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Slipping Away.

They are slipping awoy—theaeaweeMwiit yearn, 
Like a leaf on the onrrent coat;

With never a break in their rapid flow, “ 
We watch them as one by one they gu

Into the beautiftil poet.

Aa «¡lent and swift aS the weaver’» thread, 
Or an arrow’» flying gleam ;

As eoft »• the languorous breeae» hid, _——
That lift the willow*» long golden lid,

And ripple the glaaay stream.

As light as the breath of the thistle down, 
As fond aa a lover’s dream ;

A« pure as the flush in the sea-ehell’B tliropt,^
Ab sweet as the wood-bird’s wooing note,

80 tender and sweet they set-ur.

-One after another we see them pass 5
f Down the dim-lTghted stair ; rj - - —
We hear the setuid of their steady tread * 
In the steps of the centuries loug-siuep dead, 
Jkf beautiful and aa fair.

• riit'Tc are onfv a few year» left —ah, let 
No envious taunts be heard ;

Make life’» fair pattern of rare design^ 
And All up the measure with love’s sweet wine, 

Bitt nfiver an angry word!

< Forty Dollars.
• “ What! Forty dollars more ? Forty 
dollars, only for trimmings! My mo­
ther never spent so much on any 
dress, hate to seem cross, my dear, 
but with so many business men fail­
ing every day, orte sees the wisdom of 
economy. Explain my dear.”

t Well, papa,” said Emma, “it's just 
this : Madame Farine says that I need 
ten yards of a trimming at four dol­
lars a yaid. -The dress is half finish­
ed, and really money goes so. There 
were other things to get. I am 
ashamed to ask, but I was obliged to 
do so.”

Be True, Boys.
' Whatever yon are! be brave, boy» ! 

The liar'» a coward and »lava, boye ! 
vrhougfl. clever at ruses 
And «harp at excuses,

He's a sneaking and pitiful knave, boynl

...«Whatever yon are, be" frank, boys ! 
‘Tie better^than money and rank, boys-;.

, Still elwri*4»-the right, A-
— lie lovers of light, _

Be open, above-board, and frank, boys !

Whatever yon-are, be kind, boyj ! 
Be gentle in manners and mind, boys ;

The man. gentle in mein, 
Words, and temper, X wepu,

U the gentleman truly refined, boys 1 '

'But; whatever yon ire. be true, boys ! 
Be visible through and through, boys ; ■ 
. ■ Leave to'otliei» the shamming,-

The ” greening ”. and. '• cramming 
tn fun and in earnest, be true, boys ! .- 
-. ■ —- —t'lu istirtn Guar^i^tn.

Twenty Years. -
Bt BELLE W. COOKE.

▲ Mother'sSelect Reading.
.'—Pride has two seasons; a forward 

spiring and an early fall. ' ' "Sv-.
—Philip Henry said: “ There are 

twd things we should beware of—that 
we never be ashamed of the Gospel, 
and that we never be a shame to it.” •

—“ My son,” said an old man, “ be­
ware of prejudices, they are like rats-, 
and men’s minds are like traps; pre­
judices creep in easily, but it is doubt­
ful if they get out.” t

—If you boast of a contempt for 
the world, avoid getting into debt. It 
is giving to gnats the fangs of. vipers, 
—Christian Preacher.

—Anna Dickinson is reported as 
saying that she will never marry until 
she can bakp-a loaf of bread, and that 
she will never bake bread while she 
has her senses.

—A letter, timely written, ’ is a 
rivet in the chain of affection ; and a 
letter untimely delayed, is as rust to 
the holder. *•“ '

—“ The heart will ■ commonly 
govertl the head,” \yhat a confusion 
when the head determines to be

all” '
" No, that she' didn't,” eried a voice 

from the' crowd. “ I'm knowing of 
her honesty.”

" And he’d better be off with his 
cart,” cried a man who had stalked 
out of the entry of the house near- 
whiph the crowd had gatheredffolling 
up his sleeves.

“ Look here, good people,” explained 
the man who held the machine:'“} 
don’t want to do this. I obey ordeis 
or lose my place, and my bread and 
butter. She’d better go to the boss 
and talk to him—not to me.”

“I’ve been,” said the woman. 
“He’s made of stone. I-told him he’d 
starve us. He will. There, whftt « 
the use of my fighting like a drunken 
body in the streets ?—a decent woman! 
They’ve the power. Take it. And 
she let go her hold and covered her 
eyes with her hands.

But in the place of these rough, red 
fingers, others, dainty and small, and 
well-gloved, come down upon the 
cover of the machine. -Emma.Rome 
had pressed forward, anff now sppke:— 

“Stop,” Baid she, “ will you let this 
woman keep her machine if I pay you 
ten dollars ?”

"Them’s the boss’s orders,-Miss,” 
replied the man, “ and 1’4 be glad to 
do it, too.”

Then, while the crowd gathered 
close, and the woman who had told her 
piteous tale sobbeffriwith joy, Emma 
drew- the sum named from jier purge, 
received in return-a Receipt, which she 
gave to the poor woman, add exjwuiL- 
enced foi-Hhe first time the delight 
which the perfornlaric!e-*Of an utterly 
unselfish act brings with it. 
Moreover,-when the machine had been

•

There were six members in the 
household—three sons and three 
daughters. The mother was a cheery, 
quiet, religious woman, thoroughly 
bound up in her household. The 
husband w^s a resolute', ’ defiant, out­
spoken unbeliever. He was a journal­
ist, and lost no opportunity to have 
his Hing at Christianity. Unbelievers, 
as bitter as himself, were frequent " 
guests at'his table, and made them­
selves m.e.rry with the Bible and . 
religious faith- before the children. 
The mother seldom bore any part in 
the conversation. Not one of the ■'< 
children entertained the opinions of 
the father. As they grew up, one 
after another came into the church- < 
The sons especially, were noted for 
their intelligent piety. I felt a great ’ 
curiosity to know how Mrs. Long ac­
complished her difficult task—by 
what means she had neutralized tha^_ 
influence of her husband, how she had 
led her entire flock into the fold of the

“Very well, my dear?” replied the 
merchant, “ there is the money, but I 
don’t think you’ll need any more be­
fore Christmas. Times, are not good 
you know, and—dear me ! forty dol­
lars for trimming 1 Women are getting • 
worse than ever.”

Emma ’ Rome slipped the roll of 
notes into her pursp with a feeling 
that it was dearly bought; but fate 
has placed so rn^tly women in the con- 
dition of begganf; and it is so customa­
ry to do as Emma did, that she almost 
wondered a| the little pang which shot 

I through her heart. Besides, her fath­
er seemed to forget the matter soon, 
and" she knew that he was called rich’ 
—that, actually forty dollars was but 
asqialLsum for him. So breakfast 
over, and Mr. Rome off for tha.tTnys; 
terioiis region know as “ down town,” 
she dressed herself becomingly and 
started on her shopping expedition. 
On the way, thoughts of‘her new 

' dress ran through her mind. She itl- 
| tended to wear it on ftn occasion which 
'to' her seemed very important. Some

<
she valued—some one - she admired 
very much. Did he admire her ?

She had asked herself the question 
over an|l over again. She bad even 

' pulled away the petals of a marguer-' 
: ite one by one, counting them as they 
fell with the words: “ He loves—he 
loves me not.” And there were to be 

i many handsome girls present, and she 
was not vain. Oh, she must look as 
well as possible. '

■ Thus absorbed, she found herself 
several blocks below her destination. 
There was nothing for it but to walk 
back, and the way lay through streets 
filled With miserable tenement houses. 
The fashionable girl hurried along un­
til all at once, she found a sort of bar­
ricade across the street. The middle 
object of this barricade was a sewing 
machine, to which on one side, clung a 
woman, on the other a man. The wo­
man was crying; the tears splashed 
down on her hands. An attendant 
crowd of residents contemplated this 
scene with evident interest, and Em­
ma became, perforce, one of the niim- 

i ber. j /—-
Scarcity ever in- her life before had 

Emma Rome been in 'close contact 
with. actual misery. Poor, to her 
simply meant not rich. Now she was 
among rags, and dirt and misery, fore-, 
ed to stand still for a moment and 

! Idok upon it. At first, the only emo­
tion it excited was. disgust. But as 
she was about to seek a passage 
through the squalid crowd, words fell 
upon her ear that her attention :

“ Forty dollars I’ve paid on that 
machine, and now you’ll not give me 
time. I only ask time. I’m an hon­
est woman. I’ll pay you. Man, do 

! you kndw it’s all there is between 
us and starvation ? ,Let me have the 
thing back. It’s but ^pn dollars I owe 
you.”

" You’ve- owed that two months,” 
replied the man. " Come, let go, Mis­
sus. I don’t want to hurt you. I’ve 
got to obey orders. ‘Money or the 
machine,’ was what the boss said.”

But the woman did not relinquish 
her hold. Still clutching the machine 
¿he turned her agonizing eyes upon 
the by-standers.

“ Forty dollars,” she repeated, " and 
the maehine but fifty, and he’s taking 

i it I never failed until Jim broke his 
leg, and his work stopped, and his wa­
ges with it, and I’d doctor’s bill and*

master 1 ‘What a pride in being able she said, 
to say, I am master of myself; my 
head rules. . Such persons escape the 
tragedies of life; and the great 
.blessings also pass them by.' .....
A certain young woman tfamed' Hanni 
Slipped down on a piece of banana;

She Bhrieked and oh my’d !
And more stars slid spied ’

Than belongedto the star-spangled bannab.. - i -r ... . .
A gentleman sprang to assist her, . —
And picked up her muff and wrister ;

*• Did you fall, ma’am?" he asked her;
“ Do you thinkr’-’ »lie replied.

>

me Bome clue’to her method. “Well,’’
“it is a simple matter. I 

never oppS&ed my .husband, never 
argued with him, nor disputed on the 
SLjtjJtct of religion. I never belittled 
him in the eyes of the^children. But ” 
I never allowed them to go to bed 
without reading a few short verses of 
something the Savior had said. I put. 
his words over against the words of 
men. If the devil cast ip the tares 
and went - his Way, might not the ’ 
truth be as potent ? And that’s the 
Whole of it.”—Christian at Work

■-----------■» • **—;----------V - - -
J have climbed to a sun-lighted hill-top,

. 2Amf gaze dowu thg_path of the years,
And afar in the haze of the distance’

---- • -■g'rhuon of beauty appears.
One sweet day of toy life hangs'before me,-----

With its halo of brightness around ; , ' „
I rpmeuilier the glow on the landscape

■ . lite day that my lover was created. *

crown -il king of my heart and my (Uturej
‘ Fear bung not a cloud in the sky, 

As we sailed np a love lighted river, 
Its beautious isles gliding by,.

I remember the sweetness of silence, 
The bfeadtli end the deptlr’of a tone. 

The wonderful measure of gladness
That came with the whispered “ my own.”

• To-night I am counting them over—
The twenty swift years that ate gone—

And I still can be protnl of my.loypf, 
Though the brightness of youth is now flown,1

■ I have wept over trialrand cros.es, 
Have many a want unsupplied;

But I think I have gsiile.1 from my losses, .
And rejoice that my gold has been tried.

. I,have passed through the valley of shadow— 
Tlio valley that no min hath trod— '

Where the mother, in joy or in anguish, • . 
Is brought by her peril to God.

I have seen the sweet eye of my babies - 
Give answering.smiles to my love ;

- have Closod the dear eyes of my darling, 
To open in beauty—above. ' -

‘ And why do I tell y*u our story ?” . -
Perhaps you would question me that, 

When in all the events of our journey
• ......Jfo strange thing has happened to ns.

I am glad I mat stand as a witness 
That love is not always a cheat;

That-Ood*is a very near helper.
And life in lfle service is sweet. ■ '

Mine Schildhood.
Bv the Author or ¿LKr.nt.it X’awcob 8rn.'.r«i.”J

' Der 6ch1ltren dhoy von pent in ped,
- All tucked oup for der nighdt: . ...
I daken mine pipe dor mantel off,' - 

t'nd py dor fireside priffht
I.ilinka abmidi vlien I vas yonng— 

Off tnoder, who va« teed,
Und ho»' at trrgKt like I do. Henn—• 

She tucked me oup in ped. *

• I mindt mo offqaipo fader too^ 
Und how he yooet to nay, 
Poor poy, yon haf a hardt oldt row 
To hoe, und leodle blay _ 

I find me oudt dot id vaa drue
Vot mine oldt fader said,

Vhile amoodhing down mine flaxen hair 
Und tucking me in ped.

tft$r oldt folk» ! Id tm'KIm a ilhreom 
To ahpeak off dhem like dot.

Gretchen nod I rae '■ oldt folka " now, 
Und haf two achiltren got.

Ve lofee dhem more aa Refer vaa 
Each leedle curly head,

Und efrv nighdt ve dakee dhem oup 
I nd tuck» dhem in dheir ped.

Budt dhen, aomedimea, vhen I feel» plue, 
Und all ding» loneaome aeem,

1 viali I vu dot poy again. 
Und die vaa all a dhream,

, I vent to kiwi mine m<»ler vonce, 
Und vhen mine brayer vaa »aid, ■

To haf mine fader dake me oup
Und tuck me in mine ped. ,

—Editoi » Daxwrai, in Harper'» Maganne for May.

—A great many people have just 
about enough religion to make them
unhappy.—J. II- Foy.

one was to be present whose oP*n*°n-.boffig up stairs, Emma, who had ex-

I

changed a few words with its owner, 
followed her to her miserable room, 
noted its poverty,. heard all the bitter 
tale. It was a true one—the hot tears 
told that.

“Buthion’t -mind anything now, 
Miss,” said the narrator. " Now the 
machine is my own, I don't mind how 
hard I work. And the only great tug 
is the landlord-four dollars a month' 
for rent.”

As much a month ,as a yard of 
that trimming,” thought Emma, with 
a little pang.

She questioned the woman farther, 
and found that her landlord 'lived 
down stairs,” And before she turned 
from tlw^dbor she had emptied her 
purse, and paid three months' rent in 
advance.. ’ • . - -J?

" Your husband will be well and at 
work by that time,” she said ; ” and 
there were no regrets for the lost 
fringe ts she took her way homeward. 
NaAflke was not even stung to the 
soul when Madame Earirte remarked, 
with a glance that said volumes ..

“ The black lace from your old gre­
nadine dress ? Certainly, since that is 
your taste.”

The dress, however, was hot unbe­
coming, despite the refurnished lace, 
and Emma wore it to the party. She 
was quite conscious that every woman 
of her acquaintance knew what the 
dress was trimmed with, but her con­
science whispered to her that she had 
done right. Moreover, the light of the 
better thought was on her face. 
Somehow Arthur--Maime found him­
self more than ever attracted by it ; 
and as she drove home that night,, 
Emma felt that the"marguerite which 
h»d said to her, " he loves,” had been 
no false prophet.

She had learned two lessons in a 
little while : one, that the poor might 
be clothed and fed from the trimmings 
of the rich ; the other, that extrava­
gance in dress never yet won any 
man’s heart. She never forgot either. 
—Er.

“ I sat down for the fun -o,f it, mister ?" ’ 
" —dVew York iror/cf.

r—Bad. thoughts ar6 worse enemies 
even than are tigfersfur we can keep' 
out of the way of wild beasts, but bad 
thoughts win their way everywhere. 
The cup that is full will hold no more; 
keep your hearts so full of good 
thoughts that bad thoughts may not 
find

-—A sour, complaining, fault-find­
ing, sort of religious literature creates 
4 morbid taste in those who read it 
for that sort of stuff, just -as the trashy. 
novels of the times create an ^appetite 
which they alone can supply. The 
former produces a leanness of soul, as 
the latter does poverty of mind.— 
Christian.
The world goes np and* the world goes

down*,
And the ennehine follow's the rain;

And yesterday's sneer and yesterday’s 
frown ; \ -

Can never come over again,
Sweet wife,- * '•

No, never come over again.
For woman is warm, though man is cold,

And night will hallow the day ;
Till the heart which at even was weary and-

'. old _ _ r—
Can rise in 'the mortling gay, 

’ 1 Sweet wife, *
To its work in the morning gay.

-r- Charles King»lty.

—Those who do nothing are gener­
ally the first to find fault wi|h those 
-who work. They can tell just what 
needs to be done, just when it ought 
to be attended to^apd if any failures 
are made, they would have known 
better, they would not have acted so 
unwisely. What' a pity that those 
persons who understand so well how 
to work, should remain idle; if only 
.they would be persuaded to teach by __
exatnple the blunderers who are- fiuinber of steps necessary for this 
willing to work, how much might be 
accomplished.—Ex.

A Relic of Columbus.—A relic of 
Columbus has been discovered at 
Trinidad. Irving tells the story that 
on August 1, 1498, the fleet of Colum­
bus came to anchor off Trinidad. 
During the night a loud noise was 
heard and a huge wave was seen 
coming down on the fleet. The wave 
was caused by the sudden rising of 
the rivers which flow into the Gulf oV 
Paria. It struck Columbus’ ship, but, 
as it is recorded, it only carried away 
an anchor, and this anchor has now 
been found by a Senor Agostino. It 
is of primitiye form and has the dale 
1497 on the stock.

4

—The family of the Chinese pro 
fessor in Cambridge occupy the attic 
of the house, while the servants sleep 
down stairs. According to the Uhinefe 
notions of rank, the master and mis­
tress of the house must not occupy 
sleeping-rooms below the servants.

Speak Short.
An aged minister said to a young - 

brother, “ Sjteak short ■ The brethren 
will tell you ¡1 you dgn’t speak long *- 
enough.” . r-

The counsel is good, good for 
speakers and .good for hearers, good 
for writers and good for readers. 
Length without breadth and thick­
ness is a very poor recommendation in 
a sermon, a prayer, or a newspaper 
article. The power of condensation, 
abridgement, and elimination of use­
less matter is greatly to be coveted. 
When a man has five minutes in wh;ch 
to speak, he will usually consume one 
or two.of them in .telling the people 
what he is going to say, or in inform/ 
.ing them that he has "been thinking” 
of something which he proposes to re 
late. If men who have something to '* 
say would say it, if those who have 
had thoughts would speak them, and 
those, who had something to . write 
would write it, omitting prefaces, in­
troductions, arjd useless and unmean­
ing remarks, much time and space 
would be saved with no loss to any 
one. But how hard it is to be brief. - 
It takes gallons of sap to make a single ' 
pound of sugar, but the sweetness pays M 
for the condensing. A little word said ' 
and remembered Ja better than any 
amount of weary, casual talk which 
men endure and gladly forget. ■ ■

How to Dust.—Florence Nightin­
gale says that dusting m these days 
is nothing but flapping dust from one 
part of a room to another, and says 
she cannot see why it is done. A 
duster should be well shaken out of a 
window every few minutes, but if one 
be in too great a hurry to take the

w. owp» .iwCTsury lor this, or 
if it be impossible to keep the window 
open while one is dusting, it is possible 
to rid the furniture of every atom of 
dust by using two cloths, one very 
slightly damped and the other dry 
The former will remove the dust, and 
the latter the alight moisture left by 
the former. Do not wet a duster 
which you mean to use in this wav. 
Sprinkle it and roll it (ip over’night 
as if you meant to iron it, and when 
vou have done using it, dry it 
thbroughly, shake it out, plunge it in 
cold water, and dry it agaip. xt ¡, 
better to use bright-colored cloths If 
you can; they do not look quite so 
ugly when .Irying, and it is aometimra 
necessary to have them in sight during
the process.

V.

cros.es
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