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, . . .BETTER THAN GOLD.

Here it: .sound philosopy beautifully ex-

pressed, and if we carried tlie truths thus
spoken into our daily lives, we would be
better and happier.

JSvttcr thuii guM is tlio Mvcet

Or the sons of toil when their laliors close;
Jietter than goM it the poor man's sleep.
And the balm that drops on his slumbers deep.
livings sleepy draughts to the dow ny lied,
Where luxury pillows his aching head,
II is simple opiate labor deems
A shorter road to the lands of dreams.

ld'ttej' than gold is a thinking mind.
That in the realm of hooks can llnd
A treasure surpassing Australian ore.
And live with the great and good of yore.
The sage's lore and the poet's lay.
The glories of empire passed away,

. The world's great drama will thus unfold
', And yield a pleasure better than gold.

.

Jietter than gold is a peaceful home, ,

"Where all the firesides charities come,
'1'he shrine of love, the heaven of life,

' Hallowed by niotheror sisteror wife.
However humble the home may be,
Or tried w ith sorrow by heaven's decree,
The blessings that never were bought or sold,
And'center there, are better than ffold.

MABEL'S MISTAKE.
nY AMY IIAXDOI.I'H.t

Mabel Weir's Aunt Thyrza, and her
cousin George, wanted her to stay at home
and be a milliner; but Mrs. Kosslyn, from
the city, having gone into raptures over a
sketch of Mabel's, wanted her to go to
New York and be an artist, and Mabel de-

termined to go.
In vain were Aunt Thyrza's remon-

strances and George's earnest reasoning.
Mabel's wilful and self-relia- nt nature as-

serted itself against everything. Be an
artist she would, and Aunt Thyrza finally
gave up the point, .with no very good
grace.

"Let her have her own way, George a
thankless, ungrateful girl, who is willing
to give up the friends w ho have reared her
the moment a simpering city lady comes
along with a few smooth words of flattery !

Don't say another word, George!"
And George did not say another word!

Mabel was determined and George felt
sore and hurt that she could be so willing
to leave them. Well, let her go !

Mrs. Kosslyn was delighted she knew
that Mabel would take the world of ai t by
storm. Of course, she would introduce
her to the first artists in the city; Mabel
should be "brought out"' in society at her
own Thursday evening receptions all,
according to her enthusiastic representa-
tions, would be plain sailing and Mabel
Weir wondered that she had so long been
contented to remain in obscurity, with her
light hidden under a bushel !

80 she packed her trunk, and came to the
great city, engaging, through a married

one forlorn litrte room, in a
third rate boarding house, because it was
cheap, and Mabel knew that she must
study economy.

And now commenced the first chapter
of her Artist-Life- !

'Yes. she has some talent," said Signor
Vincinopelli, curiously eyeing Mabel's
simple array of canvas. does ligures
verv tolerably, and, with a year or two of
hard study may be able to produce some-
thing worth framing. Of course she only
paints to amuse herself?"'

'She wished to make a profession of it,"
said Mrs. Kosslyn, rather blankly, without
venturing to meet .Mabel s eve. '

"A profession ! Oh, ah, indeed !" and Sig
nor Vincinopelli took snuff vehemently.
"Our young friend will have to polish up a
great deal, Mrs. Kosslyn a great deal, in
deed ! Hut diligent study will sometimes
accomplish wonders and if Miss Weir
chooses to put herself under my charge.
why there is room for another easel in my
studio. My terms are ten dollars per les
son."

"Ten dollars per lesson !" Mabel's heart
sank to think how soon her poor nimurcu
dollars would melt into nothing at that
rate. But she dared not utter the feeble
remonstrance that rose to her lips, so vol
ubly was Airs. Kosslyn accepting tlie Uis- -
tiniruished maestro s oner lor her.

"I will take half a dozen lessons1.'! she
thought, "and perhaps then I shall be able
to sell a picture."

The days passed on. Mabel's half dozen
lessons drew to a close, and at last she
mustered up courage to ask Signor Vicin-opel- li

if he thought she could ever become
a famous artiste! The signor took snuff,
critically.

"My dear young friend, you paint toler
ably well so, so. But as for an artist
frankly, no! There is no originality, no
breadth of talent. You might paint very
nice little pictures to hang round your
boudoir to give to vour friends, but. to
make reputation, or realize a fortune
honcstlv. Miss Mabel, I think not!"

So Mabel paid her sixty dollars into' the
maestro's hands, packed up ner coior-Do- x

and ualette, and crept dispiritedly Home,
wondering how she should manage to pay
her board bill and tlie washerwoman.

Mrs. Kosslyn was her first thought, in
the hour of distress. She had made much
of Mabel nt her Thursday evening recep-

tion. Mr. Guy had condescended to flirt
languidly with her, and the fashionable
lady had" culled her "her sweet little pro- -

teire "
"She will surely help me," thought

Mnhel.
Mrs. Kosslyn, by great good luck, hap

pened to be at home, and Mabel weir was
shown into tlie drawing-roo- where the
purple satin curtains, fringed and tasseled
wirb rnld. shut out the afternoon light.
and statues and picture frames glimmered
tVmtlv throiisrh the artihcial dusk.

-- Hear me. Miss Weir, is it you? and at
so inconvenient an hour, just when my
linlr dresser comes!

Mrs. Kosslvn had entered all in a rustle
with stiffsilks and fluttering tulle stream
er.:, a diamond aierette at her breast, and
snarklinsr all over with bracelets, rings
mill ehains.

"Yes, Mrs. Kosslyn," Mabel made answer,
vnrl.er rimidlv. "I called to see if you
would use vour influence to to help ine

dispose of that little painting you were
kind enough to admire, up in the country.
If you would allow me to hang it in yoir
parlor, until until some one might fancy

"Oh ! dear me.! it's finite out of the ques-
tion !" ejaculated Mrs. Kosslyn. with a toss
of the tulle streamers. -- 1 can't turn, pic-
ture dealer. Keally, Miss Weir, yotj are
expecting too much of me. I've don my
best to introduce you, and give eclat to
your debut, but, really, you have proved
such a a failure, if 1 may call it so "

Mabel rose quietly,
"1 beg your pardon, Mrs. Kosslyji. I will

intrude upon you no more. I have been
utterlymistaken in my estimation of you
from the very beginning ! Good afternoon.'

And ourheroine walked out of the house,
with a dignified step that was piteously
belied by the tumultuous throbbings of
her heart", and the blindi'grush of indignant
tears to her eyes.

She went straight to a jewelry store,
where she parted with-hc- gold chain, a
locket that had held her mother's hair, and
an unpretending little brooch, set with
two or three garnets, for about a-- third of
their real value.

"1 can at least pay my board bill," said
Mabel to herself, "and then "

She had not the heart to think, or plan
further ahead, poor wearied, distracted
little Mabel, but walked silently homo- -
ward, holding tight the purse which con-
tained herhumble all.

The landlady, a buxom, motherly sort of
person, received Mabel s money with verv
evident surprise and satisfaction. She had
begun to doubt the probability ot getting
her pay from the pale, harrassed, lovely
girl, whose clothes were growing so shabby
day by day.

ihank you, iMiss i eir. 1 es, 1 11 write
out a receipt directly. Oh, I forgot to tell
you there's a young gentleman waiting
111 the parlor to see you.

A younsr eentleman to see nie : ' and
Mabel went into the parlor, completely at
a loss to imagine whom it could possibly
be.

"Mabel !"
"Cousin Geortre. can it. he von V"

She sobbed almost hysterically, as he
folded her hands in his strong clasp. Ah !

this was better, truer than Mr. Guy Koss
lyn!

1 he reason ol his unexpected visit was
soon explained. Aunt Thyrza had slipped
down stairs and sprained her ankle. She
was sick and lonely, and wanted to see
Mabel.

I suppose you are a great artist now,"
said George Weir, apologetically, "hut we
thought that you wouldn t nitnu coming
for a little while, iust to please mother and

and me !

Mabel burst into tears again.
"Oh, George, I am so miserable I have

been such a fool !"
nd, with much faltering, and many in

terruptions, Mabel told the sad story of
the blight that had fallen upon her artistic
prospects,

I will go home with vou, and be a mil
liner, George," she said, meekly. "Aunt
Thyrza was right. I was not born to
achieve fame as an artist."

A milliner, eh?" said George, doubt
fully. "Don't you think you had better
marry me, llal, anu uecuuie a lai uiei .s

wife?"
"Oh, ifrTe!'

Oh, Mabel! I think it would be by far
the most sensible plan. You know I love
you you know I'd try my best to make
you a good, honest husband. Come, Mabel,
say yes."

A taint smile dimpled the corners ol
Mabel's mouth.

I took my own way the last time we
discussed my future, George; now I'll take
yours. But what will Aunt Thyrza say ?"

Sue will be delighted, Alabel it is tlie
darling wish of her own heart.

So Mabel Weir left behind her all the
foolish aspirations, the impossible hopes of
her girlhood, and became the dearly loved
wife of George, her cousin. And Signor
Vnicinopelli and Mrs. Kosslyn laded into
tilings of the fevered, restless past, and
Maljcl was very, very happy.

'
. MEN OF GENIUS. .

Tosso's conversation was neither gay nor
brilliant. Dante was neither taciturn or
satirical. Butler was neither sullen or
biting Gray seldom talked or smiled.
Hogarth and Swilt were absent minded in
company. Milton was very unsociable
and irritable, when pressed into conversa-
tion. Kirwan, though copious and elo
quent tn public addresses, was meagre and
dull in colloquial discourses. Virgil was
heavy in conversation.- - La Fontaine ap-

peared heavy, coarse stupid, he could not
speak and describe what he had just seen ;

but then he was the model of poetry.
Chaucer's silence was more agreeable than
his conversation. Dryden's conversation
was slow and dull, his humor saturnine
and reserved. Cornelius in conversation
was so insipid that he never failed in
wearying; he did not even speak correctly
that language of which he was such a mas-
ter. Ben Johnson used to sit silent in
company and suck his wine. Southey was
stilt", sedate, and wrapped up in asceticism.
Addison was good company with his inti-
mate friends, but in mixed company he
preserved his dignity by a stiff and re-
served silence. Pox in conversation never
flagged; his animation and vivacity were
inexhaustible. Dr. Bentley was loqua-
cious, as was also Grotius. Goldsmith
"wrote like an angel and talked like poor
Poll." Burke was entertaining, enthusi-
astic, and interesting in conversation.
Curran was a convivial deity. Leigh Hunt
was a pleasant stream in conversation.
Carlyle doubts, objects, constantly demurs.

"Mvski.k." A young man. very poor,
having no money" to put on the plate at a
missionary meeting, wrote in a slip .of
paper, "myself," and dropped that in.
llow many among our many readers will
say to the Lord, "I will give "myself ' to
the missionary cause ?" May this not be
your duty? Come, think of it; pray over
It. .lesus gave himselt tor you.

To be happy, the "passions must be
cheerful and gay, not gloomy and melan-
choly. A" propensity to hope and joy is
real riches one to fear and sorrow, real
poverty.

Philosophers themselves, like the stoic
gentlemen of Marmontel, after praising
simplicity of living, often sink to sleep on
heavy suppers and beds of down.

THE ANATOMY OF THE HUMAN FRAME.

It might well be a matter cf surprise
that we should know so little &.f tlie me-

chanism ot the human frame. Curiously
wrought and fashioned is the- house. we
live in; and in ahe minute and careful ex-
amination of it. axloration for Ciat Divine
heart and harvl which have planned its
mysteries slioi'Jd till the heart with glad
and grateful surprise and joy.,
. The careful investigations oi' anatomists
disclose some curious facts, which may be
of interest t the reader.

In the hnsaan skeleton, about the-tim-

of maturity, are 105 bones. .

The muscles are about 500 in number.
The length of the alime. alary- canal is

about 32 Utt.
The amount' of blood in an adult averages

3(1 pounds, or full one-fift- h of tlie entire
weight.

The heart is six inches in leiigth! fluid

four inches in diameter, and beats 0 times
per minute, 4.200 times per hour; lOUSOO

per day, 30,72.000 times per year. :,.-.- -

44(1.000 in three-scor- e and ten ; at each beat
two and a half ounces of blood are thrown
out of it. 17") per minute. !5i; pounds per,
hour. T3.l tons per day. All the bltnid in
the body passes through the heart in three
minutes. '

The lungs will contain about one galloi)
of air. We breathe on an average 1.200 per
hour; inhale (00 gallons of air. or 24.400'
gallons' per day. .

The aggregate surface of the air cells ol
the lungs exceeds 20.000 squa inches.'an
area very nearly equal to JlJ floor of a
room twelve feet square. J ,

The average weight of the. brain, of an
adult male is three pounds and eight
ounces, of a female two pounds and four
ounces. The nerves are all connected with
it directly, or by the spinal mar- - owl These
nerves, together with their branches and
minute ramifications, probablv exceed

ill number.
The skin is composed of three layers,' and

varies from one-four- th to one-eig- of an
inch in thickness. Its average area in an
adult is estimated to be 2,000 square inches.
The atmospheric pressure . about
fourteen pounds to the squarejneh a per-
son of medium size is subjected to a pres-
sure of 40,000 pounds ! Kach square inch
of skin contains 3,500 sweating tubes, or
perspiratory pores, each of which may be
likened to a little drain tile one-four- th of
an iiiL-- long, making an aggregate length
of the entire surface of the body of 201,161
feet, or a tile ditch for draining the body
almost forty miles long.

Here, then, are some of the wonders be-
longing to the house we inhabit.

"Know Thyself," is an injunction but
poorly obeyed. A more perfect knowledge

a more thorough study of the human
frame might at least lead to a better care
and training and prolongation of life.
Surely "tre ore fearful hi and vi)iderfu!li
tdikIc!" ' '

'
OWNING A HOME.' -

Henry Ward Beecher recently said if lie
was a Pope no a King he thought he
should make a better King than a Pope
no young man should be a joy iieyman
without having a piece of laud, Theie is
nothing that anchors a ' ground.
A young man that has got a plat in the
city, or an acre in the country, with a good
adviser on it, gives a mortgage to the State
that he will be thrifty, honest, sober and
industrious. Such a man the devil soon
abandons. Where you have a whole com-
munity of laborers, society begins to ap-
proach the ideal of American industry.
He liked Philadelphia better than New-York-

any other city in the country,
not because it hascleanerstreets or broader
brims, but because there was a larger per
centage of the houses owned, by the
people who occupy them than in any other
city in the world. That is tlie true idea of
American industry. It must also be vir-
tuous, and must be deeply rooted in pros-
perity iu the household.

INFLUENCE.

Some persons falls discouraged 011 the
highway of life because they cannot be this
or that eminent person. Xo person who
ever has or ever will live, is without influ-
ence. Why not make the' most of that?
Since you cannot grasp that which you
wish, why let what you have slip through
your lingers? Xo person in the world is
exactly like you. You have your own
faults, but you have also your own exel-lenei- es

individual to yourself. Let them
be seen. Because you are not a poet,
should you not be a good merchant? Be-
cause you cannot go to college, should you
therefore forswear the alphabet? Because
you cannot build a' palace, should you not
rejoice in your own humble roof, and that
because it is your own ? Will not the sun
also shine into your windows, if you do
not obstinately persist in shutting it out?
If you do not have a whole hot-hou- se full
of "flowers, may you not nave one sweet
rose ? '

Kklics of thk Past. In an oak stump
not far from Richmond, Ky.. a black ebony
casket, badly decayed, was recently found,
which had evidently been deposited there
by Daniel Boone himself. In the box
were twcnty-thie- e Knglish coins of the
denomination of half crowns, a plain,
round silver medal, marked "I). B," and
eight old Spanish doubloons, of the date of
1772. There were several articles of cut-
lery, among them a silver-handle- d Spanish
stilletto, with "Boone" carved on it in
awkward characters, and a cup and saucer
made of delf, beautifully figured. A cu-

riously wrought wooden spoon was sadly
eaten "by worms. There were several gun
flints and some small parcels, the contents
of which had entirely decayed.

WHAT JESUS DID FOR ME.

We may learn a profitable lesson from
the poor lndian lnhis wilderness home,
who. when asked what the Lord had done
lor him, gathered some dry leayes into a
circle, and, placing a worm in the center,
set them on lire. As the flames drew
nearer on every side, and were about to
consume the worm, he lifted it .out, and
placed it safely on a rock, looking up and
said. "This is what Jesus did for me." O
for like simplicity and faith, that we may
feel that, if saved, it must be by no works
of our own, but by the Omnipotent hand,
which alone can rescue us from the ever-
lasting flames and place us safely on the
rock Christ Jesus. '' "

4 ,

SHALL WE MEET AGAIN A BEAUTIFUL EXTRACT.

The following waif, afloat on the "sea of
reading," we clip from an exchange. We
do not know its paternity, but it contains
some wholesome traths.1 beautifully set
forth : ,

"Men seldom think of' the great eve-s- of
death until the shadow falls across their
own path, hiding lower from their eyes
the traces of the-love- ones whose living
smiles were the sunlight of their existence.
Iteath is the .great antagonist of life, and
tl cold thought of the tomb is the skele-
ton at all feasts. We do not want to go
through tlie dark valley, although its pas-
sage .may lead, to Paradise; arxl with
Charles Lamb, we do not want to lie' down
in the muddy grave, everi with kiacs and
princes for our s.

But the fiat ot nature is inexorable.
There is no appeal of relief from th- great
law which dooms us to dust. We, flourish
ami we fade as the leaves of the forest, and
the flower that blooms and withers in a
day lias not ivlrailer hold upon :life than
the mightiest monarch that ever shook
the earth with his footsteps. Generations
of men appear and vanish as the "rass.aiid
the countless multitude that thitws the
world y. will rii.. as
the footsteps on the shore.

In the beautiful drama of Ion. the in-

stinct of immortality, so eloquently littered
by the death devoted Greek, finite a deep
response in every thoughtful soul. When
about to yield his young existence as a
sacrifice his beloved, t lemanthe
asks if they shall not meet again, to which
he replies: "l have asked that dreadful
questioat of the hills that look eternal of
the clear streams that flow forever of the
stars among whose fields of azure mv raised
spirit hath' walked in glory. All were
dumb. But while I gazo upon thy living
face, I feel that there is something in tlie
love that mantles through its beauty that
cannot wnoiiy perish. He shall meet
again, Clemanthe."

''
. GOO.

Pluck, that beautiful flower, look n't it a
long time. Become conscious that it is
the expression of a beautiful thought of
some mind. This, is the magic key that
wilj unlock the reason of all nature. . All
the flowers are thoughts realized. Pass
from the flower to the trees. The rounded
maple, the graceful elm, the straight pop-
lar, the bending, w illow every tree is the
thought of some mind. Pass from trees to
mountains. How mighty these realized
thoughts! Look at the sea. What an un-
divided thought! Ponder the whole earth.
A world of some creating mind. Gaze at
the Stars, lhouglits line the firmament.
How great, how wise, how lovely,-how-potent- ,

how incomprehensible the spirit
whose thoughts are thus put forth! "The
heavens declare the glory of God, and the
firmament showeth his handiwork, and
night unto night showeth knowledge-Th- ere

is no speech nor language where
their voice is not heard." He that built
all things is God. We walk upon and in
the midst of His realized thoughts. How
carefully and lovingly toward Him should
we walk !

A?? ; a 'certain l'dageTiaving
bought a loaf of ugar which had been
adulterated w ith sand, inserted in the local
paper the following advertisement:
Xotice I bought of a grocer in this village
7 lb. of sugar, from which I have extracted
lib. of sand. If the rascal wJio cheated
me. will send to my address 7 lb. of sugar
(the Scriptural measure of restitution) I
wil be satisfied. If not I will expose him.
The next day nine 7 lb. packages of sugar
were left at the advertiser's house, there
being nine grocers in the village, and each
supposing himself to have been detected

AVork. without useful aim or end. is not
occupation nor employment. When the
tread-mi- ll was introduced a a model of
punishment, the wretched prisoners felt
themselves more degraded by "doing
nothing," as they called it. than by their
crimes. How many ladies in fashionable
life are doomed lor years to feel the bit-
terness of "doing nothing !"' What wonder
if they are nervous, irritable and diseased.
Useful work, or satisfactory employment,
is as essential to tlie health'of theriiindas
that of the body.

r , " -

"How fortunate I am in meeting a "rain-bea- u"

in this storm." sxid a young lady
who was caught in a shower the other
day. to her beau of promise, who happened
to conic along with an umbrella. -- And
I," saidlie, gallantly, "am as much rejoiced
as the poor Laplander, when he has caught
a "rein-de- er !"

AsTiioxo.MK-AL- Astronomers tell us
that the moon is drawing gradually nearer
to the earth, by about an inch every year.
They have also discovered that the day is
about of a second longer
than it was 2,000 years ago. From this
there is no immediate danger of being
moon-struc- k.

Make friends of your creditors if 'ou
can; but never make a creditor of your
friend: it only gives him another excuse
for being disagreeable.

All author has an easy time in the world;
whenever he gets out of money all he has
to do is to write for more.

A tender hearted railway engineer says,
he never runs over a man when he can
help it, because it musses up the track so.

Why is the profession of a dentist a most
anomalous one? Because the more he
stops" the faster he gets on.

. Said an old toper to his comrade the
other day : "If one swallow makes a sum-
mer, what a tropical region your stomach
must be, old fellow!"

Of all thieves, fools are the worst; they
rob yon of time and temper.

Why is an egg like a colt ? Because it is
not tit to use till it is broken.

A fashionable lady says "the latest thing
out" is her husband.

Waste nothing: neither money, time nor
talent.

Kesolve to perform what you ought;
perform what you resolve.

Better to be upright with poverty, than
wicked with plenty

IS--

CHARLIE ON THE BRIDGE.

js
"Xow," said Charles Piper's Mother to

him as he went out of the door to go to
school, "don't you harbor that thief w

remember."
"Xo. mother. I will not." answered

Charlie deliberately and emphatically.
What! a boy of Charlie Piper's age to

harbor a thief? One would think that he
could have Mothing to do with thieves?
Yes, one woaM suppose six and yet there
was one thief so sly that he used to insin-
uate himself into Charlie's good graces,
and Charlie used to go with him; and al-

though lie well knew that it grieved his
mother, a;xl certainly hurt his character,
yet, it was- some time before- iie had firm-
ness enough to take a manlv stand against
him. . ' .

' ,
As he iir,hes off to school, his mother

bids him. ".lieiimmher!'''.
On he goes until he gets almt over the

bridge, when he stops-- n minute to watch
the little fishes darting about in the water
below. '

He almost wished he were h lish, that he
had no grammar to learn or copy to write;
he was sure fishes must be very happy,
with nothing to do the livelong" day but
play in the water. Charlie well knew that
he had not a moment to spare on the bridge;-h-

knew that precisely live minutes after
nine the master fastened the door for pray-
ers, and no tardy boy could get in; he kne'w
it was too bad to lose a w hole half dav's
school; but for all that he kept stoppin"
and delaying. In fact his old companion
the thief, was by his side, ready to steal
his precious moments, so the boy kept
stopping, thinking about the fishes, and
saying, --Oh, it is not pleasant to be cooped
up in that .old school room." until all at
once, that mother's word, "Kemember,"
rushed into his mind. It seemed as if she
spoke again in his ear.

lie started up from his longing attitude,
threw back his arms as much as to say.
"Hands off. Mr. Thief!" and took to h'is
heels in the direction of the school-roo-

Charlie ran with all his might. He arrived
just at the moment the master was about
locking the door and happily got in.

"Good !" said Charles, looking as glad as'
he could be; "good! I have made niy es-
cape this time, I have. Good-by- e. Mr.
Thief, yon and I have, I hope, done having
dealings together."

Charlie was as good as his word ; instead
of being a boy always behind, he became
the soul of promptness. V

Hereafter, "procrastination" which the
proverb called the thief of time, kept at a
distance, and at last ceased to trouble him
altogether. .

Xow, do our young readers' know what
a bad thing this procrastination is? Pro-
crastination is the spirit of delaying of
being behind hand iu our undertakings,
and engagements and duties. It is aptlv
callcd a thief, for it robs us of our best
treasure time.

Did you notice how it was trying to steal
Charlie's time on the bridge ? Avoid this
thief; say. VI lands off," whenever he tempts
vou Vyy Ml your duties; and do reso- -,

lu'LtfjVTi j.rf.ihiptly whatever yo:i hav?
to do, or as the Bible expresses it, "What-
soever you do, do it heartily, as to the
Lord." Such a course will certainly rid
you of the troublesome and. dangerous
presence of this thief. 'Try it. Children's
Friend, London.

A HINT TO TOUCHY PEOPLE.

"1 learned a good lesson when I was a
little girl." says a lady. "One frosty morn-
ing I was looking out of the window into
my father's farm yard, where stood many
eows, oxen and horses, waiting to drink.
Tlie cattle all stood very silent and meek,
till one of the cows in attempting to turn
round, happened to hit her neighbor,
whereupon the neighbor kicked and hit
another. In five minutes the whole herd
were kicking each other with great fury.
My mother laughed and said :

"See what comes of kicking when you
are hit."

--Just so, I have seen one cross word set
a whole family by the ears on a frosty
morning. Afterward, if my brother or
myself" were a little irritable, she would
say :

Take care my children ; remember how
the light in the farm-yar- d began. Xever
return a kick for a hit, and you will save
yourself a good deal of trouble.' "

THREE STEPS TO HEAVEN.

Kev. Kowland Hill once visited a poor
man of weak intellect, and on conversing
with him, said :

"Well, Richard, do vou love the Lord
Jesus Christ?"

"To be sure I do; don't you ?"
"Heaven is a longway off." said the min-

ister, "and the journey is difficult."
"Do you think so? I think heaven is

very near."
"Most people think it a very difficult

matter to get to heaven."
"I think heaven is very near," said Kich-ar- d

again, "and the way to it is very short;
there are only three steps."

"Mr. Hill replied. 'Only three steps."
Kichard repeated. "Yes, only three

steps."
"And pray." said the pastor, "what do

you consider those three steps to be?"
"Those three steps are out of self, vnto

Christ, into glory."

Enough for Both. A little sparrow-lighte-

upon a trough where a horse was
taking his feed. "Horsie," said the little
sparrow timidly, "let me pick a little, only '

a grain or two. and you will still have a
enough."

"Help yourself," said the horse to the
sparrow, "help yourself; there's enough
for both you and me."

And so they ate together, and neither
the one nor the other "suffered from hun-
ger; and when the warm sunshine came, ,

and swarms of flies began buzzing around,
the sparrow killed them by hundreds, and
so the horse was well paid.

Prosperity is no jnst scale; adversity is
the only balanee to weigh friends.

Xo man can avoid his own company, so
he had best make it as good as possible.

Always tell the truth ; you will fitid it
easier than lying. ,

Si


