof Edith’s
caprices, and domineering airs: - Her besu-

tiful face could not make up' for all her other |

deficiencies, and instead of* reigning queen

shie had the mortification ofgs‘eeigﬁg, "her
homely cousin preferred before her. She
once remarked to' her motlter, that-she liked
to be intimate with her cousin Ruth ; for her
extreme “homeliness ' served to st “off her
beauty to greater advantage. But as they

grew to womanhood- together- Edith - found |

out her ‘mistake, s 'did“all the members 'of

the family, who had been 56 ‘disgusted with

| Laura’s. homely child... . .

.

Him who made: all things good, and for, s |

with Ruﬂl‘ followed ,

Ruth Deit's beauty was that true beauty
which pa_qsech not away. It was born of the
Spirit, exgraven upon the soul, which liveth
foreves. The young mother who shed tears
over the infant whom her sister ridiculed,
lesrned tosee an-dngel light overshadow that
cear face, and every hour in the day might
she have thanked God . for. giving her such a
treasure. : E )

Mrs. Fielding knew nought of such {lea-
sure with her daughter.” Proud, domineering,
ill-tempered, self-willed, it, was nought but
contention where she was. Even ber brothers
said they wished cousin Ruth was their sis-
ter, Edith was so hatefal. - Everywhere her
mother héard the same thing..  How fault-
lessly. beauntiful . Miss Fielding .is, but how
very proud and disagreeable; her plain un-
pretending little ' cousin, Miss -Dent, is far
more beautiful to me; for, she is so good and
loveable."" \,;‘ BRI RTINS P

.. Never ' turn * away. from a ‘plain- face, and
 ealling’ it ugly, or laughing ‘at its defects,
seek for 'a beauty to praiseé and pet. Seek
for that true beauty which, lies deeper than
the surface, that;soul' loveliness which can
| throw a charm over the mést Hoinely counte-
nance. " ittle girls with ¥aiiC8kins; and sun-
ny hair;’ do' ot ‘make! too tuch of your
beauty; it is- but: the charm of:a moment, a
vanity ‘that passéth away; very pleasant it
is when ‘properly tised; but ‘@ great curse
when it leads aiay from the good and hely.

And “you, who. like Ruth Dent, have more
than an_,ordinary. shase;of: ill-looks, risc
above them as she did, andyshow to, the world
around you whatitrue beauty really is.—Vu-
ra Montrose.in Ger.i Itef. Mess.”

L grrtn

N . A°CHILD'S' PRAYER.
. In the.ivinter of 18, —theré was a general
awakening oo the sabject of religion in the
village of S—-—. ‘The’thurch,’in an especial
manner was affected, and bedame very hum.
ble and active. 'The difficulties, which had
before distracted it,,suddenly sunk into io-
significange, and. a- general -concern for the
weltare of sinners seemed to take possession
of the minds and-hearts of Christians. As
4 result-of-thig'awakening 6n the'part of the
church, sinners Becamio anxions, hnd many,
both 'old and young, found hope in' believing
in ChriSt- T hnreeepieso Sl
. “During' the progress. of .an evening meet-
ing,.characterized; by *more: than usual o-
lemfiity; ‘an aged man, for many years an
elder in‘the’church arosé, ahd ! with choked
atterance proceeded’ to relate his Christian
GXPOTIONEG. .. . . ;s ool rc
“He' said he was sgmewhat advanced in
years beforrg',lgg,fggriggﬂy thonghbp of seeking
the salvation of his soul.. 4 My, wife was
Hopefuliy pious; hnd Uuring a revival like
this, my. daighter, thon but twelve years of
| age, became Teconciled to God, through the
blood.of our-Sawiour.:.Still. I-was indiffer-
 ent. - Lwas willing,:and indeed glad. to seo
my- family religiously dieposed-; but religion
wag 'no perspnal Goticers of mijng.
|~ Ong 'évenitig coming homg from my busi-
nésg rather later than usual,my wiie took
me by the arm and gently led me to the
door of Mary’s room-and bade.mne listen.
Never can-I; to my ‘dying-day,forget the

' stood and listencd’ tb' the earnest prayer
 which wis there ascending from the lips of
'my little daughter, She was praying for the
conversion of . her father.! : As the trembliny
' accents fell :upon miy ear,a. burden of guilt
was rolled upon my-soul, till I seemed to be

lived ‘on in sin; without uitering a single
prayer in'my family, or even in my closet,
till my own child should beecome so. dis-
tressed as to.plead my case before her God
with streaming eyes, and I still uncon-
cerned; seemed to me to'be an -accumnlation
of guilt “which ‘pothing could ‘remove, 1or
did T obtain any’ pescé of mind till T had
sought my child’s forgiveness and found ac-
ceptico of my Saviour.” . .

i | “Mary,” he.continued. the big tears com-
‘ing down his cheeks; and his whole frame
trembling with emotion, “ Mary is in heave! !

sigﬁ': X Aha_ﬁliSé{,Sf‘al'l_.all‘.‘é "co"éipfétty to,.haye‘, and I thank God, that through the instri-

mentality of her ehild’s prayer, I now have
a cheerful hope of meeting her pure spirit
among the blood-washed throng, who ar
treading the golden streets of the new Je-
rusalem.” = e

Little Folks; pray for.your parents.
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\0ONDUOT OF A SABBATH KEEPING PONT

the dumb ass; speaking with man’s voict
forbade the madness of the prophet.” In2
little villdge in Berkshire, there lived ?
family, the members of which were in the
habit of disregarding the command of GO
to remeniber to keep boly the Sabbath-daj-
Forgetting that God careth even for the
'beasts.of burden, and has:set apart a sevent!
portion of time as a day of rest for them 3
well as for man, they-uséd to harness thel”
pony in.‘order to convey them -and the’f
friends to the nearest railway-station on the
‘Lord’s,day. - A new pony, however, whit
they purchased, from some instinet whick
‘we shall not: attempt to explain, but whit!
has-often been noticed. to exist in dogs, W%
able to distingnish’as acéurately:as his ma<
tér between Sundsy and the other days of
thia week, and prabably, from rememberi??
‘the habits of Some preyious owner, who ¥
more carofyl to obey:the commands of Got
| was fully resolved to enjoy that day quictly
at home in his stable, or bhis paddock
When he was fastened to the gig on Sunda);
‘and his owner or his friends had aseende
the gig and wishied to procéed, the Pf’nff’
though obedient at other times, would }?lsur
his. feet firmly on the. ground, and qelthee
blows, nor words; hor caresses, could indue
him to stir from the spot. All the efforts ¢
his master proved powerless to induce 1:15
t0 1hov6 on theé Sabbatb-day, and at lash i/
4 tatter of; necessity, lio has been lo% ¢
‘the quiey énjoyment of his, weelly day .
‘rest-——Rev. . W. .Allan, -Secretary of JLuor

- Day Qbservance Society.

"« BALAAM......was rebuked for his iniquity; -

utterly overwhelmed.'That I“should have

émotions which rushed pon ‘my mind, as I -



