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oonviction that at lest their pligrimoge after
troth ie enclad, A ereed thet i anything mors
than & milstione is o blonder. . . . We most
get accustomed to the truth thet the mind, with
everagidening experisnce, must ever change the
horizon of Belief.— E. P. Pouwell,

Ty
Hﬂwijhﬁf”uﬂaluh:lﬂ
ki companion, it they were going to the well
s AR 1" replied the other, I was reflacting
on ithe weelesness of our being filled, for, let
s go dway never 0 full, we abooys come back
empty."  ** Dear me! how strange to look ot
it in that way,"” soid the other buchet; ** now,
eoms, wa aloays go away full. Only look on
il in that light, and you will be o4 cheerful as
Jom." —E, J. Hardy.






HEM hath erceds and hate iz forther
Jrom than hs that hath love and
no ereed.  Nobler is he that giveth the thoughes
of ell hir daye to thes thon he that spendsth
etery Sabbath on ks knees In church and
defraudeth his neighbor habitnally, — From
Pralmy of the West,

*

LET me live in my houss by the side of the
road,
Where the raee of men go by,
They are good, they ars bed, thay ere weak,
they are atrong,
Wiss, foolish :—so0 am L.
Then why should [ il in the ecormar’y peef,
Or herl the eynlc’s ban P
Let me live in my house by the side of the road,
And bg @ frisnd of man,
— Sam Walter Foss.



