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Bet.t.er in the Morning.

*You egn tfulp the bnbv, parson,
Bat still T want ye to go

Down an look in npen her,
An' read an’ pray, yon know,

Ounly last week she was skippin' round
A pullin’ my whiskers and hair,

A olimbin' up to the table --
Into her llltla high cl:mr

*“ The first n:gl;t that she took it,
“When her little cheeks grew red,

Whed shé k:lud goeod wmight to pqm,
And went away to-bed— * .

Bez she, * "Tis headache, papa,
}!e begter in mornin’—bye ;

Aﬁ‘-’ somethin' in bow she said it

-y Jush made me want & ery.

** But the mornin’ brought the fever,
Andhér Tittle hands were hot,

An’'‘the pretty red uv her little cheeks
—Grew into a crimson spot.

* DBaut she laid there jest ez patient

*  Ezever a woman eould,

Takin' whatever we give her
. Better'n-a grown woman would.

* The days are terrible long an’ slow,
An' she's growin’ was in each | -
An' now she's jest esalippin’
Clear away-sgut uv our'réach: -
Every night when I kiss her,
Tryin' hard not to ery,
Bhe says in a way- that kills me—
‘ Be better in mernint--—b;u I’

So I want ye to come an' pray,
And talk with mother a little—
“Yon'll know jest what to say,.. .
_Not that the baby needs it,
Nor that we make any complaing

The smile uv tha_ little saint.”

L,

I walked along with the corporal,
To the-door of his humble hohe,
« To which the silent messenger
Before me-had alread ¥y come ;
And if he had been a titled prince,
I would ng} have been honored more,
Than I was ;} his heartfelt welcome

To his lowly edtiage uvor,

- Y= L]
Night falls again in. the cottage ;
They move in silence and dread
Around the room where the baby
Lies panting upon her bed
‘' Does baby knew papa, darling "
And she moves her little face,
‘With answer that shows slie knows him;
But scarcely a visible trace.

Of her wodderful infantile beaunty
Remains as it was before

The unseen, silent messenger
Had waited at the door.

** Papa—kiss—baby ;—I's—so—tired.”
The man bows low his face,

And two swollen hands are lifted
In baby's last embrace.

And into her father's grizzled beard
The little red fiugers cling,

While her husky whispered tenderness
Tears from a rock weuld wring.

. ** Baby ——is——80——sick——papa—

But—don't—want—you—to—ery ?"

The little hands fall on the coverlet—
‘“Be—better—in—mornin'—bye I"

. And night around baby is falling,

Settling down dar, dense ;

Does God need their darling in heaven
That he must carry lrer hence ?

I prayed, with tears in my voice,
As the corporal solemnly knelt,

With such grief as never before
His great warm heart bad felt.

Oh | frivolous men and women |

nigh—

Alike from the Iunn‘bh u‘ﬂln‘hty
Goeth up evermore the ory: :

“‘ My child, my precious, my darling,
How can I let yon die?”

Oh ! hear ye the white lips whisper—
** Be—Dbetter—in —mornin'—bye I”

—Luaxpen 8, Coax,
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- rosebud mouth when aunty pm
her the towel todry the great pile
ql'wetphklmdcnpcjm oul'. of |
the dishwater. - :

But.on this particular morning.
everything had gone wrong, for
ussie did not get up when -

o

-Imuu--phfw " umd nap,

g e

- ————— ___...;_.-.

so when she at last made hur ap- ‘be.  Onee.that
pearaice™n the kitchen, all lmd[lv through the

L

formstalked prnu:l- ju with misforturie, and requirés to be
y seepes of plea- | | reconstructed by the aid of needle

[meve uT.‘mml till af Tast there came-

out, “and I wouldn't mind ohly if
‘will be to do again at dinner, and

get through, and the knives and

x
"

“* She can't get th n;-the n‘ifr;ht, parson, |

. That God sees to think he's needin’ |

caten breakfast, and she
nhllgml to éomtent herself with cold |
‘o and seraps, just for the \mrld,.
hke old Punch and Carlo did.

No wonder she wasall out of |
sorts and wishied . people could eat |

days aunty “told her about sOme- |
times ; but there they were wait- |
ing to be put in their places on the |
Lup'?umnl and the clock almost |
ready to strike eight, but atlllE
| Guasie frowned, while aunty said |

in, O my! which sonnded like |
tears were not far off, and “whigh'!
caused_aunty  to Jook quickly at!
the E_Ii)om‘} littlé face on thee other |
side of the table. “I never can do
itall, I know 1 can’t,” ‘she jirked

after supper too, and I never will

forks are to scour this morning,
and thcy never do stay r-.wnurud
U&m ;

Then, there dn]l lnrﬂmmu‘ fm
work well begun is alrtm) half

| done, the knives won't he - lioed to

brighten this time if a 1ck lmsht.i
girl does it, and you'll not be too|
late for school yet if’ you hurry, and |
aunty wiped some of the dikhes |

A 'Iltr‘*\l_]f awhile Gussie cat(hm« the |

infeetion -of . aunty’s cMerfulness |
worked away” willingly.enough, till |
she came to the knives, when she |

| eouldn’t find the pan with the!

u']lh]l por- she couldn't find a |

the hand of Time, that withers the |
flower of yesterday, has warpéd

t!\at hg\ms and destroyed .the noble | as jagged as a streak of Ii,ht.onm

| carriage.  Onet; af your age, he
| possessed the tlmuamul theughts

wishing to accomplish deeds’ worthy
of & nook in fame, anon fmagining
{life a dream that the sodner he
awoke from the hetter,  But he has
lived the dream very near through.
| The titne to awake is very near at

hand ;. .\‘?ut his eye- ever kindles at |

old deeds of daring, and the hand
takés a firmer grasp at the staff
Bow low. the head, boy, as you
would in your-old age ln. rever-
tnced —Ehristian,

J ohn Ploughma.n on Perfection.

—

\Ir Spurgeon, writing under his

{ signature of John Ploughman, ex-

presses the following ferse and
homely views on t.be subject of hu-
man perfection:

Heé who boasts of being perfect
is perfect, in folly. Thave been a
good deal up }a._gd.du“ n in the wurid
awd 1 neitherdid see aperfect horse
or a perfect man, and I never shall
until two Sundays comne -together.
You cannot get white flour out of a
| coal sack, nor perfection out of -hu-
'man nature; he~ \»ﬂm looks for it
'had betterlook for sigar in the sea.
| Fhe old saying is, “Lifeleks, fault-
Of dead men we should kay
nothing but_good, but as for the
living, they are all tarred, more or

I less.’

h*mn ner. to pound up the big piece | | lgss, with the blaek 1
of brick, nor she couldn’t find a rag, | .1, eye can soe 1k,

but as every trhmu at last finds an l a Hyf'l place in it,
end, so.Gussie's knives with a little | has its black drop.

blades,

srush, and half

_Every head has

every heart
ry rose has
of aunty's help lay there before hgr, . s pncLlus and ever ¥ its night.

thanking her-with their }'”bht' Even the sun shows spnts, and thu

| skies dre darkengdy withclouds.

Domhowthifmndm,nﬁ'

blue qu_lnd drawing down the

She stopped to count them once |
more, to be sure they were ‘all |
there, and at last put tiem side by |
side in the knife box, naming them, |
and laughing to herself as she did |
so, first old white handle, then
broken end, then old nick in the
side, that looked like John had
taken a bite out of it, and thus
through the whale eight of them.

By the time she was ready for |
aunty to braid-her hair Fer troubles |
had fled and she was in a merry
humor,

Don't you see how easy it was
after all, said aunty, as she combed |
out the tangled flaxen tresses, but
the hair pulled and the old cloud
crept over the face again.

“I don’t want to go to school
every day, why wont one day do ?”

Many a girl bigger than you
asks the same question, but by and
by you will better understand the
meaning of the werses you spoke
last Friday. Can't you say them
for me again, said aunty‘l

0, yes. _

Her trials gone again like bub-
bles, -

“ Over and um-a'-ln
Whichever way I turn, -
I always find in the Book of lite
“Bome lesson which I must learn,
I wust take my tarn at the wheel,
I must grind out the golden grain,
I must work at my task with
“resolute will
Over and over again.”

AXNoON,
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The Old Man.
\ b o .

Bow low the head, boyy do rever-
ence to the old man, Once lika

you, the vicissitudes of life
silvered the hair, and ehngui

e
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Nebody. is so wise but he has folly
|'enough to stock 4 - stall at \«amt)
Fair. Where L could not see the
fool's-cap I have, nevertheless heard
th.e bells jingle. As there is no sun-
shine without some ghadow, so is
all human good mtxad up with
more or less evil ; e}'\pn poor law
guardians have t.heu' little failings,
and parish beadles are not wholly
of heavenly nature. The best wine
has its lees. All men’s faults are

| not Writthn on their foreheads, and
|it'’s quite as well they are not, or

hats would need wide brims; yet'
as SUre as eggs are eggs, f_aulta of
some sort nestle in every man's bo-
som. There is no telling when a
man's sins may show themselyes,
for harés pop out of a ditch just
when you are not looking for them.
A'horse that is weak in the legs
may not stumble for a mile or two,
but it's in himeand the rider had
better hold him up well. The tab-
by eat is not lapping milk just now,
but leave the dairy door open, and
we will see if she is not as bad a
thief as the kitten. There's fire. in

| the flint, cool as it Tooks; wait till

the steel gets a knock at, and you
will see. Everybody can read that
riddle, but it is not everybody that
‘will remember to keep his gunpow-
der out out of the way.of the
candle."—X. Y. Observer.
m-hia;m
“ Single or double, life's full of
trouble,” hath an ancient proverb

N

| well said. No matter wﬁdsm‘u

talent, or edueation, or
msyboithinpunﬂd
a stocking 'l'benmdﬂmlﬂ-
Mﬂﬁ.itwﬁpﬁm
guniuaﬁmunwmm :
Iwmhm
Muw&n'mm
-other

i et
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was | sure,-the betu anl of Yrace; now | and thread, the materials ave all

1

|

“without dishégfhs they  did in. tho{ that pass through-yous brain—now neverthelpgss only an affair of a sim-

him _to | this
witha hole in | selfish

there. If the disaster takes the
shape of a plain slit, if its edges are

or if it appears in the form of a
old-fashioned winklehawk, it 45"

ple seam, and na very. great taleng
for sewing is required. " But a hole
in & stocking is an entirvely differ- |
ent matter. ~ Here there are no two
areasof material with sharply mark-
ed shore lines, distittt capes and
bn'}s aitd peninsulas nicely fitting
into each other, to guidg themender |
and show him wherg and: how to ]
put theri together.
In “the stocking & Hll‘l"‘le thread
breaks. Nothing is lusl: nothing is
gone, and yeb instantly there is va-
cancy, vacuin,  Not a shred of cot-
ton,mot & ﬁk,ment of wool, has dis-
appeared, yet there is the hole,
round as a circle, empty as. space,
enigmatical,. bewildering, disheart-
ening. '
“The-quéstion is now, hew it can
be filled up. 1t is one With which
no maseuline intelleet should at-
tempt to grapple. The mind. of
man may be equal to the invention
of the “electrie telvgrn['ﬂl, he may
build great Lm and measure _the
distance to the i, but —the. intri-
eacies of darning’a hole-in a stock-
iilg are beyond the uttermost limits
of his genius. :

.
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Aunt Polloy‘a Bmd
Sl _
Ini.\'a‘}s Illﬂkt, my breail With
rich, sweet milk, for vou can't make
good things eut of. pm;' ones; don't
econoniize on the necessaries of life,
Ispy. If yog must have econony’, |
+#o-without cake, but make yoie
bread of good materials. Lt -the
milk boil—1 generalyPallow w pint
for & loaf—and - while it is cooling

[throw in a lump of butter as large

2s a 'walout, and' a teaspoonful of
salt. When it is nearly cold, pour :
in your bread-tray and add-a—small
fd.ﬂ.(.l}[\ of baker's yeast and a table=
spoanful of mgar Work in flour
enotigh-to-enableyou to- montd-it-
up.mt.u Iuaws alter it is raise ul, but
do not-have it too stiff Then sét
it aside, covered with a clean towel,
toTrise. It is betber to wmake your 2
bread “at night, for if' you hurry
it by putting it too near the fire it
will be sour. I tell the ghildren
sometimes that~Tread is naturally
fazy ; you ean't hurry lt, it fust
h:we its time, »
—The nrxt. mnrrrinrr moill the
cluugh into' & nice loaf and put it in
the pan-to rise. Be sure that yon
give it time enoughi ;_dofi’ thymry it.
While the bread is rising, keep
J.nur eye on the oven. Den't lot it
be too hut, It takés nearly thrve
quarters of an hour to bake a-loaf -
of this size, mady widh a pint= of
milk, and when it comes out of the
oven it sliould be 4 light thestnut
brown, "

He is more helpless than a spider.
The' latter eonldt go- to, work and |
spin & web- over the orifice, and |
thus repair it neatly if not substan-’| I
tially.
a woman ean really do ¢the wmk as’|
it. ought to be done. She alone | |
knows how to gather up those re-
caleitrant stitches, how to wiggle
and twist_and coax a ueedle in and
out until every one is caught, and |
then how.to weave the thredd back-
ward and forward, in, across, and
around, until the offending hole has
disappeared, and the stocking. is
once more in condition to be worn.
It may have been that women were
expressly created for the purpose of
contending with this stocking diffi-
culty, But the discussion of this
question would carry us away from
the purpose of our article.

She is, however, the only means
so far discovered of gettmg the
thing done properly; and will also
remain so, notwithstanding the fact
some would-be benefactor of the
human race has recently invented a
darning machine. But its opera-
tion is so tedious and the work so
clumsy that women ean well afford
to sneer at so contemptible a rival

Man, being a stocking-wearing
animal, can not afford to be a_mis-
ogamist. The unanimous senti- |,
ment must be, “ Serves him right.”
“Harper's Weekly.

S O R S

Ah Treader, t.hm is a love that
hath 1o tinge of selfishness. A
love that never dieth; that eling-
eth when hope is dead and joy hath
fled ; a love that never faileth, but
is always 'burnmgbrighmt when
you need it most. But it is not
conjugal love; it is not. paternal
affection ; it is mother love, and it |
sustaineth you when' all else fails.
Cherish it tenderly, nourish it eon-
stantly, consider it well.

But ouly the deft fingers of “-\nnm.m bread shouldn’t he just

Mrs. Gay swl the crust, of my
loaves are like the Vienna irlfxln"' -
but for my part, I don't den \ln
as good as Viéenna bread.
want a. pan of nice buisc:
aside sowe of the dough before you
add all the flour that is necessss
for your bread ; add to this three .
or ‘four” ejrs ana‘l a little more but-
ter. lxn-_wl witialess flour than
for bread:  When it is light,- kne ruh!
it again; indeed you may knead it
two or three times in the course of -
the day, but after it is moulded
into Buscuits and set aside to rise,
give plenty of time, so as to b §re
they are perfectly light before put-
ting in the oven,

Try my receipt and when ynu
have provided your family with -
good bread you will not need the
doctor to eure them of dyspepsia,—
Christian Iuteﬂeywme;
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Sleep for Children.

Many farmers make a mistake in
giving their children no more sleep -
than they allow to themselyes.
Childhood requires more sleep than
maturity. The infant does well
when it sleeps pretty much all the
time. As years increase less sleer
is demanded, till we arrive to
second childhood, when sleep, as an
old Greek philosopher expressed it,
hands us over to his twin bml.her
death, Rousing up boys at four
or ﬂve o'clock of a winter's morning
and nemilng them out to do chores,
or on the mountain for a load of
wood, is & sin against Kumanity.
It brings on dileno and premature
old age. We. see many laboring
::: at forty or fifty yeun of age

t over a8 though
it was a :‘1 ‘their energies to
dngolhfoot the other. - ﬂie i
great reason is that they
counted the ll‘ﬂn that should have
been allotted to sleep. 1i & farmer _
to hear the matin song of birds he
| should also make it a rule to go to
bed at same time with the
feathered - Every . man
should study his one constitution,
and eat, sleep and 'war!_h‘nnh
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