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FERN LEAVES,
THE STILL' SMALL VOICE.
Pdor, tired littlo Frank! o had gazed at that stereo-

typed mul norama till his eyelids were drooping with
-mun- *‘ omnibuses, carts, z‘m wheelbarrows, men,
omen, huns-. and children ; the same old story. There is

o Title y driving hoop. - Franky nover drives hoop
—no, he is dressed too r that. ‘Once in a while he
kes ! hn Jobn the unlng-mn, or Mary the nurse,
holds his tightly, lest he should soil his embroider-

har
ed frock. - Now little Prank changes from one ioot to the
other, and thet he creeps up to his young namma, who lies
Rl buriod u’ ¥hose ‘eatin’ ushiofs, Touding the last new
novel, and lays his hand on_her soft curls; but she shakes
him off with an i-pmn “Don’t Franky!” and he creeps
back again to

How sad the mourn-
-hl., el thale K:amch.ef. to their oyos !
e is nodhallnke, II:I th:
pwindow likg o signal
o Franky ;
agiin to his molh- ...d.,
o 2 P
‘Thegreng, miotbae-da “{. :h-me\edly, withott raising hor
blus eyes from tho novelhe is reading, ** Whatdid you say,

" !l'unuu. must I dle. too 1"

“Yes—no! What an odd ualﬁon! Pall the bell,
Charley. Here, John take Fran| stairs to the numq
andbous Bru Blong o plby tA6ki Tor him > aad
mammebotkibe tibroeldoowi Ggath ¥pon e asurioas mnh-
ions.

The room is very quiet now that Franky is banished ;

nobody is in it but herself and the canary. ~Her position is
quite e her favorite book between her ﬂngvn why not
Jield herself again o the wuthor's witching spel!* Wy do

he words. lr Idie, too!" stare at her from aver)

Thoy were buta ulnld s wunh She is childish mhee!&mem 3
and she rises, lays aside the book, and sweeps her white
ings, while her rich voice ﬂnnh
One stanza only she sin

vmm herl
——why, it is a thing she has never thought of ; and
t the long mirror. Death for her, with that
o a and scarlet lip, and rosy cheek and sunny tress,
rmgln step? Death for her, vmh
broad lands, and fall o fors, thu world of fashios
feet? Death for her, with tlle Iova of that princely hulbﬂnd,
who mnl.vnn the kiss of the breeze s it fans her white
decay—oblivion? (No, not oblivion !

B n DR ANCBITEE lackod I M)

“ Wen. whleh is it, my pet, the opera, lhn concert, or
'w soiree? 1 am yours to comman
- !hlthor, 1 believe Wnlur T am out of tune to-ni tht ;
or, as Madame B. would say, ¢ Vapoarish ;" so I shall inflict
myself on nobody ; but—""
“0h, 1 hgrm' pardon, Mrs. Rose ; T am fond of & mer-
face, t00. Smile, now, or I'm off to the club, or the bil-
Hard-room ; or, as husbands say when thoy are « hard o
for an excuse, I have ‘a business engagoment,’ What !
tear ! What grief can you have, little Rose "
“ You know, Walter, what a strange child our Frank is.
Wall e asked me such an odd, old: fuhmned question to-
“Must I die, too, mamma !” in that little flute-like voice
o( is, and it set me thinking, that's all. I can't rid myself
of it; and, dear Walter, said she, laying her tearful cheek
upon  his shoulder, ** I don’t know that [ ought to try "’
+Oh, nonsense, Rose " said the gay husband, ** don't turn
Mothodist,if: love me.  Aunt Chacity has rligion cnough
can't ask her which way the
a description of canaan. Religion
their stock in trade; well

enou; ren‘and old people ; well enough for ancient
vh‘ml. who like vastey mostings o pass away o long ov-
nin t for he very queen of lo
tia first lluz—f’outh and health—pshaw
to arrange your hair, and lot’s to tho opera. Time enough
my pot 1 ihiak of rellgios A you see your first grey
hair.”

Say’you do, mah of the sinewy limb and fusking oye!
See !"up Calvary’s rugged steep o slender form bends weari-
1; bonnltﬁ its he‘vy cross! That sinless side, those han

jerced for you. Tortared, o s, f.m,

l‘umud-—ﬂ» cloud hiding the Father’
mournful wail rings out on the acill nir, % My Uod' my o God !

‘why hast thou forsaken me !*

"The dregs !Cﬂl{fi our offering for all this priceless love O
The palsied band, and clouded brain,
and staminering tongus, ad Iadon oot ofago, thy trophis
God forbid! 'And yet, alas! amid dance, and song, and
revel, that « still, small voice’ was hu: shod. The o winged
hours, mis-pent and ‘wasted, flow quickly past. No m'al:

Tepentance 0 suppliant knoe was bent ; no houschol
altar flamo sont up its grateful inconse.

« Must I die, too 1"

Swést ohild] but s the sun dios; but sp the iae fdes

out: but as the ﬂown- die, for a resurrection morn ! Close
the uurohln‘ oye banmh the ]Jrllonl 1id; cross the busy
hands over u heart. Life—life eternal! for

yn:ﬂ.n-
£a other ! From that little grave, so
Bower of repentance springs at lst. 'No
tares shall mh it; no blight or mildew it! God's
smil ine, n thy reward.
Dear reader, so the good Shepherd hlrlal the little lamb in
l;i;j:m. that she who gave it lifo may hear its voice and
follow. '

LOOK ON THIS PIO‘I’UII, AND THEN ON

AT.

i :nd Titlo 2oatid fuces grow lon,

and s ro hustied into the
sloset; a0d mamma glancos ™ Inhy
I and fa-

bod with llum of sugas
b g it (A grou;
huddl. Ty O phog gk ke legay despatches
a8 uMI! as if spoaking wero prolnhmd by the statute-
the children creey J) like uulpr(u to bed, lﬂﬂlV'"lll

' l’uhn is ing ! d b :)h““ o "k?n fo
o 9 coming !" wns t eyes sparkle for %
iy ot dancn wih goe, bet it i e iant .g."’ o4
windaw-pane ; and a bevy of rosy & lips sluiea;kiomeab
‘h door hooks lie unrebuked on the table ;
l balls, and dolls, and kites, are discussed ; and
|mu u, o.‘lh soft cheok nguinst tho paternal whiskers
)-Iﬁw -hl

“abandon ;" and Charley gets u love-
mma’s face %ruv- radient ;
ul

ud uh-vnll' o) ot silently, but aloud ; and

. v-'m. with exial celerity, for

j-hunhonmd,lnl"nhrh-
. .THE WIDOWS nlu.s.
*The uu Janie Groy camo back o her

e e .?f‘o‘.'! Wil ki e

Wherever her eye fell, there was somo
had

shadow bad never darkened, to offer oan'nhlion.

at th'u was one more broken heart in it.
She must bear her weary weight of woe alone. She knew

now, since the eye that worshipped thm with her was closed

the Lord loveth, ho chastenoth” 444 Do ok,
ining tho tips of the ﬁnpn of either b

sy 1 eum-ni like a nmm,
God is tho God of gy and the fatherless.
said he, looki idoy

literary light was his niece.
llll'nn{ '

she was swelling other editors’ subscriptios
Rl bt waet 5 fatars bE the sate ba wae. fully: ptep-r.d
to understand.

“No talent that way !"* said Janie to_herself, as she saw
him, at last very eooly transfer, with his editorial hand,
her -ruelol to Mornln( Star, without credit, wi':hm.c

cle

mise
g—al wnng." stid Unclo John.
gvo,uad tho ord by aken mwy. You onght to bo esign-

roli re

want made foot-tracks, but where the well-warmed,

nll-ehd aud well-filled sat at mm table.

flow on. A brighter day dawned for Janie. She

had u iumphed over d‘--ppnmvnenu and discouragements
before which stouter hearts rs had g

and independence were lgnn h.,-. wamed by her vwaatic
ring hand. Uncle John was not afraid of her now. He
tarned no more short corners to avoid blr She needed no
assistance. Uncle John liked to notice that sort of rople
Ho grow smisblo, even fussious ; 4ud ono day in hi
roariousness, actuall three-cent
SAbhetr, whim 60 hed o Inquinkd fous or e 10... ye.n

uailed. Camfort

hiscape

fanie’s praises reached him from overy quarter ; and he

took & great deal of pains to lot people know that this new

isct, Had o kisowh she‘wold tave

ont such n sar, be would havo employed her, Now
instead o

b1 T401 o gatas the breath )
D you sommt the tears woteh Dilstced st
ou dream of the torturing process by which the bird was
linded, ere it could be learned to sing so sweetly? Knew
ou that those ‘\llhmg dolon mchod §nu through prison-

mn'm-m disguise. - I'llleod you,this volume of ¢ Dewdrops
subuissive, somehow, or you will

i
TUncle John was o ngld sectarian, of the bluest school of
divinity ; enjoyed an immenso reputation for savctity, then
leare! him save the contents of his

ot-book. ‘Tt was his glory to b the Alp

expediency of sending tracts to Kangaroo I to
prosent at the laying of cornerstones for embryo hnmlm
to shine conspicaously at ordinations, donation visits, Sal
bath-school celebrations, colporteur

rolvataeple, o added oge inch o

Ch Ilthn huuld bnl he l:nav"

torritory over whi o o ek A o control—it belonged
entirely to the other side of the
Uncle John sat in his m-nn

himself llm matters were | brook ; of & bird's song: o
mossy seat; of dark, soul-it .y.. uf. el =
low, aud_thrilling; of & ¢ wi

donth ‘chilled. the lipe. that mado it Gwlhleldm( litdle
Sunbeam ! May s

earthly pathway !

ulucnber-, .ml uongnhlln

roll of h-nk-h:ll-, and fing red them mosl lﬁcll

counting:
in, uncle "" -?d Janie's lou‘ black ull was thrown back

co.
d Unels John rathor fgidly. « Pratty busy;

ploy me to TR your
perate with me than T thought, and 'ben isu n-oeun, for
my ao.n,; something immediataly. 1 belie

ur hushand was an axlhnsunl man ; lived too fast—
thlt s the trouble—lived too fast.
economical ns T was, when 1 wasa young man.
Can’t expect me to mke up !nr

‘s just what I wish (o do," kAR

as he returned from

month after their marriage; and, with & look of ansiety,

e drew her closer to his brea

soon repent your choi

o kmptlng; for o hn and in those blue eyes he read
he

i :
unny pastand the gloomy Bevsank e 40 SArORE & het
Now, if thers was anything Uncle John .mr.u, bated, it

o work, he sup- | and crying togothor.
glad you've come hom
Harry folt sure that was not he
question hcr, for he felt very sare she would tell him all in
tim
go’;dm truth ‘was, Harry's mother had been lecturing her
daughter-in-law all the morning upon the degeneracy of the
times—hoped she would not think of Il"lll& on all the fine
things ber friends had been so fuolis! her out in—
times were not as they used to be—that nl‘ nrry gave her
K:cket»money, she had better give it to her to eep, and nol

ou
said the widow, * T will not troul e
w 1 have plenty who will write for nothing,’

“ Market is overstocked with that sort of thing.

Don’t think you have any nl-m that way, either. Better
tako in sewing, or -om:lnn  said o, takingout his wateh,
‘young widow could BoAtegly, seo bat.way ous.thria

her ﬁub—ﬁ.lhn; tears. It was her first bitter lesson in the
Ifishness. She, whose tender feet had
guided, to walk life's thorny path alone; she, for whom no
;.n was rich, or mre, or costly enough—she, who had leaned
he dear arm now so powerloss to shield her

—sho, to whom love was life, breath, being, to meet only
careless glances ; nay, more, harsh and taunting words! O,
where should that stricken heart find rvll this side ha.nwn'

h-.mnd affctionate
The colour came an
the tea

recalling her_words.
home, where
‘yn where wo all sa

dear old mm. and f-u
all— babyish ' I won't o dictated to " sai

and went to church, and emmled over his dear bas
and the widow sat'up till the stars
o0 of manuscript; and litlo Budolph

Bs

 Shhderher pon, memory alled s
Bt to s sunny d.,.—m luxariods home. in she
was leaning on that broad, true

luinly-farnished.room s Ematinaeqm

to the eye of taste and nﬂ-menz then it fell w

child, too young w remember that father, whose
Snll the ehllll ':Iumhrrnd on, his red i

rom the dimpled foot, hung close by tho pilo
trus ‘hands to

ul
her Ilu wnh her Iund -bo wept uloud. that t

ber
half hated Hatry when nd
him no, oF she's s0 sedato and mopiag. L desire o keop
my neck out of the matrim

Shor ly after this, Emma’s i e CLODIT R
dolicacy, manufactured by herself, of which sbe know ber
daughter to bo particalarly fond. Mrs. Hall brought it
into her room, and set it down on the table as if she were
tosting the frongth of tho dish, and mid, + 1 wonder if

ur mother is afraid you'll not have enough toeat here

na would think you were  child ut o bosrdingeashuol.

ncl

rnlchnd know. In'slamber there

at Iout, mmm- Kind angels wiispor hopoin dream
T

out-stretched to grasp the .m stocking.  Hi

i, p;" h‘mnln- |£w-‘h his
iy Bngera': whilo his molbet, tose
thet mighy ooihp- his purse, i comf

hﬂh hulvp wlmnmv.nd

ﬁmhh ing quite as troublesome we

they cout the writer !
r pages! Did

rs, from o weary no, Uncle John !

how should you ! For whe wheu y\mr kbt ‘shotld have been,
vacun

re was &

MY LITTLE SUNBEAM.
Never saw my little sunbeam ! Well, she was a little

creature who passed my window each day, on her way to
school, and who made my acquaintance, child fashion, with
a smile. Perbaps none but myself would have called her
pretty ; but her cyes were full of love, and her voice of
music. Every day she laid a little bunch of violets on my
window. Yok might havo thooght it rifling gif, b it
was much to me

Lclosed my eyes, and the fragrance of thoso tiny flowers
carried me hack, oh, whither !

for, after my little sunbeam nisted,

They told of & fragrant, ghadowy 'oold of a nplmn

oot,
never broken nll

e find more roses than thornsin her

SELF-CONQUEST.

« Wiz, Bridget, what do you think of the bride 1
< Oh, she’s a pretty young thing; but if she had known

a8 muuh as you and [ do of her husband’s mother, she never
would have come to live with her. Shel a rey In old
hyena ; and if she dont bring the tears
hefore the honeymoon
she's the most audas
hor wardrobg yesferday, befors she could got here

to those blus
over, my name isn’ "% Brid Wh
ous old thing! She over ruled all

through the entry, T heard her mutte

to
her:elf “Silk stockings, humph! ruffled under-clothes !
Wonder if she thinks I'll have them ironed here? Embroi-
dered night-caps, silk dresses ! Destraction and rain !""

“1'll tell you what, Bridget, there never was a house

built yet, that was big enougl for two families to live in ;
and you'll find out that this wunl be, L reckon.

“What ! tears, Emma! tears!” said the young husband,
his counting-room one day, about a

“ Tell me ;
Tt voay moath wes ol

swer his hurlmmklng
hat, then, is your pot canary

ick! Can’t you dress

your hair to suif you? Or are you in despair because you
can'tdecide in which of all {«\lr dreue- mllnok prettiest!”
“Don’t be ridiculous, Harry !" Emma, laughing

feel nnrvonl that'sall. I'm so

forbore to

spending it for nonsense—that a young wife’

in ber husband’s house—and she hoped she 'onl&rluu off
that babyish trick of running home every day to see her
nullm and sisters.

ent amazement. She was & warm-
but she was wery highapiited.

went rapidly_in her cheek ; but she

hat were starting to her eyes, for sl

oed in

had too much pride o allow her to sce them fall

Afier old Mra. Hall roired, she st for & moment or two,
“ ¢ Bal ’ to love my own dear
3o mersy s & cricket from morning till
layed, and read in mother’s

el g - happiestof us
the young

I'm married, if I am only nineteen, and my own
* and the rebellious tones would come in spite of

istress
her. determination. But then she thought of Harry, dear
Harry, whom she had already learned to love so well. Her
first impulse was to tell him. But she had a great deal of
good

No,

senso, if sho was young ; and sho said to herself, ¢

that won't do ; then he’ll have to take sides with one or Ilu
other, and cither way it will make trouble. It may we

his love from me, too. No,no, 'l try to Etulon wllhnut,
but | wish I had known more about her

to live.””

came here

And s she smiled and chatted grily with Harry, and
he had set it down to the account of ** nervousness.”

i slowly whon he was ahsent at his
business ; and she felt uneasy every time she heard a step
on tho sairs, lestthe od ady should subject her_to some

"l 'ondn what has come over our Emma "' said one o:‘
< s

controlled herself by a strong effort, and made her

no re| I 3 Iy taking the gift from her hands witha nod
e R ey &

now]

noe ; and her’ father-i

Neéw. Series. . No. 97,

™ :: required all Bmmaa's love for Harfy to carry her

rougl
Shn aiill adhered to her determination, hnvnm. w s rord
1 her trouble from her hushand ; and thoagh he
she was Jess vivacious, perhaps he thought the m-mh of
n 1o his ynuv-s nr- that he felt
it

o e o, Wi e vmlent influen-
, the reing of goterhient wero tety anwillingly recr

about tho dusting, ‘and awoepiig, Wnd ‘slohtog; endmg al-
was with thin soliloguy. as

vider 8 e Wk 01 Ve S il pointing the wr
or the sicepan hung on the wrong vail. ftted Thronen
herself

lavn not arranged u-|ly behind her buk
to find * Bedlam et loose when she got (Ve
u. other oncouraging prognostications of
g Emmn." said Ulrry. “how should you mlln»g five

m; hnu ,-ndlthin ol‘ ng it on tri
’ ’ he wis| hc% k.

only sai P
arry, bov L should | Yike tho placo 611 T saw it »umhanm

the thought of her motber-in-law clouded ber suw
and, in spito of herself, a tear dropped on her hu

and.
“ Well, dear Emma, now I'm very sure
—and his llrgu dark eyes had @ loo
all her skill and prlmceln reading them
to drive you out there this Aﬂemoon,

)
O iet o Ml Pmd.’n. Harry !

wind sweeps the dmpmg
And that little, low window, latticed over with l"ul-
and that pnuy terraced ﬂower-g-rd-n-o

. the iy Yiilded 1o his touoh, and they
stood side b -m in s litle rustic parlour. furnished simply,
: tables, stands, and mantel, covered with

omers e long wbite musin curtaine Jooped away

from a wmdn' ‘whence could

e syTlay, mod mIveFy strodia. 1
ich was quito as unexeeptionable in it

“ Bul who lives here now, Harry 1"
bod

B i b.long' and who lmnged nver,nhm‘ with

|.n; with trial day by d-y,
e victory over her own spirit,
' Do you think T could see all

high-s) 'nmd Imlc wife -lru

o
prnsed his lipato R fad
eaze here but me, S Pl

..mramq to the huh.nd,

She might have had twenty other nam
the only appellation T ever heard.
iy 17+ 1 dare say Hatty broke that sase. or lost
“Dou't come bers; what  righ

n8i )
tho imark. o Caln upon her [orobead
sisers, but they wero bright, and sucy, o ol anl Gap

Iohu;xe, could throw their arms -houl the parental neck,
fiatter some weak side, carry

ht ; so their coffers were always filled, while
‘poor Hatty's was empty ; and sbe laid all these things up in
o Ll greved heart, and, asshe saw dupliciy better xe-

o i
'helhar the Bible, that her father read so ulucll out of, was
’s ¢ coat of many colours” flauntes
ever hefare her tearful eyes! All her "ree\ childish im-

ulses were checked and’ crushed ;

owers of love 'and confidence should
wuod- of distrust and suspicion took bitter root!
in the oouumuon of the domestic circle,

Sometimes, as was often the case,
iy person made part of the family circle ;
such oceasions, Hatty would listen
great, wild eyes glowed and burned like living coal ul'ﬂn.
But there was one spot where none disputed Hatty's
reign—a little lonely room at the top of the house, whn.h
she had fitted up in her own wild way, and where she
free from reproof or intrusion.

You should have seen her thero, with her litle yearning
heart half broken by neglect, doubtful of her o
and weeping such passionate taats | that the was 1 tapid,

her! And so -he nudu flnnndl 'l(h the holl stars, the
i

fleecy
heul dJ the ")R lightnin;
her w:l'lI lit face at th-su-ll | window. mi, ht h-ra fanci

_.-

and the countenance mirrored it forth.
Back in the family circle, she was agu

the rest of the family, Mr. Lee,"
there.

d the o1d man, with a shrug * She don't

* Yea yos!
look much like u Lee;in fact, she's very plain.
mbkeluld I-I:- her own ml:np;-y better

ight

.l.. belongs m-nnllnr brood—.ul clnnpd in the umue. or

p foes she spend her time 1" said Mi
oy iy Wifo says she hus u Yittls den
at the top of the house, where she st s

20, that Hatty ! plain s & A

i s newspaper. and pat e g o]

ha for an old maid. She had never been ® parent;
lm- some people whata nice
ly resolved to know more




