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GRANDMOTHER.

For a long tims I did_mt underatand it at all,
I thought that, because grandmothars often
were fecble and old-fashioned, they could never
really fecl as we children do; that they need.
ed no particular notice or emjoyment, for it
was their nature to sit in rooking-ohairs and
knit. They veemed quite different from the rest
of the world, and not to he especially thought
about, that is, by girls who wore as full of merry
plans as we were, Grandmother lived with us,
aa father was her only son, We had a vague
idos that she helped mother mend the clothes,
and knitted all father's winter stockings, be:
sides nome pairs for the ohurch society. We
wore supposed to love her, of course, and were
never openly rude, for indeed we had been
taught to be polite to all aged persons, As for
grandmother, sho was one of those {ul souls
who never make any trouble, but just go on in
their own way so quietly that yon know
they are in the houss,
sometimes, but we girls, in our gay, busy pur-
suita, rarely thought of such AtEi.ng. 8he seem-
ed to have no part in our existence. It wenton
so for some time, till one day I happenod at sun.
dawn to go into the sitting-room, and there sat
dmather, alone. Bh?lud fallen anleep in
E:‘rnchsir by the window., The sun was just
sinking out of sight, leaving a glory of light as
he wont, and in gh'u tgi’org I saw grandmother—
saw her really for rst timo in my life!
She bad boen reading her Bible, and then, as if
there had been no neod of reading more, since
ita treasure already lay shining in her soul, she
had turned the book over in hier lap and leaned
back to enjoy the mninﬂ. I saw it all in
moment, her gentloness, hier patience, hor hap-
piness, Then, while her love and beautiful dig-
nity scemed to fold me like a bright cloud, the
sweet every.day lines in her face told me a se-
oret, that even then in the wonderfu! sunset of
life sho was, O, how human! 8o human that
she missed old faces and old scenes; so human
that she noeded a share of what God was giving
to us,—frionds, home interoats, little surprises
and expectations, loving offices, and, above all,
a recognition in the details of our fresh you
lives. A ¢+ & Qirla
when grandmother woke up, she found us all
three ltuli-ll:;tly into the room, for God had
when I went to tell my sisters about
y k od if she had
; Susie picked her ball of yarn off
carpet whors it had rolled, and began to
wind it, all the while telling bor a ploasant bit
of newn about one of the school girls; and I, well,

Mother sat m’th hor | disel

THE POWER OF MOTIVES,

1t is the motive that makes the man. No
mun {s Lebler than his ruling motive of life.
The good wo get out of our actions dependa on
the miotive more than on the outward result.
If the motive of my deed in good, I grow better;
if the motive is bad, I grow worse, no matber
what outward gain may come to me or to others
by my doed. What can compensate me for
baving bocome worse at the very heart and life
of my being?  *‘What shall it profit a man if
ho gain the whole world and loss his own soult"
aor by certain logical inference, sny part of the

A NEW CLASS OF ROSES,
H, B Ellwanger, ?I‘wuhuhr. gve the

may oonie
at least, but s thews hybri
have only hmaxﬁil]{
England ouly, their definite
in yot unproved, Thoy are,

world, and lose  part of his soul or become less | ET4¢

a man, in the exohange! It in s law that lies

st the root of all endeavor, that the reward of
the doer shall be according to the name in which
he doos his work; that is, uootdinf
Iu';d:u (]

to the
hoart's deopest motive. If in the
name of avarics or ve
the reward of the avaricious and covetous man.
If he gives n cap of cold water in the name of &
he in no wise lose his reward.
*‘Heo that receiveth you, reosiveth me,” sayw
the Savior; “‘and he l!ni recuiveth me, recely-
oth that sent me,” ‘'Ho that recoiveth a
righteous man im4he name of & righteous man,
recoivoth a righteons man's " Ho that
rocoiveth tho Chelst in the name of Love, recelv.
T¥ioagh Sl pomie o Aatind, 1o Mekent pood

rong wer ve, t
in thounir::o comea from the snallest ok,
Heaven comes into the soul from giving a cup
of cold water. Therelore, if I help a poor .

ing animal out of the mire, I want to do it
rom some higher prineiple than the love of an.
imals,  The brute will not pay me.  Possihly
it will turn and stback me as soon as it is (airly
on ita feot. I want to do the kindness in the

namo of infinite bensvolenos, and then, what- |,

ever the beast does, | cannol lose my rewarnd,
The reward is in me, in what I becoms, un-
sought, unthought of, but all the more real and
E::II‘II for vory rosson, — Rev, L, Ham-

Dyws witom Casrston.—Dr, W, H. Grogg, of

ported to be in n ex in
hich hie hopes will result in the prodnction of
' & sarlat.  The chiel feabure of the

“Truxns!” she eriod, in sa exolted
should like to know what's become of
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