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{stantly

't the time n onnm’

the waves on all the segs,

'All the flowers by rill that blow,
All the myriad tints that glow, B
3 that wander i the grove—
; G or aky,
s eye.
ntiess sounds

. In the wind that gaily bounds

| O'nrthe mends where, on the wind,

Bright bees hum and linnets ning;

Pai of raindeop, cliat of stream,

Ot their song sweet love's the theme;
Love there is whare zephyr skipadt
Aw in breath of maiden's lips.

In tho west mild evening glows;
Angel fingers {old the rose;
Silvery dows begin to fall;

I Crimson shades to shadow all;

Holy natore veils her Inoa;

Karth is lost in hesven's embmoo—
Love is in an hoor like this,
As in guilless raniden's kiss.

G0 where, throngh the volooless night,
‘L'rips tnir Luna’s silver light; \
Hear ol nnture’s pulse that beat,
Like the thread of unseen feot;
See [rom out the lambent toxth
Shimmering arrows shooting forth;
Love is in n metoor's start,
As in throb ol II.I‘IM'I heart,

Love's the essence of all things;
"Tis from love that beanty springs ;
"I'wan by love, creation first
Into glorions being burst;
Velled in maiden’s lorm so lair,
I do worsbip thee in hor.

8pirit swest—all else nbove—

Love is God, since God is love.

— Chambers' Journal.

MY VALENTINE,

Valentine's day, and I am sitting in the
bay-window -of my front room in the
little semi-detached house which is now
my home, The little maid has laid the
breakfast things, but it is early, and I
8it on the horschair sofa in the window,
looking out for the postman.

Not that his coming this morning has
y romantic interest for me. Those
days of romance are putmdggrne.
[ 1 am now arrived at the sober nge of

Ahirty-five, and it is time to have done
wl.tih r‘!s:u:ll,:::'{ni:}:]'y. 5\}1& siti;u I sé:; here,
and the an delays his coming, my
mind wanders back to othier Valentine's
days long ago, when it wss a matter of
such deep interest to me.

One fourteenth of February in particu-
lar I remember, ten—let me see, sixteen
years ago it was. How the yeais fly!
and how short » time it seems! Those
few bright years of n woman’s life seem
to go by magic, and when they are gone
what remains? Always ut one time or
other an sching sense thut they are
gone, and sometimes, nlas! the knowl-
edge that she is doomed to loneliness
for the years to come, 1 felt that at
one time myself, but I am used to it
no"

At thirty-five these romantic regrets
should be done with. And eupecfﬁly
when one lives the life of a daily gover
ness (88 I have done for some year
past). the reaities of life prees too con-
stantly and too unplcssntiy on one's
mind to leave room for day-dreams.
But on the fourteenth of February
just referred to my governess life haa
not yet begun. 1 had then as faira
fature before me as mest young girls ot
my nchuﬂt:;anm, wi‘!l.h t:qu:csl chinnces of
an advantageous and happy marriage,
and a life of independence. At that
time I wns on a visit to some old
friends, the Coventrys.

The family consisted of father, moth-
er and two daughters—iine, hearty,
good-looking girls, tall, strong and high-
spirited. In that respect rather & con-
trast to myself, for [ was small. quiet-
mannered, and (as I was painfully con-
scious) rather plain in appesrance, They
gaw r m& of company, for their father,

pirits equal to my young
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{Jblr Braintree, who con-

fo of the party,
Kate ley were in every kind
ot pan in mirth, and

quently companions in misfortune,
wh -‘thn, evil effects of their jokinng
ome to their own door.
Wle I was at the Coven

8 We at-
o

¥, W
shsent, there offici
who had lately
oome to the plage. wasa tall, alight
man, rather -looking ; but he had a
painfully-stiited, sell-conscious manner,
which guite did n'way with the prepos-
acasing effect of Lis appearnnce. 1 st
first attributed it to concelt, afterward,
when | knew bim better, 1o shyness.
He seldom came 1 the Louse, although
the Coventrys quickly muade his no-
quaintanoe, ghd presscd him to go so,
bot invitations of ull Vinds hoe refasad,

During my stay, however, be gradual-
ly scquired the habit ol walking Lome
with us from ohureh, our road Jying
partiy in the same direction; be eonlo
part with us at the park-gates. with the
atiffest o1 bowa, yefusing sll eptreaiies
to ener. and proveed to his lodgings
in e village,

By degrees his visits to the house bhe-
exme more frequent, and of course the
ahange was stiributed to me, I could
not help hu:ominf conscionsthat during
these Bundny walks his place was gen-
arally st oy si o5 and 1 suffered much
from the alv looks end mu tered remarks

P "

/| tended & willage church ologe

the ractor being

vorsation on these ocoasiona was of the
est and mos! demure, Sometimes,
Alter s gilent walic nf two or three min-
utes, a feeble request to earry my prayer-
book, and that yialded to, a fow remarks
on the weather, and #0 on, snd we were
already at our journey’s end; neverthe-
less this was suffivient food for mischiefs
loving friends 1o tound # joke upon.
An to Mr, Bargill Limsclf, he was

y “"fair game.” His conscious, conceited,

nnd yet awkward and hashful manner,
made him, [ must confess, a most tempt-
ing subject; snd while be had quickness
enoneh to see thnt in some way or
other he was ridicnled, his rense ol
humor was so dull thut he could never
comprehend the joke, All this com-
bined to make hiw undergo torture
when inmy friends' society, and T veril
believe he fled to me (quite, sedute an
hormless as 1T was) ns n refuge from
their enllies. Whether that were 50 or
no I know rot, but by degrees [ beeame
quite used to his society. and from tol-
rating I got to like it and to miss him
when he did not come; and when the
i kes raged, 1 invariahly took his part.
valentine's day drew near, and o
courae Kate Coventry was full of
buciness. There were valentines of all

. signed for
I plots and se

kinds to be dispatched and expected
In return. Numerous ‘‘hoaxea” de-
Earllculnr friends, and the
rmes 18 {0 nlaces of post-
nge nudl disguise of Lisnd writing, were
truly wonderful,

“What fun it would be to send » val-
entine to Mr. Bargilll” exclaimed
Charley. “What wonld he do with it?
Put it into the fire, I expect, and never
let any one hear of it. He would feel it
4n insult.”

Y My, Bargili!" exciaimed Kate, sud-
denly looking up from her wark of di-
recting and stamping envelopes. “Why,
of course, he shall have one. How
stupid of me to forget! It's important,
though. T must take time to think of
it. Of course we know who the sender
w.ll bel!"

She glanced at me #s she said this,

*“Kate, pleasé do not,” T said, im-
ploringly, blushing up to the rools of
my hair, for T knew that [ was doomed

““ Do not what P replied Kate, “*Oh!
by-the-bye, Ethel, you're sure to receive'
some this year—one at lenst.” ]
. " Yes,” broke in Charley. ** Directed
in & very stiff, vpright hand. Now, who
would think that smch s very modest,
ret.iring gerson would write such a very
decided hand P You know who I mean,
Miss Vane P

So the remarks flew round, and 1
knew that remonstrance was vain, and
that Mr. ill and myself were Lo be

o of the victims on Valentine's day.

ot only that, but 1 greatly feared that
they intended sendng either a valen-
tine to we in his name, or, ar worse,
one from me to him.

For some reason this latter idea was
torture to me. Ot course what I re-
ceived myself was a matter of little
consequence. I should know whom to
thank for it; but ifI only could know
how they meant to make use of my un-
lortu .ate panme in playing their jokes
upon him.

So time wore on, and I comforted
mysell by thinking that Mr. Bargill,
vome what might, would believe that 1
had sent him a valentine, more espe.
eially such a one as 1 feared Lhey would

gend him.
“It will be rs Charley said,” 1
thought. * He will most likely put it

in the fire, and no one will bea whitthe
wiser."”

And then I caught myself wondering
whether it would make him shy of our
compan?. and whether he would cease
the walks from chureh, ele. And 1
must allow that the idea vexed me.

**How very tiresome they are!” I said
to myself. * And what bad taste it is
to play these jokes on peoﬂe." forgetting
for the moment how often I had my-
self been a party to jokes of the kind.

At last Valentine's morning came,
Thers was much excitement round the
breakisst table when the post-bag, full
to bursting, was banded in.

I waited patiently lor my share of its
contents. They were three. First, a
tetter from home in vy mother’s writ-
ing; secondly, a Inrge document, di-
rected in the stiff, upright hand I hud
been led Lo expect; thirdly, & letter di-
rected in a bandwriling perfectly un
known to me, I opened the second-
anentigped first.

TNowW, Ethel, Jet us hear!™ assailed
me on every side,

“That's the writing! [ knew it would
come " ghouted Ch b

“Tuank you, 1 am mueh obli to
you all!” [ replied, “Itis bly
written; but this one is much better
done"—=us Ispoke T held up the third-
mentioneéd, writlen in the unknown
hand. ** That large one is too slaborate,
Mr, Burgill, | nin sure, would never
gend such a fowery composition us
that. Now, this is sober, and to the
poiat.” )

I had just read it, end was surprised
to find only n short, simple, earnest
offer ol marrisgé—not much like =
valenting, excopt that the writer alight-
ly referred Lo the charscter of the day
08 & kind of apology for ad sing me,
It wus signed unlly “J, B

“1 see,”™ I suld. “ YT ™thought by
sending me two that Ishould coertainly
becaught by one of them. Tuis lust
on¢ is certainly the best. Some of your
work, | smspects Connie. It is not in
Kntio's style.”

Constunce protested Ler Innocence;
bus in vain, Indesd, & genersl chorus

our 1 simpiy ignored it, put the two
vhier tines in wy pocket, und began to
rend wy mother's lewer. This was of
?n.au;ei'fhin-'i- My futher was seriously
. ¥
directly i and the pext day found me an
my bomeward
thonght of my fnihiers illness, wad full
of regrvts au leaving my friends.

Thep began a sépson of calamity and
trinl. My fathor died, after n fortnight's
iliness, Paving myself, n brothér and
gister almost unprovided lor.

TLe following year my sister, m
muwrried. My motier died soon aflers

hed heen engaged lorsoma e,
ward, and [ weas loit alope—almont ab-
-

-

ol w_h?&: I was the gubject. Our con-

distinimer was yuised round Lhe table; ‘

mother wanted me huma]

!narney. lepressed atthe

solutely alone, my brother htwfnru %one |
abroad to seek his foriune, and I chose |
rather to getk nn independence for my-
gelf than to accept kindness from sister,
who was not in sfuent circnmstances,

Thus began my governess life, which
I am thankful to say, has been such a |
sucerns that I am row able to live in
comfort nno to pot by a mite fora rainy
duy. I have not snent muoh in travel-
ing, though ay kind friends, the Cov.
entry's, sent me many invitations, Per-
hinpe I am n little proud, for I think I
could not mix in their society witli just
the same pleasure a8 in former days.
However, they are unchanged to me.and
niways will be, I feal sure.

The clock had just struck nind. What
atime ] have sat here ruminating on
pust time! and the postman is not come
yet. Valentine's day—that is the reason
of Lthe delay, no dount.

Here he comes around the corner, but
what a time he stops at each door! The
five little dwellings to he visited befora
be gats here will wke, I should think,
another quarter of an hour, at this rate
of going. Well! you will not be detained
long here, my man. Sarah shall bring
Lthe breakfast

Another ten minutes; he is herel
Sarah puts two letters into my hand,
and strange coincidence! one of them
igin the handwriting of my old friend.
Conatance Coventry.

Coustance Buintree she is aow; she
muarried Charley twao year: after my last
visit. And bright, merry Kate iz dead!
My sccond letter, being evidently a
Lasiness one, claims my first attention.
It is from the mother of my eldest pupil.
She is going abroad, and wishes my
charge to accompany her. My three
other pupils are at present in secarlet
fever My hands will be empty! What
shalll do? Look for temporary em-
pioyment? I should liketo take a holi-
day, but know of nowhere to go just
now.

Now lor Constance:

“We have just come home from
abroad,” she writes, ** and are seltiing
in our new home, though il is =
wretched time of year. I do want you
so much to come and see me. Perhaps
my ressons are partly seliizh, for he
will not gee company yet, and I am
dreadfully dull and lonely, but I know
that will be no rrawback to youn."

Ske then goes on to saya good deal
thiat is kind, and adds in a poatscript:

*I said we were nlone, but [ forgot te
mention that an old triend, or rather ac-
quaintance, is with us whom I dare gay

ou will remember in by-gone days—

r. Bargilll We came upon him at
Basle, when Chavley was dangerously
ill, and his kindness I shall never tor-
get., Iam so sorry thau I ever laughed
at or veased him, dear Ethel; he saved
my husband’s life! Do coma.”

That is all, And what a strange sup-

lement to my meditations of the past
Eonr. How the old familiar names re-
cail the old days. I am at Barfield
again, young and happy as of cld! Con-
stance's invitation is a tempting one. I
shonld like to see her again in her new
home; snd Mr Bargill ? I smile ps 1
remember the wvalentines, and I think
on the whoie [ should iike to see lim
again, too! It ia decided. I will go
and sit down snd write to that eifect,

Three days later, at five o'clock on 2
cold winter's evening, 1 am driven up
thie avenue at Breintree, trying hsard,
through the dusk and the drilting sieet,
to cateh a glimpse of my Iriend’s new
home. A double row of stately lime
trees on each side ofthe drive is all that
I can see, and as we draw nearer Iper-
ceivea fine old Elizabethan house nearly
covered with ivy and creepers. 1t has
been the home of the Braintrees for
many generations,and has just descended
to Charley from an unele.

A bright light streamed forth when
the door was onened, and Constance
stood in the nall ready to receive me
with open sarms. In a second I was in
8 cogy little room with a bright fire,
where lay her husband, looking not
much older, but pale snd delicats from
his recent illness.

Constance led me to my room, and on
leaving me, said -

“We have just a few fricnds coming
to-night, 4ear; you won't mind? 11}
send you my maid,” and without wait-
ing for un answer, she was gone.

I did ** mind,"” put there was no Lelp
for it. Constanee was always fond of
society, 1 dressed myssl as well as my
limited wardrobe would allow, and she
presently returned and escorted me to
the drawing-room, where about {ourteen
persons were assembled: but among
them all not one face was familisr to me
savu that of my host.

I guietly ¢nsconced mysel! in a win-
dow recesis, whera 1 was partly Lidden
by a curtain. My eyes wandered lor a
moment rather anxiously over the group
in & vain hope thet I might discover
Mr. Bargill, but in vain. No cpe was
known 0 me there |

Dinner was snnocunced. The party |
palred off. As Iant wondesing who my
pariper was to be, Constance touched
thearm of a portiv-looking 1aan who sat
with his back 1o me, engaged in enrnest
converastion. He rose al once, sand she
led him up to me- 1

*An old friend, Ethel. Mr. Bargill, |
you ramember Miss Vane P

Was it possible? Was the fine-look-
ing man before me Lthe “shy curate” ol
former days? No need to ask if he
remembered me. He gave a start, and
colored wisibly, when she utitered my
nume, and then 1 saw plsinly (e resem-
bianve which T had failed to deteet at |

firsi. He mcognized me at once, 0o,
1 saw that, and it was no smull pleasure |
to think that time's revages Lad nol
nitered me 1 his eyes, at losatl be yond

recognition.

I went inio the dining-room on hLis
arm, and after the first few reniances
our converdaaddon vever flagecd. 1 then
discoverad how inmind ns well as
wly he had developed swud improven :
or 17 tber, haviog gained in nssurnnce |
wnd/ naniiness, those qualitivs whivh |1
imagined be always bhad possessed were
suffered to come te the surlace, while
that stiffiness of sosoner whioh we hind |
eslled conceit, and which J now feltsure
had procesded from shynces, had van.
ishdd altogether,

When returned to the drawing-

room, I no longer felt myself alone in
the company. I talked indifferently to

mr next neighbor, bardly conscious
who or what she might be, mv eye
meanwhile watohi the door with

anxinty, until at lust the hum of voices
ouatside told that the gentlemen were
coming.

There was n vacant seat beside ma,
Wonld he take it? Yes, he was evi-
denlly coming toward me. My heart
throbbed loudly when down upon the
chair [ had guarded sat a fat old coun-
try "squire who began to make himealf
agreeable to my next neighbor. I feit
mortified and disappointed, and soon
afterward took an opportunity of retir-
ing to my old sest in the window.

I had not sat there many minutes
when the curtain was drawn aside, and
Mr. Bargili placing a chair for himsels
in my reccss, sat down beside me.

““Mr, Bargill,” cried out Constance's
little girl, running up to us, **just look
at my valentine! Ien't it a beauty? I
have had such a lot, but this is the pret-
tiest of them all, and I cannot find out
who sent it. Do you know? [ balieve
it was you. Now, wasn't it? Tell the
truth.”

**No, Currie it was not I.”

“1 believe it was, lhouqb." she per-
sisted. “ I’msure it was!’

“No, Carrie, indeed,” he answered,
while a grave smilo hovered round his
mouth, ** I never sent but one valentine
in all my life, and that—""

“ Well, and that?”

“That one was never answered.”

He looked at me, though he was
gpeaking to her, and instantly I remem-
bered my two valentines or long ago,
that one in particular which was rever
accounted for, and which I had troubled
myself so Jittle sbout. In my own
mind I had never doubi~d that it had
heen sent me by mischicvous young
friends. -

I remembered now liow strongly they
Liad depied iv; and, ns I thought of its
contents, I reéfected, what if it really
hind come from himP —had lain all these
yeur? unheeded and unnoticed? and
now!

My cheeks burnt erimson &8 1 turned
my head away, nnd my conrusion must
Lave been evident to him. i

Katie bad flown away to exhibit her
treasares in another part of the room.
I Leard a low voire beside me:

** Miss Vane—Ethel, will you answer
it now ™

1 did unswer it, and in & way that I
heve never since re o

When my friend Constance came to
vigit me in my bedroom that night, 1
had a secret to confide to | r, and was
kissed and congratulated b‘x."my heart's
content.

‘“‘But oh! Constance,” I exclaimed,
when she ailowed me a pause, **how
could you not tell me that chat second
valentine came frdom him, or that it did
not come from you? How could you
let me believe otherwize!™

* My precious child, did I not tell
you.” she answered, laughing, ** a hun-
dred times overP—and why were you so
obstinately persuaded to the contrary?
Why, the signature should heve been
enough! But never wind, ‘all's well
that ends well,” and this is just the very
thing I should have wished.”

“¥es," I said, soft'y, I believe it is
well; azd though I shall only be a poor
(9ut’:\‘1’n:'a wife, 1 shall be the happiest

“ A poor curate's wife,” broke in Con-
gtance. ““Why, don't you know that
Charley has given Mr. Bargill the rich
living of Braintree, two miles from
hiere, and 1 shali have von near me
aways P Ob! it is delightinl. 8o you
thought you wera marrying a *poor
curate,’ did you P

The lovely rectory of Braintree has
lorg been my home, and the **shy
curate” the best and most devoted of
hushands. Little does the title apply
to hiim nrw! Beloved and respected by
his parishioners. and known far beyond
14 own little circle for comspicuous
talents, my home is all and more than I
could wishi; aud as the fourteenth of
February again inroaches. reealling
the happiest event of my life, with what
different feelings do I greet it from
when, ton years ago, I sat in my lonely
lodgings, thinking sadly of * my Valen-
tine’s duys "' of the past,

The HBamboo Tres.

Although no production of China is ot
#o much importance to us 8s tea, the
bawiboo tree i, perhiaps, to the Chinese
themeolves, the wmost valuab.e article
their land produces, It isusoed for every
coneceivable purpose, and Lins béen called
*“a universal material.™ I[L grows to
the height of sbout eighty feet, bears
neither blossom nor froit, and the leaves
arée nmrrow and smail; many of the
canes are much thicker than s man's
arm. For bullding purposes ita lnrgest
slemg serve lor piliurs, refters and
plankh; its leaves nre thatohing for the
root and | Le sioall Sbers are matting for
the floor. For housebold use it is made
into bedsteads, 1ables, chinirs and other
articles ol farniture; also into um-
brellas, hats musienl instruments, bas-
kets, oups, brooms, soles of shoes, pipes,
pows and arrows, sedan-chairs snd
wioks of oandles, Its fine fiber is made
into twine; its leaves ns a kind of cloak

| for wet wenther, cailed s garment of

leaves.” Small sticots lorm the cele-
brated chopsticks; other Lender shoots

[ are boiled snd enten; the pulp is formed

into paper; the pith into good pickles
and sweetments; and n thick juies,
which is pressed from it, i9 said to be
an excoellent medicine, For maritime
purposes it 14 transformed into boals,
flonts_ sails, cables, rigeing, fishing rods

| and fishing baskets, By simply tyiog

together a lew bsmboo reeds a swim-
wing jsckel 8 oconstrneted capable of
coptsining oné o more persons. In

| Agricuitare, carls, wheelbarrows, wator-

pipos and whivals, fences and many other
thinge are made brom it.  In the manu-
fucture of v it helps to form therollin
tah/es deving biskela and sieves, 1t
the aniversa! demand in the houses, in
tie Gelds, oo waler ind on land, in peace
und v war. Through life the China-
man 14 dependent upon it, nor does it
leave him until it carries him to his
last resting-plsoce.

{

Hefore the DaysBreak.
Before the daysbreak shines a star
That in the day’s great glory indes;
Too fleroaly bright is the fnll light
That her pale-glesming Ja up upbraids.

Belore tho day-brenk sings a bird

Thut stille her 2ong ere morning light;
Too loud for haris the duy's stir,

The woodland’s thousand-tongued delight.

Ah! great the honor Is to shine
A light wherein no tmaveler errs;
And rich the prize to mnk divine
Among the world’s lond choristers.

But I wonld be that paler star,
And I would be that lonalier bird ;
To shina with hope, while hope's afar,
And sing of Jovs, when love's noheard.
— The Speclater.

HUMOROUS,

The feelings of a plg are always pent
up.

Firemen, as waoll as other people, like
to taik of their old flames,

One who knows says that & soft corn
is the hardest kind of a comn.

A man who is as true as steel, pos-
sessing an iron will, some gold and a
fair proportiom of brass, should be able
to endure the hard ware of this world.

The weight of the circulating blood
in aman s about twenty pounds. . But
one pound will often cause it to cigon-
Inte—if the pound is given on the nose.

“ I know how manv days there are in
a vear—three hundred and sixty-five
and a fourth.” Parent—*1Is that so?P
Where does the fourth ecome inP”
Pupil—"*Fourth of July.”

A vprudent man had his_ portrait
painted recently. His friends lained
1o him tLiat it was muchtooold. “That's
what I ordered,” said he. “It will save
the expense ol anotlier one ten years
from now."

FORT-TRER.
Ouk, Carolive ! fix yew I pina;
Ob, willow, will you not be mine?
Thy hasel eyes, thy talips red,
Thy ways, alllureh, have turned my head;
All linden shadows by thy mite,
1 eypress on my heart and wait;
Then gum ! beech cherished, Caroline;

We'll iy tor elms of bliss divine.
e e
True:-Manhood.

A true man is an earuest man, an in-
dustrious man, asincere man, and aboye
all & man who never stoops to
f mean or vulgar sction. is soul,
his mind snd his body grow in strength
and he-.u? year hy year. His true
worth and greatness are to be justly
estimated by taking into consideration
his usefulness to the world and the hap-
piness he conveys upon others, |

Only atrue man can become a great
reformer or suceessful mora! physician.,
A man must practice what he prénches
in order to carry convietion with his
tneories of theology or philosophy; he
must live up to his creed by uots as well
as by words elogquently uitered. A man
should never put himself forward for
a pilot and live the life ot a castaway.
Earnestness and honesly ave L helps
in the highway to success. NIAN WAY
have the genius of a Gray, the brilllancy
of a Byron, the eloquence of an
Everett, and the power of a Pitt, and if
he not earry into the Liearts of his read-
ers or hearers that he s truthiul he
might as well talk to bare walls.

‘he soul of a true man is without de-
formity. No soul that is misshapen can
long remain concealed from a gknowl-
edg of the world. It cannot be hid-
den by a sanctimonious face, plausible
words, ostentatious benevolence, and
pretentious piety. A bad character is
as hard to conceal as the limp of &
lame soldier. A man without gen-
t!;ine goodml?sa lisi lumui consi to

is proper level in society. He
hold his head bhigh for a am:ﬁ,-
erable space of time, but he is seldom
ultimately succeasful in imposition.
There are little loopholes in his mean
nature through which keen and observ-
ing individuals may regard his imper-
tections, A man msy outlive a bad
reputation, but he cannot permuanently
sustain u good one by continuoas fraud,
dissimulation and hypocrisy. Nobod
can commit Iraud and man miideodz
without discoyery. The il of many
individuals Las been vendered hopeless
by reason of their having adtributed to
thiemselves rare vivtnes and qualitiesof
ueart they never roally possessed,

Another quality of true manhood ia
inith in and love for humanity. To be
human is to be iallible, There is no
sunny spot on this green earth where
perfeet heings dwell. The best and truest
iiving men and women have thelr weak-
nessos and imperiections.  Thus all
shionld lesrn to ook charitably upon the
ervors of others who are conscious of
their own teelings.

Theve is much that is good and pure
in humanity, 88 well 25 many thi
that are evil and odious. It is unreason-
able to beliéve that all are trescheérons
and ialse becanse cne person has been
unirge, ILis unjust to affirm that one
who lins commitied naingle error has no
remaining grains of good in him.

-

Mr. Topnoody was in good humor
this morning, vnd ocoming into the
kitohen, where Mrs. T, was at work, he
threw a barrel hoop over her that he
found in the baok yard and said: ** Ha!
ha! Mra. Topnoody, why are you like
the wifs of o circus olown ¥ *T don't
know," snapped Mra. T., jerking sway

the hoop, *“unless I'm mmried to a
fool.™ Poor ‘Topnoocdy colla and
forgot the npswer to Lis conundrum, all

exceptsomething about being in s ring,
and even ais friends down town
wvouldn’t recall to his mind what it we,
— Stenbenvills Horald.

Greedy grocer (lo farmer's wils whao
is supplying bim with bulter)—"" This
pun' o' buiter is ower licht, gudewite.”
Gadewife—" Blame vorsel’, thon; 1
welghed iy wi' the pun’ o' sugar ! gat
frue ye yostreen."

chewing four carmmels nt once gives
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very poor idea of the poetry of

The motion of & womsn's jaws in i




