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A S AR AL A

OUR HOME

P

ANSWERED PRAYER.

“Q give me a message pf quiet,”
| asked in my morning prayer ;
“ For the turbuient trouble within me
Is more than my heart can bear.
Around there is strite and discord,
Aud the stoims that do not cease,
An | the whirl of the world is on me—
TLou only canst give me peace.

1 opencd the old, old Bible
.rn.l Jooked at a page of psalms,
Tiil the wintry sea of my trouble
Wa- soothed by its snmmer-calms ;
For the words that have helped so many
And that ages have made wore dear,
Seemed new in their power to com'ort
As they brought we my word ot cheer.

Like musie of sclemn sinzing
These sords come down to me—
“ The Lord is slow to anger,
Anc of mercy great is lu';
Ea. b generation praiseth
His works of long reiown,
The Lord upholdeth all thar fall,
And iaiseth the bowed down.”

That gave me the strength [ wanted !
1 kuew that the Lord was nigh ;
All that was making me sorry
Would be better by and-by ;
1 had bLut to wait in patienee,
And kecp at my Father's side,
And nothing would really hurt me
Whatever might betide,
— Marianne Farningham.

——— i ——
IN HIS OWN WAY.

There was a hushed chamber in
8{r. Clauson's house. Sucha cham-
ber as most of us have entered at
some time in our lives. A room in
which the husband and wife can
hardly look each other in the face;
where the footsteps fall lightly,
and the few words spoken are whis-

pered ones.

It seemed enough of sorrow that
the little darling of the household,
four year old Willie, shonld lie there
before the eyes of the parents, so
cold and still. Yet that was not
the orly trouble oppressing them,
although at present it far >utweigh-
ed all others,

Mr. Clauson’s affairs. had been
steadily growing worse and worse
for many months, until he found it
impossible Lo pay any longer the
bills of interest arising from the
mortgage on his pleasant homestead
which had been his father’s before
him, and was “bound by a thousand
. ‘ties to his heart.” And now this
bitter affliction had eome,as if to test
.to the utmost the strength and faith
-of these childrgn of God. But Robert
Clauson’s faith never wavered for a
amoment. _

The evening before the funeral,
us Mr. Clauson and his wife were
sadly recounting the recent events,
Mrs. Clauson remarked in a broken
voice : 7

“Hard, isn’t it, Robert, that so
soon upon becoming childless we
must also become homeless? A
note came from Mr. Liscomb yes-
terday, saying the mortgage had
been foreclesed, and a sale would
take place early next wevk.”

The husband’s reply came readi-
ly enough :

“ Never mind ; I'vedone my very
best, Jennic, and

“ It may not be my way;
It may not be thy way ;
And yet in bis own way,

“ The Liord will provide.”’

I must leave all in his hands.”

Oh, blessed trust of the children
of God! Ave, and He will provide.

Later in the evening Mr. Clauson
took his hat, then paused before his
wife, as if what he would say was

of so painful a nature as to bo hard
of utterance; at length he said iu
a tremulous tone:

“Jt is getting late, Jennie, and
1I'm going around to Darkling's. [
told him I would do what I could
10 make expenses as light as pos-
sible. You know it is one of our
painful necessities, Jennie, wife!”

And she knew he was going him-
solf, poor man, alas, and alas! for
a little casket.

Lawyer Liscomb was on tl.e high
~oad to great prosperity. His wife
was & devo Christian and Mr.
“Jiscomb wusa professor of religion,

“but the cares of this life, and the
doceitfulness of riches, had indeed
choked the word, until his life had
become unfruitful, and even barren
ofanythirg likegodliness. 1lis lov-
<ing little wite had remonstrated on
more than one occasion at what
seemed to her unwarrantable mea-
sures on his part, where a question
of worldly greed, and akindly show-
ang of humanity were concerned,but
Athough a kind husband and doting
father, there was at such times a
eertain pursing of the lips, as he
would reply with firmness, that he
was perhaps the best judge of how

business matters should be conduct- |
od, which had fihally silenced good |

little Mrx. Liscomb effectually; that
18, had silenced her in the presence
of her husband, but she only went
the oftener to her closet, and beg:
wed the father in Heaven to show
him the errors which were fast
mastering him, overcoming his bet-
ter nature and crushing the piety
out of his life.  And this afternoon
happening imto her husband’s office
for a moment, she had seen a writ.
ten advertisement lying on the
tablo ready to be sent to the daily

AN

| mates,

aper,
a’egk the fine estate of Robert Clau-

son would be sold at auction.

“ Oh, how can he?” she said to
herselt, “and his only little son
lying dead, to be buried to-mor-
row!” .

What could she do? Jennie
Clauson and she had been gchool-

office, so she walked home alone,
wishing she could say something to
induce him to reconsider the mat-
ter; but that evening the lawyer

awhile, he had an errand to attend
to. .
Soon as he had gone his wife went
up stairs, and with a troubled heart
besought God in his own way to
provide for her dear husband a way
of escape from his own Increasing
seltisbness, and utter want of feel-
ine for others, What had §eemed
her way of trying to open his eyes
had only resulted in disappointment
and faiiure.

It was a du‘rk’, damp night, and
heavy fog made objects at but a
short distance from the street-lamps
hardly discernible. Lawyer Lis-
comb was passiug rapidly through
a by-street on his way home from
the office of the daily paper, when

collided violently with another man,
a man who with bent head and
downward gaze was carrying a
something dark and long. It would
be impossible to tell how it happen-
ed ; no one ever can tell how such
_things happen, but in the eager ef-
fort which the other man made to
save himself from dropping his bur-
den, and the offort which the other
man made to save himself from fall-
ing on theslippery pavement, the
‘object which the former was carry-
ing suddenly became transterred to
the oatstretched arms of Lawyer
Liscomb, and looking down hesaw
at once by the light of the lamp on
the corner, that he was holding a
casket—and he noticed, o0, on the |
instant, that it was one just about
large enough for his Willie !

A cold, weird feeling of super-
stition, almost of horror, ran over
him as he said sharply:

«“ Here man, take back this un-
canny thing, and be more careful
another time.” The next instant he
added in another tone:

“ Ah, Clauson, is it you? Sorry
for you, my r fellow; upon my
word I am! There don’t say a
word ; it was all my fault. I beg
your pardon.”

As soon as liawyer Liscomb re-
entered bis library that night his
wife wondered what had come over
him ; and at bed-time she wondered '
still more, for he hung about Wil-
lie's little crib, kissing the child
again and again, uatil the little fel-
low as if instinctively kissed him
back ; then he broke out in an im- |
pulsive tone, startling his wife with |
its fierce accent : |

“Lord! what should [ do if that
little boy couldn't kiss me back!” |

Well into the night Mrs. Liscomb .
knew her husband was not sleep-
ing, but she wisely refrained from
asking any questions. Atter awhile
he said softly :

“ Wife ?

“Yes; what is it ?” ,

“] shan’t foreclose on €lauson at
present; he's in trouble you know.”

“0Q, I'm so thankful!” was the
response. And an bour later: :

“ Wife 2" K !

“Yes." |

“I'm going to help Clauson up
hill again, if I can. He's a royal
good tellow ; got a good wife too.” |

“Yes, and members of the same
church we are,” was the significant
reply.

And still a little later:

“I'm going to be a church mem-
ber in earnest, wife, God helping
me.”’ : y

Early next morning, before break-
fast, Lawyer Liscomb slipped out on |
an errand to the office of the daily
paper, and that night after the fu-
neral, a note was handed to Robert
Clauson, informing him that the
foreclosure on his property was in-
definitely postponed.

No one else knew how it was that
Law yer Liscomb all at once resum-
ed his old placeat chuarch, and in
the prayer-meeting ; nor why it was |
that be showed at the same time
such a triendly interest in the affairs
of Robert Clauson, who was soon

really well on his way up hill again.

His happy little wife only knew that

somehow in His own way the

Lord had t>uehed her hu-band;

but he knew well what a searching,

wholesumse lesson had been borne

“in upon his innermost soul by being !
obliged involuntarily to hold for a
moment in his father’'s arms  that
little casket.

And so with his limitless range
of re-ource, the good Father, who
males his sun to shine alike on the
Just and the unjust, had by one

master stroke of divine power spolk-
en in his own way to both his child-

|
stating that early the next

Mr. Liscomb was not at the |

was particularly silent and hm:ried i)
sat writing until rather late in the |
eveninc, then said he must go out |

suddenly on turning a cerner he |

| few wontbs’ (rial, relinquishing

ren, blessing and confirming the
faith of the one, and calling back to
| allegiance the wandering feet of the
iotbér.——(io&lm Rnle.

{

1 AMENDS.

[

| Storm is not good; but when storms pass
. And clouds are fled and airs grow mild,
Aund waves splash softly one by one,

And weary earth, her conﬂlcg o'er,

Lies hike a lovely siveping child,

We feel a joy uuknown before

Iu tree and flower aud raiu-washed grass,
A new signitiance in sun.

Pain is not sweet, but p:ih_ is best ,
His cold hand has the magic key
Which unlocks treasures to our eyes
Hidden im daily trivial things;

And zommon comfort, comnmon ease,
Respite from common sufferings,

I'he moruing’s task, the evening’s rest
Are to us riches past all price.

Life may be hard ; but when life ends,
And all the hard things are gone by,

| And every ache has been relieved ,

| And every tear has wiped away,

! And softly on the ravished eye

Breaks the clear dawn of heaven's day,
Joy shall for grief made such amen is
That we shall wonder that we grieved .

Susan Coolidge, in Independent.

A MOTHERS LOVE.

The following story of a reckless
young man suggests a possible com-
fort in the cases of other erring loved
ones : .

A lady in Baltimore had a way-
ward son whose reckless conduct
| cost her many tears. There were
' many things in her life to make her
' bappy; but her anxioty for her
| headstrong son saddened all her en-
' joyment and disturbed her peace.

' He grew moro indifferent to her
! love, and finally left his home for a
| life of adventure in the West. Bat
| happiness did not come to him in
j his wild career, nor riches from his

eager search in the mines. Fora
| time the new freedom gratified him ;
| but his vestless spirit could not be
| contented even with that.

By some means his mother kept
track of his wanderings, and was
able to send him messages of love ;
but they brought few or-mo replies.
At one of Mr. Moody's. meetings in
Baitimore she heard Rev. Robert
Lowry’s touching poem and tune
that has 'béen' so often sung, and
the words exactly' uttéred Lier own
feelings : . - !

‘ Where is my wandering boy to-night ?
The boy of my teuderest care,

The boy that wasé once my joy and light,
The child of my love and prayer ?

* Bring ne my wand" ing boy to-nigi;~
Go gearch for him where you will ;

But bring him to me with all his'blight,
And tell him I love him still.

“Q, where is my boy to-night?
My heart o’erflows, for L1ove him he knows :
O, where is my boy to-night ?"

The weoping woman copied the
verses and sent them to her son in
a letter. No word from bhim ever
reached her in return. At last she
lost all trace of him, not even know-
ing that he had received her mes-
sage. Then, after weary waiting,
tidings came, bitter tidings, strange-
ly mingled with consolation.

“ Her wandering boy "’ had fallen
% victim to his restless passion. In
rome daring expedition on one of
tbe Rocky Mountain trails he had
become scparated from his party,
and was lost. His body was tound
in a cave, where he had died of hun-
ger and exhaustion. By his side
was an unfinished letter to his
mother. In it he craved for forgiv-
ness, as he had already asked the
forgiveness, of Heaven. He had
received the pcem she sent him, he
said, and it had melted his heart
and had led him to repentance.—
Youth's Companion.

A TRUE HOME.

Many of our young housekeepers
faint aud fall by the way after a

their brightest chances for seear-

| natural good sense has not been en-
tirely destroyed or perverted by
the indulgence or carelessness of
the mother. If such a one marries
and truly loves her husband, she
will throw off the fettors, and have
courage to study the art of house-
| keeping until she becomes anexpert
| at the business. If' she would
' do this, by quick observation and
j thoroughly systematic management
she will build up a delighttul home
where husband aud children will
rise
Primitive Christian.

DR. LEONARD BACOMN.

this consideration towards every
man, without respect of persous,
But it paid, in kind.

bitterness had been against him

head that all men knew ”
about New Haven streets,
' cye that saw him blessed him.” 1
am not sure that I ever heard him
allude to any public honor paid to
him or to any compliment from
high plices. I am certain that he
was deeply gratified when Harvard
in a peculiarly flattering way made
him i.L.D.; but we had to depend
on tho newspapers for the know-
ledge of any such incident. It was
quite different with the expression
of respect and love from a person
of bumble position or of rome
opposing party. Such a thing as
this he always remembered and
loved to speak of. The honor that,
perbaps he was prondest of came to
him thirty years ago, when we
were about starting for Europe and
the East, and there were many gen-
erous gifts made him and grateful
words spoken, Father O'Railly,
parish priest, called at thedoor, and
with great delicacy of feeling, ask-
ed that he might be allowed to add
his gold piece to the rest, “as an ex-
pression of his respect for'a -good
man.” - Father'¢atne’ back delight-
ed once from'a 'pastoral visit in'a
humble . suburb; - becwuse -anw Irish
laboring man,whom he did not know,
had stopped with uneovered head
to say:, “We are very much plazed
to see your riverence in our part of
the town.” And he was very much
moved’ in" telling ‘me a few years
since, how a neighboring 'pastor
about to-remove after a few years
service had called to say good-bye,
and had said with tears: “ Before I
came to: New Haven I regarded you
with suspicion and almost fear ;.
but I bhave learned to honor you
and trust you and love you.'—
Leonard W. Bacon, p.p., in “ The
Congregationalist.

FACTORY RELIGION.

“No sir,” said Scofield, the fac-
tory engineer, cmphatically, “ there
is no such thing as factory relig-
ion! It's a contradiction. Why my
engine won't run if I don’t swear
at times.”

“ How do you know ? asked the
listener.

The fireman laughed,

Scofield turned upon him like a
flash :

“Tom,” said he with an oath,
‘““ wheel in ten or twelve more bar-
rowfuls of that Nova Scotia coal.
There isn’t half enough to last un-
til six o’clock.”

The fireman departed without a
word and the engineer bustled
around the room, oiling the slides,
testing the water, opening and shut-
ting valves,

“ Well, I suppose I must leave |
ou,” said the visitor, rising from
is chair » nd holding out his hand.
“Will yon not give the subject a
thought ? -

The unyineer shook his head.

ing a true home, and seek release
from all responsibility in a board- |
ing house. And why? For the
most because their mothers have
been cruelly kind and indulgent. -
They permit their daughters’ girl-

lity. - They forget that to make !
their chiidren useful and helpful in |

more true happiness and enjoyment |
than can be found in a life of - indo- |
lence and selfishness, They forget |
that there are home lessons each |
day that should have equal thought |
and attention with those which are |
enforoed at schools, if they would

fit their daughters for “cheerful I
home makers. It our girls grow up (
with no bigher ambition than to!
pass through their school edueation |
with only just that amouut of know-

ledge which will be deemed respec- |

table in fashionable circles, devot-  opened a paper and seemed to read. | through it'. e
(ing all their time out of school to The printed words, however, did | neglects his duty; be you faithful, |
| not engage his attention, but most | and you will have your reward.”

street walking and silly gossip,
with not one moment given to do- I
mestic duties, who can wonder
that they make unreasonable, indo-
lent,

Now and then we find one whose

“It's no place for religion, T tell
you,” he suid. *To my mind, fac-
tories ought never to have been
built. .l intended man to live
outin the ree air and enjoy nature.*
There i+ pienty of room for relig-

houd to slip by without accustom- jon out ot doors, but here, where
| ing them to any caro or responsibi- | the ve y pulleys swear at their

work— whore steam shricks and |
carses—hee is Do place for relig-

 Yyourh will lay the foundatior of ' jon.”

“ Tom 1" called Scofi L(h after the
minister had left, "ﬁpn’,t' bother

about any more coal, my boy. I
was oat “ o' sorts when I spoke.
There is ¢nough in now to last a
week.”

“ T couldn't help laughing,
though,” suid Tom, wiping the ¢ri- |
my sweat from his brow, ‘\ou
know that you never did try t o
anything without swearing.”

The engineer made no reply, but

vividly what the fireman sa.d cume
before him again and again.

¢ Was it as bad as that? Could

incompetent  housekeepers ? | he do nothing without swearing ?”" ' from Chio, who knew me, came to

He resolved to test himself, He

up and call her blessed.—

It certainly did cost something—

Whatever

from time to time was, in the long
run, overcome with good; and of
late years, when that ‘ good gray
was seen
‘“ the

ing and tor every oath uttered he
would drop a small brass nail
into a tumbler that 'vas in the win-
dow. He rather thought that the

now that he had got his will up.

The next day came—Scofield
rose at five as usual, and going
down stairs in his stockine feet
stepped upona tack. The volloy of
oaths that followed counted out
seven nails for the tumbler. The
buckwheat cakes, a collar-button,
the ca:, a-slow clock, and the rve-
membrance of his purpose scored
tive more. Then with grim deter-

the engine-room, where he counted
out the twelve nails and threw
them into the tumbler with an oath
—yes, an oath of relief. IHe was
half across the room before the last
one dawned upon him, but true to
his purpose he walked back and put
another nail into the glass,

All day long he struggled, and at
night the tumbler beld thirty uails.
Scofield was startled. He had nev-
ér dreamed that he was so profane.
Aadthen the habit had such a ¢ grip’
upon him. At last he went to
‘Christian Tim,” an old man in the
steel works, and told him the whole
affair. Tim pondered awhile and
then said.

“You may be able to leave off in
time by your will power, but [
know a better way."”

“What is it?"" inquired the other.

‘“ Ask help of the Lord Jesus
Christ,” said Tim earnestly. “ Has
he not heard every oath? Isn'tit
against him you havesinned ? I had
the same experience myself years
ago, but with his help I never feel
the least inclination toswear. And
as for being happy—the hours are
so swift-winged that I can hardly
tell where the days go.”

The minister called again upon
Boofield. e v

“There is a factory religion, sir,”
said the engineer. “'My fireman
Tom and myself are trying to live
up to it. * There is a Bible in that
desk and we find time to read some
in it every day. . And to tell the
truth, I believe the work is less
hard, the wheels run smoother, the
valves are tighter, and the whole
placeis lighter, cleaner and better
for this same factory religion.”’—
Illustrated Christian Weekly.

'ONLY 4 NEWSPAPER.

{Only & newspaper !” Quick read, quick lost,
Who sums the treasare that it carries hence!
Torn, trampled under feet, who counts thy cest,
Star-eyed intelligence !

And ye the nameless !  Best beloved host !

My heart recalls more than one vanished face,
Struck from the rank of toilers —early lost,
And leaving not a trace,

Martyrs of news! Yeung martyrs of the press!
Princes of giving from largest of brain,

One leaf of laurel steeped in tenderness,

lake ye, O early slain!

Though iu the authors’ pantheon no niche ob-
scure

Your waning names can hold forever fast,

The seeds of truth ye blow afar are sure

Fo spring and live at last,

On lonely wastes withiu the swarming marts,

In silent dream, in speaking deeds of men ;

Quick with momentum from your deathless
hearts,

Your thoughts will live again.

—Mary Clemmer Ames.

OUR YOUNG FOLKS.

SOV AAALIAT UL S L TO L LA AA AL L A

THREE GOOD LESSONS.

|

|
I was eleven years old, said Mr. |
S., an eminent American merchart, j
when my grandfather hada fine flock
of sheep, which were carefully tend-
ed during the war at those times. |
I was the shepherd boy, and my |
business was to watch the sheep in |
the fields. A boy who was more |
fond of his book than the sheep, |
was sent with me, but he left the |
work to me, while he lay under the |
trees and read. [ did not like that, |
and finally went {o my grandfather
and complained of it. Isball never
forget LEe kind smile of the old
gentleman as he said :

“ Never mind, Jonathan, my boy ;
if yon watch the sheep, you will have
the sheep.”

‘“ What does grandfather mean by

S

that?” I said tomyself. “I don't
expect to have the sheep.”” My de-
sires were moderate. I could not

exactly make out in my mind what
it was, but he had been to Congress,
in Wasliington's time, 8o I conclud-
ed it was all right, and I went back
contentedly to the sheep.

After I got into the field I could
not keep his words out of my head.
Then I thought of Sunday’s lesson :
“Thou hast been faithful over u few
things; I will make thee ruler over

{ after I came to New York as a elerk

many things.” I began to see
“ Never you mind who

I receivel a sccond lesson soon

to the late Mr. R. A merchant

buy goods, and said :

would begin early the next morn- f

tumbler would be empty at night— !

mination he shut his teeth and said |
not a word more until he reached |

“Make yourself s
) SCH 80 usefy)
| they cannot do Without thag

: }'Ou.”
I took bis meaning qQuicker th

I did that of my
Well, I worked upon th::dl::;l;sr’l
tag

until Mr, R. offered me 3
ship in the business, Tfl;trtne;.
morning atter the partnersh; fr

| made known Mr, G., the (l:ld'.
merchant, called 1o co

\ ngr

me, and he said : §ritulaty

“You arve all richt now, [ by
only one word ofadvice to give »
| Be caretul whom vou .

areft ) You wa

streets with,” Ik the

That was lesson numbep three,

And what valuable Jess
! . e ons hq
tare! Fidelity in all thingy ~t do

your best for your em ployers : o
tulness about your :Lssocfates’ ™
I every boy take these lcssnnq.ho
and study them well, T}
| the foundation stones of
and honorable success,

Th(‘y n
charactee

SEWING ACHES.

Jessie sat down by her mo
sew.  She was making s Lb‘?'b
case for her own little pillow,

“All this?” she usked in 5 dis.
contented tone, holding th
out, it

“That is not too much for g Jj
girl who has a work basket :fh&
own, " said her mother, - « Yoy, *
thought Jessie, ““ mother has iven
me & work basket, and T ougE; "
Le willing to sew ;” and with thy
she took a few stitches quite dif
gently.

“I have a dreadful pain at
side ;" said Jessie, in a fow minutey,
“My thumb is very sore.” she ssid
a few moments atter. « Qh,
hand is so tired!" was the nz
Next there was something the mat.
ter with her foot, and then with
her eyes, and 80 sh3 was full' of
trouble. At length the sewing was
done. Jessie brought it to hee
mother. '

“Should I not first send for ados
tor?” said her mother.

‘;'(li‘h?l doctor for me, mother?™
cried the Jittle girl, as surprised g
she could’bé. , s ;

“Certainly. A little girl o foll
of(fains and aches must be- sicks
and the sooner we have the dostog,
the better.”

“O mother!” said Jessie, laugh-
ing, “ they were sewing aches, [
am well now.” ]

I have heard of other little gifly
besides Jessie who had sewingachts
and pains whenever their parents
hud any work for them to do. Thig
is a disease called ¢ selfishness ;"
and I hope none of my little readems
are atlicted with it.—Bap. Week.

TELLING MOTHER.

A cluster of young girls stood
about the door of & school-room one
afternoon, when a little girl joined
them and asked what they were
doing. “l am telling the girls s
secret, Kate, and we will promiss
to lot you know if you will promise
nou to tell any one as long as yoa
live,” was the reply.

“I won't tell any one but my
mother,” replied Kate. I tell hee
everything, for she is my best
friend.”

“No, not even your mother, ne
one in the world."”

' back.

“Well, then, I can’t hear it; for
what I can’t tell my mother isa's
fit for me to hear.”

After speaking these words, Kate
walked away slowly, and perhaps,
sadly, yet with a quiet conscience,
while her companions went on with
their secret conversatjon.

I am sure that if Kate continued
to art on that principle, she becams
a virtuous, useful woman. No child
of a pious mother will be likely to
take a sinful course if Kate's reply
is taken for a rule of conduct.

If you have no mother do as the
disciples did ; go and tell Jesus
He loves you botter than the most
tender parent.

Blessed is the man that walketh
not 1n the counsel of the ungodly,
nor standeth in the way ot sinners,
nor sitteth in the seat of the scors
ful; but his delight is in the law of
the Lord : and in His law doth be
meditate day and night. Psalmi.l-$

ROB'S PLAN.

Rob never has any trouble with
the boys. Every one likes him; 80
it is not very strange that he gets
along so well.

“Rob, how is it,you never get in-
to any scrapes?”' said Will Law to
him one day. “All the other boys
do.”

“Oh, it's my plan not to 't_llk
When a boy says hardthings
to me, I just keep still.”

Not a bad plan, isit? If all the
boys waald try it, what good times
there would be in the school-room,
on the play-ground—everywhere.

Who will try Rob’s plan?

‘3». baat.
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