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poetical.

DY ALICE CAREY.

The flower I see, I do not see,

Unless within my mind
Are airy flowers of poesy,

Waiting to he defined.

The words of wisdom unto me

As foolishness appear.
Unless that 1, unconsciously,

Am wise before I hear.

The minstrel's sweetest melodies

AH vainly, vainly ring,

Unless he practises the tunes.

Which I in silence oiug.

Beauty is cot quite beautiful
Even in tho fairest face,

Unless it be the interpreter
Of spiritual grace.

Whatever things are best, imply
Something themselves above ;

Iflove could speak its tenderness
It were no longer love.

All hopes, nil dreams, all soft delights,
Would perish at their birth,

But that wo know them to be hints
Of joys beyond the earth.

SHE FELL ASLEEP.

Like babe upon its mother's lap
.She on her bed of sickness iav;

As if to her no iil could hap,
She gently let Death have his way.

I never saw so calm a frame
In one the crisis failed to blind.

And thought, ' Or Death is but a name.
Or he has left his darts behind."

Faith seemed her rival sight to bring,
That she might view tho scene, and sec

How just her boast?"Where is thy sting?
Oil, grave ! where is thy victory ?"

SHificellautflM.
SVJM PATII*,

IIY J. WILLIAMVON NANEE.

"There is n sweetness in a tear
'That flows from genuine sympathy,

Which nought this side the tot. 1> can give
in such transcendent purity."

Oil, yes, a sweetness beyond expression ;

but how seldom?how very seldom a tear is
shed in genuine sympathy. There are but
few true hearts upon tho earth, and tlicy are
wiilely scattered. Self-interest and self-love
are the ruling motives of almost every act.?

Many feign sympathy, but few really fee! it;

and when from among the hundreds?nay,
thousands of cold, selfish, tinsympathizing
hearts, wo find one true?one who will shod
a tear iti genuine sympathy, there is indeed
transcendent purity in that pearly drop. It
should be prized above the choicest, most
costly gems. Its casket should be the inmost
chambers of the heart.

The great rush and race to reach tlio goal
of wealth and position, makes the heart sel-
fish and impenetrable. The man of busness,
whose whole mind is centred upon the acqui-
sition of gold, "has no time to sympathize
with others in their misfortunes and worldly
ills." Oli, no, ho cannot afford to loose a day,
an hour, or even a moment. It will add no
gold tohiscoffors; and he presses on through

I life, hardening his heart to every tender and
holy emotion ; ami if perchance misfortune
overtakes him, lie looks in vain for sympathy
and nssistnucc from those he had called
friends; they turned from him as ho has
turned from others, aud leavo him alone in
his misfortune and sorrow. He will at sucji
a time be able to appreciate a word spoken
a tear shed in sympathy ; but he sighs in vain
for the blessed boon. Ob, sympathy is a
bairn to the tortured heart! ?it is a jewel be-
yond compare?a flower dropped from the

garden of Heaven. Yes?-
"There is a sweetness in the tear
That flows from genuine sympathy"?

a sweetness only those who have felt its holy
influence can appreciate.

fettle Ones in Bed.

A row of little faces by the lied?a row of
little hands upon tlio spread?a row of little
roguish eyes all closed?a row of little nnked
feet exposed, A geutlc mother leads them in
their praise, teaching their feet to tread in
heavenly ways, and takes this lull in child-
hood's iny tide, the little errors of the day to
chide. Then tumbling headlong into wait-
ing beds, beneath the sheets they bide their
timid heads, till slumber steals away their
idle fears, aud like a peoping bud each face
appears.

All dressed like angels in their gowns of
white, they are wafted to the skies in dreams
of night, and Heaven will sparkle in their
eyes at morn, and stolen graces all their ways
adorn.

{!&&"Achild beginning to read becomes
delighted with newspapers, because be reads
of uamcs and things which are very familiar,
and will make progress accordingly. A
newspaper in the family one year fs worth
half a year's schooling to the children, and
every father must consider that substantial
information is connected with this advance-
ment.

?©"lmprove every moment to some val-
uable purpose. Cultivate an intimate ac-
vuaintance with Scriptures. Reverence the
name, the laws, and the worship of God.

My Mother s Dying Call.

BT BEST BAY.

The birds sung sweetly, so sweetly and

jayously that it seemed as ifthe silvcry-thron.

ted warblers were vying with each other.?

The morning breezes came fresh and cool
from the hills, sweeping lightlyover the clo-
ver fields and fanning my cheek with its per-
fumed wing. But I did not listen to the
birds' songs I heeded not the serene beauty

of the morning, for I was so intensely enga-
ged in reading?not the Bible, but a new no-

vel, which I had commenced preceding eve-

ning?that all sights and sounds were unlike
unheeded.

'Jessie,' said a swoct voice, faint and low
always, but now fainter and lower than usu-

al; but 1 did uot answer immediately, or

spring to my mother's bedside, as I usually

did, at her first call, but waited a moment

to glance down the page. 'Jessie! Jessie!
come here my child.'

'Yes doar mother, in a moment I replied,
without withdrawing my eyes from the book

?Come now?r.ow, my love.'
Y'cs, mother in a moment, as soon as I have

finished this page,' and I continued reading.
The page was fiuished. 'Mother,' Isaid.?
There was no reply. 'Still no answer. I
1 listened and heard a faint breathing. 'Ah
she has fallen asleep,' thought i; it is early

and I will not disturb her. A little more

sleep will do her good.'
Then I commenced another chapter. It

was exciting, very, and so I read on, so whol-
ly absorbed that 1 thought not of my moth-

'Why, Miss Jessie, Iknocked and knock-
ed, but not hearing any sound, I thought
you must be asleep ye,' said a voice beside
tne at lenghth.

'Well, what's wanting, Ann?' 1 inquired a

little impatiently, without raising my eye.
'Why, I rang the boll twice for breakfast

and you did not come, so I thought I must
just come in aud see if anything was the
matter. And seoing it was time for your
mother's breakfast. 1 have brought her some

toast and tea along, and I should iust like to

know how mistress is this morning?'

'She is very comfortable, Ann,' I replied
hastily; 'she has been awake, but she has
fallen asleep again. She has had a nice nap
this morning.'

'Well, its glad I am to hear it, for she has
looked miserable theso few days past.'

'Miserable! you are mistaken, Ann; she

has looked better than usual. I think sho
improves every day.'

At this Ann shook her head omniously,
am! went out. 1 was preparing to resume

my reading, hut Ann's words had made me

nervous, and my mother's toast and tea wero

getting cold. So I laid down my book and
went softly into the other room. I approa-
ched the bed.?My mother looked so calm
and peaceful I could not hear to disturb her.
But is was past her unsual breakfast hour
and I called, "Mother! motherl' bat she did
not stir. J stooped and kissed her white
brow?it chilled my lips. I raised her in
my aims, I shook her. I shrieked in her
ears, dMother! motherl Oh, my mother!' But
the warm breath came not to her dear leps
the pulse was still; the heart was still. My
mother was dead?dead! She had died alone
?died while 1, her undutiful child, unmind-
ful of her earnest, doing call, wns'engaged in
the adjoining room reading a novel! Yes, a

novel deprived mo to my mother's last kiss
?of my mother's dying blessing! Oh the
anguish of that hour!

Years have passed by, but a deep, abiding
sorrow is with me. My mother's dying
call is over sounding in my ears, piercing
my heart with untold anguish.

Reader, have you ever though disobecienco
or neglect slighted a mother's call? ]f you
have, do so more. Every listen to her voice
and hasten cheerfully to obey her slightest
wish as well as her serious mandates. Do
this and wen the gravo closes over her and
shuts forever from your sight you will have
nothing with which to reproach yoursclve.
Tears of sorrow bedewing her memory wil!
not be mingled with those of remorse.

Jenkins Don't see it.

The respected Jenkins was this week pre-
sented with a little reminder in the shape of
a tax bill. Adjusting his spectacles to his
luminous facial projection lie proceeded |
to peruse the remarkable, incomprehensible
impenetrable o-fish-ull document. Jenkins
suddenly uttered an exclamation of surprise.
To say that lie was excited, would convey

but a feeble impression uf that state of bis
feeliDgs; he was enraged; but not without
cause, for the valuo of iiis available proper-
ty was only S3OO, and yet the amount of his
taxes was $375, specified as follows:
County tax, - S2OO
Territorial Tax, - - 100
School tax, - - - - 60
Pole Tax, 24
Shoo Tacas, .... 1

Total, $376
Evidently there was some mistake. Im-

pressed with this idea, lie sought the treas-

urer's office, and made inquiry in this wise.-
'My dear sir, do you observe that amount?

Well, my property is worth S3OO. Do. you
moan to say the taxes on the same are $375
or $75 more than its value: if you can tUiff
that down my throat, you are the best lax-

hidere-missed the world has yet produced. ,
'Well, Mr. Jenkins,' said the affable col-

lector, 'that is the amount of your taxes, and
you must pay it. If you will make me out
a deed of the property 1 will receive it iu
part payment and as to the little amount of \

iitfiliai ant ietegrap.
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seventy-five dollars still remaining due, I

will introduce you to a friend of mine who

will sell you scrip at oighty cents on the

dollar to pay it with.'
'You're very obliging, really,' said Jenkinß,

'and I admire your effrontery; there is some

mistake in this matter, and I think the fig-

ures were intended to be $3 76, but the

blockhead who made out the bill 'couldn t

see the point;' that's what's the matter!'
'Can't help that, my friend, it is too late

now,' said tho collector; 'yon should have at-

tended tho meeting of the 'Equally Shave
'Em Board;' it's too late now to have it rec-

tified; you must pay it, or the property will
be sold/

'Well! as the value of my property is sev-

cnty-fivo dollars loss tliua the amount of tax-

es, drive ahead, old shanghai! but, before I
go, please inform mo why my polo tax is

put down at twenty-four dollars, when the
Legislature fixed it at two?'

'Certainly, Mr. Jenkins, with pleasure. ?

You have eleven beau poles in your back
yard, which added to your own makes
twelve; at two dollars each we have twenty-

four dollars, the exact amount; why don't you
see it? it's as clear as mud.'

Jenkins didn't see it, but he moved off in
an abstracted manner swearing that ho would
emigrate to some foreign land iu the ship

that didnt make nary lacks.'

The Domestic Opera.

Since the night that Ike went to the opera,
he has been, as Mrs. Partington says as cra-
zy as a bed bug, and the kind old dame has
been fearful lest he should become 'nonpom-

potts mcntns' through his attempt at imita-
ting tho operatives. The next morning after
the opera, at the breakfast table. Ike reached
over his cup, and in a soft tongue sang?

Will you, will you, Mrs. P,
Help me to a cup of tea?

The old lady looked at him with sttrpriso

his conduct was so unusual, and for a mo-

ment hesitated. 110 continued iu a far more

impassioned strain ?

Do not, do not, keep me waiting,
Do not pray, be hesitating,
I am anxious to l>e drinking,
So ponr out as quick as winking.

She gavo him the tea with a sigh, as sho
saw the excitement in his faco. He stirred
it in silence, and in bis abstraction took three
spoonfuls erf sugar. At last he sang again.

Table cloths, and cups and saucers;
Good white broad and active jaws, sir.
Tea?gunpowder nnd Souchong?
Sweet enough hut not- too strong,
Dad for health to eat hot biscuit,
But I'llrisk it butter'll fix it.

'What do you mean, my boy?' said Mrs.
Partington, tenderly.

All right, sleady never clearer,
Never loved a breakfast dearer,
I am not bound by witch or wizard,
So don't fret your precious gizzard.

'But, Isaac,' persisted tho dame. Ike
struck his left hand on the table, and swung
his knife aloft in his right, looking at a plate
upon the table, singing?

What form is that to me appearing?
Is it mackerel or is it herring?
Let mo dash upon it quick,
Ne'er agan, that fish shall kick
Ne'er again, though thrice as large?
Charge upon them, Isaac, charge 1

Before he hail a chance to make a dash
upon the fish, Mrs. Partington had dashed a

tumbler of water into his lace to restore him
to 'conscientiousness.' It made him catch
his breath for a moment but ho didn't sing
any more at the table, though the opera fe-
ver follows him elsewhere.

--
-40'F tl*

RECIPES.
(From Godey's Lndy'sßook.)

For Cleaning While Marble. ?Half a pound

of pearlash, one pound of whitening, half a

pound of soft soap: all to be boiled together
until quite thick, and put on the marble
when neatly cold. It must remaiD on for
twenty-four hours, then be washed off' with
soft water, and afterwards polished well with
linen cloths. Spirits of turpeutino for black
marble.

A Good Black Ink. ?To one gallon of soft
water, add ten ounces of Aleppo galls; add
four ounces nnch of gum Arabic, ami vitriol_
The galls should be well bruised, and tho
mixture allowed to stand a fortnight, being
well stirred every day. Two ounces of white
sugar improves the glossiness of tho ink,
and remior it fit for 'copying.'

To Clean Ladies' Dresses, etc. from Paint.
We can confidently recommend the use of

Benzine Col las or benzol to remove paint
marks, the only objection to it is, that a some-

what disagreeable smell remains; but a few
hours exposure to the open air soou causes

this to disappear.

An Excellent Furniture Polish. ?Put into
a bottle one pint of linseed oil. half quart-
ern of spirits of wiue, half a quartern of

vinegar, and one ounce of butter of antimo-
ny. Mix all together, shake the bottle well
before using it.

'Jo Preserve Sled Pens from Corrosion.?
Dip them tor a few moments in ether wl so-

lution of gold. This covers them with a

film of pure metallic gold which prevents

the ink acting upon steel.

Earwigs. ?These troublesome insccte may
be enticed from the ear, into which they may
have crawled, by placing a bit of apple (of
whieh they are very fond) on the outside.

Glue ma/le waterproof. ?Soak glue in wa-

ter till it is soft, then melt it in linseed oil,
assisted with a gentle heat. This glue is not

. acted upon by water or damp.

2'o raise the Pile of Velvet. ?Hold it over

a basin of boiling water, the wrong side of

the velvet being noxt the water. To clean a

silk, make the followingmixture; Two otta-

ceß of curd soap shredded finely, two ounces
of salts tartar, two gallons of water. Boil
these ing-cdieuts together, and then add ano-
ther two gallons of water. Wash the dress

in the mixture, rinso in cold water, and iron
as soon as possible.

HOW TIIEYTiO TO BED.

The difference between a man and a wo-
man in disposition finds no plainer illus-
tration than that afforded at the moment
when either of them retire to bed.

The voung girl trips gaily up to her
chamber, and with the cautious timidity
peculiar to her sex, first locks the doors
and arranges the window-curtains, so

that by no possiblo chanoo a passer by
or belated nocturnal wanderer, from the
pavement, can catch a glimpse of her
budding beauty when in deshabille. ?

This task completed, she turns on the
gas to its full, and institutes a genueral
search ot the apartment, that she may be
sure it does not contain a 'horriblo bug-
lar,' or a 'desperate ruffian,' iu big whis-
kers and crisp black hair. Carefully,
with her delicate little fingers, she lifts
the bed valeces, peers into places where
even Tom Thumb couldn't squeczo his
diminutive corporatoin, and takes a.cu-

sory glance into tho half emptied trunk
not forgetting to glanco nervously under
the sofa, tho space between which and
tLc floor is uot sufficient to oontaiii the
ghost of Calvis Edsen, much less au or-

dinary robber.
Having ascertained that she is really a-

lonc, she leisurely proceeds to divest her
fair form of 'the silk and linen conven-
tionalities of society.' First, she re-

lieves her glossy hair from its thraldom
of pius and combs, 'and does it up more
compactly.' Then off comes tho little
collar and the light, vapory cloud of lace
she calls her underslecves which all the
day have been clasped around her white
plump arms by a couple of iudia rubbor
straps. Next, the 'love of a spring silk
dress' is unfastened in front The sun-

dry waist strings aud buttoned straps
arc un ooscd, and lo ! what a collapse,
like that of Lowe's big balloon. She
stands like Saturn, in tho centre of rings.

There they lie upon the soft carpet;
partly covered by the linen undcrfixiugs,
with no more expression in them than
there is iu the bare floor beneath the
carpet.. Sits she now upon the odgc of
the snowy bed, and begins the unlaeing
of ga tcrs, and the disrobing of those
fair swelling limbs in the stockings.?

; Tho pretty little foot is carefully pearch-
cd upon the knee?down drops the gai-
ter, off comes tho elastic, and her thumb
inserted at the top of the stocking; push-
es it dvwn?down over the heel, and?-
the cotton rests besidos the prunella.

There is smiles that peeps out from
behind tho blushes of her sweet lace now
as standing before the glass sho places
upon her head tho night cap, and with
a quick twist of her finger tics the be-
witching bow. Then the night gown is
thrown over the frilled chemise, conceal-
ing the heaving bosom, and the should-
ders in the linen folds. Then the eoun-

terpnitie and sheets are thrown back, th-
gas is turned down, very low?nnd the
little form presses the yielding couch and
the angel goes of into the worlds of
dreams.

Now, in the room directly above her I
is the great brute of a brother. He
comes into it, shuts the door with a slam,
turns the key with a snap, growls at a

chair which happens to bo in his way,
pulls off his boots and throws them into
a corner, jerks his socks from his feet,
drops his pantaloons on the floor and lets
them lay there, gels offhis coat and vest
by a quick, vindicitive sort of twist of
his arms and body, unpins and unbut-
tons his collar throws it carlcssly with
the tie, rather than on the table, travels
to the window in his shirt extremity to

{ let down the curtains as if ho didn't care

1 a cuss whether the entire population of
the street beheld his anatomy or not,
then puts out the light and bounoes in- ;
to the bed like a great calf jumping in-
to a pile of hay?curls himself up, his '
knees nearly touching his nose, lies so a
moment or two, turns on his back,

1 stretches his limbs out, grumbles at the
1 tucking in of the bedclothes, grunts, '

' gets over on the other side and goes to

sleep. Then comes in the snoring and
snorting.

'lsn't there a difference in Style?'?;
W. N. Monitor |

A Socur, MAN.?Governor F'owell of
Kentuoky, was widely know for his so-
cial qualities, and remarkable for estab-
lishing personal intimacy with every ono '
he met, in the shortest possible time.?
Another distinguished trait was that he
chewed immense quantities of tobacco,
which he always begged.

Oue of the Governor's new found ac-

quaintances happened to meet a neigh-
bor of the Governor's when the follow-
ing conversation ensued;

'You are acquainted with Governor !
Powell ?'

'Oh, yes lie's a near neighbor.'
'He's a very sociable man, ain't lie ?'

?Kemnrkably so.'
'Well I thought so. J think ho is ono

of the most sociable men Iever met with
in all my life. Wonderfully soeiable.
I was introduced to him last summer,
and be hadn't been with me ten minutes
before he begged all the tobacco I bad,
got his feet up in uiy lap, and spit all
over me.

The beat way to do good to ourselves
is to do it to others; the right way to
gatbor is to scatter*

Shrouds Have no Pockets

Shrouds have no pookcts; rather a

quocr caption for an article, but one that
expresses in itself [a world of meaning.
We may spend our days in toil; we may
join in the turmoil and bus y strife of
life; we may get together heaps of yel-
low gold; we may posess broad acres,
princely mansions furnished with all the
comforts, yea, all the luxuries of life;
our ships may sail on every sea, bring-
ing to us the costly fabrics and the rich
gems of other lands: yet soon the brief
years of life floe by on Time's unresting
wheel?the hour arrives when we must
bid adieu to all tho baubles of earth, and
as we came into the world so wo depart
from it. Shronds have no pockets.
What avails all our yellow gold and
costly gems? We can bear nought of it
with us to that "unknown shore' over

' the river of death
"Consider the lilies of tho field, how

they grow; they toil not, neither do they
spin. And yet I say unto you that
even Solmon iD all his glory was not ar-

rayed as one of these.'
What a lesson to rebuke human vani-

ty is this. The flowers that grow wild
aud untended in the fields far outvie in
gorgeousness all the costly apparel which
wealth can procure. And yet how ma-
ny pass their whole life; thoir every
thought centered in and comfirraed to

the empty baubles of earth. Dress
monopolizes the every thought of some,
other wealth. And what avails it all in
the end, when the fitful dream of life is
ever, and the mortal part, arrayed in
the livery of the tomb, and consigned
to its eternal resting places, the grave.
Shrouds have no pockets!

How many havo sought the "golden
shore' washed by tho waves of the blue
Pacific, where gold lies shining on the
river's sauds their hearts beating
high with hope, and their souls fired
with dreams of wealth. They .have left
behind theru tho joys and comforts of

i home, the kind smiles of friends and
I loved onos. They tread for a time that

I "golden shore,' and by toil, perchance
by other means, win a store of wealth.

! Then the blighting hand of death falls
on them?what then avails their wealth
of yellow gold? Where they the pos-
sessors of the wealth of Golconda's
mines it would not purchase them a

moment's respite from the blighting
hand of the king of terrors. They sink
into the arms of death?tho wealth they

| have struggled so hard to gain is left
\ behind them

! The miser who has led a parsimon-
j ious life?whose every thought and ev-

ery act has been to collect togethor the
glittering dross of earth?whoso only
pleasure in life has been to gloat over
his heaps of yellow gold, who has wrung
tho last peny from the widow and the
orphan, nnd as by nlchomy turned the
sweat and tears of unrequited poverty to
drops of gold, to swell still larger his
store of wealth. At last ho falls, sick,
and dies, wanting, suffering for the
commonest necessaries of life! Upon his
6quald pallet, or heap of straw, he still
looks upon his gold, for which he has
sold all the pleasure of life, happiness,
and heaven as his god. Ho dies! his
hand, which has never been extended to

aid his suffering brother, is closed with
a vice-liko grasp, as though he would
still clutch, and as though he would still
gather and carry with him to the realm
beyond the tomb, the dross for which he
has sold his soul. But vain?ho dies?
Shruds have no pockets. His gold is
left behind for others to enjoy?or to
abuse.

Why should we weak beings of a day
spend our years, and days of life striv-
ing after gold? Life's years, to make
the most of them, are breif enough;
soon they flee away, and we return a-

gain to the dust from which we sprung.
Gold and broad acres avail us not when
the short span of years allotted to our

earthly life is over. We may be the po
sessors of boundless wealth and broad
lands?a ring upon our finger of the for-
mer, perhaps, and six feet of the latter
is all the best of us can claim. The
rest we leave behind us for othors.

Far better for us to use it while we

live for the amelioration of our raco,
and to aid the poor and needy.

?

Hallo, stianger, you appear to be
traveling.

'!Yes, I always travol when on a jour-
ney.'

"I think I have seen you somewhere.
"Very likely you have?l have often

boen there.
"And pray what might be your

name?'
"It might be Sam Patch, but isn't,
"Ilave you boen long in these parts?
"Never more than at present ?five

fact nine.
"Do you get anythiug Dew?
"Yes, I bought a new wheastono this

morning.
"I thought so?you are the sharpest

blade I have seen on the road:

LAZY ROY.?A lazy boy makes a lazy
; maD, just as sure as a crooked sapling

makes a crooked tree. Who ever yet
saw a toy grow up in idleness, that did
not make a shiftless vagabond when he
became a maD, unless ho had a fortune
left hime to keep up appearances? The
great mass of tbeives, paupors and
criminals, havo couie to what they are

by being broubgt up iD idleness. Those
who coustitutc the business part of the
community?those who make£oor great
and useful men?wore taught in thier
boyhood to be industrious.

| Old men go to death. Death comes
' to young men.

NUMBER 6.
THE SEQUEL

Our readers hare all heard the story
of soaping the clergyman's tin horn at
camp meeting?so that when he went to
call the congregation together he blew
the 'soft soap' over his brother clergymen
and how he cxolaimed:

'Brethern, I have served the Lord
thirty years, and in that time have nev-
er uttered a profane word, but I'll be
d difIcant whip the man that
soaped that horn !'

Our readers, we say may have all
heard this, but have perhaps, never
heard the sequel, as given to us yerter-

day, by a gentleman present.

Some two days after a tall sworthy,
villainous looking desperado, strolled on
the grounds and leaned against a tree,
listening to the eloquent exhortation to
repent, which was being made by the
preacher. After a while he became in-
terested and finally affected, and then
took a position on the anxious seat and
with his faoe between his hands, com-
menced groaning in 'the very bitterness
of his sorrow.' The olergyman walked

down and endeavored to console him. No
consolation?he was too great a sinner,
he Baid. Oh no?thero was pardon for
the vilest. No, he was too wicked there
was no mercy for him.

'Why, what orime have you commit
ted,' said tho preacher?have you stolen.

'Oh, worse than that!'
'What! ?have you by violence rob-

bed femalo innocence of its virtue?'
'Worse than that!?Oh worse than

that!'
'Murder is it ?' gasped the horrified

preacher.
'Worse than that!' groaned the smit-

ten sinner.
The excited preacher commenoed 'peel,

ing oft"" his outer garments.

'Here, Brother Cale I' shouted be?-
.hold my boat!?l've found tho fslloW
that soaped that horn.

AVOID BAD COMPANY. ?The following
little fablo contains a deal of wisdom;
and editors, clergymen?indeed,all dai-
ses in society, will do well to remember
it and govern themselves accordingly;

A skunk once challenged a lion to a

single combat. The lion promptly de-
clined the honor of such meeting.

'How,' said tho skunk, 'are you a-
fraid ?'

'Very much so,' quote tho lion, 'for
you would only gain fame by having the
honor to fight tho lion, while every one
who meet mo for a month to come would
know that Ihad bocn in company with
a skunk.'

'Say it or Bust.'

The lato eloquent and learned Rev.'
Dr. Rice excelled in the fervor and unc-
tion of his prayers. In his congregation
was an aged negro, very pious and very
excitable, who would alway shout 'A-
men !' when any petition was pnt up
that touched his feelings! This at
length, became quite annoying to Dr.
Rice, especially as Caesars' hearty 'A-
tneu !' not unfrequently filled the room.
Finally, the Doctor told him that his
shouts disturbed the congregation, who
was not accustomed to them; and if he
could restrain thorn it would be a great fa
vor. The good negro was shocked to
learn that he had disturbed any one, and
faithfully promised silence in the future*
Put it happened the very next Sunday
that Doctor was unusually earnest in hie
supplications to the throne of Graoe.
He fairly wrestled in prayer. In th'o
gallery as usual, eat Caesar, writhing
sympathetically with the emotion ho
could not surprcss, and would not ut-
ter?Wore and m'oro fervent waxed tho
prayer.?Deeper and deeper grew Caes-
ars emotions?more and more violent
his struggles to avoid giving vocal ul-
teranco to them. Nature at last could
hold no longer. Amen ! shouted Cacst-
ar, Massa Pice, I had to it or butt,

? I?-

THE WoRT.n or FLOWERS. ?If it were
for me to direct how little boys and girls
should bo led to tbink of the wisdom and
power of God, I think I should say,
make them acquainted With the world of
flowers. Let them be taught, oven
when little children, to toll the common
names of flowers. Let them have littlo
spots of ground or boxes of dirt in which
to plant flowers and take care of them.
Let them gather flowers on the hill, in
the valleys, over the meadows, in the
woods, and along tne brook. When old
enough, give them a c heap . magnifying
glass, and let them see the exquisite
delicacy of form and etruoture and tints,
and tho dependence of each part upon
the other, and all dpon the soil and
shower and the snn, and so trace the
whole to the wisdom and bosevolenps
of Him who formed and produces them

I all.


