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'l'hunmhunr, the Inu'&lunpt
And in the wood-fire's glow

The children cluste? to hear a Ilh
Of that time so long ago,

When grandma’s hair was goldea brora. 3
And the warm blood came and went

O'er the fpoe that scarce was sweeter then
Than now, in its rich content. -

The face is wrinkled snd careworn now,
And the golden bair is gray,
But the ligh ' Jhat shone in_the
girl's eyeq 50 7 T
Has never gone away;
And the needles oatch the w.m
light :
muﬂbﬁﬂ s
With the clicking music thlt grandma
loves,

shuping the stocking-toe.
Aud the waiting childred love it, too
For they know the stocking-song

" Brings many a tale to grandma's mind

Which they hear ere long.
Bat it brings no story of olden time
To grandma’s heart to-night;
Ounly a sermon, qoaint and short,
Is sung by the needles bright.

“ Life is a stocking,”” grandma says,
“And yours is just begun,
Apd I am kniiting the toe of mine
And my work is almost done.
With merry hearts we Dagin to knit,
And the ribbing is almost play;
Bome are gay-colored, and some are white,
And some are ashen gray.

*‘ But most are made of many a hue,
With many a stitch set wrong,
And many a rew to ba sadly ripped-
Ere thé whole is fair and strong.
There are long, plain epaces without a |
break,
That in youth are so hard to bmr,
And many a weary tear iv dropped
As we fashion the heel with care.

“‘ But the saddest, happiest time is that
Which we conat, and yet would shun,
“When our Heavenly Father breaks the

thread,
And says thit onr work is done.”

The childrea came to eay ** good-night,”
With tewrs in their Lright, young eyes,
Whiie in grandwma’s lap, with a broken |

thread,
The finished stocking lies.

- -

- The Old Year a.nd the New.

To-night, the old year drops fato (he
shoreless

Sea! As silently, the new comes in,

With sll its hoarded gifts (perchance its

Deep, durk sorrows) elose-hidden from
our

Wistful eyes. Love's golden key has

Locked them from us, until they fall into

Our waiting hearts, like ripe fruits on the |

Waiting earth,

Another year! And still oar frail
Bark ripples the life sea
With recreant homage we give the praise
To Him who crowned the days with bless-
ing
And our life with golden halos, caught
From heaven's own barnished heights.
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Among the M willows that fringe
Ita banks. ‘Wo see wheré roaring
cataracts ”
Plange over rooky ledges —throwing up
Their jets of spray, iuto the magic sun-

_ nd’:::-h rainbow-hues its flying

crystals.
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Pulsate the sweet air, uﬁltha wuu

phere
Of worlds have ldt their power.
MMM the changeful

Bo dark vith M 8o bright with bless-
ing .

We draw us nearer to the luud.orou,

Discerning where the buried sacrifice

Rose ffom its gloomy sepulcher, and

Bursting the bars, put on immortal

Vestments,

And thus we stand upon the threshold—
We enter the veiled presence—pregoant
With weal or woe, for us and anchor
All our hopes uwpon His word, who

| daid, ** All things sba']l work for good.”

— Record and B\mngeml.

“ Beautiful Snow .

=

Fallmg gently dovm from the open
sky or sifting its way through the
dark green fir trees, comes the “ Beau-
tiful Snow,” like & great white cover-
ing sent by angel hands to. hide all
the dark places of the world.

Nothing is so grand or lofty, and N

nothing is so small or obscuré that it
remains untouched by this magieal
down, which comes falling, ever fall-
ing, until even the streets seem pure
and white, and the restless pines have
ceased to murmur beneath their snowy
burden, while no one would dream
that the old churchyard, beneath all
this pgrity and loveliness, was hold-
ing in jts bosom many graves, the
hopes of many hearts.

But now, the leaden cloud, which
‘has ovérshadowed us only that it
might drop down pure white smow
flowers for the baby fingers, and stars

slowly parted and rolled away, and in
its place we see the “ far off blue of a
cloudless sky.” smiling down upon us.

Looking out upon the world how
beautiful it seems, we do not wonder

' that so many poems have been dedic-

ated to the falling snow, we find our-
selves involuntarily wishing for the
silver tongue of some sweet bard, that
we too way express in fitting words

Anew, we light the altar fires, whu»rem:l

oar
Grateful love shall offer incense, whose
Curling, clondy pillars, shall ever rise
Until they reach the sternal shrone.

Looking back, we see where g
Wrecked hopes strew the angry sea, and
Life is lashed by sudden, shrieking .
Storms, and maddenad waves that bear
Upon our fragile bark, like hordes of
Thirsty foes, to take the last red drop
That holds the life we loved.

When all the world seems a yvast char-
pels

Honse. for baried joys, and bleaching
Bones, of hopes that wait no resurrection,
Where hearts are leaden, and weary feet
Are forced alung the barren way,
Unto the far-off slopes, that once were
Glory-crowned, but now the mists
Have wreathed and thickeued above,
Until the smile of God shall never
Penetrate thier gloom.

Oh, earth ! we loved thee well,

Peace that brooded o'er its beavty,
And left it bare snd blackened.

L
Anen: we sé¢e the rolling sea
Drops slowly into rest. The scattered
. wreoks
We gather op and precious treasures
| Oast up by ruging storms comes to
Us on the foam-capped waves
gthh-mn from the depths, like Dbrave
“*'sonls' tempest-driven,
Gonmlud by affliction, will rln nearer
“heaven,

And throngh
Qur tears, we catch the gleam of wings
The flatter of sails, and lo ! our sea
Isflocked with freighted flsets of good

For us.

the thoughts which erowd our minds.
We forget the elouds and the shadows
| of the morning in our joy at earth's
' beautiful mantle, and the glorieus
sunlugm. which falls upon it and upen
our hearts also, making the one to
sparkle more brilliantly than all the
jewels of the queen’s coronet, and
filling the other with a gladhess
which earth’s treasures are not able
to give. Beautiful as the day is it
can not linger, and while we watch
the sunlight go out through gates of
gold, throwing a parting glory over
hill and shore, we think of our life's
day, and would only ak, that, like
the day which has left us, its evening

' hours may be its brightest, and that
it may pass illumined and glorified by
| the light which shines down from the

| eternal eity.
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‘years, and will not run in debt.

I'hon h uueb of well mnc
hlk and many benevclent plans made
to assist the poor—to cmury the loaf
of bread to the needy. This is well
It is Christ-like, for He cared for
bodies as ‘well as for the souls of uien.

But let us ldok for a moment and
see if there is not something to be
done before the loaf of bread is car-
ried in charity; Have you given em-
ployment to uko you might?—that
shed to be shingled, that fence need
ing repairs you think might last a
-| litele longer without. Your heart is
touched by the cries of the needy,
asking for bread; how much better
to help them buy their own, earned
by honest Jabor.

Have you, prudent honsewife, dis-
missed your washerwoman, because of
the ery of hard times, when you could
have retained her services without
impoverishing your  family, or with-
holding luxuries from the table? Her
one day’s work for yeu is of the ut-
most impdrtance to her. She can do
nothing else; is neither fitted by |®®
education or culture for other work,
and the bread for her little ones she
would rather earn than beg.

It is a false economy for those
whose income allows them more
than actual needs, to withhbld the
work from Bseamstress, . d er,
from any they might emplo}' in a'u
times of sorest need,

If your heart is charitably in-
dlined, give employment in every
way you can, and then pay the worth
of it, not striving to secure the ser-
vices of those who will work at
starvation prices bécause they must
have it, but rather “provide things
honest in the sight of all men,” that
there be no temptation to slight your
work, giving only the money’s worth.
How much better to pay the full
value of labor done. * The laborer is
worthy of his hire.”

I know of scores of mechanics and
many single  women, straggling to
make an honest living, whose eclothes

' "0 Lare shabby, whese -table —is seanty, | —
of beauty from the older hands, is

who rarely taste of meat but once in
three or four weeks. They are in our
community, and in our own churches,
have spent the savings of prosperous
You
ask “why not let their wants be
known.” Would you if you could
help it 7 “ Then what shall be done?”
I will tell you; employ them and pay
well, telling them, “ you are sure it
will not eome amiss in these hard
times,” and you will see the tear of
gratitude start, and may be assured it.
will be “ bread cast upon tho wntera
— Household.

Sensitive Children.

Most ehildren are semsitive, and it
is wrong to wantonly wound their
feelings by censuring them too harsh-
ly for their faults. Time cures a
great many things; children outgrow
intirmities and faults, and if right
principles of action and feeling are in-
stilled gently, constantly, wisely, the
results will ultimately appear. It is
mere cruelty to make “the weak
points of a child a source of teasing
and ridicule, as is often done in
schools and families, A mental in-
firmity should be treated as tenderly
as & bodily deformity. A quick tem-

|
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- .Mother Oomm

This beautiful ;x:mim oceurs in
Isaiah Jxvi. 18: *“ As oné whom his
mother comforteth; so I will comfort

It was Duother who speke of God
as being our father and mother.

Whatever there is in the uriverse
has been first in the mind, in the
heart, in the nature of God. Even
sex seems to be there. He calls him-
self our Father, and now he speaks of
bimself as our mother,

. All human relationship seems to be
intended to show us God. We could
‘never reach to the conception of the
fatherood of God if we "did not have
human fathers, and there are loves ll:l
the recesses of the nature of God
which we can only reach through our.
mothers.

We have just as much’ right to say
“ Our Mother, which art in heaven

“ Our Father, which art in heaven.”
The study of mothér-love gives us an
idea of God's love for us. Nothing is
so clbse to & man as his mother—His
first life is a life bid in her. His first
sustenance taken by his own action is
drawn from.ber. And so it is of the
soul and God. In him we live and
move and have our being. “All my
springs are in thee” We are his
offspring. Each ome of us is .his
offspring. It is important to remem-
ber that.

Her many children never become
confounded in & mother's heart. She
not only knows al, she knows each;
ghe knows his peculiarities of bodily
constitution and temperament, and
bis mental* peculiarities. She knows
how to reach him and what to do for
him.  The wife may be fond as wife
can be, but she does not know what

_| kind of babe or boy her husband was;

but his mother knows it all. So the
Lord “ knoweth our frame; he re-
membereth that we are dust.”

In lu little hurts, d:uppomtmenta

child like its mother for no one will
allow for it and be tender to it, even
when it is naughty and bad. So
God cowforts s with the comfort
which one needs.

He can comfort us all the more if
we will recognize that he is verily our
spiritual mother, if we can call him as
the Psalms do—our own God. An-
other man’s mother may be best for
him, but my own mother is my best
comfort.

A mother's love never fails her
child. Ordinarily, as long as he
lives, thou 'h he himself ‘should be-
come an old man before his mother
dies, she is tender towards him.{-ln
his infaney, in the night, when others
weary, she wakes and watches and
yearns over him, and that yearning
goes out to him through his career of
life. She loves him. with an ever-
Masting love, and the Lord says to
each one of his children, “ I will love
thee with an eveclasting love.”

A mother saerifices ease, comfort,
pleasure, for her child ; devotes her
days and nighus to the wearied, the
sick, or disabled child. Just as she
fondles, consoles, forgives, and cheers
her child, so the Lord does his child.

You readily regl_[_gmqu

'her personal appearance because of
'her husband’s indifference. Now in

' the simple manner of dress—not so

simple, either—how often men' think
it beneath their notice to approve the

| choice of their companions. We once
|remarxed to a gentleman that his

wife disp’ tyod most admirable taste
in her attire, and what think you was
his answer 7 With a sigh, we record
it: “Has she? Well, now, I should

hardly kno on a
¥ '-'h“hghn I:I'ﬂlu.!l!’Sl ‘W’

wash gown or a
involuntaril, iked him, and

thought that the expression upon the
proa. v of A partaac spoke |

volumes.

“their times.

per, an irritable or timorous or teas-
ing disposition, requires far more tact
and judicious management than any
mere physical infirmity.

When grown to maturity, our sen-
sitive children become the poets,
nusicians, artists, jwriters, leaders of
Help them, too, whth |-
their tasks, which to many of them
seem hopeless. Definitions are hard
to remember ; the geography lesson
is difficult to eomprehend, and won't
stay fixed in the mind; histery 'is
‘dull and dead ; arithmetic a hopeless
tangle d’ﬂgml. ‘and grammar more

‘puulinglthm any podbhmndrm

ture to suit each word in the pre-
| ceeding sentence. But nothing can
make you ever think too tenderly of
God, nor feel too fondly toward him
who has said to you, “As one whom
his mother comforteth, so will 1 com-
fort you."—Sunday Magazine.

 the great
mnlm.whiﬁ, we believe, has never
yet appeared in print.

His father destined him for a com-
mercial life, and was impatient at his
devotion to frogs, snakes, and fishes
The latter, especially, were objects of
the boy’s attention. His vacations he
‘spent in waking journeys on foot
through Europe, examining the dif
ferent species of fresh water fishes.

“1f you can prove to me," said his
father, “that you really know any-
thing about science, I will consent that
you shall give np the cu-aor I have
planned for you.”

‘Young Agassiz, in his next vacation,

taking with him a letber to Sir Rode-
vick Murchison. ;

“You have been ntudymg natuare,”
siid the great man bluntly* “ What
have you lgarned 7" -
. The lad was timid, not sure at that
‘midment that he had learned anything.
“1 think,”_be said at Tast, “that I
know a little about fishes.”

“Very well. There witl be a meet-

will take you with me there.”

Adl of the great scientific savans of
England belonged to this society. That
evening, when the business of the
meeting was over, Sir Roderick rose
and said ;

“1have a young friend here from
Switzerland, who thinks he knows
something about fishes ; how much, I
have g fancy to try. "There is, under

which existed long before man"” He
then gave hini the precise locality in
which it had been found, with one or
two other facts concerning it.

“Can you sketch for me on the
blackboard your idea of this fish 7"
said Sir Roderick.

Agassiz tpok up the ohdk hesitated
a moment, and then sketched rapidly

' the specimen. ' ‘The portrait was cor-
rect in every bone and line. The
grave old docters burst into loud ap-
pllun

story, “ that was the proudest moment
of my life—no, the happiest; for I
knew now my father would consent
that I should give my life to science.”
—Ez,

Liver a8 Foop.—The California
Svientific Press says: “We cannot
too strongly condemn the use of liver
and kidneys as food for man. These
organs are constantly charged with
the worn out excrementitous matter
of the system, the presence of which,
when rightly understood, are disgust-
ingly offensive to the taste. Their
presence is evinced by the fact that
these portions of an animal are al-
ways the first subject to decomposi-
tion. They make very good food for
hens and dogs, but for man—never.”

————

Till we have reflected on it, we are
scarcely aware how much the sum of
human happiness in the world is in-
debted to this one .aelmg—aympathy
We get cheerfulness and vigor, we
scarcely know how or when, from
mere association with our fellow-men,
and from the looks reflected on us of
gladness* and enjoyment. We cateh
inspiration and power to go on from

looks.
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Little arms enmmhng'the neck will
make the heart light over which no
diamonds sparkle. Al the
pictures and splendid works of art
one ean possess will never adomn 4
room as do the smiling faces of those

o | dearest to us. The th
preach ings that ma
| be bought are pleasant to hl\re-u:-.,-
ne | 1% wealth to be despised; but rever
warmuoess ﬂ%mwwhnm“,‘.m _

gold eannot buy, nor the
whose jewels are those of ﬁ&g:

ent sons,

& skeleton fish. Sir Roderick held up

TSIE" Agassiz said, on telling  the

nelia was so'proud—good and 05?& ;

3

being then eighteen, visited England, -

e,

ing of the Royal Society to-night; I

this cleth, a perfect skeleton of a fish _

 human_ presence and.. frowm.. cheesfah-—emmems

pepr——




