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OUR HOME OIRCLE.
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THE LORD'S SUPPER.

P g

W sit in carven pews, O risea Lord,
Aud eat from golden piacques the sno wy
bread ;
& sy mbid of Thy body bruised and torn, |
From wounded feetto thorn-encircled head |

8Bof vel vet cushions give our bodies ease ; )
e ip fiom silver flagons ruby wine,
®he euvlem of | by precious blood ence shed, !
Te suve trom endless death lost souls iike :
uine

We listen to the organs’ rolling tones.
Auﬁmcu chanting sweetest melody,
¥Rou beardes eartbquake’s roar aud hund-
er’s crash,

Aud criedst ~ My God, hast Thou forsdken |

e !
Beside our sltar stands a floral cross,
its runny blossoins twined with graceful ‘
gieen,
No spcar, no mocking eponge, no pricking
thorns, '
Nor cruel spikes, may mar the pleasant |
scvue.

Dear Lord ! we cover up Thy cross too much;
4t bare unlovelines, would shock our eyes.
O téugn u- to remember that zo broad,

Atietic pathway leads up to the skies ;

—8elected. |
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WAYS OF BECGIN.

NING. ,

|

BY REV. MARK TRAFTON, D. D.

TWO

It was in thesummer of 1872 ’
and [ was on my annaal excarsion |
ayp the old Penobscot, in company |
with my old fellow tourist, Rev. |
J. Scotl, each with a birch cange
and a competent guide, '

After leaving Nicatou, and
seaching the Rockabema rapids,
we had to tramp five or six miles,
whilg the guides poled the light-
ened birches over the rough wa-
tor.. Re-embarking, we reached,
affer pussing more rough water,
the Mullinoket stream up which
weo jBddled two miles to Fowler's
carry. Between these two points |
we were trapping over & bigh- |
4add through the forest, when we
esaddenly burst into an opening,
and saw in the clearing a rmall
$og hut, with a barn attached to it.
It was & warm day in July, and
thigg, impelled us to call at the
houdh for a cup of water. Sitting
onthe bench by the door was a
enan of about sixty years of age,
tdll, spare and gray.

After the common salutation
of strangers meeting in the woods,
we. gsked, *“Can you give us a
drink of water?”

« Of course ; have some milk ?”

“Qh, yes, that's better,” was
our response.

And, inviting us into the cabin,
be_ brought a pan -of something
whigh few of our milkmen deal in.
«We asked for water, and he |
brought forth wilk, yea, he
brought forth cream in a lordly
dish’’—a real tin pan.

Necing no woman or signs of
one_about the house, I asked, «“ Do

ou live here alone ?”

“My brother and 1,” he ans-
wered,

“Ilow long have you lived
here ?”’ was my next inquiry.

“Qver thirty years,” he replied.

We had evidently struck a rich
lead, and as the birches would not
be up for some time, we de-
cided to practice a little min-

ing, aod so proceeded to draw | time, nor in querulous dejection,

out this singular
and to get at his ‘history. |
As love is the great primal
force on this mundane, I expect- |
ed to find at the bottom of this
snine a jilt and a withered heart,

“ Well,” I said, “ this is an out-
of the-way place, and it seems to
me you must be rather lonely
here.” '

“QOh,” said he, while an auto-
matic ~mile flitted over his rouch
teatares, - we git along,  Charles
and [ don’t quarrel.”

Ab, thought I, there was dis- !

agreement—some  sharp  words
and a paiting forever. [PPoor fel-

low! Notan honorary member |

of a disappointed club,

“Where were you from 2" ~| ‘

asked as indifferently as | could
assumnic.

“From Bangor. I was born in |

Banzor, me and brother Caarles.”
“ Bangor ?” said I; “Why that
is my birthplace, too!”
He starte® and looked hard at
me, but betore he could speak, |

askel, *“ Wbat is your name,

please?”

“Myname is W——," he an-

swered.

“ Any velation of the tailor
wW—27

“ He was my father,” he said.

“Why,” said i, “l1 remember
him in my boybhood right well,
and his hovs too."”

“«What's your name?” he now
anxiously inquired.

“ Tratron.” I replied.

“What, said he, “son of Ma-
Jor Tratton 77

“ Yes, | said.

He jumped up, put cut his bhand
toiake mine, saying, “It's Mark
and [ am Tom. We were school-
mates together; we were just

| fatal spell,

| what result I bave never learned.

| voices of the present say “ Come.”

anchorite, | il illi
S a0l | always willing and fulfilling and

| whether | or you, or another man
| did such a deed, or wrote such a

'Nhy, [ remember you when you

eed | immuroed with twenty-three other

was apprentica t0 Davis & '

to learn shuemaking Well, that's | persons, all taking oxygen from
curious, that we ~hould meet here | the atmospbere. Is ita wonder

in the woods. What do you do | that after several hours’ exposure
| to the depraved air your nerves
' should rebel, as far as their weak

now—shoe business ?”’

“ No,” I said, “I am a Metho-
dist preacher; have been for forty |
yeurs.” |

“God bless me!” said he, while |
the tears filled both hie eyes and |

' mine. “ Why, how well I remem- |

coti'l cher! Y .
| ber you! A preacher! Yes,you | ways enervates its occupants. It

were a steady boy—people said
s0; you went to school, you mind-
ed your parents, you didn't lie, nor |
swear, nor drink rum ; you went
o cnurch. Why, how often I

| bave seen you on training days

blowing a clarionet in the band

| of Captain Mayhew’s artillery.

Well, [ diu everything bad. |

| ran away from school, I lied and
| swore, and drank liquor, and be-

came a drankaird, and now here |

| am, und there you are.”

Poor fellow! [ drew from him
afterwards that his object in com-
ing to this remote spot was to fly
from the tempter, the rumseller.
But alas! who can, in this man-
ner escape from these heartless
ghouls? A hotel was opeued at
Nicatou, ten miles below, and
W had no power to break the

I stopped at his cabin again the
next year and found him alone.
Charles had left him, and a mer-
chant of Bangor had purchased
the township and demanded of
W— 8100, or to leave his poor
home. I promised to see the gen-
tleman and intercede for my old
schoolmate, which I did, with

My young readers, do not forget
that there is a right and & wrong |
way in beginning life.—Zion's
Herald,
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SUCCESS.

Every man must bide his time.
He must wait. More particular-
ly in lands like my native land,
where the pulse of life beats with
such feverish and impatient
throbs, is the lesson needful. Our
national character wants the dig-
nity of repose. We seem to live
in the midst of a balttle, there is
such a din, such a hurrying to
and fro. In the streots of a crowd-
ed city it is difficult to walk sl ow-
ly. You feel the rushing of the |
crowd and rush with it onward. |
In the press of our life it is diffi-
cult to be calm. In this stress ef
wind and tide, all professions seem
to drag their anchors, and are
swept out into the main. Tbe

Buat the voices of the past say
*“Wait !” With calm and solemn
footsteps the® rising tide bears
against tho rushing torrent up-
stream, and pushes back the bur-
rying waters. With no less calm
and solemn footsteps, no less cer-
tainty, does a great mind bear
up against public opinon, and
ush back its burrying stream,
herefore should every man
wait—bide his time. Not in list-
less idlenessy not in useless pas-

| but in constant, steady, endeavors,

accomplishing his task, that, when
the occasion comes, he may’ be
equal to the occasion. And if it
never comes, vhat matters it ?
What matters it in the world

| book, s0 be it the deed and book
be well done?
an indiscreet and troublesome am-
bition to care much about fame,
about what the world says of us;
to be always looking into faces of
others for approval ; to be ajgays
'anxious for the etfect of what we

[t is the part of |

' should ache, your hands tremble,

do and say; to be always shout- |
fing to hear the echo of our own

Y )i(,‘t'\.——-]ﬂ/n'/’h L,
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NERVOUSNESS.

ample supply ot’ pure, fresh and
| cool  ir, The

1, always be weak if the greater part |

i of the day and night be passed in

nerves will |

| she retires to pray for a blessing
| upon the minister, and upon the

are to all intents and purposes

state permits, and that your head

and that your daughter playing’
on the piano almost drives you !
wild ? l

An over-hcated apartment al- |

is no uncommon thing to find
rooms heated in winter by an un- |
derground furnace up to ninety
degrees. Fights and murders are |
more numerous in hot than in cold
weather, and the artiticially heated
air that rushes into our room, |
deprives as it is of its patural
moisture Ly tne baking it bas
undergone, is even more produc- |
tive of vicious passions, [t is no |
surprising circumstance, therefore |
to tind the woman who swelters |
all day in »such a temperature

| and adds to it at night by super- |
' fluous bed clothing, cross and dis-

agreeable from little every-day
troubles that would scarcely rufile
her temper it' she kept her room
at sixty-tive degrees and open
windows every now and then.—
Our Continent.
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NO BREACH.

« « + . Death has made no breach
In Jove and sywpathy, in hope and trust ;
No outwaid sign or sound our ears can reach,
But there’s an inward spiritual speech
That greets us still, though mortal tongues
be dust,

It bids us do the work which they laid down,

Taxe up the song where they left off the
strain ;

So jourueying ’'til we reach the heavenly
town,

Where are laid up oar treasures and our
crown,

And our lost loved ones shall be found
again!

They are not ““ lost.” They are within the

door
That shuts out loss and every hurtful
thing ; .
With angels bright and loved omes gone
before, *
In the Redeemer’s presence evermore,
And Uod himself their Lord, and Judge,
and King.

o
A RICH WIDOW.

In one of the original thirteen
States lives a member of the Me-
thodist Episcopal Church, who is
an aged widow in feeble health.

Her worldly possessions consist
of a few acres ot land, from which
she receives an income of about
$35. She owns a small house in
which she lives, and manages to
rent out one room of it, in erder
to increase her income a few dol-
lars. Surrounding the house is
a small garden which she culti-
vates mostly with her own hands,
and in which she keeps a few
chickens. She has charge of the
communion set, belonging to the
church, and provides the elements
for the Lord’s Supper, for which
she receives proper remuneration.

Her income is exceedingly small
but she is truly a millionaire, and
makes princely gifts to the
church.

On one occasion her pastor and |
his family werce invited to take |
tea with her, before sitting down |
to the table, he was asked if he
could drink his tea without milk, |
as she had forgottien to provide-it |
tgr her company, at the sume time |
remarking that usually she saved |
her pennies that she migbt have |
them to give away. The pastor
of course, replied in the affirmative |
and added, “ I do not believe that'
the Lord requires youto make this |
sacritice,” ‘

“ Nor do I,” she an- |
swered ; “ but I like to do it bet- |
tor than I like the milk in mg,
tea and coffee.” s she not a pos-
sessor ot great riches ? i

Before attending  the public |
service or social meuans of grace |

means of grace.  She invites and |

i kindly entreats others to attend |
- The  first prescription is an |

|
|

close, ill-ventilated, and over-heat- ‘

| ed apartments, The nerves more i

thaun the rest of the body, to be
| properly nourished, require a full
i supply of oxygen. They will not

endure vitiated air whether the
Limpurities come from sewers, gas-
lights, subterranean furnaces, or
the individual's own person, with-

| of the average of appointments,

out making an cnergetic protest, |

A gas-burner  consaming  tour

cubic teet an hour sproduces more |

Ccarbonic acid in a given time than

evolved trom the respiration of
cight buman beings,
i mind, you who suffer from

the class-meeting; is intqrested

fin the success ot all the depart- |

ments of chureh work. In short |
she walks among the people a
dweller in the border land, loved |
and respected by all.

The local church to which she |
belongs is, in rinancial ability, one |

But the reputation ot the church |
is justly one of the best. Its min- |
isters are treated with the great- |
est Christian  courtesy.  They
always receive, not only a moral
support, but their estimated sal-
aries are tully met and trequently
n\'L'l'puid. ’
Buat the gieat question iz, who

| can rightly estimate her influence

Bear this ;

nervousness, that when you have |
shut yourselt up in your rooms

and lighrel an argand burner
which consumes about twelve

|
|

about the sume age, you and I. ' cubic fect of gas per hour) you l

upon her church 7 How much of
It~ prosperity may be due to the
vast riches of her moral nature ?
The king's beart is in the hand ot
the Lord, as the rivers ot water :

he turneth it whithersoever he |

will.  Who can measure the worth

ness ; and woke at the last.  All

of her gifts, prayers, example and .
influnence ? .!
Should not her name be chroni- |

cled with those who from their !
ample fortunes geuerally contri-

|
bute in large sams for the finan- |

cial support of the Church ?

In stimulating others to greater
beneficence, reference is generally
made to those who, having been
geuerousingiftshave been specially
favored by Providence until they
have amassed fortunes.

These cases, however, are so ex-
ceptional that they can hardly be
said to be within reach of all. But

| here is more than a millionaire

whose wealth is within reach of
every one. And with such riches
what vast sums would the limited
but willing offerings aggregate in
the treasure house of the Lord?
what untold spiritual  wealth
would enrich the hearts of God’s
children.

Her name may be unknown be-
yond the narrow cire'e in which '
she moves, but her record is on |
high, and the voice of Jesus will be
heard amid the thunders of the fin-
al judgement calling her to a place |
of special honor at his right hand, |
and it any ask why she who was |

s0 humble and lowly on earth is |

180 ecxalted in beaven, the words |

which Christ’s lips uttered when |
he walked among men will be a
sufficient answer, ““ She hath done |
what she could.”—Euxchange.

e+

“ DEAR MOTHER!"

In one of the county jails in
Western Pennsylvania a poor old
man died lately who had been a
prisoner there for fifty-one years.

In 1831, William Standard, an
English farm-hand near the vil-
lage of Uniontown, became vio-
lently insane and committed a
murder. He was tried and sen-
tenced to imprisonment for life,
and was chained to the floor of
the jail for eighteen years, accord-
ing to the inhuman methods of
that day.

Finding that he was harmless;
the jailor at last took off his
chains, and he has remained in
that prison ever since, and was
known as “ Cratty Billy,” the
bugaboo of several generations of
children.

Ile was eighty-one at the time
of his death,  During his whole
lite, and in all his ravings of mad.
ness, he never was known once to
allude to his childhood, " or to his
early days. When, however, bhe
lay dying on his pallet in the cell,
the old man checked his foolish
babblings, and lay still and silent '
for a few moments, Then he!
looked up with a grave, tender
smile, and said, ¢ Dear mother!” |
He never spoke again.

The thought of his mother,who |
bad loved him, and whom he had
loved, bad lain hidden in that
poor, crazed,foolish brain for eigh- |
ty long years, through all his im-
becility and ferocity and mad- |

the misery and cruelty he had suf-
fered slipped away from him, and |
like a little child he came back to

the ‘“dear mother” whom he had |
lost nearly a century ago,and who

had loved him best of all the

world.

If the happy mothers who, per-
haps, are reading this paper to
their children gathered about
their knees, could only understand
how long after they are dust
their words and actions will in-
flence the lives of their sons and
daughters; how different these
words and actions would be !

There would be an end then,
we think, of irritable wrangling,
of barsh judgment and of petty
deceits with the little ones ; and

, every woman would hold up her

hands to God, asking Illim to 0
lead her that she may be the
“dear mother” to whom her child-

i ren will turn smiling in their dy-

ing hour.— Youth's Companion,

— e e

THE MINISTRY OF
CHILDREN.

The late (eneral Beckwith, so
long the steadfast friend and bene- |
factor of that most interestin
people, the Waldenses of Pied-
mont, visited England while
making plans for rebuilding some |

| of the Waldensian churches, whose |

dilapidated condition nale them
unsuitable places for worship.

Conversing on this subject in
the house ofa friend, his heart full
of love to the dear people whose
cause he was eloquently pleading,
he hardly noticed one of the
children of the household, a little |
boy, six or seven years of age, |
who was present during the inter-
view,

As the tones of the general Ue-
came more animated, the little
fellow puused in Lis play tolisten. |

After a few moments he disap- |
peared from the room, but alinost
immediately returned.

| morning  atl

g | to hide ?”

Timidly approaching the gen-
eral, he said to him, at the same
time extending his band :

“8ir, do you think this could
help you to build your church?”

'IPhe good general looked down
into the eager little face and into
the outstretched band. In the
beautiful eyes looking straight in-
to his own, he saw such a loving
interest in the story he had told
as strangely moved him. In the
open palm was a penny—only a
penny, but it was all the little
tellow’s fortune.

Clasping the child in his arms,
taking ioto his own band the
offering he had brought, General
Beckwith said :

“ Yes, my little friend, I will
build my church with what you
have given me, and your penny,
with your name engraved upon it,
set ina corner-stone, shall tell

| every one that you were the found-

er of it.”
© i~ - - —_—

THE DEACON'S ADVICE.

“ Think more of the harvesc and less of the |

labor,’

Said good Farmer Smith to his neighbor
one day, 2

Who paused on the bill side, both stony and
stedile,

To chat with the deacon, hard-fisted and

gray.

The prospect seemed cheerless where even
weeds wilted,
And oft would the husbandman growl and

lament,
Yet still he worked on, with heart uncon.

fiding,
Vexation his portion, instead of content,

Soft dews and warm raius om the hill-side
descended ;
A capital crop blessed the young farmer’s

eyes.

“ O fool thst I am,” in the autumn he mar
mured,

“ My summer-time deubts I now deetly
despise !

“] might have spared ail the fretting and
worry ;
The deacon was right, and my duty was

c
‘ Think more of the harvest and less of the
r,
111 sing both in spring and in autumn next
year.”

“Think more of the harvest and less of the
labor,”

Should be the grand motto of all as they toil;

For God will biess those who act nobly and
wisely,

And flowers will spring from unpromising
soil.

—Xouth's Companion.

OUR YOUNG FOLKS.
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HYDDEN AND SAFE.

One morning a teacher went to
the school-room and found many
vacant seats. Two little children
lay at their homes cold in death,

nd others were very sick. A fa-
tal disease had entered the village,
and the few children present that
school, gathered
round the teacher and said, ¢ O,

| what shall we.do? Do you think

we shall be sick and die too ?”
She gently touched the bell as

a signal for silence, and observed 3

“ Children, you are all afraid of

| this terrible disease and monurn

the death of your dear little

| friends, and you fear you may be
| taken also.

I know of only one
way to escape, and that is to
hide.”

The children were bewildered
and the teacher -vent on: [
will read to you about the hiding
place ;” and read Psalm xci., 1—
10: ¢« He that dwelleth in the

secret place of the Most High

shall abide under the shadow of
the Almighty. There shall no
evil befall thee, ncither shall any
plague come nigh thy dwelling.”

All were hushed and composed
by the sweet words of the Psalm-
ist, and morning lessons went on
as usuul,

?
\
[

At noon a dear hittle girl glided )

up to the desk,-apd said, “Teuch-
er, are you not atraid of diphther®
ia 7"

my child,” she answer-

“Well,. wouldn't you if you
thought you would be »sick and
die 7"

*“ No, my dear, [ trust not.”

1
: |

|
|

|

|

Looking at the teacher a mo- l

ment with wondering eyes, her

| face lighted up as she said, ““ Oh

for a while out of the window at
the people who were pass.
ing.

On his way he saw one of his
mother’s bureau drawers open, In
one corner of this, lay a package
of candy and some other things
done up in brown paper. ‘ Oh,”
thought Harry, *those must be
some of Uucle Walter's presents
for my birthday, 1 thought I saw
mamma carrying bundles upstairs
yesterday, as soon as he came. [
guess there will be no harm in my
taking just a peep at them as ']
pass by.”

be bundle of candy was open
atBneend. A red and white
stick showed very plainly. Was
it birch or peppermint 2 It could
do no harm to look at it, he
thought. It looked like birch,but
he was not quite sure, so he took
it out and just touched it on his
tongue. A little crumb came «f
in his mouth.  Of course, he had
to eat it. How good it was! Rid-
ley’s candy was always so nice.

He was just going to break off
a good sized piece, when he  re-
membered purt of his prayer,
“ And lead us not into tempta-
tion, but deliver us from evil.”

* The minister said in Sunday-
school when’he was talking about
the catechism, yesterday, that
that meant the evil one, the

devil,” said Harry, half aloud. *

“ 1 guess he put it into my head
to take this candy. I won’t stay
here another minute.”” And turn-
ing his back on the bureau, he
ran out of the room as fast as his
little feet could carry him.

When mother came up, she'
heard the whole story; and as
Harry said his prayer to “ Our
Futher,” she prayed in her heart
with him, askiog God to keep her
little boy from the very begin-
nings of evil.

Here we will bid good-night to
our little Harry for the present.
I hope all other Harrys will try
to think every night as they
kneel down to pray, what this
prayer means, and say it with
their hearts &s well us their
lips.

——— e

WORDS TO GIRLS.

How much do you help mother?
Do you do all you can to lighten
her burden? When you see her
weary, do you offer to help her ?
I bave seen some who did not do
this,-and I have wanted to tell
them how much their mothers
needed their help. Some mothers
don’t want their daughters to
work. This is not iight. Girls
need to learn to work. They
should do their own work at least
—make their own beds, and sweep
and take care of their own rooms.
It is a disgrace for a young wo-
man in bealth to let this work be
done by her mother or some oné
else.

Girls should help their mothers
wash and cook as soon as they are
old enough to do these. The girl
that grows up and don’t know how
to wash, iron and cook, is not
educated, and therefore is unfit to
be a housekeeper.
sing, and play the piano and
organ is not the best part of an
education. These may come in
their place, but the pauntry, with
its well filled shelves, is as pleas-
ant a sight as the music-room, and
the sound of dixhes as entertaining
as the notes of an instrument of
music.  The music-room could
better be removed than the kitchen
and pantry,

Then, girls, don’t forget that
mother needs your help.—»Sel.

ADVICE TO A BOY.

Get away from the crowd a
little while every day, my dear
boy. Stand one side and let the
world ran by while youn get ac-
quainted with yourselt, and sce
what kind of a fellow you are.
Ask yourself hard questions about
yourself, find out all you can
about yourself, ascertaiv from ori-
ginal source if you are really the

) [ A H . . v .
I know,” you are hidden under | ™3B0¢! of man people say you

God’s wings.  What a nice place

Yes, this the only true hiding
place for old, oryoung, for rich,
for poor—all. Do any of you
know of a safer or a better ?—OQld

- and Younyg.

—_—— g
TEMPTATION.

One evening, just after Harry
had gone up stairs to his bed-
room, his mother wus called down
stairs on business.  There was no

books, while she was gone, After
afew minutes Harry got too slecpy

| to enjoy these, and he thought he

would o into the next room,
which wuas his mother's and  Jook

I

are, find out if you ure always
honest; if you always tell the

| square, perfect truth in bu-iness

dealings; if your life is as good
and upright at eleven o'clock at
night as it is at noon ; if you are
as sound a temperauce man on a
fishing excursion as you are at a

{ Sunday-school picaic; it you are

as good a boy when you go to

| Chicago as you are at home; if.

in short, you really are the sortof
a young man your fathcr hopes

| you are, your mother rays you

| time to hear his prayers first, so !
| she told him to stay quietly in the |
| room and amuse him=e!f with his

are, and your sweetheart believes
you are, (ret on jntimate terms
with )")lll“(!.“', my boy, and bhelieve
me, every time you come out trom
these private interviews you will
be # stronger, '!)ctt(:r, prrer man.
Don’t forget this Telemachus, and
it will do vou rood,— Burlington

Harleye,

4a
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