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Scatter ye Seeds,

Scatter ye seeds, and flowers will spring;
Strew them at broadcast o’er hill and glen;

Sow in your garden, and time will bring
Bright flowers, with seeds to scatter again.

Scatter ye seeds—nor think them lost;
Though they fall amid leaves and are buried
in earth;
Spring will awake them, though heedlessly
tossed,
And to beautiful flowers those seeds will
give birth.

Scatter ye seeds; tire not, but toil;
T'is the work of life, *tis the labor of man;
In the head, in the heart, and on earth’s own
soil,
S8ow, gather and sow, through life’s open
span.

Scatter ye seeds in the field of mind—
Sceds of flowers, with seeds of grain;
In the spring and summer, sweet garlands ye’ll
find,
And in autumn y@’ll reap

-rich fruits for your
pain. :

Scatter ye sceds in the garden of heart,

Seeds of affection, of truth, and of love;
Cultivate carefully each hidden part,

And thy flowers will be seen by angels above.

Bcatter ye seeds—the seeds of hope;
Plant in your bosom the tree of Life—
Then the flowers here budding, in heaven shall
ope,
And in heaven will ripen the fraits of strife.

Then scatter ye seeds each passing year;
Sow amid winds and storms of rain—

Hope give thee courage, Faith cast out fear,
God will requite thee with infinite-gain.

— i -

[Cincinnati Columblian.]

THE TWO CHRISTMAS GIFTS.

A BTORY FOR CHILDREN,

“We therefore commit her body to the deep—-
looking for the general resurrection in the last
day——when the earth and (he sea shall give up
their dead.” And the manly voice of Captain
Bell quivered with emotion as the dark waters
closed over the form of Christine Malcolmsa young
widow, who with her unl{ child, a little girl of
six, was returning from a lengthened residence in
Gnit:ulta, to her brother’s home in New York.—
Distress of mind, occasioned by the loss of her
husband, acting upon an enfeebled constitution,
brought on one of the severe fevers of the country;
and in her anxiety to reach her hinme, Mrs. Mal-
colm embarked upon her voyage, in a state re-
quiring the most fender nursing. ~ The consequen-
ces have been shown; and a day or two preceding
the commencement of our story, Mrs. M. had
called the Captain to her side, and placing in bis
hands her papers and other wvaluables. directed
him to find the uncle of her little girl, and besought.
him, as only a dyinz mother could, to gnard her
child. And in his heart the Captain vowed to
keep the trust. But God had not so ordained.

It was late in the afternoon of the same dav,
when all on board were startled by the ery, “To
the prmp!” “All hands to the pump!? “We have
sprung a leak.” Long and gallantly did they toil,
but without success; the water still gain upon

them.

‘We must go down,” was heard fiom the Cap-
tain; ard then from many a heart went up the
cry—*‘Lord, save us! we perish?

In the midst of the confusion, little Alice Mal-
come ran upon deck, finding her native nurse
completely stupified with fear. She had left her
to find ber friend Tom, a wholesouled sailor,
belween whom and the child a warm friendship
had sprung up. To him the heaven-directed Jit-
tle one had fled, just as the order to ‘man the
life-boat’ had been given.

‘Save the child, Tom,’ eried the Captain.

‘Aye, aye, sir, wos the bearty response,—
‘But you??

‘I shall stay to the last.' Aud sfay he did,
until the vessel, with its rich freight of souls,
sunk in the bottom of the Atlantic.

Night was drawinz on, and out upon the sea,
with no covering save thesky, sat the little tender
Alice; bul a stont arm was "thrown around her,
and a kind heart was planning how to make her
comfortable through the night, which was inevita-
b.y_to be passed upon the ocean. The kind sonls
in the boat had devoted their jackets to the little

orphan’s bed and covering, ard Tom, forcing a
smile, saul:

‘Now, lillle one, you must lLie down and
sleep.’

Alice, ever nsed {o
ed, first whispening:

~ *May I not say my prayers? Dear mamma
said I must pever forget them.?

A nod wasthe nrﬂ{ reply Tom®s full heart could
make;j and, kneeling by his side, with lit{le clasped
mands, she said:

‘Now I lay me down to sleep,

I pray the Lord my soul to keep,
If I should die before I wake,

I pray the Lord my soul to take.’

As her sweet voiee rose above the foaming bil-
lows, instinctively each sailor’s hat was in his
hand, and many an eye moistened, as that ehldish
prayer recalled homes, wives, and liltle ones, they
feared never to meel again. But we must leaye

prompt obedience, compli-

s

| kiss we parted.
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them thus, kind reader, to make some
about Mrs. Malcom’s brother.

‘Shadows from the fitful fire light’ danced on
Mr. Hallan’s ‘parlor wally? but they were not
phantom’s ‘grim and tall} but like the gracful
figures of three well-formed boys, who were cap-
ering about in that pleasurable state of excitement
incident to young folks on Chr!stmas Eve.

‘Mamma, don’t you wish it was morning?? said
Charlie, the youngest, and consequently the pet |
of the faimily, climbing the back of his mothef’s |
chair, and putting his arms around her neck—
‘don’t you wish it was morning, and then wel,
should know all about our presents?’ r

‘No, darling,’ replied Mrs. Hallan, fordly |
caressing her stout necklace; ‘I am quite willing
to wait for the morrow, and very much enjoy
sitling here, and dreaming of all the love-tokens
I'am to receive from my boys.

‘Well, here is our grave papa, just like vou,
mamma, looking steadily into the fire, with as |
sober a countenance as if Christmas came twice |
a week, and as if he didn’t care much about it
even then. I don’t believe I shall take these
things so quietly even when I am the father of a
family.?

So saying, Master Edward, the eldest, adjusted
his collar and stroked his cLin, with a vain attempt
at manly airs.

‘My sons, said Mr. Hallan, ‘if
quite still for a few minutes, I will tell you a
story, and then, perhaps, you will sympathise a
little with papa, if his countenance be graver than
yours on a Christmas Eve. ‘

‘It will be thirty years to-morrow, since good
old Nurse Benson'sfood by my bedside und awak-
ened me with her cheerful vuice, saving:

‘“Why! Master Edward, not up yet! and such a
nice Christmas gift in store for vou.?

‘ “Where? Where? What is i{?* said I, rubbing
my eyes, and rising up in bed, now fully awake
to the fact that it was Christmas morning, and
that I had overslept myself, «What is it, nurse
—please tell me?? '

**Why, the thing of all others you most wish
for in the world. Dress quickly, and you’ll find
out,” she replied, as she closed the door.

‘You may be sure 1 needed no seennd admoni-
tion to dress quickly. My thonghts flew as
rapidly as my fingers: “What could it be? What
I most wished for.” I ran over the catalogue of
my wants and desires; they were so numerous I
could not tell which had the ascendanecy. At last
a happy thought darted into my mind—*it was a
pony.” My father had promised one, but néat
until my birthday, which would be in the Spring.
However, T felt sure it was a pony, and rushing
down stairs into the hall, enconntered my father.

‘O, papa, I amso glad. Where is he?” Where
is he?? - 2

¢‘He!l” replied papa, spinning me round. and
evidently as much elated as myself. ¢She,if you
please.’ E

¢“Whaf! my pony?’

€¢Oh, ho! this is a
it was a pony.?

‘ “‘Why, nurse said it was what I wanted mosi
in ihe}ﬁnrld, and I thought of course it was a
pony.

‘A most logical concluzion, my son; but come
intp mother’s room, and see if another want of
your life cannot be gratified.’

‘So saying we sofily entered the bedroom.—
There lay my dear mother, looking ill, but with
her own dear smile upon her hips. I rushed up,
and kissing her rather too impressively foran
invalid, exclaimed: '

‘“‘Dear mother, don’t let them fease me an
more; do tell me what is my Christmas gift??

‘A sweet sister, my son; look in nurse’s
arms.” |

‘I turned, and as the soft blanket was laid aside,
and a little pink face disclozed, I knelt beside it,
and, burst info tears, A sister!—the intensest
longing of my boyish soul was gratified. In all
my airy castles,in my dreams by day or night, a
soft blue-eyed sister was ever my eompanion.—
[ bad had two little brothers who died at their
birth, and, as an unlr child, had the fondest love
of both parents lavished upon me. 8till my heart
yearned for a playmate, and, true to onr manly
instinets, it was for one that I might love and
cherish true. I was now too young to have this
little darling for a play-fellow, but she could be
my pet! my own sweet sisfer! and so, big boy
that 1 was, I eried for joy.

At twilight I was again admitted into that dear
room, and my cup of joy filled to ove:flowing b
being permitted to sit by the fire and hold the
baby in my arms.

*‘Now, George,” said my mother, ‘tell me
somelbing about church. How did the garlands
look??

‘“Beautifully, Jear mother; and the whole
service was so pleasant. When the minister and
the people praved “for all sick persons and ?rnung
children,’ how it thrilled my heart. I felt that
they had all asked Godl to take care of you and
our baby. And then when Mr. Mortimer spoke
of the ‘Angels heralding the birth of the infant
Savior,’ 1 wondered if God had not given my little
sister a guardian angel at her birth. [ know you
will say it was not right to let my thoughts
wander off so3 but just to-day I could not help it.
And now, dear mother, I said, ‘1 want you to
let me name this baby ¢Christine,’ I have been
thinking about it all day.?

¢*Why, my son? Idor
name.’

€¢I do, and I want it so, becanse she was born
on Christmas. If she had been a boy, I should
have asked it Christian, so please call her
*Christine.? -

€It your father has no objection, answered
mother, ‘it'may be g0.” And with a good night

inquiries

good joke. Who told you

¢ think it a very pretty

‘I pass over the period of our childhood, but
will, perhaps, tell you some other time, many
little incidents of my sweet Christine’s early
history, which show the beauty and holiness of
her young life. The dew of God’s grece seemed

il

tion of a merry Coristmas; so let us thank God

on will be !

ever to fall upon her head, from the hour in which
she firstreceived it in the holy baptismal waters.

‘In my Christine’s nineteenth summer, I s!ood
beside her at the altar of our village church, and
the same good ®mninister who received her as an
unconscious babe, now joined her hand with that
of William Malé®lin. in that holiest of all earthly
ties, which none but God should sever, You will.
perhaps, ask how I could bear to part with my
treasured sister. You will find the answer in that
easy chair, bnrs, (and Mr. Hallan glanced aeross
the hearth at bis smiling wife.) A gentle, dark-
eyed girl had promised to be even more than
sister, and our parents on that summer mornmng
gained anotlier son and daughter, which, however, |
they did not long live to enjoy.

‘After your aunt had been married abont four
years, Mr. Malco!m’s business required his resid-
encein Caleuita. The parting was a trial,but we
were cheered by ti.e hope that in a few years they
would return and end their days with us. And
now you know all the rest—the birth of your
aunt’s litlle girl, the recent death of-Mr. Macolm
in that foreign land, and that dreadful shipwreck,
when my Christine and ber babe sunk to rest in
the bosom of the Atlantic. Do you wonder, my
sons, that I do not neil the morrow, Aunt’s birth-
day, with joy? ‘

‘However, I donot wish fo cloud your anticipa-

for his unnumbered mercies, and then—Good
night.?

Clirislinas morninz dawned in unusual splen-
dor. - The Frost King had breathed over every
tree and shrub, and the earth had a robe of white,

uite suitable for festive occasions. Mr. Hallan’s
?amily were very early aslir; the younger ones
to examine their gifts, and the elder ones to
prepare for church, whither they soon wended
their way. On their return, Edward bezged and
received permission to gzo home by the lane, as he
had a new book and some trifling presents, which
he had purchased for a poor lame boy who lived
there, and in whom he took a strong in'erest.

Dinver had been announced some time before
Edward returned, He came at last; his face
flushed with excitement, and bursting izto the
room, exclaimed: ’,

‘An adventure! an adventure! Behold in me
a knighf-errant. And now I want some turkey,
for I am half starved.?

So saying, he seated himeelf at the table, and
plied his knife and fork vigorously, as if he were
in reality battling with a fallen foe.

‘And now,’ said Mrs. Hallan, laughingly, ‘that

our unsentimental appetite is somewhat abated,
{;t us know in what fair lady’s behalf you have
been doing service??

*Well, then, serionsly, I will tell you all about
it. I was just coming from James MecCoy’s
house, (who by the way was delighted with his
presents) when a loud langh attracted my atlen-
tion, and looking toward the'end of the lane, I saw
two or three rude boys with a pile of snowballs
before them, evidently watching for some one to
pass; at the same moment they exclaimed—*‘there
she is, now fory and in an instant a shower of
balls fell upon the cloak and bonnet of a little gir]
about six years old, who was tripping by with a
basket on her arm. The snow was soft, and I
dow’t think hurt her, but she was terribly frighten-
ed, and, dropping her basket, began to ery pit-
eonsly. OF course I was by her side directly,
and soothed her as well as I could. A few sharp
words soon sent the boys about their business,
who, 10 do them justice, looked quite ashamed,
and protested they ‘didn’t want to hurt her, but
only to have some fun.” I learnt from the fittle
girl that she lived with Nurse Brown, who had
trusted her out alone, to take a jelly to a neigh-
bor’s sick baby. She also told me that her father
and mother were both dead, and that her name was
‘Ahce.” She is so lovely, mother, that I took her
home, and asked Mrs. Brown to bring her to you
this afternoon.?

Dinner had been over some time, and FEdward
was becoming impatient at the non-appearance of
his protege, when the door opened, and a servant
led in the little girl. She was without a bonnet,
and her long brown ringlets, fell over a dark stuff
dress, which only enhanced the beauty of lLer fair
?'mln,r.: face. Edward sprang to meet her, and

ed her to his mother, who kissed and took hLer
upon her knee, sayino:

“You are a sweet liile girl—won’t you tell me
your name.’ :

“Alice Malcolm, sadam,’ was the reply.

‘A sfrange coincidence, surely, said Mr.
Maleolm; “and she is so like my own Christine st
hier age.?

“Christine,’ repeated the child, musingly; ‘that
Was my poor mamma’s name.?

‘My child! my child? exclaimed Mr. Hallan,
now really agitated, ‘where is your mother??

‘Way down in the deep sea,’ said Alices ‘but
Nurse says her spirit has gone home to heaven
with-dear pap~.?

Mrs. Hallan,
agitation, said:

‘Edward, call in Mrs. Brown, directly; we
must know more of this.?

The good woman soon entered the room, and
L]:ut them in possession of a!l the facts within her

nowledge,in regard to her little charge, as related
to her by her son Tom, with whom we have had
a previous acquaintance. She told them of the
death of Mrs. Malcolm, of the disastrous shi
wreck, and of the escape of a part of the crew,
who were providentially picked up by a passing
vessel; and how Tom ﬁbeing unable to learn the
name of the child’s uncle from herself, she always
calling him ‘uncle George’) had brought the litile
darling home to his mutﬁer, while he had refurned
to New York to again enter upon his caliing as
a sailor. ;

Every doubt was dissipated—if indeed any
remained, when Mrs. Brown unclasped a locket
suspended uround Alice’s neck, which contained
the likenesses of Mr. and Mrs. Malcolm.

Mr. Hallan could only press the child again and

again to his heart, exelaiming:
This is, indeed, a

‘My own Christine’s paby.
second precious Christmas gift.

‘And I found her,” eaid Edward. ‘So now, lit- |
tle cousin, give me a kiss. '

partaking of her husband’s

‘And me,’ said George.

‘And me, too,’ eried Charlie.

Alice embraced them all, and said gaily, ‘An
aunt and uncle, and three cousins found all in one
day; but nurse, won’t poor Tom be sorry when he
comes back??

‘No, honey, if he may coine and see you
sometimes, for heis but a poor lad and it sorely
grieved him, sir,” addressing Mr. Hallan, ‘lest *he
child should miss many comforis we could not
give her.? |

‘I assure you, replied Mr. Hallan, it shall be
the first care of this whole family to provide for
you and your noble hearfed song and I beg you
will bring him here ihe instant he returus to see
the child whose presence here this day, bas made
our home so happy.’ -

Yvening has ¢0ine 2gain, and the shddows are
dancing on the wall; little.Alice, wearied with her
day’s excitement, has fallen asleep on Uncle
Greorge's breast, and Mr. Hallan has acknowledg-
¢d to the boys that ‘Christmas is the happiest day
i the year.?

-

SnootriNé Hens.—Col. R. and Gen. M. were
formerly neighbors and had gardeuns adjoining
cach other.

Oue pleasant morning in spring, sbout the time
of planting, Col. R. met his friend, the Genera),
in the street, boiling over withi ruge, who addresse d
him after this wise:

‘Confound ycar darn'd old hens, Colonel,
they’ve Lbeen in my garden, and scrutched the
beds every which way; I shall huve to make them
all over aguin; can’t you shut them up this sum-
mer?’

‘Keep cool, General,” said the Colonel, I prefer
that my hens should have pleaty of sun, air, ex-
ercise und lood, and I don’t believe that your gar-
den secds will hurt them at all. However, if they
trouble you much, shoot ’em—shoot em.’

‘I will by thuuder,” Colonel, suid the still more
excited General, *I'll do it, I'll do it, blamed if I
don’t,’ and turnmg around on his heel, marched
away, mad as a wild cat.

The next morning, as the Colonel was sipping
his coffee, the family were eturtled by the ¢ ang,’
‘bang,’ of fire arms, the cause of which v.*nnn
ascertainec.—The Colonel, on going to the di-
vision fence, looked over aud saw Gen. M. in the
heat of double murder. Six fine specimens of the
‘dung-hill’> fowl were flouncing about on the
ground, unwilling just yet to yield up their giz-
zards to the gouimand, -

‘Aha, Genersl! so you are executing your
threat, are you?’

‘To be sure, [told yon I'd do it, and I'll be
darned il I don’t shoot all the rest if you don’t
shut ’em up. Bat here, tuke the thievish critters,
I don’t waut ’em; they are 100 _highly seasoned
with shot for my family.?

‘Thank you, thank you, Gen. M., just wait a
day or two before you kill any more until we eat
these up, and then 've no objection to having the
rest shot.

Now, Col. R. was rather jealous of his rights,
and, morever, as fiery as Murs in his disposition,
and it was a great mystery to the Gen. how he
could keep so cool about this matter. The sequel
will show. '

In two or three days after, three more fine fat
chickens were thrown iuto the Colonel’s garden,
and duly taken care of by the cook.

At lust the General ‘smelt a rat.” His own
chickens were missing, and the egg basket hung
on the peg quite empty, to the utter astopishment
of his good wife, who hud never known a similar
occurrence before.

‘Col. R. said the General,” as they met one day
in the street, ‘have 1 killed all your hiens yet?

‘Killed all my hens, General,’ slowly repeated
Colouel R. ‘Why I have not owned a living hen
these three years!’

Tiie Gen. sloped. He had shot and given to
Col. R. nine of his best luyers.—[Carpet Bag.
-

Jewisk TraprrioNn.—A Rabbi was deliver-
ing a lecture to his disciplés, and read the
following passage from the Talmud: ‘Many a
man gives his father viands to eat, and yet
inherits hell; others set their fathers to grind
at the mill, and inherit Paradisel?

The auditors were astonished at this gen-
tence, and one of them exclaimed: ¢Is it really
possible, O Rabbi?? The Rabbi replied: “The
teachings of the Talmud are not deceitful, and
every man miay recognize their wisdom, if they
are properly explained; a certain person once
placed a richly prepared dish before his father,
the latter was greatly rejoiced at the costly
meal, thanked his son and said: ‘Dear son.
thou hast refreshed me to-day with a splendid
meal; but tell me how didst thou come by it?’

The gon looked sternly in his father®s face,
and with a harsh voice said: “0Old folks, who
cannot earn anything, should eat what is given
to them, and keep silence’ Amazed at such
rudeness, the father ate no more, retired into
lonely chamber of the house, and tears trickled
down his cheeks. Tell me, now, my hearers, °
what reward dges such a son deserve?’

All were silent, and the Rabbi continued:

‘There was anothear son, who supported him-
gelf and his father by working at a mill. But

P-|the king was at the time beautifying and

ilrengﬂ:-ening a certain region of his dominior.
One day it was given out that certain of the
inhabitants should be sent to that region in
order 'to hasten the completion of the works.
The father was among the number selected; he
wished to obey the order of the king, but the
gon gaid: ‘Dear father, wouldst thou undertake
such hard work? thou wilt not be able to,_en-
dure the work, nor the insults of the overseers.’
‘But it is the command of the king? said the
father. ‘Well, I am young,’ replied the sonr,
‘I can endure everythi o thou work in my
place at the milly though thou canst not earn
so much thereby, it is nevertheless better that
I should go than that thou shouldst be tor-
mented at the public works.”? And thus the

son went to work at the public fortifications,




