DEVOTED 710 THE GENERAL INTERESTS OF CALD

MOTHER.

The name of mother | pwestest name
That ever fell on mortal ear|

The love of mother | mightiest love
Whish heaven permils to flouriah bere,

Disseot s mothor's love and see
The properties It doth contaln—

What pearla of love, what gema of hops—
A mother's heart beats net In valo.

A mother's love! It never wanes |
What if her boy sa lugrate seema?
The besuty of that wondrous love
Aropnd phe thaunkless offepring beams :
Though in the path of shame he walks,
Though crime bhath driven him Lo the bowl,
A mother's care can yet avall—
A mother's prayers may win his soul
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CHAPTER 1,

There were few prettier plcturesthan
that disclosed in tga old rectory-gurden
on that bright winter-morning. Tip-
toe, her arms ralsed to a branch of

owing holly, her glossy hair fulling
rom her falr face over her seal-skin
Jacket, and her violet eyes sparkling,
was May Westleigh, the Iector's
daughter, while within a fow feet of
her, watching her efforts with much
amusement and a vast amount of adml-
ration, stood Thomas Mildmay, a hand-
some young muscular Christiun, attired
In & tweed sult and felt bat. Suddenly
the latter burst forth:

1t ia the Rector’s daughter,

And she has grown +o dear, 80 dear,

That | would be the jewel

That trembles o ber ear.

“Don’t be so absurd, Tom," Inter-
rupted the lady, “You are a gallant
gentleman, truly, to see a female In dis-
tresa and not ald her."

““Have I not offered slx thnes at least,
May, and been refused "’

“And will be again, rir. This fu the
most lovely plece of holly I have seen
this season, and I am determined that
no other fingers than mine nhall touch
it until [ give it to my dear Jack when
he comes home this cvening. They
don't grow holly in India, do they,
Tom #'

“No, I think not.”

“Then it will be a welcome oﬂ'urinF
w an English heart, Oh! how glud,
how very laclI I shall be to zee the
dear old fellow.”

“If you speak so enthuslastically, Muy,
'pon :Iy word 1 shall be jealous,' re-
marked the gentleman,

“Jealous—you! And Jack? Nou-
sense. Why, Tom, 1 love him like u
brother. We were brought up, vou
know, as children together."

“S0 he told me, May, when we met
in India, and he gave me the letter of
Introduction to the rector. Indeed,"
proceeded Thomas Mildmay, stll in-
specting the gathering of the holly,
which Peuilt.enlly clung to its parent
stem, ‘‘he spoke so Incessantly of you
that I fancied—"

“Pray what, sir?"

*"That there existed a deeper affection
than a brother’s and slster's, May."

“Which shows how you were ie-
celved, Talk of women jumpiug at
hasty conclusions! Men are a thousand
times worse. There, after all you must
lend me your knife, Tom; the branch
will not break, it ia a0 tough.”

Thomas Mildmay produced It, agnin
offering his services, which, notwith-
standing the obstinacy of the holly,
were agaln rejected,

“Cut upward, not downward, May,"
he cried, suddenly stepping forward;
‘‘the knife ls sharp.”

The warning came too late; the keen
blade had fashed through the tough
fibres, and penetrated May's white,
slender finger.

It was not a very serious cut, but
sufficiently so to cause the blood to leap
forth. The cry she uttered was echoed
by her companion, whose arm quickly
encircled her dainty walst as he canght
her hand In his.

“0 dearest!” he exclaimed in con-
vern, “why did you not permit me "

‘“‘Because,’”’ answered May, a little

e, “'I sald no one should touch this

ranch but myself, Tom, and no one
whall. But see[” and she held the holly
towards him—*‘there is blood upon It,
and it is a bad omen."

He glanced at the bough, and truly,
fullen on It, as bright as the borries
themselves, were the crimson «rops.

“Bad omen, May !"" he laughed, wrap-

ing her wounded filnger in his hand-
Earuhief. “What childishness! Why,
you are absolutely pale. 'Ponmy word,

four concern for Jack ls already mak-
nE me jealous."”
‘Don’t let it do that, Tom," she said

bravely.

“Why not?"" hesmiled.

“Becuuse, Tom, you are, I belleve,
the best-tempered man I ever kuew,
but—"

“But?'" he gquestioned, fondly re-
garding her.

“I am aure you love me so truly that,
were you Jealous of any one, I lmagine
that you would not be answerable for
your actions."’

He caught her in hisarms and pressed
a kiss upon her smooth cheek.

“My darling, {Iou are right,"" he re-

lled gravely, in histurn. *1f1 thought

should lose you, or another was seek-
ingto win you fromme, I think Ishould
either kill him or myself."

“Now you are talking pure nonsense,
Tom, dear. Letus goin,’ shelaughed,
and, taking his arm, they moved over
the crisp, frosty lawn to the quaint old
rectory, & very Jack in the green of lvy
which enciroled its highest gables.
But, even during the embrace, May had
kept the hollxmbnnch from coming In
contaot with Thomas Mildmay, and did
sostill, Was this an omen too?

~ CHAPTERLL,
The clear winter’amorning had given
place to a bleak, wint? nl!Et. and the
snow dashed sharp and cutting into the

fuces of the Rectorand his old pupll,
John Wesmncott, asthey whirled alon
the dreary Heottish road from the rall-
wity-statlon to the rectory.

“Now, Doctor,”" excinlimed Jack, mer-
rily, *'let me ke the relnn while you
tell the news. Remember the rowd?
Aye, every stone of it, an If I hadl truv-
cled It but yesterday. How kind It was
of you on such a night to come and
meet me, How julw I feel o wee old
Calthness aguln. hat song s that
Muy usod to sing about there belng no

luce llke home? Nelther In there. And
10w la May—bless her heart! Older, of
courne; and pretty, I will awear.”

CYWell," ull the clinnge you will find
ln her, Juck, Is for the better; and 1
huve one plece of news that will sur-

rise you, perhaps, but I think T will
euve It for Muy hersell to tell, or your
own eyes to read."”
L Westmacotl start and

usly nervous for that news
nud no other?

**Nay, Doctor,” he remnrked, ‘“‘res
member how long I huve been away,
and don’t tantalize me. What s it?
Does it concern—concern May 1’

“Yes, Juck. She 18 enguged to he
married."”

John Westmacott gripped the relns so
sharply thut the horse reared. It gave
excuse for his temporary silence; then
ruther huskily came the interrogution

“'I'o whom, Doctor "'

“Your friend. ‘Thomas Mildmay."

“My friend " muttered the ex-pupil
between his teeth ; “curse him ! Then
mlond: “How long hus she been en-
guged, Doctor¢"

“Ouly eluce you have been on your
voyage homg, dear boy, or she wonld
huve written to tell you. You will have
to wish her jov.”

“1 do, and"—but this under his
breath—*him. He has robbed me of
her."

It was so. John Westmacott hul
come back to the home of his ehildhood,
the love of his youth. In those days he
had termed her his little wife; laugh-
Ingly she accepted the title. In nothing
had he bren more serious. During ull
his absence, while fighting for that for-
tune he hal realized, amid cure und
trouble, one ldea had upheld him.—the
returning to England and marrying
May Weatlelgh. He had never doubted
that she knew of and reciprocated his
affection. He had come back to find his
happiness geattered to the winds,

How he went through the evening
that ensued, he never knew, How he
calinly kisged the cheek May o all fu-
nocence prevented to ‘her brother "
how guietly he listensd to the story of
the holly-bough; awd how he took
Thomas Mildmay s hund, wits a mystery
he never upraveled, Al seemed the
wet of another person, not himself,
Ouly when he found himselfl unex-
rectedly ulone with May, just before
eaving, did he lose his self-control.
Flinging out hix hands towards her, he
eried bitterly :

“May, why have vou thus deceived
me? Youknew I loved von,  Whydid
vou not warn me of thisy Why let me
return to be o craelly disappointed?
Why of all men did you seleet Thomas
Mildmay, who knew my secret? e is
a crafty coward to have won you from
me; but, by Heaven, he shall rue his
treachery."

Sdnek N exelaimed the girl, pale and
and alarmed, “what do yon mean *"

“That 1 love you, May . have always
loved vou—mst love yvou to my dying
hour."

Before she had divined his lutent, he
had taken her in his arms, pressing a
kisa on her forehead; then he had
gone, and the girl, full of grief, dropped
weeplng on a chalr. A voice aroused
her. Leoking up, she behéld Thomus
Mildmay by her side. His fuce was
very white, his brow comtracted his
lips compressed.

“May,” he said, hoarsely, "I have
heard every word. 1 was yonder,"
foting to the conservatory. ‘‘What

8 all this? What does he mean by
your deceiving him #”

“Tom, I know mnomore than you;
unless he has taken a childish joke in
gerfousness. Papa shallset him right.”

“No; he hasg called me o coward, ac-
cused me of worse. The task must be
mine, and the explanation and apology
must be made to-night."

He moved awuy. She tried to stay
him, but for once he wasdeaf to her
volece. The outer door banged, and,
striding over the snow, Thomas Mild-
may followed John Westmacott, who
with = persistency for which an old
tutor could not account, refused a bed
at the Rettory, and had started for the
village,

The snow had ceascd, but a tempest
of wind had arisen; the leafless trees
eeemed like wands before It, and the
waves were heard breaking in bursts
like thunder upon the shore, not a mile
distant. The sky was clear and drear,
only the earth was white. A mountain-
stream, which, when the rainsor snows
came, swelled into the dimensions of a
river, intersected the road leading from
the rectory to the village, and on this
night it rushed and eddied in whirling
foum between its banks and the sea.

Spanning ita flood was a rustic bridge
about \\Fialch grew a foew firs anc
larches.

It was here that Thomas Milkdmay
overtook Johu Westmacott, What passed
between them weneed not minutely re-
count. It was accusation and refuta-
tlon flrst, which was speedily fol-
lowed by angry words, blended with
threats, Then there was a blow, a
sharp, short llrug*ln. and one mean
uitted the spot, while the other lay on
the river's bank, with his face on the
snow, motionless and still—by his slde
a apray of the holly-branch May West-
lelgh that morning had gathered.

CHAPTER IlI.

Not proven. That was the verdict,
John Westmacott, there was good rea-
son to believe, had been murdered,
and by Thomas Mildmay. The two
young men had quitted the reclorﬂm-
gether, each bouud for the village

Only one, however, Thomas llldlnlr.
had arrived at the fnn, his clothes in
disorder, hin manner agitated, his
shirt-front  blood-stalned. The next
morning John Westimacott was mis-
sing.

Search was made, and not only Indl-
catlons of asevere struggle were dis-
covered on the left bnn{ of the river,
but also the Impress of w man's body In
the snow, & sprig of holly, a gold seal,
and a cave, all of which were John
Westimneott's property. But the body
of John Westimacott war absent.

On belug arrested, Thomas Mildmay
confessed that he and John Westmacott
hud fought by the bridge,—upon what
matter f.‘e refused to state. But he de-
clarcd that the impress upon the snow
wius his own; that he had been struck
down Inscusible b his opponent;
that, on recovering, he had found hime-
self alone, and, fearing to alarm the in-
mates of the rectory, hud goue to the
Inn.

Some belleved the story. May did
from her heart. Nevertheless, clrcum-
stantial evidence was agalnst him. On
such n night, the body of & man thrown
Into the river, would huve been whirled
down to and lost in the ocean like u
wlap of straw.

Still, as no body could be found, the
direct proof of murder was wanting,
the Scoteh jury bronght in “Not Pro-
ven,”” und with the brand of Cain on
his forehead, which only the appear-
ance of John Westmacott In life could
remove, the accused was released, con-
demned mutely, if not openly, by the
publie volce,

*“I'nen what do you think has become
of him "' asked the Rector, sadly, after
hearing Thomas Mildmay's reclul of
the quarrel.

“I ecannot Imagine, sir, unless he
committed suicide,”” was the rejoinder.
“Ile was mad at the moment. His ac-
cusation, his language showed It.  Ile
was capable of unything.™

*What do you intend doing, my poor
hoy ¥

“1 shall go abroad,” answered the
young man, gloomily. **Whatbecomes
of me there ig of smull consequence.™

“save to me, dear Tom," sald May,
moving near to him, and liftng her
brave eyes to his, I you go, It shall
not be alone. I donot think you Fuilly.
I believe all you have said, have
promised to be your wife and I will be
s now as ever, dear.”

For some moments his emotion was
too great for words,  Then, embracing
her tenderly, he exclaimed :

“IHeaven blexs you for those comfort-
Ing wordr, my darling. But ne; you
shall not make this sacrifee; you shall
not bear a name shadowed by sach a
verdict, which Implies my guilt, not
sufficiently proved for the law to pun-
igl, but equally gulliy.™

L - L ] .

Two years had elapsed, during which
no intelligenee hud been heard of John
Westmacott, were he living, nor lately
of Thomas Mildmay, when, one stormy
night, the anniversary of John West-
macott’s disappearance, the inmates of
the rectory were aronsed by the deep,
melancholy boom of the minute-gun.
[t wis a sound unfortunately too often
heard on that wild, rugged north coast;
but its frequency did not deter the in-
habitants  from quitting  their beds,
anxious to render aid.

The rector wes ever among the first
to encoursge : ndr 'wurd. On this night,
despite his peisaasions, for she had
grown very delicate, May, her plaid
wrapped around her, accompanied him.

The beach, crowded with men, pre-
sented an animated scene. Beyond
tossed the stormy sea, a8 black as the
sky above, except when the white
crests of the waves flashed out, before
thev broke with s deafening crash upon
the shore.  Among those waves, gored
by then hidden recfs, was the lll-fated
ghip, Tolling ns in mortal agony, while
clinging to the shrouds and rigging
were tiny specks, known to be men,
whose numbers, after each sweeping
wave, were mournfully lessened.

With diffficulty the life-boat was
laumched, manned by brave-hearted
volunteers, and pulled on its mission of
reseue,

Twice successfully [t made the jour-
ney, but the third time, u:uihl'. by a
side wave, it and its freight were
hurled pell-mell upon the beach.

“'I'he boat is done for," sald the Rec-
tor, regarding it, “‘but, Pruln heaven,
not before all are saved.’

“No, no! O, papa, In mercy, look,"
cried May, catching his arm. “There
is yet one on board who has been left
behind.”

Her words attracted every eye on the
beach, and there, holding to the
shrouds, was visible the figure of &
man. The nextinstant he had plunged
into the boillng sea.

“He would swim it. Itis impossible,”
ejaculated the Doctor. The boat Is use-
less, We have no means to help him,
unless any here would risk their lives
to meet him with a rope.”

There was silence. The rope was
ready—the man wanting. They were
not cowards, but few there could swim,
and those who were able regarded the
attempt as pure madness,

Suddenly in their midst stood a man
already divested of his coat.

“Fasten the rope around me,”’ he
sald, quietly. “I am n strong swimmer,
and perhaps can do it.”

At the sound of his voice May sprang

forward with a c;il'ldmly R

“Tom—Tom
claimed. “Oh, no, no—not you."

He smilod encouragingly upon her,
watched for the resting wave, and the
next instant was battlin his way
through the billows. In that stormy
sea, to follow his course was impossible.
They only knew his progress by the
telling-out of the rope.

It was a terrible suspense,—to none
so much as to May, who leaned half
falnting, yet too anxious to lose entire
consclousness, on her father's arm.

A quarter of an hour, and thesignal
was given to pull in. Rapldly it was

.| obeyed. But each haul found the
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ey
welght heavier, untll It was evident
thut the awlmmer orawlmmers were no
longer able to assist themselves.

Ho It proved, when by one more haul
they were Innded. The two were found
senweless, clasped In each other's arms
with a grip Hke death.

Aunxlously the crowd gnthered round,
and a murmur of surprise burst from
many a8 In the preserver and preserved
they recognized Thomas Mildmay and

the wupposed murdered man, John
Westmacotr,
Little remaina to be told. John

Westmacott, on recovering, heard with
consldernble emotion who had been his
rescuer, and eagerly he explained the
my#stery of his disappearance on that
eventful night.

Maddened by pasaion, after striking
"]’homu Mildmay down, he set off to

nelghborlng seaport, resolving never
place foot in the rectory again.

A vessel, when he arrlved, was on
the polut of starting for Norway—a
[Jllwa he had long desﬁ-ml to visit,—and

e Ltook pami;u in her, hoping by
travel to find dlstraction from his
miserg.

In Norway he had remained until a
week back, when chance had thrown
into his hande an old newspaper con-
talning Thomas Mildmay's trial.

Bhocked and overwhelined with re-
morse, he had not lost a moment in re-
turning to Scotland by the first ship
that salled, which, by a singular chaln
of circumstances, huppened to  be
wrecked on the very part of the coast
which he wished to reach,

“You have saved my life, Tom," safd
he, warmly pressing his friend's palm,
“and I am here to prove your lnno-
cence. Forgive the past, and," taking
May's hand, and himself placing it in
the other's, ‘I pray you may be happy.
If your guilt was not proven, your
devotion I8, and fully merits the reward
of May Westleigh's love.""—English Ma-
gazine.

The Beotch freshman la a very shy
and curlous belng, all unlike the mirth-
ful lads who come up from Harrow or
Rugby with hosts of friends ready
made, and with a soclal and cricketing
reputation to keep up. The English
University 18 a continuation on a larger
#cale of the life they know alreads ;
they have already made their mark In
one way or another as scholars, or
athletics, or whatever It may be; and
they fit without difficulty Into the place
which is ready for them. Everything,
on the other hand, lsstrange to the
Scotch freshman; even the Greek al-
phabet Is not always famillar to him;
and when a Professor asks him to
breakfast he endures agonles of shy-
ness. He comes, perhaps, from s parish
school, where he has been the one re-
deeming feature in the toilsome life of
the Dominle. He has for years enjoyed
the benefit of all the lelsure of that
hardworked man, and has gladdened
him by hls ““grip" of mathematlcs and
his skill In Latin prose, an art which
lingers in Aberdeenshire villages s the
old Etruscan method of granulating
goldwork survived In one nook of the
Apennines. Full of modest confidence
that what Scotchmen have done Scotch-
men may do, he sets himsell to the
study of the Hamiltonlan philosophy
and grapples with Coneclousness and
the Coneept. This sort of student you
will but rarely see inthe open alr,
never, certainly, at football or golf;
but in paasing through the windy
streets one may descry the gleam of the
candle by which he and a friend can
read Reid's ‘‘Active Powers,' or,
greatly daring, maater the laws of Greek
accentuation.—Saturday Review.

Great Wealth A Gireat Mockery.

If you are ever tempted to purchase
a very large pear, decline the invesat-
ment or reckou upon adisappointment.
Yovu will probably find it woolly, al-
most tastless, and more like a tarnip
than a pear. We know, for we have
made the experiment in the land where
the gigantic pears are grown. Over-
grown fruits never seem to us to have
the delicate aweetness which may be
found in those of the usnal dimensions.
What is gained in guactity is more than
loat in quality. In the same manner
great wealth, great honor, and great
rank geverally turn outto be great
shams. Besides the connteracting in-
fluences of great care and great temp-
tation, there is the inevitable satiety in
too mueh of anything, which soon ren-
ders it tasteless. For aweetness prefer
competence to enormous fortune, the
esteem of a few to the homage of a
multitnde, and a quiet condition to a
position of eminence and splendor.
There is more flavor in enough than in
too much. Solomon's proveirb bids ns
prefer the dinmer of herbs eaten in
peace to the stalled ox consumed amid
contention; and his remark is the more
practical when we consider how often
the fat ox seems of necessity to involve
contention, while the herbsare not
thought to be worth fighting over. He
chose wisely who sald; “Give me
neither poverty nor richesa.”” He took
the smaller and the sweeter pear. After
all, it is better to bave no choice, but
leave it all with our Heavenly Father.
—Npurgeon,

True sympathy is the very essenoe of
Christiauity, and every human heart
craves It

A woman’s head Is always influenoed
by her heart; but a man’s heart is nl-

ways influenced by his head.
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How It Moels to be Guiliotined.

We know how it feeia to be poisoned,
to be hanged and to be drowned, but
it bas been reserved for M. Mundate,
an [talian gentleman, to let the world
know how .it feels to be guillotined.
He was in 1878 condemned to death for
a crime of which he waa innocent. The
blade of the guillotive fell. bat the
wood in the grooves of which it ran
had swollen slightly, and the knife
stopped barely two centimetres from
bis peck. While they were repairing
this defect s reprieve arrived—the
true murderer had been found and had
confessed hia crime, “It was at 8 A M.,
Auguat 17, 1878," says M. Mondate,
“that my conlessor, I'AbLe Fernia, ea~
tered my cell to annoufiew to me that 1
must die.

When at the touch of Lis hand upon
wy shoulders I awakened, I compre-
hended at once the nature of his er-
rand, and despite my confidence it
seems that I turned horribly pale. I
would have apoken, but my mouth con-
tracted nervously and no saliva moist-
ened it. A mortal chill snddeoly iova-
ded the lower part of my body. Bya
supreme effort [ succeeded in gasping.
Itisnot true!” The priest anawered |
koow not what. [only heard acon-
fosed buzzing. Then s sudden thrill
of pride shiot through me. Four some
minutes | felt no fear ; 1 stood erect; |
said Lo mysellthat il [ mustdie [ sbould
show them that an innocent man died
with conrage. 1 spoke with great rapid-
ity; I was horribly afraid to be silent
or to be interrapted ; I thaoked the
Governor of the prison, and asked for
something to eat. They brought me a
cap of chocolate, but I refused it.
Again I bhad become fully possessed
with the horrors of my situation ; I had
visions whatofthe seaffold wouldbe like,
and mechanically asked the attendants,
‘Does it burt much? *Not a bit, an-
swered somebody, and I saw before
meé & new person in a gown of black
woolen—the execationer. | wonld have
risen, defended myself, asserted my in-
nocence, but I fainted; and whean | re-
turned to conscionsness | was pinioned
in the cart which was entering the
death place. 1 cast a shudderiog look
at the horrible machine. | had no more
connedléd and coberent thought, and
the uprights between which the knife
runs seemed as high as the masts of a
ship. | was lifted to the platform ;|
bad but ove fixed idea—that of resist-
ance. Bat how could I resist? [ was
seized and flung down upon the plauk.
1 felt as if I were paralyzed and lay
there for an immense time. Then there
was & sharp blow on my neck, and |
fainted again with the instinctive idea
that the knife had struck me. It was
not the knife but the npper part of the
lunette. When | came to myself | was
in the prison hospital.”

e

- Thomghts.

Thonghts suggest thoughts, and these
thoughts other thoughts, ad infinitum.

Thonght are invisible and more until
they are clothed in language, or embaod-
ied in words; then they can both beseen
and heard. Withount thooghta to direct
the orator's speech, the anthor's pen, or
the artist's hand, no work could be ac-
complished, the world would become a
dreary waste and man would soon be
annibilated.

Thoughts are like diamonds— they
sparkle, no matter how roogh and un-
couth their petting ; and like diamonds,
too, they are vaiued for their brilliancy,
and the more highly they are polished
the better they shine.

Thoughts belong to their originator
until eet free and scattered : then they
become public property and can never

be collected together again as at first.
The only way to keep your thoughts is

pot to divulge them--not even as a se-
cret !

Thoughts expressed, however, whilst
they do no harm, dono good. Likea
candle hid nnder a bushel, they burn,
bt shed no light. Therefors it is best
to divalge your good thoughts; but let
yeur impure and evil ones (if any such
you have) ever remains in solltary coun-
finement and silence, that they may be
smothered und becoms extinet.

The Medicineof Sunshine.

The world wanta more sunshine in
ita business, in itschariiies, in its theo-
logy. For ten thousand of the aches
and pains and irritations of men and
women we recommend supahine.—It
southes better than morphive. It stim-
nlates better than champagne. Iv is
the beat plaster for a wonnd. The good
Samaritan poured oat into the fallen
traveller's gash more of this than wine
and oil. Florence Nightingale used it
on Crimean battle-ficlds, Take it into
all the valleys, on board all the ships,
by all the aick-beds. Not a phial full,
not a cup full, nor a decanter full, but
a soul full. 1t is good for spleen, for
livercomplaint, for neuralgia, for rhen-
matism, for fulling fortunes, for mel-
ancholy. We suapeot that heaven it-
self is only more sunshine.

Mrs. Btowe says we never know how
much we love until we try to unlove.
To a man who has trled to quit smoking
this needs no argument.— Foakers Ga-
sells,

Always put your saddle on the right
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A qulet contelence aleeps In thunder.

A gulity conscience needs no acouser.

An oak tree ls not felled with one
blow,

A bald workman quarrels with hls
tools.,

When our hatred Is violent, It sinka

us beneath those we hate.—Rochefou-
canll.

Mean souls, like mean pictures, are
sometimes found In  guod-looking
frames,

All things come Into belng by the
combination of atoms, amti eveniually
perish by their disiutegratlon.—Epicw-

rua,

Few lhhTﬂl  thom-
selves; and It Ia for want of spplieation,
rather than of means, that men fall of
success,

In the education of children, bodily
health should have prim+iry attention.
The tree of knowledge should be grafted
with the tree of life.

The chief ingredlents in the composi-
tion of those qualities that galn esteem
awl praise are good nature, truth, good
sense and good breeding.

A really educated man sometimes
will Jack that pithiness of phrase always
more or less st the command of slmply
natural persons.

Macaulay sald of Mitford that he was
the firal modern historian who under-
8tood that men who wrote ln Greek oo-
casionally toid lies,

It is only the loveless who desery”de-
fects [n others; to perceiva these, there-
tore, we must become loveless, but not
wiore than Is absolutely necessary.

Woman has many advan over
man; oneof them is that hls will has
no operation until he is dead, whereas
::iern generally takes place In her Mfe-

me.,

Said a pompous fellow, brow-beatl
his wuditors: **1” have traveled rou
the world.” Replied & wit of the Addi-
sonian school : *“So haa this cane [ bold
In my baud, but it is only a stick for all
that.”

The Athenians erected s large statue
of ZEsop, and placed him, through a
alave, on alasting pedestal, to show that
the way 1o honor lies open Indifferently
Lo all,

With every exertion, the best man
can (o only & moderate amount of good ;
but it seems in the power of the most
contemptible Individual todo Incalcula-
ble miscnief.

The useful encourages "itsell; for the
multitude proiduce it, and no one can
dispense with it; the beautiful must be
encouraged ; for few can set it forth, and
many need It.

Old age seizes upon an ill-spent youth
like tire upon a rotten house; It was rot-
ten before and must have fallen itself,
80 that it I3 no more than one ruin pre-
venting ancther.

The footprint of the savage traced In
the sand is sulficient to sttest the pre-
sence of man to the atheist, who will
not recognize God, whose hand is im-
presced upon the entire universe.

The person who grieves suffers hils
passion to grow upon him, he indulges
it, he loves it; but this never happens in
a case of actual pain, which no oue ever
endured willingly for any considerable
time,

The world is a looking-gless, acd
gives back to every man the reflection of
lis own face. Frown atitand s will
turn aod look surly upon you; laugh at
it und with it, and it Is & pleasant, kind
companlon,

Itis an admitted fact in Japan and
Chins that the older the tree the belter
the tea. The shruba which supply the
nobles of Japan with the favorite bev-
cruge are sald w be, in many lostanoes,
500 years old.

The nutrient property of many of our
most delicious fruits ks less than one per
cent, and yet the most perfect health
and strength may be malutained u &
moderate diet of brown bread and frult.
— World of Science,

The habit of exaggeration, like dram-
drinking, becomes & slavish necessity,
and they who practice It pass thelr
lives in & kind of mn{nifylng medinm
through which they look upon them-
selves and everything around them.

Be civil and obliging to all, dutiful
where God and pature command you;
but friend to one, and that friendship
keep sacred, as the greatest tia upon
earth, and be sure to ground It upon
virtue, for no other I8 either happy or
lasting.

If & Brabmin dies, his widow dons a
garb either wll white or all red. As
thess ladies of Bombay wmarry when
seven or elght years of age, they are not
unirequently widows at ten, after
which they ure forced to remalu single,
and do the drudgery for the housshold.

Exertion and enjoyment are the
two sppointed conditions of mortal ex-
istence. Kither, without the other, Is
dead and slone. All work and no pl
is mere misery. All play and no wor
is also miserable, with the great aggrs-
vation of belng also contemptible be-
aludes,

The goodness which struggles and
battles, and goes down deep, aud soars
Wigh, 18 the stulf of which herolsm ls
made, by which the world is salted and
kept pure. It Is the seed which bears
frult in martyrs and makes men nobler
than their nsature—and demi- and
the prophets of a better time.

If you have no sense of need, how
can you pray ! Would you knock at the
door of charity, and then tell the good
man of the house that you require noth-
jug of him? I8 not that mau an arrant
trﬁler. who rings the surgery
tells the surgeoh that
she matter with him, and does
his care? Prryers
upon a sense of need are
Spurgeon.




