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IT I8 WELL.

* Is it well with thee, and with thy hus.
beud, and with the chi'd ?” And rhe said,
“ It is well,'—2 Kings 4: 26.

Yes; it is well! The evening shadows
longthen ; )
Home s goiden gates shine on our ravished
sight ; .

And though the tender ties we strove to

strengthen ) ) )
Break oue by one—at evening-time ‘tis
light,

Ois well | The way was often dull aud weary:
The spirit tainted oft beneath its load ;
No sunshive cume from skies all gray and

dreary,
And yet vur feet were bound to tread that

rol1i~

*Tis well that not again our bearts shall
shiver
Beneath old sorrows, once so hard to besr;
That no' again beside death’s darksome river
Shall we - deplore the good, the loved, the

fair.

No more with tears, wrought from deep,

e . s R g it .
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work out your highest good. Shall
not his choice be yoar choice?
Will you not take the cup ?”

“This, then, is the *hidden
manna’ with which the recent sa-
cramental season has fed you,
friend ?”’

« This and much more; for to
reserve holy tho:fbts and holy
emotions for sacred seasons alone,
savors of the ages of superstition,
or, worse still, of paganism itself.
I would carry every fresh spiritual
impulse down into the arena of
daily life and make of il 8 weapoa
wherewith to come off victorious
in the hand-to-hand conflict with
‘the world, the flesh, and the
devil.””

“ And how do that in this case ?”

“ Every-day life presents a cup
to our lips, a sacramental cup just
mixed for us by our loving Fa-
ther's hands, It ix not all bitter,
but 1ts bitterness consists in the

inner m»;tui-h,
8hall we bewail the dear hopes crushed and
gone ; )
No more need we in drubt or fear to languish ;
80 far the day is past, the journey done !

As vovagers, by fierce winds beat and broken,
Come into port beneath a calm.r sky,
So we, still beariug on our brows the token

Of tewpe:t past, draw to our haven nigh. |

A sweet air cometh from the shore immortal,
fnviting homeward at the day’s dechus;
Almost we see where from the open portal
Fuir forns stand beckoning with their
sinitles divive.

*Tis well! The earth with all her myriad
voices
Has lost the powerour senses toenthrall;
We bear, above the tumult and the noires
8oft toues of muic, like an angel’s call.

*Tis well, O friends! We would not tarn—
retraciug
The long, vain years, nor call our lost youth
back ; -
Gladly, with spirits braced, the future facing,
We leas e bebind the dusty, foot-worn track.

—Chambeérs’ Journal.
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.« HE TOOK THE CUP.
A COMMUNION THOUGHT.

BY MARGARET E. WINSLOW,

“Did it ever strike you—the
force of that word took?”

“ Not that I know of. The let-
ter of Scripture never interested
me much,”

“ But this is the spirit, not the
letter. Take the cup to signify
(asit doex) all that Christ endured
“for us men and our salvation’
and His voluntary aceeptance of
it gave it all its value to us. He
took the cup; it was not thrust
upon Him by enmity or necessity ;
He did not merit its pucishment;
it did not come in His way by
chance. Voluntarily, with fall
understanding of its bitterness,
with absolute power to set it aside
He took the cup and drained its
depths, that He might work out a
full salvation for the sinrers He
loved and fain would save. It is
a great help to me in taking my
own cup, mingled as it so often i~
with the bitter herbs of the care,
worry, perplexity and sorrow of
daily life.”

“ don't quite see how. We
do not choose our sorrows, vexa.
tions and burdens. Our crosses
are laid upon us, and we would
uladly escape them if we might.”

“Yet Jesus prayed in Gethse-
mane, ‘If it be possible, let this
c;-xlp pass from N}e;' neverthéless,
‘He took the cup.” For he said,
‘The cup which my Father hath
given Me shall I not drink it?
His voluntary choice had behind
it a constraining force—that of
love—love for the Father, love for
the erring brothers and «sisters.
He kunew that, mixed by that fa
therly hand, it could not contain
one Litter ingredient tco many.
He knew that it was not possible
to save Lumanity, and at the same
time leave one bitter drop uncon-
sumed ; and o with glad ecager-
ness amd voluntary  self-sacritice
He took this cup. Brother, do

vou take yours?”

’

“ But 1‘;1_\. cup iz not like His; |

it contains no heroism ot self-sur-

render, or selfdenying achieve- |

ment, nay, not even- the tragedy
ot grief.”

* What then 7"

*“ Petty duties, distasteful be-
cause of their pettiness, depress-
ing failmes and disappointments
in secular matters, perplexities
about decisions scarcely worthy of
s0 much thought, small slights
and unkindness, anxieties about
the future, uncertainty about to-
day.”

“ But it is bitter to you—causes
you sorrow and anxiety? Ifit
were possible, you would have it
pass from you ?”

“Yes, indeed ; T cannot in the |

sense you give it, * tuke the cup.””
“You can. See in it fellowship

with Christ’s sufferings, aud re- |
member that those who suffer shall

also reig: with Him.. Then think
that a Father's hand has mixed it,
lovieg wisdom guiding that Hand.
Love seiected all the bitter ingre-
d'ent:—Ilove which was free to
have omitted them a!l. had it
* been possible’ todo'so and yet

fact that it is bitter medicine to
| our taste, although exactly adapt-
| ed to our spiritual disease. Wo
may resist it with rebellious will,
| thus making it a very ‘cup of
rdevils;’ or it may be tous the ‘ cup
of the Lord,” as we take it, with
| our whole will melted into union
with His, and this groveling life
thus becomes to us a perpetual
sacrament.

“ Does this thought of yours
connect itself with the ancient
legend of the Holy Grael 7"

“Yes; our tathers were but
children, and groped, often blind-
ly, for the kernel of truth which
they felt was hidden within the
externals which mainly engrossed
their attention. The Holy Gracl
disappeared from sight as the idea
of merit in human suffering, bor-
rowed fromheathenism, becamein-
corporate in the "hristian Church;
but it was not wholly forgotten.
Earnest souls were ever on the
search fcr it, and from time to
time one andanother, who through
the mists of superstition sought
to see ‘Jesus only,” clasped it in
their longing arms and folded it
lovingly to their breasts. In pro-
portion as the darkness of that so-
called ‘age of faith’ bhas been dis-
pelled, and religion has come to
be a thing not of the priesthood
and cloister, but of the individual
soul and daily life, it has come
nearer and nearer, within reach
of all who care to tind it; and the
poet—albeit he, too, was, it may
be, still grasping the chalice ra-
ther than its contents—was not so
far wrong when he made his travel-
soiled knight discover the object
of bis long quest in the common
bowl filled with water to relieve
the necessities of the loathsome
beggar at his gate.”

** Do you think, then, that you
and I bave to-day touched the
quest of the centurics—the San
Graol of history and song ?"

“ Even 80, O brother! And so
long as in loving, truthful obedi-
ence, with wills that are at one
with God's will because we love
Him, we choose whatever of sor-
row, care or perplexity that wise
Will may lay upon us, we shall
hold fast that precious cup which
is only holy because the Holy One
‘took’ it."—Zion's Herald.
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“MAY 1 KISS THAT BABY?"

Toasoldier far away from home,
there is no more touching sight
than that ofa baby in its mother’s
arms, While on their way to Get-
tysburg, our troops were marching
by night through a village, over
whose gateways hung lighted lan-
tons whileyvo i o cirls shed tears
as they watched the brother of

{ death.
“ Bullet and Shell.”

Stopping for a moment at the
rate of a dweiling, I noiiced

voune mother leaning overit witl
a chubby child in her arms, Above
the woman's head swunzr a ¢ uple

-
!

of stable-lanterns, their leht tull-
ing full upon ber face. The child
was crowing with delight at the
strange pageant, as it watched
the armed host pass on,

‘1 beg your pardon, ma'am
said Jim Manners, one of my men,
as he dropped the butt of his mus-
ket on the ground, and peered

ther ana‘her child.

| years ago,”

The mother, a sympathetic tear
rolling down her blooming cheex,
silently held out the child, Jim
pressed his unshaven face to its in-
nocent smiling lips for a moment,
and then walked on, saying :

“(rod bless you, ma';xm, for
that!”

Poor Jim Manners! He never
saw his boy again in life, A bullet
lard him low the next day, as we
made our tirst cbarge.

wistfully into the faces of the mo- |

POLITE MANNERS.

Says Mrs, Grey to Mr. Grey :
Z'Ownl wast manners learn ;

And 50 he went to dancing school,

Was taught to bow and scrape by rule,
And many s figure tarn.

He learned to stand up very straight
And turn his toes well out ;

But one tbing, it is sad to say,

With all his father had to pay,
They mever thought about.

Thev failed in time to caution him
Against the drunkard’s sin ;

8o wheu he stayed away at night,

Lured by the bar-room’s evil light,
They fouud his toes turned in—

In toward the place where manners are
Of no a-cvunt at all,
Where dimnes and dollars buy the stufl
That mskes a gentleman a rough,
And fills his heart with gall.

Says Mr. Grey to Mrs. Grey :
“ Ou- shame is now complete ;
You’ll own it is a better plan
I'o train the mind aud make the man,
Than educate the feet.”
—X. T. Banner.
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SIR JOHN FRANKLIN.

Sir John seemed never to be
happier than when speaking of
his former voyages, and be en-
couraged me to converse freely
with him as we strolled over the

| grounds together or rode out into

the country. 1le bad a complete
and most perfect and elaborate
chart of the Arctic regions, ro far
as they had then been explored,
apon which his own explorations
and those of Captains Parry and
088 and other Arctic explorers
were distinctly marked out; and
it was his greatest pleasure of an
cvening to display these charts
and point out the spots he bad
visited ; al-o tracing the courses
he would endecavor to pursue if it
should ever be his * good fortune,”
a8 he expressed himself, again to
be employed in what was the
great hobby of his life. There
was not a point he had discovered
nor a spot he had visited respect-
ing which he bad not some anec-
dote to tell or some narrow esca

to relate. And to me it was de-
lightful to listen to these anec-
dotes from the lips of a man who
bad bravely dared and overcome
the perils of which be spoke, and
who had already rendered his
name fumous as one of the bold-
est and most energetic and per-
severing of Arctic discoverers,
Besides, I confess that it was flat-
tering to my pride to hear a post-
Captain and a Lieutenant-Gover-
nor conversing thus freely with a
young midshipman, and encour-
uging me to express my OWD
opinions, and listening to them
kindly and attentively. [ spent
a pleasant visit at the Penns, and
was sorry to return to the ship.
While we lay in port an emigrant
ship and a female convict ship ar-
rived—the latter one of the last, if
not the last convict ship that left
the shores of England—and Sir
John and Lady Franklin visited
them both immediately on their
arrival. It was her ladyship’s
chief pleasure, and she seemed to
regard it as a duty, toexert her-
self to the utmost for the benefit
of the younger female emigrants,
and also forsuch female convicts as
had conducted themselveswell dur-
ing the voyage, and whose offenses
against the laws of their country
were such as afforded hope that,
removed from the temptations of
vice and poverty, they might yet
redeem their characters, and prove
useful members of society. It
must be recollected that in those
days, when there was a scarcity
of temales in the Australian colo-
nics, young womnen were often
transported for otfenses which

|

{ would powadays be punished by

other women marchon to possible |
A scene of the march is
thus described by the author of |

|
|

“1 beg pandon, but may [ kiss |
that baby of yours? I've got one ,
just like him at home ; at least he |
was when [ last xeen him, two |

a few months or even weeks' im-
R 1Ironment.—CTutuher' s ‘/'//Il'lt(l(.
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WHICH WORLD.

One evening, as [ was return-
g from our usuzl gathering, I
overtook two young ladies walk-
ing along the way, and heard one
ot them say to the other, “ Well,
its no use, I cannot give up the
world.”

“ Do yousay so?’ was the re-
ply-

“XNo,” she replied, ““I mean it;
I really cannot.”

“If that is the case,” I said,
‘“you had better not come to the
meeting any more. I should ad-
vise you to go back to Bath. There
you will seea great many flaming
bills in 2ll colors, announcing con-
certs and theatricals. Why not
go to such places of amusement
and make up your mind to be as
happy as you can in this world,
for itis all the heaven you will
ever have?” I went on to say

 what a pity it was that people

should lose both worlds by being
undecided. I told her that [ once
knew a gentleman who was a
great man and exceedingly rich ;
be was the posses<or of houses,
and mines of untold wealth, I

s the following day also.

was informed that when he came
of ago be made a speech in which
be said in the hearing and with
the applause of his friends (such
asthey were!) that he intended
to be a rich man if he went to hell
for it. God heard him and let
him bave his choice to the full.
He not only granted him abund-
ant riches, but let him live beyond
the span of man’s life, to the age of
seventy-five. Then bedied full of
years and opuleuce, but he had a
dreadful death. I do not think
bright angels came from glory to
take bis soul home with them—far
otherwise! If you will not, or
cannot, give up the world, then
decide to keep it and make the |
most of it.”

I spoke in this strain till we |
reached the gate which the young |
lady was about to enter. Taking |
outa packet of tracts from my
pocket, I found one entitled,
“Making a Road to Hell.”"
« Here,” 1 said, *“ this is just the |
one for you ; you will not take the
road which God has made to heav- |
en, theretore you must make one
for yourselt to the other place.”

She took the tract in silence and |
went in,

The next day her mother was |
very angry because her child was

| so unhappy. In the evening the'

said “cnild”’ came again to the |
meeting, though I had told her to
stay away ; and she was there on

The third evening she waited
behind, and asked me if [ thought |
God had heard what she said
aboat giving up the world. I re-|
plied, * Moxt certainly he did.”

Then she burst into tears and |

sat down as though in despair.

| wife were in vain,

“ They'll mever hart me, I know
my own mind too well.” And
she, too, thinking bhim infallidle,
started East on a journey. During
ber absence he was induced to lis-
ten to several lectures given by
Bob Ingersoll and from that his
ruin dated. By the time bis wife
returned home he was an avowed
skeptic, and never was there so
fearful a change wrought in so
short a time. He became first
morose and gloomy, then neglect
tul and indifferent toward his fam-
ily, and soon he was reveling in
vices and with companions that
his very soul would haveabhorred
only a short time before. The
pleadings of his broken-hearted
The frequent
wine cup led to worse degradation.
He lost his position in the office
and in society and never regained
either. His home was broken up
and soon dissipation completed
the work of destruction by the
sudden and total breakdown of his
health, and about two years after
he adopted those sentiments that
80 many boast of as harmless and

| liberal he was laid in the grave,

long before he reached the noon
of life—the victim of' those perni-
cious and infamous doctrines. Ile¢
whose life’s morning dawned with
such bright hopes of the future,
whose gifts, moral mental and
pbysical, might have attained for
him the noblest Christian man-

| hood, wrecked all that this life
| could bring worth living for, upon
| the dark and dismal sea of unbelief.
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THE THOUGHTLESS WORD.

| Swift through the fragrant air it fell,

. A single word
The wound it made no word may tell—
Fo~ no one heard

| ¢ Do ;\'uu think then, God will | Save one sweet heart, whose very life

|

never forgive me?’’ '

I replied, “ Shall we ask him ?” ‘

Shesaid, “Oh yes, do—-ploawel
do.” She prayed most carnestlyl
for forgiveness, and gave her heart |
without reserve to God.

The next day she was rejoicing |
with us, and from that time be- |
came a very downtiight and ear. |
pest Christian. She forsook the |
world, having something better to |
cling to, snd amongst other things
she gave up singing the foolish
love-songs she used to indulge in
for better music. On one occas-
ion she was ordered by her mother
to goto a musical party,and was
dragged to the piano to sing. Af-
ter a little hesitation she com-
menced, and sang with great feel-
ing, “Too late, too late, ye can-
not enter now.” Her voice and
tone carried such meaning with
them that the company were mov-
ed to tears. At this her mother
was exceedingly angry, and de-
clared that she would never take
her oat again.— W. Haslam,in the
-Christian.
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WHAT INGERSOLL DID
FOR ONE FAMILY.

A TRUE STORY,

Henry Laar was a young civil
engineer of gentle parentage,hand-
some appearance,of noble bearing,
well educated,refined, attractive in
mannerand generoustoafault. Was
it any wonder that the love of his
young wife amounted almost to
wors!ip for him? She, too, was |
gifted, and fully appreciated all |
his noble qualities and was in full |
sympathy with all his fine wastes.

They were both professing
Christians, and they dearly loved
their brigit and happy bome and
their twvo iH\'c]‘\' children,  Our
young engineer was cmployed in |
a raillway otiice, and Lis rare tu-
lents and unu-unally fine work
commanded a hberal salary, He
wus an ardent lover of science, es- |
pecially of nainral history in all |
its branches, and much of his

| xpare time he spent in researches

which resulted in valnable contri- |
butions to science. In short, he |
bade fair to become a splendid
success in every respect,

But there came a change. The
good old honest, slow going Col.
M., president of the railroad com-
pany, with his good honest associ-
ates, sold out to a company from
a distant city. Our friend re-
mained in the office however,
where he soon made the discov-
ery that nearly all of his new
comrades were disciples of Bob
Ingersoll. At tirst he was horri-
bly shocked at the blasphemy he
heard on all occasions from his |
“ liberal” triends, for he had al-
ways been accustomed to rever- |
ence holy things. But they were
men of wealth and culture and |
they fluttered him by many little
ateentions, inviting him out ofteu |
and in many ways gaining an in-
fluence over him till at last he laid |
aside his scruples sufficiently to |
accept some of their books—* out |
of courtesy,” he said, when- his |
wife remonstrated with him.”

| “character.’

Is Jove and truth !
This heart the word pierced like a knife,
No pulss of ruzh
Thrilled him who aimed the cruel word,
He willed and spoke.
A fair face quivered, sott lips stirred,
A fond heart broke.
Mary Clemmer

OUR YOUNG FOLKS.

~ o O R AN AN AN A AN AN

A SERMON FOR LITTLE
PEOPLE.

‘““ Even a child is known by his
doings, whether his work be pure and
whether it be right.”-—Prov. xx. 11,

It is u great thing to be a child!
Many men would like to go Back
to their childhood, and live again
the days and years that have
passed away. Out of boys and
girls men and women are made.
And men and women are the most
important things upon the earth.
Each one is accountable to God
for what be thinks, believes, says
and does. Beginning once to live
our real lifetime continues for-
ever.

Pluck off a little bud from your
mother’s rosebush. Cat it into
pieces with your pen knife. Put
it under your miscroscope. Do
you see the scores of tiny red
leaves, and how tighily they are
pressed together? Your pa
could not pack them so nicely, if
he were to put them under his
letter-press for many days, But
if you had left the buj on the
plant a few days longer, it would
bave burst open into a most beau-
tiful and fragrant rose.

A bright-cyed,sunny-faced, hap-
py-hearted school-boy, -tripping
along the way with his book-bag

thrown across his shoulder, will |
| 2oon be a strong, able-bodied man |

doing business.  He may be build-
ing houses, or selling goods, or
muking shoes, or farmine land.
He is now like the rosebud, pack-

| ed full of sensible thinus; aiter

@ while he will be like the open

| flower,

But there is something else to
})c thought ot besides growing up
into manhood and womanhood,
There is something greater than

| getting larger eyes and hands and

feet. That something we call
; " By that we mean
the kind of men and women they

| will be. This forming of charac-

ter begins when we are young.

It is this that makes chilihood
such an interesting and beautiful
thing. Much_ depends upon very
hittle things. So it is that « even
a child is known by his doings,
whether his work be pure and
whether it be right.” Every taing
tells upon the after life.

There is a barn upon the Alle-
ghany Mountains so built that
the ruin which falls ufon it scpar-
ates in such a manner that that
which falls upon one side of the
roof runs into a little stream
wnich flowsinto the Su~quechanna,
and theuce into the Che=apeanke
Bay, and on into the Atlantic
Ocean ; that which talls on the
other side is carried into the Al-
lechany River, thence into the
Obhio, and onwaird to the Gulf of
Mexico. The poiut where the

water divides is very small. Bat
how diﬂ'egznt the course of these
waters. it bappens with peo-
ple. A very littlgp:bing char?g?:.;
the channel of their lives. Much
depends upon the kind of tem-
pers wo have. If weare sour and
ill-tempered, no one will love us,
If we are kind and cheerful, we
shall have triends wherever we
go. Much depends upon the way
in which we improve our school
days. Much depends upon the
kind of comrades we have, much
upon the kind of habits we form. If
we would bave the right kind of
life, we must watch the little
things. We must see how one lit-
tle thing affects another thing,
how one little act takes in many
others.

—_——— e e

CAPTURING A SHARK.

Shark fishing is a pursuit that
would appear to be much more
dangerous than amusing. At any
rate, in a recent encounter be-
tween a huge fish, 13 feet 8 inches
long, and 11} feet round at the.
thickest part, and a couple ot Aus-
tralian tishermen, it was for a
considerable time doubtful with
which side the victory would rest.
The hook was baited with a small
shark, and when the ugly monster
came up to it he turned on his
side and a harpoon was sent into
him. The weapon held well, its
cars opened as soon as a strain
was on the line. Finding himself
wounded, the shark struck the
boat with his nose, and sounded,
running out nearly fifty fathoms
of line. The fishermen then tried
to haul in, when he suddenly roso
to the surface, made for the bow
of the boat, which he seized and
shook, like a dog shaking a rat,
tearing off big splinters; mean-
while one of them lanced him, the
other pushing the paddle into the
shark’s mouth. Letting go the
boat he held on to the paddle,
waving itlike a feather, but finally
dropping it. He again started off
Just below the surface, towing the
boat along at a rapid rate, the fish-
ermen having to pay out the line
as fast as they could to prevent
the boat from dipping under. He
next sounded, but rising once
more, made for the boat, whén the
lance was sent into him two or
three times. Though he was now
done for, it took the men an hour
to get him quiet enough to tow
into port, which was only accom.
plished after two hours’ pulling,
and with the help of another boat
which bad been dispatched to
their assistance,

— e § e .

HOW TO MANAGE.

“ 1 wouldn’t mind being left to
take care of the little ones,” raid
Fannie the other day, *if they
would only mind me. But when
mamma is away they think they
may do just as they please, and
thcy behave like little witches.”

Molly manages the nursery
spiendidly,” said Kittie; “ the
children are quite angelic under
ber, but I have not her magic, I
seem to stir up the naughtiness,
and the more I tell them to be

| good, the worse they act.”

Now, Fannie and Kittie and

other worried clder sisters, let me

| tell you the trouble with your

management.  When you can
find the key toa problem in arith-
metic, the rest is easy work. |
think I can whisper in your tar
the name of a certain key to your
home problem, when the small
brothers and sisters 84y, as lilt‘v\'
sometimes do, “ You are not' my
mamma, you are only Fannie; |
want to make a noise, and yon
must not bother me,” ’
The key is a word of four let-
ters—rtaer. [t is a golden key!
and is warranted to it any locle

You can not get along very wel i-

in life without it, T am very sure
)I‘J”)’ possesses this shininge key.

— i ¢ e

A writer in the Youth's Compan-
{on gives an amusiog account of
the way babies are vaccinated i
France. Itis neverdone at home,
but a day is fixed for the opera-
tion, and the doctcr sends a nota
of invitation to all the mothers
who have previously given him
notice.. On reaching the physi-
cian's house a live cow is seen be-
ing drageed over the stairs, by
two peasants, into a waiting
room. Its feet are tied-up in rags
to prevent them from scratching
the flcor, and the poor beast is
laid down on her back and held by
peasants, while the doetor takes
the virus from sores on her stom-
achi.  The babies are then vacein-
ated in turn, and when their crics
are added to the bellowing of the
cow, the scene is funny enough,
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