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Our Home Circle. ^

THE SEC F ET OF A HAPPT DAT.
,T FRASCE8 BIDLET HAVEBOAL.

— The set'ret of the Lord ie with them that fear 
him.—Psaim xxv. 14.

Ju»t to let thy Father do 
What He will ;

Ju»t to know that He L true,
Ai'd be still.

Just to follow hour by hour,
As he leadeth ;

Just to draw the moment’s power 
As it needeth.

Just to trust Him. this is all !
Then the day will surely he

Peaceful, whatsoe’er befall,
Bright and blessed, calm and free.

Just to let Him speak to thee 
T hrough his word,

Watching that his voice may be 
- u Clearly heard.

Just to tell Him everything 
As it rises,

And at once to Him to bring 
All sui prises.

Just to listen and to stay *
Wh^re vou cannot miss his voice,

This is all ! and thus to-day,
< Commuting, you shall rejoice.

Just to ask Him what to do 
All the day,

And to make you quick and true 
To obey.

Just to know th. needed grace 
He bestoweth,

Every bar of time and place
Overflow et h.

Jtflt to take thy order straight
From the Master’s own command.

Blessed day ! when thus we wait 
Always at our Sovereign’s hand.

Just to recollect his love,
Always true ;

Always shining from above,
Always new.

Just to recogni-e its light,
All enfold.ng ;

Just to claim its present might. 
Ad-upuolding.

Just to know it as thine own.
That no power can take away ;

Is not this enough alone
For the gladness oi the day ?

Just tc trust and yet to ask 
Guidance still ;

Take the training of the task 
As he will.

Just to take the joy or pain 
As he lends it ;

Just to take the loss or gain 
As He sends it.

He who formed thee for his praise,
Will not miss the gracious aim ;

So io-day, and all thy days,
Shall be moulded for the same.

JustJto leave in his dear hand 
Little things ;

All we cannot understand.
All that stings.

Just to let Him take the care,
Sorely pressing ;

Finding all we let him bear
Changed to blessing.

This is all ! and -et the way
Marked by Him who loves thee best :

Secret of a happy day,
Secret of his promised rest.

A DROVER'S EXPERIENCE.
My name is Anthony Hunt. I am a 

drover, and live miles and miles away,' 
upon the western prairie. There wasn’t 
a house within sight when we moved 
there, my wife and I ; and now we have 
not many neighbors, but those we have 
are good ones.

One day about, ten years ago, I went 
away from home to sell some fifty head 
of cattle—fine creatures as I ever saw. I 
was to buy some groceries and drygoods 
before I came back, and above all, a doll 
for our youngest, Dolly ; she never had 
a shop doll of her own, only the rag 
babies her mother had made her. Dolly 
could talk of nothing else, and went 
down to the gate to call after pie to 
“buy a big one.” Nobjdy but a par
ent can understand how my mind was 
on that toy, and how, when the cattle 
were sold, the first thing I hurried off 
to buy was Dolly’s doll. I found a large 
one, with eyes that would open and shut 
when you pulled a wire, and had it 
wrapped up in a paper and tucked in 
under my arm, while I had parcels of 
calicoes and delaines, and tea and sugar,

Sut up. It might have been more pru- 
ent to stay until morning ; but I felt 

anxious To get back, and eager to hear 
Dolly’s prattle about the doll she was 
so anxiously expecting.

I was mounted on a steady-going old 
horse of mine and pretty well loaded. 
Night set in before I was a mile from 
town, and settled down as dark as pitch 
while I was in the wildest bit of road I 
knew of. I could have felt my way 
through, I remembered it so well, and 
it was almost that when the storm that 
had been brewing broke, and the rain 
pelted in torrents, five miles, or may be 
six from home, too. I rode on as fast 
as I could ; but suddenly I heard a little 
cry, like a child’s cry. I stopped short 
and listened ; I heard it again. I called 
and it answered me. 1 couldn’t see 
anything. All was dark as pitch. I got 
down and felt about in the grass ; called 
again, and again I was answered. Then 
I began to wonder. I’m not timid ; but 
I was ku»wu to be a drover, and to have 
money about me. I thought it might 
be a trap to catch me, and then rob and

us do it with our whole souls ; if the 
world, then let us give our energies to 
its servie'. Do not let us be half-way

sobbed as I took it in my arms. I call
ed my horse, and it came to me, and I 
roouuted, and tacked the little soaked ^ 
thing under my coat as well as I could, Christians. , .
promising to take it home to mammy. Do you realise in any measure what 
It seemed tired to death, and pretty your Saviour has given up for you ? 
soon cried itself to sleep against my and will you not for the sake' °f Çbnst 
jj090tu whom you profess to serve, lay yourseit

It bad slept there over an hour when at his feet, and give up all—even this .
I saw my own windows. There were _____---------------
lights in them, and I supposed my wife 
bad lit th.-iu for my sake; but when I 
got into the door-yard, I saw something 
was the matter, and stood still with 
dead fear of heart two minutes before I i 
could lift the latch. At last I did it,

DIPLOMACY AS A PROFESSION.

and saw the room full of neighbors, and 
my wife amid them weeping. When 
she saw me she hid her face.

“ Oh, don’t tell him she said, “ it will 
kill him.”

“ What is it, neighbors ? I cried.
And one said, “ Nothing now, 1 hope. 

What’s that in your arms?”
“ A poor lost child.” said I. “ I found 

it on the road. Take it, will you ? I’ve 
turned faint.” And I lifted the sleeping 
thing, and saw the face of my own child, 
my little Dolly.

It was my darling, and no other I 
had picked up upon the dark drenched 
road.

My little child had wandered out to 
meet ‘"daddy” and doll while her mother 
was at work, and they were lamenting 
her as dead. I thanked God on my 
knees before them all. It is not much 
of a story, neighbors, but I think of it 
often in the nights and wonder how I 
could bear to live now if I had not 
Mopped when I heard the cry for help 
upon the road—t he little baby cry, hard
ly louder than a squirrel’s chirp.— 
Christian Woman.

WHAT IS THE HARM ?

I have heard many young people ask 
the question, “What is the barm in 
dancing ?” and perhaps some of you 
may be asking the same question to
day. I would that I might answer it 
in such a way as to make you see aud 
understand the danger that lies in the 
seemingly innocent pastime.

My dear young friends, you have lis
tened to the call of the Saviour, accept
ed him as your atonement, and have 
lelt a new, blessed love spring up in 
your heart. You have felt that you. 
must come out from the world, and be 
numbered among God’s people, and so 
have publicly consecrated yourself to 
the Lord ; but when the first surprise 
and joy is over you find that the work 
of grace is not complete in your heart, 
do you not ? There Ungers a love of 
worldly pleasure, and you cling to it 
you cherish it, questioning what can 
be the harm in mingling with the same 
gay companions in the social dance and 
other amusements.

Let me ask you a few questions, and 
will you not candidly consider them, 
and let your best judgment answer ? 
Do you fiua that these things tend to 
draw you nearer to the Saviour ? Are 
you daily growing in Christian grace, 
and in the knowledge and love of God ? 
Do you think that you can take Christ 
V7ith you into the ball room ? and is it 
any place for the Christian where his 

is not desired ? Tx~ Apresence Do these
things helv you ? If not, they must 
hindtr. And even if you can do it with
out harm to yourself, which I do not 
believe, think of the influence it may 
have on unconverted ones. Perhaps 
you have some friend whom you would 
see on the heavenly road ; perhaps you 
have been conversing with tl at one, 
and trying to persuade him to accept 
Christ. Do you think he would doubt 
your sincerity if he should meet you 
next in the dance room the gayest of 
the gay, perhaps ? Would your influ
enced ver him for good be deepened by 
it?

I know of a young lady who, at one 
time was seriously concerned for her 
soul’s welfare, and was seeking the way 
of salvation. About the same time the 
young people of the place commenced a 
series’ of lances, to which she was in
vited, and which she attended. What 
was its influence upon her ? There 
were several professed . Christians— 
church members—among the number ; 
and led on b? their example, and her 
own love of dancing, she recklessly 
gave herself up to the pleasures of the

Mr. H. S. Northcote, M. P-, opened 
the winter session of the Exeter Liter
ary Society with an interesting lecture 
on “ Diplomacy as a Profession.” The 
true function of a great diplomatist, he 
said, was to prevent the occurrence of 
any great question of quarrel. It was 
his business, being on the-spbt, to ob
serve when the question threatened to 
come to a quarrel, and to prevent 
quarrel breaking out ; he had to avoid 
the creation of mole hills into moun
tains ; and for that purpose the pres
ence on the spot of a man who had 
seen the origin of a quarrel, who knew 
local feeling and opinion, and knew 
whether the quarrel was a real or a 
sham one—the presence at a Court of 
such a man was of incomparably super
ior value to the presence of the ablest 
European statesman who had not the 
same local knowledge. Discretion and 
reticence undoubtedly were qualities of 
the first im-portance.

How to hold his tongue was the dij£ 
lomatist’s first lesson. He would also 
have occasionally to make a little know
ledge go a long way, in which he would 
not be very singular. But be bad never 
known a case in which a lie did the 
smallest permanent good. If a man of 
high moral character were to stoop to 
use a lie he might obtain a-temporary 
advantage, but his credit and reputa
tion, and bis chances of future useful
ness, would be mined. Therefore, on 
the simple ground of self-interest, a 
diplomatist, like other men* although 
he might occasionally hold his tongue 
and not. say all be knew, would always 
find it the best plan never to say one 
word that was not strictly ancUabsolute- 
ly true.

He defended the service from the 
charge that it was a “ close preserve for 
the younger members of the aristo
cracy,” by shewing that only men with 
large private fortunes could afford to 
adopt the profession. A junior secre
tary, after working two years for noth
ing, was paid Iff50 a year. After four 
or five years’ additional service he be
came a second secretary with $1,500 a 
year, and at the end of twenty years he 
might be made a secretary of legation 
or embassy, ,wM*h' 18,500 a year—just 
enough for a single man to live on. 
If the country could get men of ability 
and intellect to serve it on these terms 
he did not think that the bargain was 
a bad one—on tbs side of the oountry. 
After ten years' additional service the 
diplomatist might at last be made a 
Minister, with from 115,000 to $20,000 
a year ; but after thirty years’ service 
in exile, the priio was not an extrava
gant one, especially when they reflected 
that a Minister at a foreign court was 
supposed to keep “ open house” for his 
countrymen.—London Times.

«• GODLINESS WITH CONTENT. 
MENT GREAT GAIN."

“ It is no use talking to me,” said ■ 
lady to a friend who was urging upon 
her the duty of contentment with her 
lot in life ; “just see bow I have to live 
in this dingy, dirty street, in this mite 
of a house, and even this, small as it is, 
not half furnished. Don’t talk to me 
about going to church and social gather
ings ; I’ve got nothing decent to wear, 
indeed I have not. I should be asham
ed to be seen beside my sisters, and you 
even, kind as you are to call on me aud 
try to get naesout, would not like to in
troduce me as ' your friend !’ Thinking 
how it used to be, and how it is now, 
comparing my situation with sister 
Mary’s and sister Jane’s ; is it any won
der that I a in discouraged and have lost 
all ambition ? No, I do not think myself 
to blame ; I can not help it, and it’s no 
use to try.”

This was a very discouraging case to 
deal with, but the Christian friend who 
had searched her out, and called upon 
her, was not easily discouraged. She 
had the best of reasons to hope and 
work, for her heart was strongly drawn 
toward her, both in sympathy and earn
est prayer, and she believed God would 
answer the prayer he himself inspired. 
So she labored on, calling often, saying 
pleasant, cheering words when such 
seemed to be specially needed, at another 
urgiug upou her the claims of Christ, 
aud her great need of having him as 
her friend and advocate. At last her 
reward came. Going to the little home 
one day, what a change was there ! 
Christ had entered in and made the 
place glorious.

“ Oh, my friend,” said the now joyful 
woman, “ I can not tell you how happy 
I am ! My home is so comfortable, my 
husband so very kind and thoughtful ; 
how dreadfully I must have tried him 
with my fretful complaining. See how 
my plants are thriving, and how the sun 
shiaes into my kitchen in the morning, 
and how pleasant my little parlor is in 
the afternoon 1 Why, it seems as if I 
bad gained everything with Christ ! A 
new heart, a new home, new eyes and 
new ears !” Yes, contentment came with 
godliness, and was indeed great gain. 
—Ssiected.

FARM LIFE.
There is a vast amount of sense in 

the following. Listen :
“ On a recent Sunday evening the 

Rev. Washington Gladden had a talk 
with the boys oi Springfield, Mass. By 
WAy of preparation he sent out a circu
lar to one hundred of the most conspic
uous business men, inquiring about 
their homes during the first years of 
their lives. He received eighty-eight 
answers, and of these seventy four re
plied that they had the training of a 
farm life. It is a hard life, but it is an 
independent life ; it is favorable to re
ligious growth and a cultivation of 
Christian graces ; and—v hat is of less 
consequence—it is the coming aristo
cratic ‘ profession’ of the country. Cor- 
Iterations fail, manufacturing becomes 
dull, store-keepers cease to do business, 
and the hum. of the factory is stilled ; 
stocks go down and the hanking houses 
close ; but throughout panic and disas
ter the earth yields its fruits to the 
frugal and industrious laborer. There 
is a nairow tendency manifested byry ^ U w I OC & l vs 1 w t » — v . w w - — —— — 'll-*

season cast aside the convictions of her i those engaged in professional life to
DCt* ’ . . 1 . i • . ! _____1 . * . *iw. : — rvf lltia Ikfl $».

STORY OF AN ICEBERG.
The following wonderful story of the 

iceberg comes in connection with the 
terrible narrative of Captain Hall’s ex
pedition in the “ Fblaris ” :

One more effort was made to reach 
the Polar Sea. When that failed, the 
“ Palans ” started for home. A few 
days later (in August, 1878) she was 
beset with ice and drifted to latitude 
77 degrees and 35 minutes. Here a 
portion of the crew left her. There 
seems to be a suspicion that they desert
ed, hut according to their own story 
they were employed getting provisions 
out upon the ice, in expectation that 
the ship must go to pieces in a gale, 
when the ice broke up and the Polaris 
was driven from her moorings and dis
appeared in the darkness. It is a won
derful story of the nineteen persons left 
on the ice which the telegraph ÿrought 
us at the time. For more than six 
months they drifted southward through 
the Arctic night. Occasionally they 
launched the hoatuhey had with them, 
and tried to pull toward the Greenland 
coast, but they were driven hack to the 
floe. A portion of their provisions had 
been saved, and they eked tl eaa out by 
killing occasionally a seal or lew birds. 
Snow huts gave them a li* Ie shelter. 
The fat of the seals fed th- fires and 
lights. The ice upon which liey floated 
was five miles m circumfe. rnce when 
they piarted from the ship >a the 16th 
of October. It was reduce lia April to 
a little fragment of twenty yards in 
diameter, when they were picked up 
by the Tigress, fort? miles from the 
coast of Labrador. How terrible this 
icy voyage had been we may imagine by 
a. glance at the map. They were driven 
from a ship far up Baffin’:* Bay, some
where near the entrance of Lancaster 
Sound. They were rescued well out in, 
the open ocean, about the latitude of 
Liverpool. Of the late af the Polaris, 
in which were Captain. Buddington, 
chief navigating officer, and thirteen, 
others, nothing ytt is known.

soul, turned a deaf ear to the pleadings 
of her conscience, and to-day she is 
drifting on the sea of life, with no an
chor for her sin-tossed soul. Would 
you stand in the place of one of those 
young Christians ? And yet you may, 
by your example, be a stumbling block 
in the way of some soul. Oh, my dear 
friends, I would that I might make you 
see the evil of indulging in these world-

uudorate the importance of life on a.; THE BEST PROFESSI0N.

murder me. , --- T . - ,
I am not superstitious—not very— ly pursuits, as I have see l 

it how could a real child be out on It draws us away from God,but how could a real child be out on 
the prairie in such a night, and at such 
an hour ? It might be more than human. 
The bit of a coward that hides itself in 
m<»t men showed itself in me then, and 
I was half inclined to run away : but 
once more I heard i hat piteous cry, and 
s^id I: “It any man’s child is bt-rea 
bouts, Anthony Hunt is not the man to 
let it lie here to die.”

I searched again. At last I b -thought 
me of a hollow under the bill, and gioo- 
ed that way. Sure enough, I found a 
little dripping thing that sroaned Bad

and de
stroys our relish for purer, holier tuings j 
It is of the world, worldy ; and are we not , 
told, “ Be not conformed to this world,” j 
but “ come ye out, and be ye separate 
from the world,” bring “in the world, 
but not of the world ?”

Does the “ world” think the better 
of us for it? Nay, verily, they look 
with scorn and contempt upon the in
consistency of such an one—seeking to 
serve the world and Christ. Ye can 
not do it—can not serve God and mam
mon. If we are to serve the Lord, let

farm ; it is considered a half-alive and 
dead sort of existence, but what can be 
deader than the impecunious, hard, 
worked clerkships in the city, with ex
acting duties and little or no time 5nr 
ltd.-un or recreation ? The hope of 
the country next to religion, lies in. its 
small ’ arms, and consequently in bring
ing u, the rising generation to work 
the farm. Two remarks in conclusion : 
We have enough high, schools and col
leges—it is better to strengthen those 
that remain than to establish new ones, 
save in a new country ; secondly, bring 
up your children with just ideas of tUe 
independence, the resources, the utility 
of life on a fare. Farm life means 
hard work, but there is always time for 
rest aud recreation, such as is offered 
by no other occupation. If we could 
turn half our lawyers, doctors, clerks, 
and some ministers into tarmcia, the 
country would be the gainer every year. 
—Dirigs Rural.

LET YOUR LIGHT SHINE.
The Rev. Dr. Deems relates the fol

lowing story as illustrating the exhorta
tion “ Let your light so shine.” H- 
says that the Rev Mr. Compton, 
earnest English preacher at Boulogne, 
on a vovage to India, sat one dark even
ing in his cabin, feeling thoroughly un
well, as the sea was rising fast, and he 
was but a poor sailor. Suddenly the 
cry of a “ m an overboard” made him 
spring to his feet. He heard a tramp
ing overhead, but resolved not to go on 
deck, lest he should interfere with the 
crew in their efforts to save the poor 
man. “ What can I do ?” he asked 
himself, and instantly unhooking his 
lamp he held it near the top of bys cabin 
aud close to the hull’s^ye window, that 
its light might shine »u the sea, and as 
near the ship as possible. In half a- 
minute’s time he heard the joyful errr 
“ Its all right, he’s safe,” upon which 
he put his lamp in its place. The next- 
day, however he was tokl that his little 
lamp was the sole means of saving the 
man’s life ; St was only by the timely 
light which shone upon him that the 
knotted rope* could be thrown so as to 
reach him.

Dear brother, put your light where it 
will shine beyond your own little cabin.

There ie many a Christian student 
now in min colleges who. if he will deoide 
to enter the “ high calling” of a laborer 
for souls, will k**ep a hundred thanks
giving days for having chosen the better 
part. The more a minister lsees his 
work the more he enjoys it. We see 
the sad and depraved sides, and we are 
kept in contact with the most rich and 
soul-elevating truths in the universe. 
Yes, we are brought into the daily fel
lowship of the Divine Teacher, the 
Elder Brother, the Holy Comforter. 
Jesus comes to us in our studies. His 
countenance shin- s on our Bibles. He 
glorifies by hie smile the humblest cabin 
in which a frontier missionary is prepar
ing his message of heavenly love. To 
save a soul is a luxury Gabriel might 
covet. “ Your heaven is two heavens 
to me*” said Rutherford to his spiritual 
children whom he bad led to the Saviour, 

* -r T. L. CnyUr.

When the by-law for abolishing 
* Shops” or grocers’ licenses in Canada 
was being discussed in this town, pre
paratory to taking the vote which re
sulted in its adoption, much stress was 
laid by those dealers upon there beiag 
no provision for compensation. This 
was evidently having weight at a public 
meeting called to discuss the question 
at issue, when a white haired Methodist 
minister arose and asked, Who is to 
compensate the widows and orphans, or 
the parents made childless by the traf
fic ? Who is to dompeusate me for my 
blue-eyed hoy ?” That settled the 
question—Church, of England Mag.

Our Young Folks-.

CHILDREN CAN SERVE CHRIST.
The toy that carried the five loaves 

aud two fishes was of some service to 
the beuevolent and wonder-working 
Saviour.

A little boy once said to bit- mother 
“ I should like to have lived in the time 
of our Saviour that I might have done 
something for Him.”

His mother smiled, and said :
“What could a child of your years have 

done for Him to prove your good-will ?”
The fittle boy thought • moment, 

and then said :
“ 1 would run everywhere deiog His 

errands.”
New this boy could still serve Christ 

by giving his little savings to translate, 
print and circulate Bibles and Testa
ments. The Lord Jesus could still see 
him do it and still remember all he did 
for heathen boys and girls.

LITTLE MATTIE.
She was about four vears old when I 

first knew her. A broad forehead, 
large blue eyes, straight nose, a sweet, 
quivering mouth, and a skin, so trans- 
parout that you felt you oould look 
through and see the soul, of which yon 
caught a glimpse in the eyes.

D»or little Mattie had a., drunken 
father. Her mother went out washing 
and working to support the family, and 
her brother and oldest sister (for there 
were seven ch’ldveu) worked in a mill, 
when the owner could find anything for 
children to do. Many a tinje, when 
out of work, thay went to bed without 
having eaten anything the whole day.

When Mattie's father had been drink
ing, be would come home and beat his 
children cruelly. After awhile be was 
taken ill, and the doctor said be would 
not get well. He was ill- for months 
and her m- tlu-r had to stay borne and 
nurse him ; sc she could not earn mon
ey. What her brother and sister earn 
ed had to be taken to buy ber father 
medicine. There came a time when the 
children had been a wce’-t without any
thing to eat, and Mat lie, dear little. 
Mattie, cried.pitifully, “ Mamma, Mat- 
tie wants some bread, Mattie’s so hun
gry 1” The mother, who had sorrowed 
over her starving children, could not 
withstand this plaint, an-, went to a 
neighbor’s.to ask iorfood.

The father died aud was buried, aud 
their mother went diligently 10 work. 
But it was too late. Mattie, the for,, 
frail little flower, drooped nnd faded. 
Starvation had done us work. “ The 
doctors, said she hadn’t enough to eat,”' 
as her sister mournfully said in relat
ing it. F ve years old, md starved to- 
death, t Think of that, children Jn your 
comtortable homes. Little Mattie has 
slept under a grass-covered mound for 
five years, hut there are thousands like 
ber around you, probably at your very 
door. “ Too proud to beg. too honest 
to steal,” their mothers would be glad 
to get work.

Children, will you not save the piece 
of bread you throw away, or waslefully 

crumb up at the table, to give to such ? 
Aud at night when you kneel by your 
mothers to pray, after thanking Go<i tor 
your comfortable homes, ask a blessing 
for the dear little children whose moth
ers have no bread to give them.—Ma*T 
V. Lathbof is Christian at Work.
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