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UR HOME CIRCLE.
~ - 2 A
A HANDFUL OF EARTH.
is a problemn a wonder for all to see,
k at this m urvelous thing I ho'd in my

hand! ‘
R is a maygic ~urprising, a mystery
ang- as a miracle, harder to understand .

What i~ it ? only a handful of earth : to you

touch
A &, rough powder you trample beneath
Y""l {PeL,
Park and lifele<s ; but think for a moment,
how wuch
¥ hides aud holds that 1s beautiful, bitter,
or sweel.

Thmk of the glory of color! The red of the

Tore,
Green of the mvriad leaves and the fields
of grass,
Yehoyp as liright as the sun where the daffo-
i]:l biow S,
Purple whore violets nod as the breezes
pass.

'fhimk of the.mauiold form of the oak and

the vine,
Nat, and fruit, and cluster, and ears of
Orh g
Of the anchiorcd water-lily, a thing divine,
Uu}

#.:m; its dazzhiug snow to the kiss of

rle.

Fhink of the delicate perfumes bern on the

gale,
Of the golden willow catkiu’s odor of
Npring,
Of the breath of the rich narcissus- waxen-
pale,

Of the sweet pea’s flight of flowers,. of the
pettle’s sting.

»trange that this lifeless thing gives vine,
flower, tree,
Color and shape and character, tragrance
too,
‘That the timber that builds the house, the
ship for Lhe sea,
Out ot tins powder its strength and its
toughness drew !

That the cocoa among the palms should suck
its milk
From this dry dust, while dates from the
self-same soil
Summon their sweet rich fruit, that eur
shining silk
The mulberry leaves should yield to the
" worm’s slow toil.

How should the poppy steal sleep from the
very source
That grants to the grape-vine juice that
can madden or cheer?
How does the weed find food for its fabric
eoarse )
Where the lilies proud their blossoms pure
uprear ?

‘Who shall compass or fathom God’s thought
profound ?
We can but praise, for we may not under-
stand ;
Bat' there's no more beautiful riddle the
whole world round
Than is hid in this heap of dust I hold in

my hand. )
—Celia Thaxter.
. R
“THE LITTLE OLD
WOMAN.”

“Let me turn the horse here
and go up the other road,” said

my beautiful and dainty /Boston |

eousin, a8 we were driving along
throuch a lovely and picturesque
lecality in Nortolk County, Mass,
“We shall be sure to see that
evooked, wretched old woman
gartlencr at her dirty work, if we
kaep along the wurnpike. She al-
ways diszusts me so.”

“Do you reter to Miss Wheeler?”
1 asked 'in surprise.

“Yer,” replied my cousin, deft-
ly drawirg the crimson and yellow
webbing ot the reins through her
joweled hands, “1 believe that is
the name. You have otten seen
her browsing around in her gar-
den, ot course.”

“Q, yes,” I answered ; “ but
cousin Mabel, you do not know
her as [ do, and you entirely mis-
take her character and condition,
She i3 not ‘ wretched’ at all, but
on the contrary, she is the neatest,
most cheerful and the very hap-
piest person in my circle of ac.

uaintance. Her face and form,

admit, would not constitute a
poet’s ideal of female beauty. Her

|

" ed that M.

gowns are faded by the sun, to be

sure, but they are clean and tidy.
Her hands and face are browned
from her out-of-door employment,
and her back is humped by illness
in early youth, for she was an in-
valid until she was forty years
old.

“Atabout that time, one Spring,
a neighboring physician who
chanced to see her told bher she
must make up her mind to die
within the next four months or else
pass the greater part of her time
out of doors, for seclusion and
confinement in her cramped-up

uarters had nearly killed her.
at alternative was hard for her
to take, as she was fond of books
and fancy work, and had dainty,
refined tastes. But she was a
Christian woman, and believed it
to be her duty to try, by every
means in her power, to prolon
the lite which her Creator h
-given her, not only to be a blessing
to herself bat to others,

“She was very fond of flowers,
aad at first busied herself about
them. She soon became interest-
ed in her vegetable gairden, and
she found that she could earn con-
siderable money in the cultivation
of small fruits, as well as by rais-
ing early vegetables. Besi(fves, she
knew that in'orderto content her-
self in her new out-door life she
must be employed. Before the
Fa'l she found herself in greatly
ifnproved health. That was twen-
:{ years ago; and now at sixty,

o says she has enjoyed twenty

|
years of perfect health and conse- |
quent happiness. She will tell |
you that there is not a woman of
her age in this country so strong |
and wefl and happy in every re- |
spect as she is. She now owns |
the comfortable and roomy, en- |
larged and modernized house she |
lives i@ a~ well as the garden plot, 5

orchard, and adjacent wood lot, |
and does all the work out doors |

and in.

“[t cannot be said she lives
alone, because she extends the
shelter of her roof and the pro-
vision of her board at times to
this and that homeless one with
whom she comes in contact, and
who is sick, or tired, or thrown
out of employment.

“The pastor of the church to
which she belongs, and to which
she goes on the Sabbath and on
the occasion of the week-day meet-
ings, on foot in nearly all kinds of
weather, told me' the other day
that the little white house among
the trees was a very heaven of
rest both to the body-weary and
the heart-weary, and that the
little bent figure flitting about was
the presiding angel.”

“0,” said my cousin, “let us
drive past her house by all means
and see if we cannot get a glimpse
of the dear, kind, happy old lady.”

So, driving onward, we soon’
found ourselves in front of the low
gate of the little house, where a
bouquet of bright choice flowers
was placed in our hands by this
dear disciple, whom the blessed
religion of Jesus Christ prompts
to work, day in and day out, to
give of the fruit of her labors to
the homeless and needy, and to
neglect no opportunity of speak-
ing a word for the Master, who
has given her the gracious privi-
lege of being one of the most use-
fal, if not the most humble of his
handmaidens,

———————

THE LAST LEAP.

A younx employe on the train
of the Northern Central Railway,
whose home was near one of the
way stations, was accustomed to
leap from his train while it was in
motion, when nearly opposite his
home rather than wait tiil it stop-
ped at the station. He had done
this scores of times, and never
thought of the danger after the

“THE SOUL OF WORK.|

Enduring work, whether in lit-
erature orin any other kind of
labor, 13 work that comes from a
direci and definite purpose, and a
purpose al oue with the generous
weltare of man. [Ifits defects and
failures are those ot occa-ional
error and sin, its ultimste influence
1s not d6~lr0'\'cd, however it be
dimimshed.  But it it is born of a
wish 10 be deliberately bad, or
even it it ignores the canons of
right aeiion, it can_bear withm
itselt no eiements of long lasting.
We believe it to be strictly true
thdt no great book, or picture, or
statue, or building, or war, or
~ocial scheme, or work otany kind,
has ever retained a lasting place
in the world’s esteenn, without
bearing clear ~igns ot a ‘ight pur-
pose and a definite acceptance of
the principles of truth and recti-
tude. It is true, as Keats said in
his most famous line, that a thing
ot biuuty is a joy torever; but by
a thing of'beauty the world means
something in close union with the
innocence of inanimate nature or
the best and truest in man. Power
may, indeed, be shown in the most
uelarious ways, and a poet or a
painter may bring to his basest
work the charms of consammate
art; but his work does not live
unless it is deliberately good, so
to speak, or, at least not conscious-
ly evil. Purpose and character
must ultimately succeed, and the
absence of them lecaves room for
nothing but ultimate failare, * * *
And tbe soul of work in every
line of labor must be marked by
these five things—integrity, sin-
cerity, purity, charity, faith.
Such virtues as these must always
follow in the path of that soul
which alone can look for immor-
tality of life, or even for a per-
petuity of earthly memory and
love. Those of us who believe
God’s words to be true can find no-
where in the Bible any statement
that art for art’s sake is good, or
that a thing is praiseworthy be-
cause it is externally beautiful,
precious, utter, or intense. Qver
and over again are we told that
(rod’s mode of judgment is a mora)
rule, and never are we given to
understand that mere ability or
external achievement is the meas-

first few experiments.  When
some one suggested that he was
risking life or limb, he answered |
contidently, ¢Oh, I've done it |
often, and always came out right.”
But the contident young man did
it once too often, and a brief para-
graph in our morning paper stat-
feaped from a train
at and was crushed to death
under the wheelz.  The last leap !

A man had a valuable jewel, a
precious heir-loom.  He was toy-
ing and playing with it in the
bricht sunlight, on the deck of a
ship. He tossed it up and caught
it over and over again. Then he
leaned over the bulwarks of the
vessel in a spirit of daring and
foolhardiness, and continued to
toss up his shining gem and catch
it again. * How dare you risk it?”
said *a bystander. ¢ What has
been’done can be done again,” was
the answer. ‘“I’'ve done it often.”
Hardly was the boast uttered when
he missed his aim and the prec-
ious jewel dropped into the sea.
The last venture!

There are greater disasters
than the loss of jewels, or even
the loss of a precious human life,
to whbich men and women are
daily expcsed. They are tossing
up jewels of faith, of hope, of char-
acter—the chances of eternal life,
while leaning over the bulwarks
of time, and one by one the prec-
ious treasures are slipping out of
their grasp, and sinking forever
in the bottomless abyss of despair.,
They do not mean to do it, but
they stop not until the last fatal
throw ends it all, The first
throw, the first daring leap, may
be made with fear and trembling,
but repetition brings confidence,
and at last reckless indifference.
The end is a fatal leap, and death.

Dear reader, are you eourting
danger? Are you running any
risks ? Are you eutering into
temptation ? Are you trifling
with the jewel of conscience? Are
you experimenting on‘“‘short-cuts’
in the way of lite—turning from
the good, old way in which the
saints of all the ages have gone
up to everlasting honor? Do it
not!  Atonce stop it! Once
too often, and it will be too late

for ever! Your next false step
may be your last | Let fools take
risks. You cannot afford it. Be-

hold there is a highway cast up
for the ransomed of the Lord to
walk in—the way of holiness—
the way of peace—the way of
saféty. One with pierced hands
and feet will walk with you there.
No lion or ravenous beust shall

| whom, however, she always con-

be found there. The end thereof
is the city 'of the great King.

ure of triumph. Work which has
no soul has no life. Work which
has a soul—and that remark ap
plies to the hod-carrier or the ca-

nal-boy as truly ax to the architect
or the painter—bears within it
the promise of lite =nd of approval |
both by God, who notes all, and by |
man, whose eyes are not always
so blind that he cannot mark the ;
difference between work that must |
live, and work that must die, xoon-
er or later.—The Sunday-school
Times.

A —
THE SARCASTIC GIRL.

The sarcastic girl is in the lan-
guage of the negro elocutionist and
orator, growing ‘“more prevalent”
every day. She is a trifle more
insufferabie than her giggling,
gushing, romance-loving sister,

templates with pitying contempt,
not entirely free from disguised
scorn.

She has not the ability to dis-
tinguish between impudence and
satire, and it is an easy task to
convince her that ill-bred rude.
ness of speech is the perfection of
irony, and to say spiteful and un-
pleasant things to everybody she
meets is sure to win her a repu-
tation of being sarcastic.

She eagerly cultivates her fan-
cied talent, never allowing an op-
portunity to exercise to pass un-
improved, and she generally suc-
ceeds in making herself heartily
disliked by those who are unfort-
unate enough to be numbered
among her acquaintances.-

The family think her brilliant
when everyone else pronounces
her insulting. The habit of being
* sarcastic’” grows upon her, un-
til, by the time her fond parents
conceive her to bea prodigy, so-
ciety avoids her as a pest. As she
grows older she becomes dissatis-
tied with her loneliness,

Then, too, she hqar’s whispers
that she has been prounounced
‘“ bateful’’ by the people who once
told her she was brilliant.

If she marries, her husband soon
tires of her society, and; in- com-
moo with the rest of the world,
avoids her as much as he can -and
seems to envy those who are more
fortunately circumstanced in this
respect. She feels this, and it
only makes her more spiteful and
disagreeable. Her children feel
no sweet companionship in her
presence; their natural affection
for her is quenched by her un-
happy disposition, and they early
learn to withold their respect.:
Her life is as miserable as it can
be, and when she dies she passes

>

away almost, if not entirely, un-
regrettéd, a warning to the sar.

He =at down and l»(-'_:;m to draw ‘

them ott.  The ventleman did not

castic girl, if' she should but dis- | hcwever intend to take them, but
cuver it, and profit by the lesson. | he was Lesting the strength of the

i ¢

REST.

My feet are wearied and my hands are tired— |

My soul oppressed,
And withdesire have L long desired
Rest—only Hest.

"Tis hard to toii, when toil is almost vain,
In barren ways ; )
"T'is hard to sow and never garner grai _

In harvest days. A"

The burden of my days is hard to bear,
But God knows best ;
And I have prayed —but vain has been my
prayer
For Rest, sweet Rest,

'Tis hard to plaut in spring and never reap
The autumn yiweld; A~

Tis hard to till and wheu ’tis tilled to weep
Q’er fruitless tield.

And so I'ery a weak and human cry,
So heart eppressed ;

Aud so I sigh a wesk and human sigh,
For Rest- for Rest,

My path has woun 1 across the desert years
Aud cares infest
My path, and through the tlowing of ket
tears
I pine for Rest.

"T'was alwavs 20 : when still a child I laid
On mother’s breast

My weary little head—e’en then I prayed,
As now, for Rest.

And I am restless still ; 'twill soon be o’er,
For down the West
Life’ sun is setting, and I see the shore
Where I shall Rest,
—PFather Ryax,

B e

THE HANOVERIAN
SCHOOLMASTER.

The schoolmaster unites in one

person the duties of sexton, grave- |

digger, and bell-ringer. All teach-
ers must have passed an exami-
nation held by the State, for
which they are prepared by some
years’ study at
schools, and a three years course
atone of the eight normal schools
in Hanover. In order to enter these
schools, the applicant must be

eighteen years old and be able to |

pass aa eyamination in élement-
ary studies. Teachers earn from
one hundred and seventy-five to
two hundred and twenty-tive dol-
lars a year. In E., the teacher
received eighty-seven cents a year

from each of his one hundred pu- |

pils, fifteen dollars a year trom the
church for his services as a sex-
ton, besides fifty cents for each a-
dult’s and twenty-five cents for
each child’s grave dug by him.
From the State he got eighty-two
dollars; and from the village seven
dollars aund fifty cents a year,
with six acres of good farming
land and a house, All the books
and maps [ saw were of the most
old-fashioned sort, and the teacher
was drank whenever he had
money enough to buy schnapps,
The church econsistory appoints
and removes the village teachers
throughout Hanover.
are not considered socially equal

t> nor do they as<ociate with min- |

isters.  Wrth the teachers ends

the list of villaze officers, and next |

comes those communal servants
for whom we in this country have
no equivalent.— Popular
Monthly.

MUST DRINK OR DIE.

When the use of aleoholic
liquors reaches a point where a
man must “drink ordie,” it is a
sure sign that he will soon drink

the appetite for intoxicants Ras
over its slaves is vividly illustrat-
ed in the following incident:

One wintry "afternoon a tremb-
ling man entered a tavernin New
Hampshire, carrying a small pack-
age of clothing. Going to the bar
he said :

“Landlord, I am burning. Give
me a good glass of gin.”

The landlord pointed to a line
of chalk-marks and said :

“John, you see the old score, not
another drop till that is paid.”

The poor wretch glared fiercely
at the man behind the bar.

“Landlord, you don’t mean that.
You have got my farm, you have
got my horsee, you have got my
tools. All that I have got in the
world is this little bundle of
clothes. Please, landlord, give me
for them one glass of gin.”

. “I don’t want your old clothes,”
calinly answered the man. “Pay
the old score first.”

The drunkard staggered back.
A gentleman then said :

“What will you give me for
enough to buy two glasses of gin.
I see you have a good pair of boots
on your feet. Will you give me
your boots for the ten cents ?”

The miserable wretch hesitated
for a moment, then said .

“Stranger, it I give you the
boots, I must go out in the snow
barefooted. If [ give you the
boots, I must freeze to death ; if
I don’t give them to you, I shall
burn to death. Stranger, it is
harder to burn to death than to

preparatory

Teachers |

Science |

others. Thercare times when
we ate (-om}wliud to say, “I do
Dot think Bouncer a true ani

| poor

| terrible appetite,  Others were
looking on and they-said the man
| should have the gin. They sup
plied him liberaliy, and he drank
all he could and he took all the
restaway. ‘When night came he
| drank the last drop, and he went
to sleepin a barn. The frost-king
came and took the poor man in
bis arm®, The next morning he
was found in the barn frozen to
death,

{ e e
A SAD LESSON.
'~ As the heavy prison bolts turn-
ed on the minister. he looked sadlyv
on the prisonersin their stranve

|
{

garments, and thought with morve |
and more anxiety ot his errand. |

He had come 10 see a° young man

ot his congregation convicted of'
forgery. The broken-hearted pa-
rents had begged him.to visit the |
prison, hoping the peace of the

Gospel might reach even his
gloomy cell. As the minister

kindly greeted him,

sort of" defiance.

'felt in his welfare., Do you
' know what done it?’ «

| language,

school.
Sunday-school fair, when they
first set up raffling and hid a gold
ring in a loaf of cake! Just for
twenty-five cents, too, I got
whole box of little books. [ was
pleased with my luck, and went
1n afterwards for chances. Some-
times I gained, and sometimes I
lost. Money I must have for lot-
teries. I was half mad with ex-
citement; and so I used other
folk’s names, and here I am!
Don’t let the church comé blub-
bering around me. They may
thank themselves! Their ratling
was what done it! It ruined me.”

—

PERSONALITIES AND
ILL-REPORTS.

Keep clear of personalities in
general conversation,. Talk
things, objects, thoughts. The
smallest minds, occupy them-
selves with persons.  Personal-
ities must

out men’s characteristics for le-
gitimate objects ; but it is to be
with conftidential persons, Poor

Burns wrote and did many foolish
things, but he was wise when
wrote to a young friend :

he

“Aye tell your story free, off hand,
When wi' a bosom crony ;

But still k.ep something to yoursel’
You Il scarcely tell to ony.”

Do not needlessly report*ill of

honest man.”” But when there is
no neéed to express an opinion let
Bouncer swagger away.
Others will take his measure, no
doubt, and save you the trouble
of analyzing him and instructing

the youth |
scarcely replied, but gazed with a |
He began giv- |
' ing the mother's tender message, |
| with the interest aull the church

What
| have I done ?” replicd the pastor, |
striving to understand his strange |
“I began the busi-
ness,” returned the youth, speak-
ing very loud, “in your Sunday-
Don’t you remember the

a

of |

sometimes be talked., |
because we have to learn and tind |

and die. The terrible power which |

them.. And as far as possible
dwell on the good side of human
beings. There are family boards
where a constant process of dep-
| reciations, assigning motives, and
| cutting  up  character  goes
|

| forward. They are not pleasant
| places. One who is healthy does
| not wish to dine at a dissecting
table.  Thereis evil enough in
men, God knows. Bat it is not
the mission of every young man
and woman to detail and report it
all. Keep the atmosphere as pure
a8 possible, and fragrant with
gentleness and charity.—Dr. John
Hall,

OUR YOUNG FOLKS,

e T eV e T

“THY KINGDOM COME.”

I'm o little herald,

But the kingdom needs my voice;
To herald in the King of kings

Is all my happy choice.

I can teach a text to brother,
And speak kind words of peace,
And help to bring His kingdom in,
Which ever shall increase.

I cannot bea herald bold
To distant lands to-day :
But, if [ learn my lessous well,
I hope I may some day.

v

I'm onlv a little worker,

But the kingdomn needs my hand,
I'll use these bisv fiugers

To do my Lord’s comumand.

And dsy by day He'll give me work
My happy childhood through ;

Some tavk of patience and of love,
Which oaly I van do.

I'm only a little soldier,
Bat the kingdom nee s my sword ;
I’ll draw it from its scabbard—
God’s own most holy Word.

First using it in my own heart;

p— :
- '\Q

T daile oo
Il daily p ay, 1zdom ¢ -
'Om come »

*“ Thy kiy
Secking each

) i.(}\ to br,
Sowe rebel thought to

Some friend to owp 'm‘x‘;:ll\'h“:n .l.“'"‘iv
g.
MORAL (90 URAGER
In every school the
| clearly marked betwe
who has moral conr

differeneg is
en the p,
age
boy who is mere pulp,\“’;;?d the
knows how to sav “No.” ¢ -‘I:?e
other is 50 atraid of beine #
“verdant” that he vmul:mih;:xgh‘
thing pure and fresh ang - mer y
in his character, and dries u -
to & premature haniness pt hes
Five lads were onge k’ilihemjr't
faroom at a 'm:u:lin: s:-h‘,,,[ -,
four ot them engaved in g | -~
ot cards,  which was cxprgnn!)e
forbidden by the rules, on‘my
ﬂn‘ ‘I‘A.‘ll\\'('\ ws (’:l}l\"l out eT-?:

three said to the quiet lad wh
was busy at somethine ol ?
2 < el

| .

! -
\

|

' | S ame

“Come, ke a hand with yq
18 I::n bad to have the game
up.

Tt
bmk(‘n '

“I do not know o
another.,” ¢ card tron
I “That makes no difference ">(‘x

claimed the players. “We'l} spoy
you. Come along.” A

Now that was a tarnine noi
in the lad's life. He nobT; 553“
“My tather does not wish me[:,
play cards, and I wil] not disobe
him.” oy
| The sentence settlod the matter
and settled his position amo
his associates. I}v was the boy
who could say “No,” and hence.
forth his victories were made
easy and sure. [ well remembep
the pressure brought to bear in a
college upon every young man to
Jjoin ina winedrinkor to take 3
hand in some contrabrand amuse
ment. Some timber got well season.
ed. Some of the other sort got well
rotted through  with sensuality
and vice. The Nehemiahs g
college have been Nehemiahs ever
since. The boy was father of the
man.—Band of Hope.,

A WILLING SACRIFICE,

Some years ago a minister wag
called to see a little girl seven years
old, who was dying. She lived in
a back street. When the minis
ter got there a woman showed -
him where the child was, &od he
sat down to talk with her,

“ What do you want, darling!” -

|sbefore I died.”

‘“ Are you dying ?”

“Yes sir.” ‘

“ Would you not like to get well

again 7"

| “1hope not, sir.”

“Why not ?”

“0, #ir,ever since [ became a
Christiau I have beon trying 1o
m'in‘:_: tather to church, aod he
wou't come; and I think if [ die
you will bury me, won't youw."

* Yes, darhing.”

“Yes, I have been thinkingif I
dic father must come to the funer-
al ; then you will be able to preach
the gospel to him, and I should
be willing to die »six times over
for bim w hear the gospel once.”

She died as she had expected,
and just-betore the time she was
Lo be buried the minister himself
was taken sick, and could not at-
tend the tuneral. But some time
atterward a rough looking man
called upon him and held oat his
hand.

“You don’t know me ?”

“ No, I don’t.” -

“lam the tather of Mary—the
father she died tor, I heard 8
how she said she would die for .
me six times 1f' [ could only besr
the gospel once. It nearly broke
my heart. Now I want to i
the inquirers’ class.”

He did join, and became a-true
friend of Christ. The littlégirl was
truly walking in the footsteps of
Jesus, because she was willing 0
die, even in order that her father
might be saved trom his sio.
we do not need todie for others,
we should at least try to be like
Jesus in living for them and i
doing all that we can to lead them
to be Christians.—ZKExchange.
S - :
Reapy BrrormaAND.—“Whst
are you doing now ? I never saW
a girl that was 50 always fi
something to do !”
“I'm only going to sew a buttod
on my glove.”
“Why, you're not going 0ubh
are you 7"’
“Oh ! no. Ionly like to get
things ready  betorehand, that®
all.”
And this little thing, that bsd
been persisted in by Grace Hams
mond until it had become a fixed
habit, saved her tore troable tha8
she herself ever had any ides of;
more time, too. In fact, it was
almost inestimable value to her.
Ready betorehand—try it.
surely as you do faitbfully, yo#
will never relinquish it for

freeze to death ; givo me the gin, l MT‘;‘::;;";‘-E:‘;: ;io“t‘fw‘et
you may have the boots. Hris kingdom is witkin,

shp-shod, time-enough-when-it's
wanted way of doing.

“Well sir, I wanted to see you
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