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HOME AND ECOHOOL.

j——

16 was only the impatient, cxcited
cry of a norvous wowman, but ic out
poor Harry’s sonl like & knife, ¢ Tho
Lord is in it,” ho said, ¢ His voice of
condomnation iscertainly following me.”
He said again, “The Lord is in it,”
when further on, he came upon Waltor
Pratt standing by the parsoaage gate,
talkivg eavuestly with the pastor.
Harry never knew what he snid in
grecting them, and I doub if either of
them could have repested his words an
hous later, but they all three turned
away from the busy streot into the
quiet of the pastor’s study, and there,
on their kuees beforo the throng, the
assurance came that the lost soul was
found.

1 have changed my sermon at the
Iast moment a number of times, under
just such a rtrong impression that I
must speak the words the Lord was
thrusting forward into my heart,” said
the minister, relating this incident in &
confidential talk with a friend, “and
every time the 1oward for following
tho Spirit’s leadings has been almost
immediate,”— Watchman.

Bhe Will Bleep To-Night.

SaooTH the braids of her rilken hair

On her queenly brow with tender care ;
Gather the robe in a final fold

Around the form that will not grow old ;
Lay on her bosom, pure as snow,

Tho fairest, sweetest flowers that blow.
Kiss her and leave her, your heart's delight;
In dreamless peace she will sleep to-night.

A shadowy §1eam of life-light lies

Around the lids of her slumberous eyes,
And her lips are closed as in fond delay
Of the loving words she had to say ;

But her gentle heart forgot to beat,

And fromn dainty head to dainty feet

She is strangely quiet, cold, and white,
The fever is gone—she will sleep to-night.

Put by her work and her empsy chair;
¥old up the garments she used to wear ;
Let down the curtaing and close the door,
She will need the garish light no more ;
For the task assigned her under the sun

Is finished now, and the guerdon won.
Tenderly kiss her, put out the light,

And leave her alone—she will sleep to-night.

A blessed sloep | that will not break

Fo1 tears, nor prayers, nor love’s sweet sake;
O perfect rest | that knows no ain,

No throb, no thrill of heart or brain ;

O life rublime beyond all speech,

‘That only the pure through dying reach !
God understands, and His ways ave right ;
Bid His bsloved a long good night.

Weep for the days that will come no more,
For the sunbeam flown from hearth and door,
For a minsing step, for the nameless grace
Of a tender voice and  loving face ;

But not for t'-e soul whose goul is won,
Whose infinite joy is jus§ begun—

Not for the spirit enrobed in light,

And crowned where the angels are to-night,

Why He Quit It.

A corrEspoNDENT of the New York
Sun thus relates the circumstances
under which Secretary Garland aban-
doned the use of intoxicasing liquors:
He was acked one day how it happened
that he, coming as he did from & part
of the country where liquor was be-
lieved to be used as commonly as coffee,
was & toctotaller, *Wel, it was this
way : I used to drink as regularly and
a8 frequently #8 any one; but cne day
jome years ago L was walking through

our cemetery at Little Rock and I saw
have boen my

what had carried them away.

gtopped right then and thero.”

dime for whiskay.

Piper,
aud signod the pledge; gave him three

Plaster, who gets wild and nervous
a'ter one diink, camo in to-day ; sold

drunken rage.

to him,

day to make him smash furniture and

the grave of one bright man who would
age, and then I saw
another, and another, un.il suddenly I
realized that almost all the young men
with whom I began life had gone, and
I, almost alone was left, and I knew
Wed, as
I had been spared, it occurred to me

aleohol, 81 1 made up my wind that 1
wouldn't drini anyhady olso's share
that wouldn't be fair. Sa I just

U
Diary of a Rumseller,

Monday.—Took Ragged Bill's last

Tuesday.—~Had n visit from Charlie
who swore oft thren months ago

drinks on tick.
Wednesday.—That poor fool Dick

him a quart,
P, S. Hear he killod his wife in a

Thursday.—Johnny Slogau's wife
begged mo never to sell another drop
She cried till I promised.

P. 8. Sold him enough this very
beath is children, Ha! hia! ha! Busi.
ness is business.

Friday.—Phil. Carter had no money ;
took his wife's wedding-ring and silk
dress for an old bill; sent him home
gloriously drunk,

Saturday.—Young Sam Ohap took
his third demk to-day, I know he likes
it and will speedily make u drunkavd,
but I gave him the value of his money.
His father implored me to help break
up the practice before it became a habit,
but I told him if I didn't rell to him
some one else would.
Sunday.—Pretended to keep the
Sunday jaw to-day, but kept open my
back door. Sold beer and wine to
some boys, but they’ll be ashamed to
tell of it. Bet my till is fuller to-night
than the church baskots are,
N. B. My business must be respect-
able, for real gentlemen patronize my
bar. And yet I guess I won't keep a
diary, for the:e facts look very queer
on paper.—=8¢, Louis Presbyterian.

The Unused Umbrella.

A vourn was lately leaving his
aunt's house after a visit, when, fiading
it was beginning to rain, he caught up
an umbrella that was snugly placed in
a corner, and was proceeding to open
it, when the old lady, who for the first
time observed his movements, sprang
towards him, exclaiming, *“No, no;
that you never shall] 1've had that
umbrel s twenty-throe years, and it has
never been wet yot; and 1'm sure it
shan’t be wetted now.”
Some folks' religion is of the same
quality. It is none the worse for
wear. It is a respectable article, to be
looked at, but it must not be damped
in the showers of daily life, Iu stands
in & corner, to be used in case of
gerious illness or death, but it is not
meant for common occasions.

‘We are suspicious that the twenty-
three years’ old giogham wag gone at
the seams, and it it had been unfurled
it would have leaked like a sieve, At
any rate we are sure that this ie the
case with the hoarded up religion which
bas answered no udeful tura in & man's
life,—C. H. Spurgeon.

——

A 1apY who has been abroad was
describing some of the sights of her
trip to hor frivnds, “ But what pleased
me a8 much as anything,” she con-
tinued, ¢ was the wondertul clock at
Strasbourg.”
to see it!"” gushed a pretty young
woman in pink,

% Oh, how I should love

\ ) “I am o iaterested
in such things. Aw.d did you see the

As tho Wind Blows,

P wind blows north, the wind blowa gough |
I'ho wind blowa cast and west ;

No mattor how the free wind blow,

Some ship will tind it beat ;

Some one out on the wide, wido sea,

Shouta with a happy aly,

Ho 1 shipmates, ho | sot all the sails,

The wind is blowing fair,

{1no ship sails ont into the oast,

Another to the weat,

One has to stru{;glo fiorce and hard,
By winds and waves oppreased.

Undor bare masts, tossed to and fro;

By rain and soft spray web:

The other flies bofore the gale

With all her white sails set.

«“ 0 wind, O wind, why dost thou blow,
And out to ocean roar,

When I would steor my little bark
Towards some pleasant shoro?

What honour will it do to thee

1f down beneath the wave

My simple craft and 1 shall find

A cold, forgotten gravel!”

« 0 foolish one, why wilt thou steer
Against the mighty gule?

There are ten thousand ships afioat
Besides thy tiny sail.

1f you would float o’er pleasant seas
Uppose my will no more—

When I blow shoreward, then do thou
Sail also to the shore,

“ Yet if thy will with mine must strive,
Do thou the best thou can;

Against my might set all thy skill,

And fight me like a man,

Keep by the wheel, stcer steadily,

Keep watch abuve, below :

Such hearts will make the ports they seek
No mattor what winds blow."

o

Lowering the Lights.

Tur train wus taking us rapidly
along the Richmond and Alleghany
railroad, where it hugs the cliffs of
Norih River, following the old tow-
path of the now disused canal, It was
pust midnight,

# We aro passing through some of
the most picturetq-te scenery in the
United States,” said my companion, and
by pressing my face against the car
window, I could see the outline of grand
mountuins, their cedar-covered slopes
lighted by the mid summer moon,

But it was a very unsatisfactory
and tantilizing glimpse; I only saw
enough to make me long to ses more,

“It we only could get rid of these
bright lamps in the car,” I fretted, ¢ we
might have such views,”

My kind fellow-traveller sought the
conductor and asked him to put vut the
lights, and let us enj y the wild scenery.
Other passengers joined in urging the
request,

“I can’t ezzackly put ’em out,” said
the accommodating tellow, “but I'll
put 'em next to out,” and he lefc only
a small unobtrusive psint of light burn-
ing behind each globe,

And what s world of beauty opened
before us!  Every car window framed
bits of landscapoe that in beauty, or
wildness, or grandeur, or silver tinting,
would have been the despair, or the
making of a landscape painter.

¢ How the Oreatormust love beauty!”
I sighed, intoxicated with the scene,

But my design i8 not to share with
you those enchanting views, even 1f
that 'were possible, Rather, I wish to
offer, for your own tollowing out, a
little parable suggested by the incident.

‘We were in danger of losing all this
exhilarating beauty, by reason of six
coal-oil lamps, which made the car
cheerfully bright within. Auad how
many of us turn on the earthly lights
of home, and society, and business, and
plea.suro, und ruccess, and prospexity,
until God’s higher and noblex purposes

that I had cortaicly had my share of

oceleviated watch on the Rhine, too)”

luhurity to & sulfering world, of decp

henrt communion with Himself, are
entirely lost to w4

"Phese oarthly Jights aro necossay
Ay, 80 woro the coaloil lamps, but
it is our business to keep thom twined
low! The godless, who are living only
for this world, naturally scoure for them
selves as bright a blaze a8 they can
compasé ; thoy know nothing of the
glories beyond this earthly housoe of our
tabornacle, and will belisve uothing
Bub oh ! the pity and wrong that
Christian, whose soul's east window
opens upon the garden of the Lord,
should increase his paliry earth-lights,
until they have power to blind him to
the far outieaching importance of
spiritual things.

The remedy? Wa must lower the
lights, Some of Omist’s professed ter-
vants arve planning and scheming to be
rich, to add house to houte, anu field to
ficld, and the glare of such an aim shuts
out from their view most of the time
the cluims of their Muster upon them.
Another wants public oflice, and
sactitices fortune and peace to the hupe
of fame, Alss, he too ofwen gacrifices
also that purity of soul which is the
promise that we shall see.God.
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Many an anxious, self-denying mother
puts her whole self into “udvancing
her childven ;” is she sure it is the up-
ward road along which she is advancing
them? It thejet of worldly.prosperity
woro lower, her eyes would be cleaver
to mark the safe puth for them.

And oh! the young Obhristians, our
hope for a botter and holier age—what
can be said to warn them that if ‘hey
keop the garish lights ot pleasure at
full blaze, missing all the opportunitis
of morning work for Jesus, then out
between the lights when they begm to
fade, as fade they must, wiil come the
handwriting, * Thou art weighed 1n the
balance and found wantingl” It we
could only be persuaded to divide by
two, or by twenuy, or by a hundred, our
earthly ambitions and desires, wo should
receive a hundred fold more (of tiue
joy) in this present hife, and in the lifo
to oome an abundunt (ntrance into the
joy of our Loxd |—Elszabeth P, Allen, 0
LEpiscopal Recorder.,

-
Got Up and Try Again,

Wiar does Johamy do when he
stubs his toe and falls—just lie there
on the ground$ i¥o, indeed ! He is up
and off again in & moment, and very
careful is he not to atub bis toe on that
stone again, or any other likeit, Tha:
is the way to do when we stumble i
sin—in disobedience, anger, the use of
bad worde, or anything, Because litilo
Christians do wrong, and feel guilty
and that God is displeased, they should
not give up all, and stay just there 1
sin and away from God. Why, that
would be a4 though Johany, when he
foll, should stay fist om the ground
and orawl after that, instead of waik
ing. We should go right back to God,
teul Him how sorry we are, ssk Hum t0
forgive us, and them try not to stumble
on that sione again.—sl,

mare than a shilling to see an exhibi
tion, weat to a New York theatre on
night to see the ¢ Forty Thieves.

shillings for & tioket, Passing the
pasieboad back, he quiotly rexmarked :

of truth and 1iighteousness, of wide

marched.
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