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THE OUTER AND THE INNER
LIFE.

“ That within which passeth show.”
—Hamlet

There i« a cong within the lyre ¢

That never vet wassnng ;
Unborn it hes npon each wire

That loos-ly ha 1zs unstrung,
Until the minstrel’s hand <hall strain
The slackenet cords 1n tune agaiu,
The bard’s creative spirit givs
Tha: song a vocal soul to live.

There is a form the marble holds
Bei.eath 1ts surtace rude,

Deep inats unhewn heart it holds
Beauty no eve has vieweld,

Until the scuiptor’s hand shdl scale

Each laver otf that stoay veii.

Untiioat last shall stand displaved

Tle perfect form of loveliest mad.

There 1~ a poen never thild
Within the poet’s sonl,
Like tabled steearns o’er bods of zold
Beneath the carth that roll,
Until some spell resistless wake
Thr soul 1 ey thmie s mrz to f)x'v'.l'\’,
As hursts the steean nto the lizht,

Jubbiing with zolden glory baght.

There is a love —nor tongne nor lips
}‘1 er told s vfn't'p desire :

Buriiug the hisart ot sibease Kooy
Like subteranean fire, '

Until some mizhty passion-gust

Breaks throuzh the outwasd iev-crust,

Aud buroinz Lova words reveal

That love the Leart would faia conerl,

The conz’s unsunz, unhiewn the stone,
I'be poet’s rhiivine untold,

The hidden fice of love nushoxn
Beneath the surtace cold

"Tis better this: the seeret kept

The wound viseen, the woe uawept,

I he onter Lite's deceittul show,

The muer lue thut none mav know,

—Casscll's Mayazine

' Tn vain they looked for work.

Then they left their two decent

'rooms, and moved into a garret.
| Winter came on, and they had
| neither fuel nor food. John walk-

ed miles out into the country, and
dragired home old sticks which

' lay by the road-side. He pawn-
"ed his coat that the mother, who

had now become ill;, might have
some mutton broth.
One day he left her in tears,

'and went ~obbing down the strect.

“ What is the matter ?” said a
stranger,

“['m hungry, and so is my
“Well, T can’t do much,’
but I'll help you a little, and he |

mother.”

cave John a three-cent louat’ of
bread,
When the boy reached home,

“the wood woman put the Bible on

the rickety pine table, read from
it, and then all knelt down and
thanked God for the ]rl'&w'iullﬂ loat,

In the spring, he obtained em-
ployment at four dollars and «
halt & week, but poverty and pri-

vation had fullen too heavily,
[ rested too long, upon the mother.

-

" One day while preparing John's
simple supper of rice avdl o milk,

she tell dead, Al night lorg the

Udesolate boy h=2ld her eold hand

in his; then, in that Caristian

eity, she was pat in o pine box,
| and, without shrowl or praycers,
| carried in a cart, her two child-

ren walkine behind ity and was

| buried in the Potter's Field.

THE BOYHOOD OF JOHN |

| Probably the world said “ Poor

B. GOUGH.

s life had been a peculiarly
bitter one.
bie home at Sundgate, on the
English coast, gleanineg with his
mother and sister after the reap-
ers, thut they might have bread
to ext, or cleaning knives and
shoes in the gentleman's house
where tus futber was a servant,
there was little to make a boy’s
life brizht.  When he was twelve
a family offered to bring him to
America it his parents would pay
fifty dollars for his passage, It
was difficult to earn thix, but his
mother thought, after the manner
of mothers, “ Perhaps in the New
World our John will be some-
body.” So, with tears, she pack-
ed his scanty clothing, putting in
a little Bible, and pinning these
lines on ashirt:

Forget me not when death shall close

These evelids in-their last repose ;

Aud when the nurmuring breezes wave
The grass upon your mothei’s grave,

O then, whate'er thy age or lot
May be, iy child, torget e not.
—J 1ue Gough.

Then, azain and again she
pressed heronly boy to her heart,
and stole behind the garden wall,
that,unobserved,she might catch a
last look of the stage which car-
ried bim to Londou.

The voyage was a long one of
nearly two months. The little
lad often cried in his cabin, and
he wrote back, “ 1 wish mother
could wush me to-night,” showing
what a tender “ mother’s boy”
he was, When New York har-
bor was entered, and he was eager
to see his adopted country, he was
sent below to black boots and
shoes for the tamily.

His school days were now over.
After two years of’ hard work in
the country, he sold his knite to
bay a postage stamp, and wrote
to his father, asking his permiss-
ion to go to New York and learn
a trade. Consent was given, and,
in the middle of the winter, our
English lad of fourteen reached
the great city, with no home, no
friends, and-only fifty cents in his
pocket. Ilundreds passel by as
he stood on the dock, his little
trunk in his hands, but nobody
spoke to him. But at last, by
dint of earnestness, he found a
place to enter as errand-boy and
learn book-binding, receiving two
dollars and twenty-tive cents a
week, and paying two dollars out
of this tor his board. How his
employers supposed he could live
onone dollara month €r clothes
and washing has never appeared.

The tirst nmight he was placed
by his boarding-mistress in an at-
tic, with an Irishman who was
deadly ill. The eecond night the
man died, ard the horror-stricken
voung boy staid alone with the
dead till morning,

Now nearly (wo painful years
went by.  Finally, though he
carned but three dollars a week,
he ~ent to Engzland for his moth-
er and sister,  When they arriv-
el two rooms were rented; the
girl found work in a straw-bonnet
tactory, and, pocr though they
were, they were v ery happy. John
wis now xixteen, devoted to his
mother, and still a noble, unsel-
fi-h, persevering boy.

At the end of threc months,
throuch dullness of business, both
children io~t their places, and now
began the ~cruggele which the poor
kuow so well 1n our lurge cities.

| the saints are made

Barn in a very hum- |

For three days afterward John

Fand his sister never tasted tool.

things!” but it is certain that no-
body otfered to help them.— IWide
Awake.

BY WAYS WE KNOW NOT.

Through much tribulation we en-
ter into the kingdom ot heaven;

| through sufferings. It is truo of

individuals; it is true of peoples.

tion ot worth and influence in the

world but after a long and weary |

trial. ITtseems a law of God's
providence that their birth should

be amid the throes of revolution |

and their baptism in blood. It is
from the midst of fire that we gain

the burnished gold; it is only after |

forty years’ waudering in the wil-
derness that Israel entersinto the
promised land and places the Jor-
dan between itself and its foes,

.« . Earth precedes heaven
and the cross must go betore the
crown. It is the law of spiritual
as well as temporal progress. The
heart ripens, like the intellect; by

discipline, by labor, and trial |
p1ne, by g iy VO of the Landgraves of Thuringia,

must work our way to distinction
and success.
Had the Patriarch Job, for in-

perfect |

stance, remained in prosperity,
surrounded by all the means and |
appliances ot wealth, in the bo<om

ot his family, he had long ago

been forgotten like the men ot his

age; they do not serve even to.
point a moral. It was the trials|
of which he was disposed to com-

plain that puritied his nature and |
chastened his spivit.  They engen- |
dered in him those virtues and |
graces that have made him an ex- |
emplar to all generations. No
one remembers or thinks of his
wealth, his ocks and herds; bnt
his patience ard resignation have |
passed into a proverb, and are in

all men’s moutns.  He esteemed, |
us we should esteem, us & calamity

the sudden destruction that came .
upon hix prosperity. It was the

very lesson he neceded to crown |
him with wisdom. As well might
the block ot marble complain of
the rude strokes of the sculptor’s
chisel, unwitting that -without them |
the thought of beauty hidden be-
neath itz rough surtace could not
be developed. It~ was a mere
cumbrous, shupeless mass. It is
a statue which the labor of genius
has made immortal.

So it was with Job. Tle was a
mere mun of flocks und herds, he
became by trial and sorrow a
patriarch and saint. Older than
Moses, his example and his words
have been dear to all succeeding
generations. Being dead he still
speaks, and soothes, and comforts
the Christian, as erewhile he did
his own poople, until there was no
need to ask where istle Mak-
er, God, who giveth songs in the
night. The so s keep equal pace
with the night, they were wrought
out by the night, and he mizh
well say, “Tnough He slay Dm
yet will I trust Him.” God led
bm hy a wiy hs knew not, an {
out 0" the darkness came light. !

—Churchman. |

THE OLD-TIME CHOIR. E

lplaint, Montague, Buckfield, Ele-
| ment,Ocean, N ¢ew Durham, Can-

terbury, Fluvanna, Majesty, and
many more ; and one thinks of

Burns' ¢ Cotter's Saturday Night,” |

when

“ Perhaps Dundes’'s wide warbling m asures
rise,

Or plaintive Martyrs beat the heavenward
Hlamne.”

The<e old tunes are not a mere

juxtaposition ot chords, where the :

air is nothing and the other parts
le<s, but living, stirring, rousing
melody and harmony united. My
eves crow moist, as [ recall

the o.d-time choir leading the

voices of * All ye People” in  di

vine worship. There they sit in |
the lotty gullery, a company not

of trifling boys and  girls, but
orave and relicious men and ma-
trons., To them 1t is the house
of God, and they are not on pay,
Hut to aill in devotion. The lead-
er—I[ sce him now as then— Dea-
con Adams, a tall, <pare man,
who never smiled since his ¢hild-

hood, sits listening to the realing |

ot the, hvmn,  Opening the sing-
ing book, he audibly annocun ces
the page and tune, Then—ior
orgians  were  not, nor cornets—
drawing from his vest pocket a
steel tuning-tork which he clasps
between his teeth, then to his ear,
with the command, “ Sound!’
he murmurs; “ Tam-tum-fa-sol,”
drawing out the last to a full note
which the choir takes up with a
roar ot harmonious tones.

Bless the old leader! There he
stands, his large spectacles rest-
ing upon the extreme point of his
not contracted nose, his long bony
arm risxing and falling with the
regularity ot a clock pendulnm,
as he Leats the time. Up it
rises above his head—one; down
it comes, the points ot the fingers
resting upon the elevated front of
the gallery—that’s two ; down

' drops the wrist—three; then up

y . > | roes the whole arm into space—
' No nation ever occupied a posi- | ¢ ) |

four; whilst the singers, casting
their eyes, these right, those lett,
manage 1o keep up with the ex-
cited leader. Ah, how often have
[ sat, the gallery ot the old church
and watched the operations of the
choir,
‘“ All those voices silent now forever.”

—Mark Trafton, D.D. in Zion's
Herald.

LU1HER S PRISON HOUSE.

The pride and glory of Eisenach
is the castle of the Wartburg. The
ancient castle, once the residence

stands on the summit of a pine-
clad hill, about two miles from the
town, and torms a landmark tor

all the country around.  The Eise-
'nachers are 8o proud of their cas-

tle tnat they seem to find as much
difficulty in keeping it out of their
conversation as did ever Mr. Dick
in steering clear of King Charles’
head. “Have you been to the
Warthurg yet?" is always the first
question with which a  visitor is
greeted. Its situation is certainly
very picturesque, and it is fall of

" historical intevest.  Thuringia is

everywhere rich in legends, and
some ot the most  beautiful are

[ eHnnected with this old castle. St.

Elizabeth, the heroine of Kings-
ley’s “Saints’ Tragedy,” married
oneof the Landgraves of Thurin.
gia, and came a bride to the Wart.
urg. Half-way up the steep but
well made road which leads from

! the town to the castle, a few steps
| in among the pine-trees, is an old

stone fountain, where, it is said,
the miracle of the roses happened.
Toe tirst room shown to visitors in
the castle contains a series of
modern frescoes, illustrating the
pious deeds and deuth of this saint-
ly Landgrave. In another room
the Minnecsingers contended forthe
pam of poetry, when, so tradition
relates, the noble Henry of Osten-
dingen sang so surpassingly well
the delights of earthly love that
he would have gained the prize
but for the arrival of the old mas-
ter-singer, Wolfram, of Eshenbach,
who, in spite of his age and failing
powers, sang sodivinely of heaven.
ly love that all present pronoun-
ced him victor. As every one
knows, Luther was imprisoned
eleven months in the Wartburg,
working during the time at his
translation ot the Bible. The
emall room he occupied still con-
tains the wooden bedstend and
large china stove he used, besides
three portraits by Kranach, of
Lutber and his father and mother.
A visitor with a vivid imagination
may see thestain on the wull made
by the ink when Luther hurled bis

‘ rinkpot at his xpiritual eremy. The
Some of my readers will recall | banquetine hull and the ~mall
: wul; qu gk-uei pulse and moist- | chapel have been restored in their
ened eve- those old me wies | original stvle by the present Duke

whi ch formenly stirred the heart |

*lile & drum’—Ruassia, Com-

ot Saxe-Weimar.— Home  Jour
’Il(l.'n

THE BABY'S MESSAGE.

0, it is beautiful ! lifted ro high !
Up where the stars sre into the sky,
Out of the dark, fierce grasp of pain,
Into the glorious light agamn.

Whence do vou betr me, ve shining ones,
Up mid the duzzhing realins of suns,

W herefore, was [ thus cauzht awav

Qut of my mother’s arms to-day

Never before, have [ left her hreast,
Never been elsewhere rocked to rest
Yet, Lam wrapped i a waze ot bliss,
Tell me what tue wmystary 1s.

Baby spirit, whose wandering eyes
Ki dle ecstatic with surprise,

‘This the ending of earthly breath,
This what mortals mean by death.

Far in the silence ot the blue

See, where the ~plendor pulses thro’,
I'bither, released trom a world ot sin,
Thither we come to guide thee in.

In through each seven-fold «ircling band,
In whete the whate child -anzels stand,
Up to the throne that thou mays't see,
bnn who wasonce a child hke thes.

O, ye ange!s of love and hght,

Stay for a moment your starry tlight,
S ay, and adorn the star-sown track,
Haste to my weeper, haste ye buck !

Tell ber how filled and thrilled Tam,
Tell Ler how wiapt in boundless caln,
Vell her I sing, T <oar, I shine,

Tell ber the heaven of ieavens is mine,

Tenderest comforter, Faith’s own word,

Sweeter thau any her heast hath heard,

Soitly her solaced tears now fall,

Chierub, one whisper hath told her all,
—Maryaret J. Preston.

READING THE BIBLE

WELL.

A little boy came home one day
from church service, trom which
ais  parents had been detained,
and asked his tather if he ever
read the twenty-first chapter of
Revelation.

“Oh, yes; often,” said his father.

“But did you ever read it aloud
to us here at home?”

“[ think so.”

“Well, tather, T don’t think T
ever heardit. The minister read
it to-day, and it was just as if he |
had taken a pencil and paper and }
pictured it right out before us.” 5

So much is there in good read- |
ing, I have often wondercd how '
Josus read the old prophets, the
day he went into the meeting and
took up the Sciiptures and read
them before the congregation.
The eyes of every one were ‘‘fust-
ened upon him,” and all “wooder-
¢d at the gracious words that pro-
ceeded out of his mouth.” If we
counld read the Bible as he did,
what a power it would be in our
houses! 1t is worth a mother's
while to study elocution, to some |
extent, as well as to study deeply ’
into the spirit of the Word, it she |
would make her Bible reading ef- |
tective on the hearts of her chil-
dren. A monotonous way of|
reading takes much of the life out |
of the swectest portions.

A conversational tone and man-
ner is much more instructive thth
the “Bible twang,”’ which the
good old Scotch grandmother
held »o sacred that she sharply re-
proved her laddie tor using it when
reading the newspaper.

ATHRILLING INCIDENT.

I[n one of the western towns
two orthree years ago resided a
widow who had a son sixteen and
a daughter eighteen years of age.
Thuere had never been a dram-shop
in the place nantil, somo three
years before, the men petitioned
the county organization to grant
a license to open a dram-shop.
The womean are never guilty of
such outrages. One was opened,
and the boy who had been an ex- |
emplary boy trom childhood up, a |
regular attendant at the Sabbath-
school, soon was led astray—went |
there to play cards. Let me tell
you [ never know a boy in my
life who was ruined by letting |
cards alone, but many a boy has
becn destroyed through the influ-
ence of cards. You older ones |
here to night, to you let me say |
that it will do you no barm if you |
never play another card. [f you |
do not, you will not set an exam-
ple that may some time lead as-
tray younger ones that look to
you as patterns. This boy went
into card-playing and beer-drink- |
ing and from that to drunkenness, |

a drunken spree, killed a comrade.

! He was arvested, tried, convieted

und sentenced to be banged. Thae
day o' execution cameon, and it
found his sister auv the State capi- |
tol before the Governor asking |
executive interference in her
brother's behult. The mother |
was in the prizon cell watching,
praying and comforting her boy |
us only a mother can. The hour
ot execution came on, and he was |
literally torn from his mother's
arms, and she fell fainting to the
floor. He was tuken to the gal-
lows; the bluck cap was adjusted, |
the trap was sprung, the rope |
broks and he fell almost lifeless to |

the ground, = As they raised him.!
and the blool gushel from Lis

| loaf to each who came,
not but remember certain grand-

| .
inose and ears, he, thinking

of mother last, said in a husky

| tone: “Oh, mother, for God's

sake have them hurry, won't yon,
please " He ascended the scat-
fold ; the rope was adjusted, and
the trap was sprung, and his spir-

| it was sent to GGod"who gave it

Men of Des Moines, men of lowa,
for (rod's sake [ ask yvou to “hur-
ry ! ¢ hurry ! D) not open
more of the places of iniquity,but
“hurry” to blot them out and
drive them from yaur land, Bo
brave!  Strike tor a higher and
better civilization.  From all the
saloons inthis city there flowed

no blessine, not one.  Curses, and

lonly curses, have come from

them. How long will you thus
continue to give them the =sanc-
tion of the law.—From (o, St
Julhn's Des Moines speech

THE GRAY HEAD.

A private letter from a lady
who is spending the year amonz
the peasants of Lyrol says: “The
morning atter our arvival, we
were wukened by the sound of a
violin and flutes under the window,
and,bhurrying down,found the httle
house adorned as tor a feast—fzar-
lands over the door and wreuath-
ing a high chair which was set in
state

“ The table was already cover-
ed with gifts; brought by the
young people whose music we
had heard. The whole neighbor-
hood were kinstolk, and these

gitts came from uncles and cou-

gins in every far-off degree. They

~were very simple, for the donors

are poor—knitted gloves,a shawl,
baskets of flowers, jars of fruit,
loaves of bread ; . bat upon all

'some little message of love was

pinned.
“¢Js there a bride in tho
house ?” I asked of my landlord.

“ ¢ Ach, nein!" he said. ¢ We|

do not make such a pother about
our young people. It is the
grandmother’s birthday.’

“ The grandmother in her spec-
tacles, white apron and high vel-
vet cap, was a heroine all day, sit-
ting in state to receive visits, and
dealing out slices from a sweet

I could

mothers at home, just as much
loved as she, probably, but whose
dull, sad lives were never bright-
ened by any such gust of pleasure
as this ; and I thought we could
learn much from these poor moun-
taineers.”

Sala, a Florentine artist, when
sick unto death, was twice carried
to the church ot St. Nazaro to
look at some beautiful frescoes

with which his geiius had adorn- |
ed its walls. “That willdo!” he |

exclaimed as they bore him ten-
derly away to his couch of death.
“That willdo!”  When Dr. Bush-
nell recordcd this incident, he
said: “ Oh, that I, that every

man, when life is waning, may be |
able to look back on the works of |

life and say, ¢ That will do!”
This is a fitting desire for all to
cherish, but to make 1t more than
vapid sentiment, one nceds to re-
fuse to put any doeds into his life
which will not bear retrospection
when the light of cternity shines
on the moment of his mortal
agony.—Zion's Her,

OUR YOUNG FOLKS.

IF.

If vou your lips

Would keep from slips,
Five things observe with care :

Of whom you speak,

To whom you speak,
And how, and when, and where.

If you your ears
Would save from jeers,
These things keep meekly hid :
Myself and I,
And mine and my,
And how I door did.

-

A WORD TO CHILDREN.

Dear children, listen
tell you something whic
coancerns your weltare.
ject is the shape ot your bodies.

l and in less than fifteen months, in { God knew the shape best. He

created us upright, in his own
image. None of the inferior ani-
mals walk upright.

Guod fitted Lhe great vital organs
in your body to an erect spine.
Do your shoulders ever stoop for- |
ward? Ifthey do,so dothe lungs, |
henrt, liver, and stomach fall
down out of their natural places.
Of course they can’t do their work |
well. To show you.-how this is,
I will tell you that when you bend
forward you can only take about
half as much air into the lungs as |
you can when you stand up
straight. As I have said, God has |
so arranged the great organs in
the body that they can’t do their |
duty well except when the body is
struight.  Oh, how it distresses

f

PR TR SRR T e

me to see the dear ¢\)il
I love so mucl

: ), be 10 Over :
o bending ove, thejp
school desks;, and walkine with
head aund shouldeprs gy '
My dear “children, it voy would
) : . 00
have a strong spine and v TOrOuS
- AN
lungs, heart, liver and stomac
= | S
you must, now whle Vou .

4il'(‘¥1 \V‘.)r)m

'Hu,»;.i”: v

are
It'a
toteave this conp.

young, learn*to walk crecr,
boy were ubout
try for Japan, never to return,angd
were to come to me and ask  fop
rules to preserve health, | ~should
say © “lam ¢lad to sce Vou.and
will give you tour orule ~‘, which
caretully observed, wil] Lo pretty
sure to preserve vour health,” °
e ‘lllih'hl Sy toomey ttogy are
a ool many [tear L may fyp.
get some ot them ; !
the most amportant  one, nid I
promise not  to  forcet o I
shonld reply : “Well, iy deay
lu)y, it I can give veu but f»:,«- it
is this ;

Keep yourselt straicht, that ig
Rt up straight 0 waik \-IH;‘,M'.
and, when in bed at el don'y
put two or three pillows updep
your head, as thongh  futan ot
watching your tees 'l nighy -
and [ believe that in this I should
give you the most important rulg
which can be given tor the e
servation ot health avd i:,lm
life. N

A\l_\' dear L‘ll”\lt'ull, don’t lyl)l'“ro(
‘it—Lio Lews.

THE STORYOFAQUARREL,

“Ishan’t!" shrieked Lo,

“Ishait!” shrieked Jule.

“Then I won't play,” sail Lou,
with an angry pout, “and you're
the meanest givl that ever lived;
| 80 there!’

A window slid softly up some.
where behind the noneysuckles,

“Children,” ealled grandmam-
ma, ‘‘come here a momont.”

They obeyed shamefac @
enough. Grandmamma, dear,
gentle grandmamma, had only
since Uncle Charlie’s death come
to Nve at the farm, and the girls,
though they had ‘learned to love
her very dearly, stood a little in
awe of her.

But they went straight in, and
stepped one'to either side of her
high-backed - chair.

“Well,” raid grandmamma, kind-
ly.

“I wanted to play kecp store,”
volunteered Jule.”

“And 1 wanted to play house,”
said Lou,

Grandmamma smiled and closed
a wrinkled hand over the small
brown onc on cach chair-arm,

“Aud 0 you quarrelled,” she
said.  “Would you like & little
atul"\'.?"

“0), yes'm!” eried Lou and Jule
| exuctly together; and then they

hooked their litile fingers abeve
| grandmamma‘s head and  wished.
What make girls always do that,
I wonder? Boys never do.

“A long time ago” began
grandmamma, ¢ there lived in far-
away England two maiden sisters,
| They were all alone in the world,

and very wealthy, and as time
went on, and they grew gray and
wrinkled with years, they began
to think of death, and of what
they would do with their money.
“At length they decided to build
a church of sond stone, which
might endure for centuries and tell
| the name and tame of the Orme
| sisters to future generations, The
| stone was quarried and the builders
' came. Then whethertower or spire
| should adorn their church, the
| sisters could not agrec.
| “They wrangled and argued for
"days and months—neither would
| yield; and in the end each bad her
' way. The tower and spire were
| erected side by wside.”
| “There they stand through
stormand shine as thoy have
stood for ages: the square, strong
tower and tho slender, tapering

| 8pire—a quarrel fixed in stone.

Aud the story of those two stub-
born sisters is told to strangers

' who visit the place over and over
| again.”

Grandmamma pauged. Loua and
Jule looked aecross into each
other's eyes and laughed. _

“Woren't they tuuny?,’ said
Lou. “We'll play store if you'd
ratler, Jule.”

“And then we'll play house,™

| said Jule.

So then the sun shone again.
But they lost the wish; for, you
know, if one speuks before one 18
askeda question, the charm 18
broken.— Youth's Companion.

The manliest men in tle nation
are coming over to the side of
those who are fighting the dead-
liest, most treachcrous foe of
bumanity—drankennce<~.  They
come to stay, and they will make
a mujority in God's goud time.
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