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In these la-t maoments holo.
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Sire
I ask thoet
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And re<t from anxions fear,
Aud checrful waiting for it ' liezering har-
vest,
Give these, oh passirg year !

And love that na< no fear of lows fu parting,
Faith tinged with dawning siuhe,

And <tll comu union in the hearts recesses
With those who walk in hizht,

All these are thine, O swift departing Prose
ence |

Thine to withhol  or give :

Aund ouly they who win thy latest blessing ‘

Have tiuly learned to hve.

| things) ot course,
| deacon,

what the promisc is
| well-tilled barns

[ know the
[ ren who read that last-fraits?

littlo meditation the old
[ man asked,

[ o
tell me what vou wantel tho-

/)

ticures for
 Just wait a minnte

1 r«:lid,

deacon, ur I tell me who gnve the

I <unshine and rain and saca iavois-
lable weoeuther  for the

crop 2"
“ Why, the Giiver ol ail

repiied

« Well, deacon, do you K oW

that secul'es

o

mind

He eonld not *call it to

just then.” .
Opeuing my Bible at the third

chapter  of Proverbs and niuth

verse, I read as vmphuti('ully as |

could, * Honor the Lord with

by substaree, and with the tirst-

fraits of all thine 1ncrense;  so

[ shall thy barns be filled ;7 and
But calin content and peaceful retrospection | y

“ Deacon, do you

quietly asked, :
child-

[.ord has many

Alter a
sentle
« Well, how m=ch
ought a Christian to  give, any-

No answer was given.,

’ way?"”

I said to the good man, “Sup-
pose when I reach your house |
tuke ten oranges from my satchel
and say to your youngest daugh-

Bend from tho-e frowning cloals with part. | ter, ‘Here Elna, are ten o ange-,

ing sp'endor ; -

Let tny uplitted eves
Behold’ retlected on thy fading features,
Fhe light of Paradi-e.
—Frances L. Mace, in A {vance.

A RIDE WITH THE
DEACOMN.

BY UNCLE BOSTON,

Not with Josiah Tatt, for a
Sunday-school  missionary could
not “ ride in the same cart” with
the Farmersville croaker without
“talling out,”

My Deacon’s name we will call
Smith (so as to keep this fuss in
the family); he had also been
elected supervintendent of the San-
day-school ; he could talk well
and pray well.  The deacon met
me at the station with his- “ oue
horse shay ;" we were to have a
long ride over the prairie togeth-
er; the only cars beside vur own
hearing the conversation
those belonging to “old Neddy,”

the horse, who continunally turned |

his ¢ auricu’ar appendages”  to-
ward us, ~ecemingly very much in-
terested in what we were saying.

I ventured the opening remark of

our talk :
“ So the clder has resigned.”
“Yes,” said the deacon, “we
couldn’t raise enough mopey for
him.”
“ What's the trouble ?” -
« We've all poor on inis prair-
"
Just then we came to a farmer
leaning over a fence,  His ques-
tion to the deacon was :
¢ What's wheat worth at the
station to day ?”

ie.

« Dollar and a quarter for num- |

ber two,” answered the deacon.
After a few questions concern-
ing their stock, corn, oats, etc.,

the easy going horse was cxhort- |

ed to “ Get up.”  Resuming our
conversation, I asked :

“ Have you a pretty good
wheat crop this year, deacon 7"’

“ Yes, a very fair crop, about
twenty-tive bushels to the acre.”

Ithen carefully put the ques-
tion: “ You haven't
your land for wheat, have you ?"

“ Oh, no, I putsixty in wheat
and the restin oats and corn.”

This occurred after last yecar's

harvest,

I again carefally inqnired,
¢ Are most of the members of
your church farmers?” and quiet-
ly took my memorandum-book
and pencil tfrom my pocket.

“ Yex, they are mostly farm-
ers; there 1s Bro C,, who keeps
the village store, and Bro. A.,who

- . |
owns the mill, and several others |

'THE HEART TO BLAME.

who are not farmers.”
1 jotted down the deacon’s six-
ty acres of wheat, with
five bushels to the acre, and soon
figured the amount of money the
old gentleman would
his wheat alone, and

amounted to &1,875. I then ask-

ed the deacon it he kuew about |

how many sacres of wheat his
neighbors had, and learned that
Bro. D. had eighty, Bro. E. seven-

G.sixty, Bro. I, ninety, Bro. I.
one hundred and twenty, Bro. J.
seventy-tive, Bro. K. eighty, Bro.
L. sixuy.

“1Ix that high or
mate 7" [ asked, shutting up my
book and plicing it my pocket.

“Well 1 think T am safe in ~ay-
inz it is about right, but,” added
the deacon,
put down tho~e tizures for in that

little book you've just id away |

 your pocket,”

* O, I replied, “1am just get-
ting a  few uotes for my sermoun
to-morrow.”

“ Thuat answer isn't one bit sat-
isfactory. Now I want you to

were |

used all'

, times.

twenty- |

receive for
found it |

f:md p:-obnhility, like a

“tell me what von |

| want you to give me one back.
Now what would you say if Fidna
refused to give me one orange?”
“Wby, I'd whip her it xhe
didn't come straight to you and
give you the largest one ofall.”
“Well, now, deacon, do you
think our Father has any children
who need to be whipped for not

csiving him at least one-tenth, of

all he gives them in this world?”
“[t does seem as if every child
of God ougzht to be willing to give

at least a tenth, but they won't do | It bus stood for ees among the flowers,

man said the |

it,” and the good
closing words with truthful em-
phasis,

¢ Now, deacon, I'll tell you why |

I put down those figures you so
willingly gave
wheat crop of your so-called pov-
erty-stricken church;” and took

pocket. *I have asked nothing
about the crops of corn, oats, po-
tatoes, nor ot the stock raiscl by

these tenmembers of your church. |
Lozt the protits of them pay  all |

the expenses of raising the wheat
crop, though you seo that the step
is robbing the Lord of the first
truits, Nothing has been said
about the incomes of the other
thirty members of your church.
The number of acres of wheat
planted by these ton nfembors is

weight hindred. You say the
average number of bushels to the |
| aere is at least twenty five; that
| makes twenty thousand

bushels,
and the price of wheat at the

| station, to which this wheat will

be hauled in the next two weclks,
is onje dollar and twenty-five cents,
with a prospect of going higher.
Now, that makes the amount of

| money which will come into the

possession of these ten members,
the nice little sum of twenty-tive
thousand dollars; and if they paid
the Lord his tenth your treasury

| would have in it twenty-five hun-
| dred dollars with which to pay a

number-one pastor and make
liberal contributions to all our
benevolent societies.”

“Old Neddy

remarked as he took my satchel
out ot the “shay:” '
“Figures are awfully stabborn
things, and your mathematical
cilculation shows very plainly
that we are not so very poor as
we like to make ourselves

wife has that big pitcher of milk
ready tor the Sunday-school mis-
sionary.—The Standard.

-

A lawyer, bright and gifted.

sent for the writer, and on mecet- |

ing him, began to speak of his re-
cent experience:

“I have just got faith,” hesaid,
“and it has come to me 8o strange-
ly that T want to tell you about
it. Foryears I was a sceptic,
reading everything on the subject
of Christianity, and sometimes

ty-five, Bro. IY. one hundred, Bro. | giving the weigzht of evidence to

the one wide, sometimes to the
other; but never quite able to hold
both in the tirm grasp of my mind

| .
at once, and balance the evidence

low esti- | s0 as to formanabiding conclusion,

between doubt
helmless
wreck in the tossing waves of un-
certainty.

“At length T marriel
tian wite. Everv night she r-al
with me her Bible and

And so I drifted

love to herthan any real interest.
But all the while I saw in her
something which I did.not possess

Juast i.’t'lr" on

concerning  the |

turned into the |
rondway leading up to the well- |
managed farm of the deacon, who |

| upon Christianity.
some- |
But let us go and see if

| be half-hearted in all religious

the practice torever,and 1
a Ch--

prayed.
| and 1 tacitly asscnted, more from |

short year we livel together, and

thetr S | More than ever
notho-c lust ~wderines did 1 see
cuitvand vatae o hoe taith,
wnen 1 fou 1A H).\'*t'.:‘
ed with wrid anl

D ol e th to |'iing

alone—
without
to—I
Jiaiso. without even
in~tinctively ery
my Lo hee Gold

AT
wioan iy 1oorelt the answer.
Boiore [had time toreasonwhether
I beiteved or not Iy heart  had
cried moits orphanare, and  had

Heard the answerins heart of (o,

I And that touch ot love and com-

fort wis o sweat and real that 1
praying, and the
wane an~wer has ever comae, and
[ iknow 1t is God; <o that now you

'sce I have got faith, I hardly
U lknow how. But [ know it is faith,

and I know itis true, and that is

| enoush tor me.

souzht for God
meet

Yoes, he had
where alone Gl ever can

[ man, “in spirit and truth,” in the

l -~ .
simplicity of the heart, in the at-

ticade not ot the proud censor,
but the lhelpiess cuild and the
lwr.iTcnt sinuer. ‘

When will men cease to  strain

ftlwir weary eyes toward a  cold
| and lofty region where the Father

is not found, and simply turn to
the cradic ot Bethichem, the Cross
of Calvary, the footstool of simple, |

| lovely penitence, to tind Him, who |

bas Iimselt said, “I dwelt with !
him that is humble, and of a con- |
trite heart, and that trembleth at
My word.”

—_— e —————

CLOUDLESS HOURS ONLY,

There stands in the garden of old St. Mack
A sua disl, quaint aud gray, |
And it takes no heed of the Lours that dark |
Pass 1t over day by day.

In the land ot ~ky and song; t
<1 note none but the cloudiess hours,””
Its motto the whole day long.

~o let my heart in this garden of life
Its calend ar cheertu'ly keep,

l'aking no note of the sorrow and strife,
Which in shadow across it creep.

Content to dwell in this land of ours,
In the hope that is twin with love, j

i And remember uone but the cloudless houra
my memorandum book frcm my

Till the day-s*ar dawn from above.
W. C. Doane.

—_— e ———— —— |

DANCING.

A great number of well mean-
ing young Christians have been al-
lured ‘from the path of duty,
throagh the influence of dancing.
Having had some experience with |
this “innocent amusement,” as it |
was presented to me, with the in-,

terrogation, “what harm wcan their [

be in dancing?” I could not ex-|
piain it with my exporience at the |
time, althcugh I hal promised the |
|
|

' pastor upon my examination for
admission into the church that I

would renounce dancing. Because

| I could not answer the question

above mentioned, and because per-

sons to whom 1 jooked for an ex-

ample, . who belonged to  the

church indulged in the practice; I |
consented tojuinin this “amuse.
ment.”’

[ tried it just long enongh to
become convinced that I could not
live a Christian and dance. The
following are the reasons why. It
sep:arated me from intimate com-
munion with Christ—secret prayer
and reading the Bible became irk-
some duties, instead of real heart.
felt enjoyment, and were finally
given up.

It grieved the most devoted
members of the church, those who !
bad takcu the deepest interest in |
my salvation. It weakened my
intluence for good amongst the un-
converted. 1t brought reproach |
[t brought'
me amougst evil associates and |
caused some of my companions to
stumble and fall. It caused me to '

sérvices. |

I am satisfied that a dancing
professor af religion cannot  be |
a happy and useful Christian. We
must be dead to the world and its
amuscements, and alive unto God,
if 've would enjoy His , favor, We
must take pleasure in the regular
means of grace, if we would grow
as Christians.

Agaiin, I observed that to attend
dances [ must dress in an un-
healthful manner; and expose my-
self to great fatigue, whichinduced
disease. It caised me to partake .
of late suppers, undermining my
health. It proluced loose habits

| of thoucrht and unhealthful reflec-

tions. By the laws of the dance [
waus brougzht into close relation
with perzons that I could in no
wise respect.

For these reasons I renounced
b()pe
that every young Christinn who
readds thisarticie and is troubled
on thissubject will do the =ame.
Some personssay thereis no harm
in a private dance at home, in the
parior. But experience says that
toth alike destroy spirituality;

and which was worth more than !“‘Have no fellowship with the un-
all my intellectuzl superiority. One fruitful works ot darkuness,”

THE GIRL EVERYBODY
LIKES.
She is not beaniful—oh, no!
v ooty thinks o edhing

N ) ’?L-k‘ ont o 1 ol
whether her eves e
Bae. Ioyostoabl ask

\;.-..'.;:r‘ '«' ':'."_\' v '11"1 yty R )
esge i< hbst richt,T and there it

Shois a moerrv-heart-

wonlid en L
ol fun-tovine, bewitehing maaaen,
withouat a spark u?‘cu\"_\"ux' maiice
in her whole composition. She
enjoys herseif, and wants every-

bo ly clsa to do the same. She

has alwaysa kind word and a
pleasant smile for the oldest man
or woman: in taet, [ can think ot
nothing she ro‘_m'nhh_w move than
a sunbeatn, which brightensevery-

thing it comes i contact with.

All pay her marked attention,
trom rich dLr. Watts, who lives in

a mar.sion on the hill, to negro
Sam, the sweep.  All look atter
her with

rizht sort of a girl.,”  Toe young
men of the town vie with one
another as to who shall showv her
the most attention; but she never
encourages them beyond being sim-
p'y kind and jilly; so|no one can
call her a fliry; no, indeel, tor the
young men all deny sach an as-
sertion as quickly as she. Girls—
woncCerful to relate—like her, too;
for she never delights in  hurting
their feelings, or saying spiteful
things behind their backs. She is
always willing to join in their lit-
tle plans, and toassistthem in any
way. They go to her with their
love affairs, and she manages
adroitly to see Willie or Peter,

'and drop a good word for Lia or

Jennie, until their hLittle difficul-
ties are all patched up, and every-
thing goes on smoothly again—
thanks to her. Old ladies say she
is “delightful.” The sly witch
—she knows howtomanage thom.
She listens patiently- to com-
p'aints of rheumatism or ‘neural
gia,and then sympathizes with
them so heartily that they are
more than hal cured. But she
cannot be always with as. A
young man comes from a neigh-
boring town, after a time, and
marries her. The villagers crowd
around to tell him what a prize
he has won, but he seem: to know
it pretty well without any telling,
to judge from his face. So she
leaves us, und it is not long before
we hear from that place. She is
there the woman everybody likes.

———— s

SUBJECT OF
MEMORIAM."

Arthur Hallam was the same

THE “IN

age as my own father, and born )

in 1811. When he died he was
twenty-three; but bhe had lived
long enongh to show what his
lifte might bave been.

In the proface to a little volume
of his collected poems and essays
published some time after his
death, thereis a pathelic intro-
duction. “ He seemed to tread
the earth as a spirit from some
better world,” writes his father;
and a correspondent, who I have
been told, is Arthur Hallam’s and
Tennyson’s common friend, Mr.
Gladstone, and whose letter is
quoted, says, with true feeling.
“ It has pleased God that in his

death, as well as in his life and
nature, he should be marked be- |

yond ordinary men. When much |
time has elapsed, when most be-
rcavements will be forgotten, he
will still be remembered, and his
place, I fear, will be felt to be |
still vacant; singularly as his
mind was calculated by its native
tendencies to work poworfully and

| for good, in an age tull of import
| to the

nature and destinies of

"

man.
How completely these words

an almiring eye, und |
say to themselve~: *“She is just the |

have been carried out must strike |
us all now. The father lived to |
see the young man’s unconscious |
influence working through his |
friend’s genius, and reaching a |
whole generation unborn as yet |
on the day when he died, A lady, |
speaking of Arthur Hallam after
his death, said to Mr. Tennyson,
“ I thiok he was perfect.” “ And
80 he was,” said Mr. Teonyson,
‘a3 near perfection as a mortal
man cuar be,” Arthur Hallam
was 8 man of remarkable intel-
lect. He could take in the most |
difficnltand abstruse ideas with an |
extraordinary rapidity and in-

' sight. On one occasion he begun

to work one afternoon, and mas- |
tered a difficult book of Descartes
at ove sitting. In the prefuce to!
the Memorials Mr. Hallam speaks
of this pecuiar clearness of per-
ception and facility for acquiring
knowledge ; but
futherdwells on his son’s undevi-
ating sweetness of disposition and
adherence to his sense of what
was right. Inthe quarterlies and
reviews of ,the time, bis opinion

above all, the

is quoted here and there w.th a

. 1
respect whi-h shows 1n whuat es-
teem it was atromdy held,

At the time Acthur Hallam
dic 1 hie was enoaced Gy be m
rie lto i si~ter ot tae poel’s, N ¢
Was o sgareety seventeen at t,
trme., One ot the sonocts, ul-
diessel by
betrothed, was written wihen he

;
besan to teacn her Ltaaan,
“ Laudy I bl thee ta a sunny doime,
Rinsing with echioea ot Tt g

He..cetorthto thee these mazic hails belong,
And ali the 1
Hark, o the rizht, with fail

Obd Danre’s voice encioelos ali the are

Hark yet again, like tHate-tones mioging

rare
Comes the keen swestness of Petrarca’s moan,
Pass thou the hutel rreciy; without fear
Feast on toe muaste. 1 do better know
”:v(‘
Thin to suspect tnis pleasure thou dost
owe av
Will wiong thy gentlespirit, or maxe less
dear
That elemnent whence thou must draw thy
[hat el t wt ti t d th)
lite—

;v'n';}m.l' [r’.x" i~ ltae ot e
prano ton-e,

! Ap Engli-h maiden and an English wife.”

As we read the pages of this
little book we come upon more
than one happy moment saved
out ot the pust, hours ot delight

and peaceful friend-hip, saddened

by no foreboding, and complete in
themselves.,
“ Alfred, I would that you beheld m» now,
Sitting beveath an ivied, mossy wall.

. . .. Above my head
Dilates immea~urable a wild of leaves,
Neeming received iuto the blue expanse
I'hat vaults the summer noon.”

There 15 something touching in
the tranquil ring ot the voico call-

ingout in the summer noontide |

with all a young man’s expansion,
It scemed to be but the begin-
ning of a beautitul happy lite,

when <uddenly the end came. Ar- |

thur Hallam was travelling with
his futher 1in Austria when he
died very suddenly, with scarce
a warning sign of illness. Mr.
Hallam bad coms home and found
his son as he supposed, sleeping
upon a couch; but it was death,
not sleecp. “Tuose whose eyes

must long be dim with tears”—s) '

writes the heart-stricken father—
“ brought him home to rest among
his kindred and in his own coun-
try.””  They chose bhis resting-
place in a tranquil spot on a lone
bill that overhangs the British
Channel. He was buiied in the
chancel of Clevedon Church, in
Somerset, by Clevedon Court,
which had been his mother's early
home.—Mrs. Ritchie in Harper's
Magazine,

e i S—

A MAN OF HONOR.

A clerk in the Treasary De-
partinent at Washington often
knows an official sceret which is
of such pecuniary value that he
could muke himselfa rich man by
telling it. It is said that whoen

the Ways and Mcans Committee

decided to increase the tax on
whisxkey, a small circle of men
made their fortunes by becoming
possessed of the official secret.
The Manhattan tells the following
anccdote of an honorable clerk :

Inthedark days of '64,a Treasury

clerk kept for twenty-four hours |
. |
a secret known only to President |

Lincoln and Secretary Chase be-
sides himself.  When it .became
officiully known, it sent gold fly-
ing up, and the country was in
dismay.

[t was a secret, too, that could
have been passed on without
harming the Union cause. It was
simply a question of keeping faith
till the time came.

Au hour after the news broke
the clerk fairly staggered under
a terrific slap on his shoulder, He
heard and saw a banker whom he
knew well, ’

“You miserable fool !" cried the
banker. “I'd have, given you
one hundred thpusand dollars to
haveknown this twenty-four hours
ago!”

And the banker could have well
afforded to do it. But the clerk
had the satisfaction of knowing
that he had done his duty, as
many another Goverument officer
has done under circumstances of
temptation,

OUR YOUNG FOLKS.

NSNS N A A s

TO THE BOYS AND GIRLS

Christ wants you now. ~ Do not
wait to become older. [t is
easier to give your hearts to Je-
sus and commence to live for him
now than it will be when you are
older. Every day of delay may
take you farther from the Saviour.
Those who “seek early’” have
kpecial promises« of success in find-
ing. Christ wants you now—
every one of you who read this,
A<k him to forgive your sins how-
ever small they may be, for every
little ~in needs torgiveness, and
he alone ean give this. (rive
yourselt o Jesus now, and when
you have done this, help your
compunions to do the same.

vy ‘?&ﬂi’f'm&f‘i"“" L 2 o
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Arthur H:llan to his

Ui ['* Lizx \_.
ther come he

g you? 'l be dewt
tiese days, and hen she's

she hal been more neivriin,
prever want to o there nor

[ shouidn't thing yYou wouud.”

“ M vt Moliv! come e
and see Mr, Diws ~traichten 1},;.
old cherry tree
throuwrh toe and ol
Mrs. Barnes was torgotien as Mol-
Iy tlew over the green to the nent
yard,

Her mother watehed with 4
£o d deal of interest tne etthirts
of two stoul men  as, with rones
thc.\' strove to pull the vzn-.l.u-]'
treo this way and that, but 1t wyg
of no uxe,

“Its as crooked as the letiep
S and has been tor 20 veurs,
You're just twenty veurs ton late,

! .\11 J);l\\'rl," ~aid @]()c as he drn»p.
ped the rope and wiped the sweat
trom his face.

*“ Are you sure you haven't
begun 20 years too luge on tobacco
and rum, Joe?" asked Mr, Daws,

“That's a true word, master,
and it's asx hard to break ofl’ with
them as it is to make this old tree
straight,  But I signed the pledge
cast night, and with God's help [

mean to keep it.”

"ealied M G m
Wilhiow ;

“With God's help you may
hope to keep it, Joe, l'wpomh;d
the master. “ Our religion gives
every man a chaunce to reform.
N one need despair so long as
, we have such promises of grace to

help.”

“That's my comfort, sir,” said
the man, humbly, “ but I shall telk
the boys to try and not grow
| crooked at the beginning.”

“Mother,” said Molly as she
| stood by the window =¢in 4t her
| mother's side, I koow aow what
{ is the matter with old Mrs. Barnes.
| She noedn’t try to be pleasant and
kind now, for she's like the old
tree; it's 20 years too late.”

| “ Its never too late, with God’s
help, to try to do better, but my
| little givl must beginwor to keop
baek harsh words and uniind
thoughts ; then she will never
have to say, as Joe said about tho
tree, ‘it is 20 yeurs too late.” "—

' Child's World.

"LUTHERS SNOIW SONG.

|
| Ona cold dark night, when the

wind was blowing hard and the
snow was falling  fast, Conpad, a
worthy citizen of a little town in
Germany, sat playing his flute,
while Ursula, his wife, was pre-
paring supper, when he heard
some one singing outside—
“Foxes to their holes have gone,
Every bird unto his nast;
Bat I wauder here alone,
And for me there is no rest.”

Tears filled the good man’s eyes
as he said, “What a ftine sweet
voice!  What a pity it should be
spoiled by being tried in such
weather!” ¢l think it is the voice
of'a ¢child. Let us open the door
and see,” said his wite, who had
lost a little boy not longs before,
and whose heart was open to take
pity on the little wanderer. Con-
rad opened the door and saw a
ragesed child, who said: “Charity,
good sir, for Corist's suke!”” “Come
in, my little one,” said he. “You
shall rest with me for the nignt.”
The boy said, “Thank God,” and
entered. The heat of the room
made him faint, but Ursula's kind
care soon revived him. They
gave him some supper, and then
he told that he was the son of a
poor miner, and wanted to be a
scholar, He vandered about and
sang, and lived on the money poo-
ple gave him. His kind friends
would not let him talk much, but
sent him to bed. When he was as-
leep they looked in upon him, and
were 50 pleased with his pleasant
countenance that they determined
to keep him, if he was willing. In
the morning they found that he
wus only too glad to remain with
them. Thaey sent him to school,
and afterward he went into a
monastery. There, one day, he
found a Bible, which he read, and
learned the way of life,  The
sweet voice of the little siuger
became the strong echo ot the good
news—‘Justitiod by faith, we huve
peace with God threugh our Lord
Jesus Christ,” Conrad and Uy
sula, when they took the little
street singer into their house, lit-
tle thouzhtthat they were nouri-h-
iLg tac great champion of the re-
formation. The poor child was
Martin Luther! “Bs not forget-
ful to entertain strangesrs.”’
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