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OUR HOME CIRCLE.

LIGHTS OX THE LISE.

Light» on the line! I watched them brightly 
glowing;

Their cheery radiance on the iron track
In varying colour» ever gladly throwing, 

Relieving dark ne»» a» the midnight black.
Each had it» message, comforting and cheer

ing,
For those who kept that swiftly rushing 

train
In safety toiling and no danger fearing 

While a» of old those lamp- gleam forth 
again.

And when the train sped onward, seeming 
only

A transient line ot light, a passing roar ;
] stood amid the darkness, weary, lonely, 

And then inv thoughts flew back to days 
of yore.

Another well-worn track, beset with dangers, 
I saw, on which nv wavering feet were set:

But I, alone and in the midst of strangers, 
With obstacles and barriers often met.

Then were there lights that on my weary 
sorrow

And on my darkness shed their radiance 
bright ;

And dark to day became a glorious morrow, 
And blackest midnight fled before the 

light.
Their words, and tones, and lives so pure 

and holy
That but could spring from intercourse with 

Uod.
’Deeds that were brave and loyal, true and 

lowly,
Showed me in outline clear the path I trod.

And still they live, though fleeting time and 
distance

Part As from things that we have known
and seen ;

And in our battles, strong and firm resistance 
Is strengthened by the thoughts of what 

has been.
Dear distant loved ones ! Know that we 

ate trying
To keep the path o’er which your lives 

still shine.
Fond memory joins ns, and while time is

flyiug
Thanks rree to heaven for you—Lights on 

the line!
Junie M. Wat ion.

• moonstruck.
«The sun shall not smite thee 

by day, nor the moon by night. 
This beautiful verse expresses the 
belief, common in ancient days, 
that the moon exercises a baletul 
influence upon those exposed to 
her direct rays. In modern times, 
the pernicious influence of the 
moon has been doubted, and even 
denied. But whatever the influ
ence of the moon in the tem
perate aones, within the tropics it 
is very injurious to sleep exposed 
to its rays, especially when at the 
full. On a voyage to the Anti
podes, when near the line, a Mal
tese sailor, who was a most comi
cal fellow, slept for some hours on 
the boom with his face towards 
the lull moon. On awaking in 
the morning, the muscles on the 
right side of the face were con
tracted, so that every attempt to 
apeak was attended with the most 
ludicrous contortions. Feeling 
sure that something was seriously 
wrong, he spoke to another sailor 
who, supposing that as usual he 
was at his old tricks, burst out 
into laughter. Off he went to an
other, with exactly the same re
sult. The poor fellow now got into 
a rage, thereby adding not a little 
to the ludicrousness of the scene. 
After awhile the truth dawned 
upon the captain and officers of 
the vessel. The doctor gave him 
some medicine, the muscles gra
dually relaxed, and in the course 
of a week our Maltese friend was 
well again. Some five or six years 
ago, when sailing from Tahiti to 
Mangaia, a little boy of mine, in 
perfect health, was thoughtlessly 
placed by his nurse in his berth, 
the slanting beams of the moon 
falling on his face, Next morn- 
iug be was feverish and ill and it 
was two or three days before be 
was himself again. On the Island 
of Aitutaki, a native woman was 
watching night after night for 
the return ot her husband from 
the Island of Atiu. Whilst doing 
so one night she fell asleep, the 
moon’s rays pouring upon her 
face. On awaking she felt ill, 
and her eyes were drawn on one 
aide. ConsidcrabkT^interôst was 
felt by the [slanders in her case. 
Eventually, however, her eyes 
were restored. These facts illus
trate the injury done to human 
beings by the moon in- the tropics. 
Yet 1 never heard of insanity or 
death resulting from this cause. 
It is well known, however, in tro
pical countries that the moon s 
rays occasion the rapid decompo
sition of flesh and fish. A num
ber of bonilas having been caught 
one evening near the line by a 
friend of mine, the spoil was hung 
up in the rigging of the ship, and 
was thus V;x|>osed to the moon 
through the night. Next morn
ing it was cooked for breakfast. 
Symptoms of poisoning were soon 
exhibited by all who partook of 
it—their heads swelling to a great 
sire, etc. Emetics were prompt
ly adminisleiO'i, and happily no 
one died. The natives ot the 
South Pacific are careful never to 
exjiuse fish (a constant article of 
diet in many islands) to the 
moon’s rays by any chance. They 
often sleep by the seashore alter 
fishing ; but never with the face

uncovered. The aboriginals of 
Australia do the same as well as 
they can with the fishing nets, etc. 
A tire answers the same purpose. 
May not the injurious influence 
of the moon (in addition to her 
beauty and utility) account for 
the almost universal worship of 
that orb throughout the heathen 
world ?— I I'm. Wyatt Gill, B. A.

THE BELL RINGER.
« I've been a 

forty-five years,
bell-ringer for 

„ . said William
Brown, as he deftly manipulated 
the be 11 ropes in the belfry of tit. 
.Stephen's last night, “ and during 
that time I’ve seen many a sad 
sight and many a merry one. 
Thirteen years I spent in the bel
fry > England, and thirty-two 
years in American churches. Pro
bably I’m.the oldest bell-ringer in 
service in the United States rf not 
in the world.”

Brown is a full-faced, healthy 
looking Englishman of perhaps 
fifty-five. He has been ringing 
the chimes in St. Stephen's for 
twenty years or more. Previous 
to the war be waa engaged in a 
similar capacity in Christ Church. 
He has never been anything else 
but a bell-ringer, and began to 
learn the mysteries of sharps and 
flats at the age of nine years in bis 
native town of Stony Stanton, 
in Leicestershire, England. Sin
gularly enough he is deaf, but this 
affliction does not appear to inter
fere with him at all. In convers
ing with him one must speak in a 
loud tone of voice, but let there be 
a false note struck upon the 
chimes and he detects it imme
diately. He can detect a flaw in 
a new bell much better than men 
with acute hearing, and hie ser
vices are in demand throughout 
the country whenever a new set 
of chimes are to be tested.

Last night was the forty-third 
time that he had ushered in the 
anniversary of our Saviour’s birth 
with the grand old Te Doom, and 
as he caused the bells to poal out 
their rhythmic pæan of praise he 
talked. “ It’s a bit lonesome at 
times,” said he, “ to be all alone 
here in the bell-tower, but one 
soon gets used to it. When a lad 
I was a trifle timid about groping 
tbrough the church in the dark 
and climbing into the loft, but that 
soon passed away and I felt as 
much at home handling the bell 
ropes as 1 would in front of my 
own fire. Theie used to be the 
usual tales about ghosts and hob
goblins, but, Lord bless you, they 
never bothered me. I remember 
very well a droll trick that some 
young scamp.- played upon a Lei
cester sexton, who used to boast 
of bis courage. They turned a 
calf loose into the church where 
he was engaged as bell-ringer, and 
as he came down from the belfry 
he heard the pattering of feet over 
the stone floor of the church. 
Back he darted into the bell-tower 
badly frightened, and when he 
honni a terrific ba-ah ! ho locked 
himself in and remained there un
til morning.

“ I couldn’t tell you how many 
funerals I’ve tolled the bell for 
—a great many times in forty-five 
years you can depend. And then 
the weddings—what a contrast. 
Young peop*e jusP beginning life 
would stand in the very same spot 
where, a few days before, some 
poor soul had reached the end of 
it. Tears one day and bright 
smiles the next. The black pall 
and bridal orange blossoms, and 
the same bell for all. Still, it’s 
the way we must go. Happy 
hearts listen to the merry peals, 
and a few years later the same 
hear the death knell, tolled per
haps by the same hand. I wonder 
how many of that happy throng 
in the street listening to St. Ste
phen’s chimes now will be bore 
next year, or whether the same 
hand will cause the bell to sound 
that touches them now ?

“ It is something of an art, this 
handling of the bells. You would 
hardly believê that in what we 
call change ringing it takes eight 
men twenty-eight hours to com
plete the peal, would you ? None of 
them must miss a note, or they 
throw the whole ‘ change’ out of 
harmony. The complete change 
ringing is not often attempt
ed. Wo play portions of it, 
sometimes as long as three hours. 
It is a very difficult thing to have 
a bell cast where only one is need
ed, which shall be in complete ac
cord with the rest. Sometimes 
the founder get* the sound a half 
note too high or too low. No one 
but a ringer, however, would be 
apt to observe the fault, unless it 
might be a musician. Christ 
Church has a good set of chimes, 
and so has St. Mark’s, both better 
I think than St. Stephen’s. The 
best in the world, however, are 
the chimes of St. Paul’» in Lon.

don—a set of twelve bells, all 
tuned in perfect harmony. Be 
careful getting down the stairs ; 
they’re a trifle steep ;” and as the 
visitor made his way down the 
narrow, circular staircase, day 
was dawning.— Phil. Press.

THE DEPARTING COMET, i
On a recent evenijig Prof. John 

K. dices read a paper on the comet 
of 1882 betore the New York Acs- - 
demy of Sciences, in which it is 
said it should be termed Gould’s 
comet, since Prof. B. A. Gould, of 
Cordova, was the first to see it. 
He read extracts from Professor 
Young, of Princeton ; from the 
.Director of the National Observa
tory, and from Messrs. Chandler 
and Wendell, of Cambridge,Mass., 
and he concurred with Mr. Chan
dler in combatting Prof. I>roctor’s 
theory, that the comets of 1843, 
188U, and 1882 are identical, and 
that the comet now vanishing 
from view will return within six 
months. According to Mr. Chand
ler’s computations, which are 
based on all the observations thus 
far made at several points, the 
comet of 1882 will not return in 
less than 4,000 years. The comet, 
as seen from the Cape of Good 
Hope, transited on Sept. 17 last, 
and at the instant of its entering 
the atmosphere of our sun it was 
1,000,000 miles from the surface 
of the sun. The comet's tail, 
which was only 100,000 miles .ong 
when first seen, has lengthened to 
millions of miles, and usthis vast 
body crossed the sun’s disk in 
two hours, the enormous velocity 
with which it travels may he 
conjectured. As its light was 
visible until it touched the edge 
of the sun's disk, the inference is, 
that the light is not borrowed 
from the sun, but that it is the 
comet's own incandescence. 
Touching upon other celestial vis
itors, the lecturer said that the 
comet of 1843 approached within 
500,000 miles of tbe center of the 
sun, or within 70,000 miles of the 
sun’s circumference, and that it 
must yet plunge into the sun and 
be absorbed. The lecturer threw 
upon the screen representations 
of a number of comets, and then a 
star shower, such as is seen once 
in thirty-three years, and the next 
of whicti will be seen when the 
earth passes the track of a star 
shower in 1890. These shooting 
stars are meteors from ^«inte
grated comets, and rorolites that 
fall to tbe earth come to us from 
instollar space. In conclusion, the 
lecturer said that all tbe suds of 
the universe have comets circu
lating about thorn, and that the 
universe is as full of comets as the 
sea is of fishes.

them ! I have writtAi this to 
urge everywhere that we see to it 
that there are no strangers left in 
our church, to feel that not one 
of God’s people cares a thought 
for his welfare or spiritual growth. 
In all our large cities there is a 
mass of moving humanity, men 
and women who have left their 
homes at the very verge of child
hood, thrown out to drift or strug- I 
gle along upon the world's toss- j 
ing billows, and it may be that, ' 
entering the house of worship, 
many of them may meet the first 
true, earnest greeting from a 
kindly heart that has been given 
for years. Shall we let them go 
away uncheercd ?—Advance.

AX OLD, OLD QVESTIOX.

V spirit that from earth had just departed
Lingered a moment ou its upward way, 

And, loukiug back, saw, as though broken
hearted.

It» friends and kindred weeping o’er its 
clay.

“It seems they loved me dearly. Had I 
known it

My life had been much happier,” it said. 
“Why only at our parting have they shown 

it—
Their fondest kisses keeping for the dead ?"
Margaret Egtinge,in Harper i Magazine.

SPEAK TO STRANGERS.
Some years ago, on leaving 

home for the first long separa
tion from the familiar scenes of 
youth, I found myself an entire 
stranger in a city quite remote 
from the scenes of my earlier life. 
I soon found my way to a church, 
and, presenting my letter, became 
one of them. In the course of two 
years not one member of that 
church came forward to greet me 
and become acquainted in tbe 
name of the Master. From this I 
went to a larger city, and there 
too I looked for a church homo. I 
was a working woman and my 
time was much occupied. The 
church was at that time without 
a pastor, and, excepting two or 
three persons where I boarded, 
and perhaps two with whom pro
fessional duties led me to associ
ate, I made no acquaintance there. 
I went into tbe place of worship 
on the Sunday, and when tbe ser
vice ended I walked out, receiv
ing not a glance, nod, or word of 
recognition from any one. When 
I went into the evening prayer
meeting in the middle of the 
week, weary, discouraged, lonely, 
wishing for tbe restful sympathy 
of these people, hungering for the 
human aid our mutual relations 
might have brought me, I found 
only the Helper to whom my 
heart called. Was it a wonder 
that faith grew dim after awhile ? 
It is a wonder that the cold tide 
of indifference was followed by 
the great waves of black unbelief 
which came surging in after it ? 
I know another little church 
where, as a stranger, many a band 
was extended me in bis name. 
Now, though far away, though 
scarcely well acquainted with 
many of its members, in the dark
est hour I find some little messen
ger often floating to me, seeming 
to bring the spirit of that entire 
church with it ; ar.d were I to 
write an epistle to that church it 
would only be this : “ Little
children, love one another.” But 
the spirit of the Master’s words 
they have beard. The Lord love

« THE WORK OF OUR 
HANDS."

“ The work of our hands es
tablish thou it.” I read the words 
over again, going back a little. 
« Lot the beauty of the Lord our 
God bo upon us, and the work of 
our hands, establish thou it.’’

« The work of my hands day 
by day,” I said almost scornfully, 
as 1 thought of tbo homely work 
my hands had to do, the cooking, 
the house-work, the patching, the 
mending, the rough, hard work I 
sometimes had to put them to. 
And I smilod as I thought of such 
work being established forever. I 
smiled again almost bitterly as I 
thought, “ It is established that 
my hands must work, if not for
ever, for all my earthly time.”

“ Please comb my hair now, 
mamma ; the first bell is ring
ing,” and Neddie tapped my hand 
with his comb.

I patted and smoothed my 
boy’s tangled locks. “ The work 
of my bauds,” I said, and per
haps more gentle than usual turn
ed up my boy’s face to kiss bis 
lips as he went to school. I turn
ed to the sitting-room, drew up 
the shades in the bay-window, so 
my few geraniums might have all 
the sun’s rays they could, shook 
down the coal in the stove, dust
ed tbe chairs, straightened out 
tbe table-cover and books, and 
brushed tbe shreds from tbe car- 
pot, sighing a little over the thin 
places that the best arrangement 
of mats could not quite cover. 
The rooms looked neat and tidy.
“ The work of my hands,’’ I re
peated, mechanically. Just then 
the sun shone out bright. It lit 
up my room like a kind smile.
“ The beauty of the Lord our 
God,” I repeated softly.

I went to my homely work in 
the kitchen. Patiently I tried to 
go through my every day routine 
of duty. For I said to mj-scif, } 
“ It this is always to be the work 
of my hands, surely I must let 
the beauty of my Lord rest upon 
it.”

“ You look very bright to-night, 
wife,” said Will, when he came jn 
after his day’s work. “ Has it 
been an easy day ?”

I thought of the cooking and 
ironing, ot my tired hands and 
feet, and smiled as I said, “ I had 
a good text this morning.”

how the evils which we most 
dread never overtake us ; but just 
because this distrustful heart of 
ours is so prone to prophesy, and 
so lively to exaggerate, misfor
tune ? Like a soothing, cooling 
breath from a serener world,there 
comes down upon the feverish, 
self-tormenting spirits of men 
this word of one who was the 
messenger of Him whom we dis
trust : “ Be not anxious about
your life : be not anxious about 
to-morrow.”—The Rev. J. Ostcald 
Dyke».

fatal monotony.
There are exceptional natures 

that seem to love sameness and 
hate variety, but that must always 
bo a stunted nature that clings to 
a dead levo1 of life; and it is prob
able that an actual and literal mo 
notony of scene for any length ot 
time, even if the scenery wëre not 
entirely cheerless, would exhaust 
the dullest soul. A friend of Lieut. 
Danenbaucr, of the ill-fated Jean
nette, put the question to him—

“ Among all the privations of 
your Arctic sojourn which seemed 
to be felt tbe most ? ”

“ I think we were more worried 
and depressed by the sameness 
and dreariness ot the scene—the 
utter solitude—than anything else». 
To go upon deck every day and 
look out upon the same vast, end
less waste of ice—it was that 
which we appeared to feel the 
most. Tbe utter monotony and 
dreariness, after a while, affected 
the spirits of some, and they 
would go aside, so as not to infect 
the others with the momentary 
depression. When the Indian 
came one day and annouheed, 
‘Me found a two man house,’ the 
excitement caused by the novelty 
of the anticipation wat something 
tremendous.

“And bow did this depressing 
life affect the appearance of the 
men—did it blanch their hair, re
duce their flesh, or were its effects 
otherwise perceptible?”

“ Collins’ hair turned very gray 
before the retreat, bat DeLong, 
strange to say, grew very stout ; 
Collins alse became stouter for a 
time, I think.”

AGAINST ANXIETY.
It is distrust of God, therefore,* 

which lies at the root of unlaw
ful anxiety. A feeble apprehen
sion of God, as the Agent who 
overrules everything, and deter
mines those causes which lie out
side of our reach,and those events 
which escape our foresight ; this 
it is which shakes the soul with 
vague uncertainty, and fills with 
causeless alarms the darkness of 
to-morrow. The doubt whether 
God, who counts for so much in 
the contingencies of life, be one 
whose attitude to us may be whol
ly trusted, 'or the suspicion that 
we may have really as much to 
dread as to hope for from bis su
perintendence ; this it is which 
cannot but unsettle a man’s stead
fast outlook into tbe coming days, 
and toss his spirit to and lro in 
the restlessness of distraction. 
Because we arc “ of little faith,” 
therefore are we not content to 
plan and work, and having plan
ned and wrought, to sit and wait; 
but must fidget ourselves about 
that which may be, until impati
ence gnaws ns like a worm, and 
our imagination, picturing disas
ters in tbe dark, burns us like 
tire. Why is it that popular pro
verbs attest how much worse are 
fancied ills than real ones, and

8UXDAT.
O day moat calm, most bright !

The fra it of this, the aeit world's bud, 
Tbe indorsement of supreme delight.
Writ by a Friand, and with his blood ; 
The coach of time; care's balm and bay ; 
The week were dark but for thy light :

Thy torch doth show the -ray.

The other days and thou 
Make up one man ; whose face thou art, 
Knocking at heaven with thy brow ;
The work-days are the beck-part ;
Tbe harden of the week lies there.
Making tbe whole to stoop and bow,

Till thy release appear. »

Sundays the pillar* are,
On which heaven's palace arched lie» !
The other days fill up the spare 
And hollow room with vanities.
They are the fruitful beds and borders 
In Uod’» rich garden : that is bare

Which parts their rank» and orders.

The Sundays of mau’s life,
Threaded together on time’» string,
Make bracelets to adorn the wife 
Of the eternal glorious King.
Oa Sunday heaven’s gate stands ope ; 
Blessings are plentiful and rite,

More plentiful than hope.

Thou art a day of mirth ;
And, where the week day s trail on ground, 
Thy flight is higher, as thy birth.
Oh. let me take thee at the bound,
Leaping with thee from seven to seven,
Till that we both, being toss’d from earth. 

Fly hand in hand to heaven !
George Herbert.

OUR YOUNG FOLKS.

THE SPOOL OF COTTON.
Once a young man with a very 

little money opened a small store 
i»a New England city. So few 
people came in to buy his goods 
that he grow discouraged, and 
said to himself as he shut up his 
store on Friday night, “ If 1 don’t 
have more customers to-morrow 
I’ll give it up and go away.”

Just then a little girl came 
along, looked up at him and 
said :

« Are you the man that keeps 
this store ?”

“ Yes,” he answered, “this is 
my store ; but it is shut and lock
ed up now.”

“ Well,” said the little girl, 
“ won’t you please open it again 
and sell me a spool of number 
seventy cotton ? All the stores 
are shut up, and my mamma 
wants to finish my dress to-night, 
so that I can go and visit rtiy aun
tie to-morrow.”

The young merchant could not 
refuse the child’s pleading voice ; 
so be unlocked the store, went in, 
lit his lamp, found for her the 
spool of thread and took her six 
cents. She went happy on her 
way home ; and the next day her 
mother came in with two other 
ladies, thanked him for his kind- 
new and bought some goods, as 
did the other ladies also who 
heard the story.

j They told it tc others, and 
move customers came in,ami from 

! that da}- his store was success
ful. Afterward lie became very- 
rich, and used to say. J^owe it 
all to that spool of cotton.’’V»

I But it was the kiudnc.»s.as well 
as the cotton, which won hint 

; triends and success ; for who 
| wouldn't rather buy • of a kind, 

pleasant person than of one who 
seemed selfish and careless of oth- -
Cl’S.

LET ME PRAY FIRST.
A sweet and intelligent little. 

girl was passing quietly through 
the streets of a certain town a 
short time since, when she came 
to a spot where several idle boya 
were amusing themselves by the 
dangerous practice i>r throwing 
stones. Not observing her, one 
of the boys, by accident, threw a 
stone toward her, and struck her 
a cruel blow in the eye.

tilio was carried home in great 
agony. The doctor was sent for, 
and a very painful operation was 
declared necessary. When the- 
time came, and the surgeon had, 
taken out his instruments, she 
lay in her father’s arms, and he 
asked her if she was ready for the 
doctor to do what he could to» 
cure her eye. g

« No, father, not yet,” she re- 
plied.

« What do you wish us to wait, 
for, my child ?”

“ I want to kneel in your lapy, 
and pray to Jesus first,” she an- 
swered.

And then kneeling, she prayedt 
a few minutes, and afterward sub», 
mitted to the operation with all 
the patience of a strong woman.

How beautiful this little girl 
appears under these trying cir
cumstances 1 Surely Jesus heard 
the prayer made in that hour ; 
and he will hear every child that 
calls upon bis name. Even pain 
can be endured when we ask Jesus, 
to help us boar it.—London Chris- 
tian.

the

FOLLOWING IN THE DARK
“Mamma,” said little Bessie, 

“ I should be afraid tet die, ’cause 
I should lose my way in the dark.”

Her mother did not say a word, 
but went ont and turned off the 
gas in tbe ball. Then she opened 
the door a little way and said; 
“ Come dear, it is your bed-time. 
Take hold of my hand and I will 
lead yon up stairs.”

So Bessie put her band in her 
mother’s and1 trotted bravely up 
stairs in the dark. After she had 
said “Our Father, ” and “ Now I 
lay me,” and had laid her curly 
head upon the pillow, her mother 
said ; « You were not afraid com
ing up, were you, Bessie?”

“Oh, no, mamma,” she answer- 
ed7 “I couldn’t be, ’cause I had. 
hold of your hand.”

“ Well,” said her mother, “then 
you need not be afraid of death, 
for Jesus is holding His hand to 
you, and you have only to put 
your own in Hi* and He will lead 
you safely through the dark. ”

“ But how can I take hold of 
His hand, mamma?”

“By' trying to be good every 
day, and praying to Him to help 
you ; He loves little children ho- 
well that they need not bo afraid 
to follow Him anywhere.”

WHAT TOM DID.
It was the first clear, cold day 

after Christmas. The boys and 
girls were on the hill coasting. 
They were shouting and laughing 
as loud as they could, even those 
who had no sleds.

“ Happy New Year to you!’* 
shouted Tom Ross, as away he 
went on his pretty sled. A bran- 
new sled it was, too ; his uncle 
had given it to him on Christmas 
Eve.

When Tom bad been up and 
down the hill ever so many times 
he suddenly thought,

“ What a great, big, selfish bey 
I am ! Why don’t I ask some 
other boy to get on my sled and 
have fun too ?”

There was little Joe King, who 
had no sled.

“ Come, Joe ! Jump on !” cried 
Tom. “ Hurrah ! here we go !’* 
Af ter that Tom did not stop with 
just wishing people a “ Happy 
New Year;” he tried to think of 
kind ways to make it a happy 
time to every one. And he was- 
happier too.—Sunbeam.

“ Who misses or who wins the prise ?
Go, lose or couquer as you cau ;

But if you fail, or if you rise.
Be each, uiy boys, a gentleman.”

Little Georgie, two and a half 
years of age, on seeing the first 
snow fall, called out. “ Mamina, 
mamma, bring a big pan : it Vf 
warning pop-corn.”
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