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T The Home Girle. .
TO Momm '

Mother, why so ead ?
. Thy spirit why cast down'.'
. . God has but called his-own
To wear an.immortal crown.

From earth, and ain, and pdin,
Forever hie i free ; -

‘Exalt then in his joy,
Forget thy misery.

His trials now are o'er ;
Heg fought the blessed fight

Of futh and. anow _on Canaan's shore
Ho's robed in raiments whige.

Then mother, why 80 sad ?
Why droops thy spirit down ?
0? think of heaven’s shining hosts,
And less of church-yard mound.

If faithful unto death,
‘We shall in glory stand ;

See father there, and with him sing
Hossanas to the Lamb.

Wae should abide our tire,
And wait till victory s won; .

Not murtnur at God’s chast’ning rod,
But say, “Thy will bo done.” -

This world is not our home ;
A few more years at most,
Through death, we'll enter paradise,
And join the heavenly hosts.

" Then praise the Lord, our God,
_ Though friends from us are riven,
- His precious word assurance gives,
Wo'll meet again in Heaven.

ANGELS IN THE FLOWERS.

T’'ve been in the beautiful garden, and see !
Seme dear little angels came talking to me!’
) They tenderly smiled,
" And they said, “Little child,
The angels will whisper a leseon for thee.”

: Deep down in the lily, as white as the snow,

I hieard o sweet angel sing gently and low ;
She lovingly smiled, .
And she said ‘“ Little child,

As pure as the lily I hope you will grow.”

Then out of the heart of a beautiful rose,
An angel as bright as a sunbeam arose,
So gayly ahe amiled,
As she said * Little child,
Grow lovely each day as the sweet rosebud
grows.’

Then up from the moss of a dewy bmk near,
An angel’s voice whmpered so low nnd 80
clear,
So gently she smiled
As she said, ¢ Little child,
Be lowly and meek as the violet, dear.”

Now come to the garden, oh ! will you, ma?
Tl show you just where the angels are ;
‘Where they saw me and smiled,
As they said “ Little child,”
They cannot so quickly have flown away far.

I said “Little one, it may possibly be

The bright things of fancy are real to thee,”
But sadly I smiled,
As I said, ¢ Little child,

The pure in heart, only, the angels can see.”

ORDER.

The beauty of order has been descanted
upon so much and so often, that we relate the
following without comment: In a private
party, one evening, at which the late Andrew
Faller was present, the conversation turned
upon the subject of preaching, when one of the
party said, preaching without notes was tae
hardest thing in the world. Mr Fuller said it
was easy enough if they went to work in the
right way. “Now,” he said, *if I was told
to tell my hired girl to go to the store and get
gome sugar and blue, some coffee and starch,
gome cakes, some soap and almonds, some
candles and spice, some nuts-and some tea,
‘some potash and butter, she would say, ¢ Oh,
dear sir, I can never think of all that.” ¢ Well,
look here, Botty, you know to-morrow your
mistress is going to have a large wash, and she]
will want some blue and soap, some candles
and potash ; the next day she will have com-
pany, and will want some tea and coffee,
sugar, spice, nuts, cakes, butter and almonds.’
* Thank you, sir ; now I can think of them all.’
So it is in preaching with good arrangoment.”

MEN OF ACTION.

Some men seem to be.sent into the world
for purposes of action only. Their faculties
are all strung up to toil and-enterprise ; their
spirit and their framealike redolent of energy.
They panse and slumber like other other men;
but it is only to recrdit from actual fatigne.
They occasionally want quiet, but ‘only as a
refreshment to prepare them for rencwed cx-
"ertion, not as a normal condition to be wished
for or enjoyed for itself, “They need rest, not
_,repose. They mvest.xgate zmd reflect ; but
only to estimate tho best means of attaining
‘their ends, or to measurg the value of their|:

.. undertakings against the cost. - ’.l‘hey think ;

: sthey rcver meditate. ‘Their mission, their
wSoyment* the ' object and condition of their
existence, is work ; they could’ not enst hore
The cannot concexve auother
hfé"ns'demnbfé 'inthoub it their ‘atnount of

hl

" vitality is beyond that of ordinary men ; 'they’
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\‘VHAT SHALL \\'L DO WITH OUR-BOYS.

It is as nnposmblc to make a chémist, 'or an
engmeor, or‘an naturalist, of a Loy, if he has
no specml taste or aptuess fot these studios, ns
-to mako a poot out of a Digger Indian.’
no unusual circumstaucs foc parents who have
boys just entering upon manhood t6 come to

in a_ chemical laboratory, that .they *‘may
learn the trade,” as, to their eyes,' the busiriess
appears remunerative, They have no speeial
genius, no training in preparatory studies, no
decided leaning towards chemical manipulation
or rescarch, but the desnre is to havo them
“made” into chemidts. Thore is a mistakon
ides, common to many parents, that their
children is as well a«l'\pted toono omployment

ities to learn regarding this' pursuit or ‘that,
to becomé proficients and rise to cminence.
-More than half the sad failures so commonly
observed are due to being -forced into the
wrong road in early life. Young men are
forced into pulpits, when. thoy should be fol-
lowing the plough; forced iuto courts of law,
when they should be driving the plane in a
carpenter’s shop ; forced ‘into sick rodms, as
physicians, when they shold be guiding a loco-
motive, or heading an explormg party into the
Rocky Mountn.ms ; forced into imndastrial
lnbomtones, wien they should be in the count-
ing room or s'hop

It is a wise provision of Providence that
pearly cvery Loy born into the world has some
peculiar distinetive capability, some aptness
for a particular calling ér pursuit ; and if he
is driven into channels contrary to his instincts
and tastes, he isin antagonism with Natute,
and the odds are against him. One of the
earliest and most anxious of enquiries of parents
showld be directod to the discovery of the
leanings of their.children, snd if they find that
their boy, who they earnestly desire. should

1 adorn the bar or the pulpit, ia persistently en-
| gaged Tin.constrgeting toy ships, and .wading
| in every puddle’¢ of water to test. their sailing
. qualities ; if he reads - books of voyages,
"and when in'a sea.port ste&ls away to the

whnrves, to visits ships nnd “talk’ wnth sailors,
it is certain he is  born for' the'sea.” Fit him

possible position for rising to the honorable
post of shlp-master, and you ‘have dlsclmrged
your duty, If, on the other hand, he is logi-
‘cal, discriminating, ‘keen; fond' of argument,

et bim enter the law:; if he is :fond of - whit-
tling, - planing, -sawing, constructing, and
neglects his duties, turn him over toa good
carpenter, to learn the trade. If he begins
early to spend his pennies for-sulphur, niter,
oil of vitriol, aqua fortis, ete. ; if he js'such a
persistent experimenter that you fear he will
kill himself,or set yoar buildings-on fire ; if his

that you refuse to admit him to table at meal
times, why, the chances are that ke is “born”

.| chemist, and it will be safe to start him off to

some technical school for instruction.

' The question is, not what we will make of
our boys, but what position are they manifest-
ly designed to fill; in what direction does Na-
ture point, as respects avocations or pursuits
in life which will be in bharmony with their
capabilities and instincts? It is no use for us
to repine and find fanlt with the supposed
vulgar tastes of our boys, We must remem-
ber that no industrial calling is vulgar ; every
kind of labor is honorable : and it is far bet-
ter to De distingnished as a first class cobbler
or peddlar than to live the contemptible life of
a fifth rateé.lawyer or clergyman.

_ There arc thousands of boys born. into the
world possessing acarchly a trace of ambition,

Such do not care for dlshnv.hon, or even for
wealth ; if thoy ean procuro the humblest fare,

by constant toil, the aspirations of their boy-
hood, and subsequently of their manhoood,
are fully met. They are negative characters,
happy with nothing, and suffer no- el{@ion or
depression, whether in sunshine or under a
cloud. These boys, who often afford much
mortification to ambitioue, fill 2 most import-
ant niche in the world; in fact, the world
could riot do withount them. They constitute
the great army of men who build our railroads,
tumel our mountains, load and unload our
ships, cut down our forests, and manipulate
the red hot iron masses which come from our
blast furnaces: We cannot alter the: temper-
ment of sitch boys. Nature is stronger than
we are, and well it is that thisisso. 'We may
hold them by'the power of wealth or control-

ling influences; but when these fail : they fall
at once to their place, in obedience to a law
as irresistible as that which Newton discover-
ed in the fall of the apple;: Study to learn
what.they are-capable of doing for themselves;
encourage them to do well whatever work i
snited to their natures. Regard every calling
as honorable, the labor of whlch is honorably
performed and thus insure hapmess dnd pros.

perity to our offsping. —DBoston Jom nal of

Chemistry.”

THE STORY OF RODGERS.

.One of our family, papers preaches a strong
temporance sermon, by -simply tellmg the
story of a woman who, after struggling with
the pretematuml strength of.a loving | wife
and - mother 'for .years agmnﬂt the demon of
drink that possessed b her” hudband conquered
it, and mnde him once agam ' free man.  In
his Takt’ ﬂIhe-s, bra‘ndy was prescnbed which

F bat ‘aftor his ‘dsath shie ** turned to it in grief
'4iid dib8, sibbmany-months Iater, a hopeless; *

It is

us desiring,connsel.in’ regard to placing them.

as another, and tliat tliey only need opportun-'

out with o sailor’s mg,'put him in‘the best.

pockets are full of. abowinable drugs, and his’
-| clothing so charged with the odor of stale eggs

‘girl is like a. gentle showe? to ‘the
Hé Was §ironf enongh'to use only sa'athedictne ; ;
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helpless drunkard.” Lot us tell a compamon

story as true as tlus but of as differentin com-
pexion as duyhght to night.
any sunny morning a heap of filthy ragd might
bo seen stretched on somo of the ba es of &
paper warchouse in a nexghbormg city, with a
strong amell of stale tobacco and whiskoy
héanging about it. Turning it over (wh\ch you
cold do as though it werea log any time after
ten o'clock in the merning), you would find
the swollen purple face of what had once been
a handsome young man, but there was little
hope that the bleared oyes or thick tongue
would give an intelligentranswer. The porters
pawsing by would push him aside,.but not
roughly. The time had beon when he had
been a jolly, generous young fellow, and a
favorite in the office. *Young Rodgoers;”

,some one would give you his history in five

mmutes “Taken to rum-—no chance—poor
devil, Stokes, the propnetor, could not turn
bim out to starve, so still gave him a nominal
salary, and suffered him “to hang about the
house least he should take to worse courses
than drinkicg.” There were hints, too, of a
widowed mother away off in the country, who
had been dependant on him, and a sweethoart,
a pretty, clinging little gxrl both of whom

long ago he had abandoned. But there was
| nothing to be done.

The end, through the
‘usual horrors of delirium tromens, was ap-
parently not far off.

Ope day, as Rodgers was creeping to the
pearest bar for his morning bitters, a man,
whom he barely new by siglht, took him by the
elbow and walked with him into a quieter
ptrest. ¢ They tell me you are Richard
Rodger's son,” he said. ¢ Dick Rodgers was
the only iriend I had for years, and for his
sake I'd like to save his boy. Aro you willing
for me totry ?”- ¢ Oh, you can try,” muttered
the lad with an imbecilé laugh.” This name-
less friend, aothing daunted, took- him to'a
shamber in his own house aud put him to béd.
There he had his sons kept watch and guarded
this poor wretch for months, like a prisoner,
keeping liquor from him, and trying to supply
it by medical treatment. A physician he ey-
p!oyed ‘but he was not able to pay for a murse.

‘Any one who has been to deal with a victim,

of nanja-a-potu can guess how difficult and
loathsome 2 task he had set himself. Un.
grateful “enough ‘it was at first for Rodgers
struggled sgainst’ hiv tormentors with the fe-
roclty of—just -‘what ‘he was—a stnmng ani.
mal. - As reason ‘began to return, and “his
unnatural strength to vanish, he would beg’
them in-his intervals of reason-not to fail him,
but to.work out the experiment either to
success or death. ‘‘It is my last chance,” he
would cry, ‘“for God's sake. be.patient.”
This friend, with his son, did work it through
all the foul, unmentionable details, and the
end wasnot death, but success. * How soon,”
asked s friend of Rodgers afterwards, * were
you trusted alone?’” ¢“Not for two years,”
he answered, langhing. *‘I was out of jail
but in jail bounds. Do you remember that
lank, muscular young _fellowy who had a desk
beside me in the office? He took it with the
condition that he could leave it to dog me
night and day,‘to my meals and to my bed.
That was the son.of the man who saved me,
He was taken from a lucrative sitution in order
that he might become my jailer. God bless
him! How I ueed to curse him:! ‘Can't you
trust my bonor? I would ery. ‘I'm not
convinced that your honor has not the con-
sumption,” the Scotch- Inshman would aay,
‘We'll put no burdens on it \mtxl it has re-
gained its health.’ ”

“Your friend was a wenlthy mau, no doubt,
and 20 able to give both time and money to
your cage?” ¢ On the contrary, he iz but the
owner of & small hat-store, and supports his
family out of that. He is rich and noble only
in the deed and spirit of friendship.” All this
was years ago. Rodgers is now an industrious,
honorable man, married to his old love, with
his gray-haired mother by his hearth, bringing
to it the perpetual benediction of benignant
old age. His friend sells hats—makes no
speeches nor bruit of any sort in the world.
Nobody has recognized .in hini a hero. ~ Yet,

who for the sake of a dead and living friend’

would go and do likewise ?— Tribune.
THE LAUGH OF CHILDHOOD.

Ilove laughing children—the boy or girl
who can appreciate a merry jest. Give ine the
boy or girl who similes as soon as the first rays
of tho morning sun glance in through the win-
dow, gay, happy and kind. Such 2 boy will

be fit to ‘‘ make up’into.n man—at least when
contrasted with a sullen, morose, crabbed fel-

low, who snaps and snarls like o surly cur, or

-growls and ‘grunts- like an untamed hyens,

from the moment be opens bis angry eyes till
he is *‘ confronted ” by his breakfast. Such a
girl, other things being f:worable, will be ma-
terinl to aid in gladdening’some comfortable
kome, 6t to refine; civilize, tame-arid humanize
o rude brother, making: him' gentle, affection.
ate, and lovable. It is a.feast to e¢ven look at
suck & joy-inspiring
and see the smiles flowing, so o speak, from
the parted lips, displaying a set of clean, well.

Jbrushed teeth, looking almost the pensomh-

cation of beauty and goodness, smgmg and ag
merry as-the birds, the wide-awake birds that
commeonced their morning concert long before
the lazy boys dreamed that the ‘win - way ap- |,
pron.chmg and about 6 pour a whole fiood of
light and “warmth pon the ‘¢arth. ; Sucha
i)ﬂi'ched
earth, bestowmg kind ‘words, sweet Jtmlhu atd’
acta of mercy to1&ll around her-tEe joywud
light of the household. = = e faap

‘chiefly' that & man wants a wife.

girl, such a woman-girl, ;

A MOTHER’S“ HOME.

A fow yehra ago ' ‘The most perfect home T over saw was in a

little house into the sweet incense of whose
fires went no costly things. A thousznd dol-

lars served for a year's living of father, mother
and three children, But tho mother was a
- creator of .horue, and her relations with her
children were the most beautiful I have over
seen. ~ Even a dull and commonplace man wag
lifted up and enabled to do work for souls, by
the atmosphere which this woman creatod ;
every inmato of her house involuntarily looked
into her faco for the key-note of the day ; and
it aiwnys rang clear. From the rosebud or
clover leaf which, in spite of her bard house-
work, she always found time to put by our
plates at breakfast, down to the essay or story
sho had on hand to be read or discussed in the
evenng, there was no intermisgjon of ber in-
fluence. Sho has always been and always will
be my ideal of a mothor, wife, homemaker.
If to her quick brain, loving heart, and exqui-

site tact had beon added the applionce of wealth
and the enlargements of wider culture, hers
would bave been absolutely the ideal home.

As it was, it is tho best I have ever seen.

It is moro than twenty years since I crossed
its threshold. I do not know whether sho is
living or not. But as I see house after house
in which fathers and mothers and children are
dragging out their lives in a hap-hazard alter.
nation of listless routine and unpleasant colli-
sion, I always think with a sight of that poor
little cottage by the sea shore, and the woman
who was: the “‘light thereof ;” and I find in
the faces of many men and children, as plainly
written and as sad to see, ‘as in the newspaper
columns of * Peraonals,” ‘¢ Wanted—a home.”

WHAT MEN NEED WIVES FOR.

_ It’is not to sweep'the honse, and make the
bed, aid ‘darn the socks, and ‘cook the meals,
-If this s all,
when a young man calls to' see a lady, send
him into the pantry to taste the bread and
cakes she has made ; send him to inspect the
needlework: and bed making ; or put a broom
into -her hands-and send him to witness its
use. Such things are important, and the wise
young raan will guietly look after them.

But what the true man most wants of a wife
is l\or compamonshxp, sympathy, courage and
love. The way ot love, has many dreary
places in it, and mar needs a coinpanion to go
with him. A man is aomehmes ovcrtaken
with’ misfortunes ; ‘he meets mtl; fmlure and
defeat ; “trials and temptations beset him; and
he needs one to stand by and sympathize, He
has some stern battles to fight with poverty,
with enemies and with sin ; and he needs a
woman - that, while he puts his arms around
her .and feels that he bas something to fight
for, will help bim.to fight ; that will put her
lips.to his ear and whisper words of council,

and her hand to his heart and impart new in-.

spirations. Al through life—through storm
and through sunshine, conflict and victory,
through adverse and favoring winds, man
nceds a woman’s love. The heart yearns for
it. A sister’s or a mother'’s love will hardly
supply the need.

Yet niany seek for: nothmg further than

.success in honsework. Justly enough, half of

these ‘got nothing more ; the other half, sur-
prised above measure, have gotten more than
they sought. Their wives suprise them by
bringing a-nobler idea of marriage, and dis-
closing a treasnry of courage, sympathy and
love.

“IT WILL COME RIGHT AT LAST.”

For nearly a week bad the storm prevailed,
when, one night, just at sunset, the sky be-
came clear and bright, and the sectfing sun
shone forth in all his glory. Only for a short
time, however, for the black clouds. soon
hovered over us again ; but it was long enough
to show us that the pleasant sky and bright
clouds were the» e—-nlthough they were hidden
by dark and sbormy clouds,

Just so it is in our lives, and ]ust 80 it w1.ll
continue to'be. Dark and weiry may be the
path we tread. Sorrows may assml us when
least ‘expected, and we can see ho reason for
them; but if we can dnly see that-they are
“for our’ gopod—that: we need their chastoning

.| influence ; if we can see the.light behind the
.cloud, and put our faith in the God whe

worketh all things for our good, ‘‘it will all
come vut right at last.” .

If we could see all tlns, could we all put
faith in our Heavenly Father ; could we all
look misfortune in" the face, and see only the
good bebind it, wonld there be so much of
misery and woe in this bright and beautiful
world of ours? ¢ Every cloud hasits silver
linihg,” yet how often we cannot see it, but
give it up'in despair. And even ¢his is for our
good—that-we connotsee it !’ '

« The sky clearing up for s few moments in-

dicated very clearly to tny mind God's watch-
ful care -over us. Le¢t us remember, then,
when trizls and difficulties beset us, and the

world looks dork.and cheerless to us—let us

remember that it is,all for our, good, and let us
look ahead of our mu;iortunes and see the light,
Let cach keep the path he has ehosen, and
when ho feels like giving up, yvhen he fools
(hsco\\raged becmuo bis best, eﬁ'orts seem to
have failod on'account of some \mforseeu obista-

cles, Took at the bnght side'of it 411} and keep’
'right on. Let: nothing' put him, down ; try, at’

leiist, to beliove “thut behind s frowning

Providencs God hides a smxlmq‘ﬁce 3 withthis ' of chnnge, alarm, surpme

thonght uppérmoat in hiuiiind; winikn batl go
through :nlost: anything, and even:look 'back
with gntitndoid_t his loteroubles:s 1oLl

TO MOTHER.

Not quito as claborately ﬁuished!x\s the
modern style, your little old red cradle—God
bless it ! Could that old cradle talk, I imagine
its utterances to us would be something like
theso: , “* Away back in the good old days,

.| whon comfort and durability were sought

after more than atyle, I was born, My ex-
istence was brought about rapidly, - Not made
by the hands of the highest artistic order, I
was plainin my attire, and not in the least
vain. But in me was a principle ; it was born
with me. . Being blessed with an intuitive
mind, und seeing at once the duty devolving
qupon me, I resolved to be faithful under all
circumstances. And now, as I am old, and
my days are fast closing, I invite you, with
a proper degree of self-satisfaction and pride,
to look back upon my past record, and see
how I have carried out my eatly resolutions.

“Through how many long days have I
done my work with a joyous heart; with a
soul swelling with pride within me for the
sweet little innocent that lay upon my breast;
how very close I hugged it to my hosom and
rocked it to sleep; how silently I went on,
day after day, in the same monotonous work,
and yet, how few were my complaints, and
how glad my heart.

“But my toil was not all my daylight.
Many a long, wearisome night, when the
whole world seemed hushed in quiet slumber,
have I rocked the little sick omes; and oh,
Low gentle was I then, and how very patient !
Amid the smiles of joy or tears of sorrow, I
waa faithful to the last ; and when, after many
years of unceasing labor, I bad finished my
whole duty and was nceded no'more, I was
carefully put asido to rest, with God’s blessing
breathed ugon mo. Many days bave passed
by since then, and my rest has been peaceful.
1 thought my work was all done ; but just
here, as I am in declining old. age, and so old
that I am in second childhood, so to speak, I
am aought after againm, and brought into ac-
tive service. But hiow can I complain, when
1 see how closely the little rosebud nestles to
me, and what sweet, innocont confidence it
has in me? Dear, darling soul! I love ib
even more ardently.than I ever loved before.
Though decrepit and old, I am strong yet,
and who shall say ‘no’ to my resumption of
labor.

* Ag I lio bearing upon my bosom this little
creature, | I find myself busy with these
thoughts : When, in after years, this waif
shall bloom into womanhood, and it is launch-
ed out into the rough, wicked sea of life, shall
it aail along to the end of its existence in spot-
less purity, or shall it be dashed agrinst she

deceptive and enticing rocks that lie bidden -

‘beneath the garments of dissembling virtue
all over the dark and troubled seas of the
world? Shall she go along to the end in im-
maculate constity, or will she fall ?  Paralyze,

0 God, the tongue that shall try to poison her -

purity ; bless her ; and save her forever from
the vortex of sin which whirls so many inno-
cent souls down to degradation and ruin,
is the fervent prayer of mother’s old red
cradle.”

" HEROISM BEGINS AT HOME.

" Wo' often hear people speak of s heroic
action with a certain surprise at its perform-
ance not altogether complimentry to the per-
former, ‘‘He forgot himself,” they say ; “‘he
surpassed himself ;” * he was carried away by
a poble impulse,” This is not trne, A man
never forgets himself in an emergency ; he as-
serts himself rather ; that which is deepest
and strongest in him breaks snddenly through
the oxterior of calmm conventionalities, and
for & moment you know his real value; you
get » measure of his capacity. Bub this capa-
city is not created, as some say, by the emer-
gency. No man cau be carried farther by the
demands of the moment than his common
aspirations and sober purposes have prepared
him to go. A brave man does not rise to the
occasion ; tho occasion rises to him,
bravery was in him before—dormaat, but alive;
unknown perhaps to himself; for we are not
apt to appreciate the slow, sure gains of con-
victions of duty steadily followed; of patient
continuance in well-doing ; of daily victoriés
over solf, until 2 sudden draft upon us shows
what they have amounted to. We are like
water-springs, whose pent-up streams rise
with opportunity to the lovel of the fountain-
head, and no higher. A sclfish man at heart.
and in ordinary behavior, cannot be unselfish
‘when unselfishness would be rewarded openly.
If he will not be unselfish when he ought, he
cannot be 50 when he would. Is it not a
question practical for every home? What sort.
of ‘characters are we, parents and children,
‘forming by every day habits of thought and
action Emergencxes are but experimental
tests of our strength orweakness ; and we will
bear them, not according to the sudden resolve.

- but according to the quality of our daily living.

The oak does not encounter more than two or-
three whirlwinds duing its long life; but it

1 Inys upits solid strength through years of peace.

and sunshme, and when its hour of trial comes
it jsready. The chlldren of to-du.y, protected,

ured for now, must soon begin to fight their-
.own battles with the world ; nay, more—must
make the world ‘in which thoy hve They
are,

o Brpught forth and reared m hours

not

‘Whtit shall we tlb %o inake _them gufficient for-

< | thie times upontwhich they have fallen?

His -



