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OUR HOME CIRCLE.

A SABBATH REST AMONG THE 
THE HILLS.

Never did fairer morning break !
Tlie light stole np through bill and dale, 

And jo\ ful bir t-calls bade us wake 
To happy music in the vale ;

And all the sounds in the clear air 
Weie summonses to rest and prayer.

The very flowers seemed glad in God !
They raisi d their heads and looked above ; 

And the ferns, trembling from the sod.
As if they understood His love,

Spread out their loveliness bet ore 
The gieat God-Father bending o’er.

And all the grand old hills cried “ Come 
A little mater to the skies,”

And it, the insects’ botnelv hum
There seemed to be the word *' Arise.”

And who could grovel on the earth 
Amid such scenes of sacred mirth ?

The bells rang ont across the gteen,
And man's responding heart grew still ; 

For though the Father’s works are seen 
In solitary glen and hill,

Yet in His House His children know 
His gloty’s brightest warmth and glow.

We sung the psalms our fathers loved,
In churches old we bent our head,

And our glad hearts God's presence proved, 
Which blessed the living as the dead ;

And what the preacher said that day 
Lifted our hearts to heaven away.

Whatever toll or care may be 
Awaiting us in future years,

From this repose and comfort, we
Will pass with courage, not with fears,

A tiuftlul hope the spirit fills,
That rests on Sabbaths in the hills.

—London World,

very well do without it, at least 
better than we can afford to pay 
for it year after year.’

So Mr. Willis departed for the 
meeting of prayer without the 
useful hints with which the relig
ious paper might have furnished 
him had he been able to afford 
it.

On Saturday morning a neigh
bor ran hastily in, asking,Mrs. 
Willis if she would allow her to 
see the paper for a moment. • I 
heard,’ she said, 4 there was 

of those useful re

Mr. Willis was silent ; _he saw 
the child’s enthusiasm and heard 
the mother’s comments, but after
wards, when only himself and 
wife were in the room, he said :

1 Wife, I am positively ashamed 
that I ever could have been so 
blind and stupid as not to proper
ly appreciate the worth < of a 
good religious paper. Absolutely 
ashamed that my poorer neighbors 
and my own children know more 
of the worth and teaching of the 
religious press than I did. We 
will economize in some otheranother list ui mu™ uov.«. . ~ , ----to | direction than this in the future,
do without something not actually

STOPPING THE PAPER.
Mrs. Jacob Willis sat lost in 

thought, not very pleasant thought 
either, judging from the manner 
in which she knit her Lrow and 
tapped an impatient foot. The 
fact was, Mr. Willis had been 
complaining that family expenses 
were increasing instead of de
creasing. Something must be 
done to cut them down, that was 
evident, and she, Mrs. Willis, 
must be the one to devise some 
plan whereby the income must 
be made commensurate with the 
outgo of the family funds.

‘The very foot with which I 
am tapping the floor this minute, 
needs a new shoe,’ she solilo
quised, ' to say nothing of Jamie 
and Jennie, who need not only 
shoes, but rubbers and mittens to 
keep out the cold, and to-morrow 
the milk-bill will be left. I owe 
Mrs. Jenks two dollars for making 
Jamie’s pants, and next week two 
dollars and a-half must be forth
coming to pay my subscription 
for our religious paper for the 
year—that is, if we continue to 
take a religious paper. I wonder’ 
—here she again became lost in 
silent thought, but her brow was 
still knit in perplexity, and the 
impatient tapping of the shab
bily-booted foot went on.

Pretty soon she broke out 
again, but more impetuously than 
before :

‘I believe it will have to be done. 
Of course, 1 can't expect James 
to give up his daily paper; a 
man wouldn’t know where to find 
himself without his paper, an 1 
I’d be ashamed cf a man who 
wohld bo content not to know 
what was going on in the great 
world from day to day. It will 
come hard, awfully hard ; but 
really, I begin to think it my 
duty to deny myself the luxury 
of a religious paper; with out
growing family and increasing 
expenses, I mu4 make the sacri
fice, and might as well go about 
it at once. Shoes we must have, 
school-books must be bought, 
food is a necessity and help in 
the kitchen I can not do without; 
so I see no other way to begin 
saving, but to write and stop the 
paper.

She was not a weak minded 
woman by any means, Mrs. James 
Willis, but once convinced a cer
tain couise was the inevitable or 
the best one to pursue, she set 
about pursuing it forthwith So 
down she sat and penned a little 
note full of regrets, but said 
plainly the piessure of unavoid
able expenses necessitated the 
act on her part of stopping the 
paper. ‘ And it tcas my paper, 
and I loved it,’ she said, as she 
closed the envelope, and brushing 
away a falling tear, she called 
Jennie and bade her post the 
letter on her way to school.

When Friday night came, Mr. 
Willis remarked to his wife that 
as he " was to take part in the 
meeting, he should like to run 
over her paper a moment.

‘ I’ve stoop d it,’ she said.
‘Stopped it!’ he ejaculated 

blankly, ‘ why wife, what made 
you do that ?’

‘ Because you said we must cut 
down expenses, she answered, her 
voice trembling; ‘ and besides,’ 
she added gently, 4 you have said 
for two or three successive year-, 
when the subscription price was 
due, that it seemed a Uselo-s ex- 

. pense,’
‘Very true, so I have,’ assented 

M'-. W.llis. 4 and 1 be'ieve we can

cipes, such as you allowed me 
copy, and I knew you would spare 
it a few moments.’

‘ I’ve stopped my paper,’ fal
tered poor Mrs. Willis.

4 Stopped it! oh, well, never 
mind ;’ and the neighbor departed 
rather confused.

4 What made you tell her you’d 
stopped it ?’ asked Mr. Willis, 
who was just leaving for his busi
ness when the neighbor appeared.
4 I’m a little ashamed to have it 
known we, a Christian family, 
take no religious paper.’

4 I’m not half as ashamed of it 
as I am regretful,’ his wife an
swered gently.

Saturday night found the week’s 
work nicely done,the children had 
taken the usual bath, and now 
gathered about their mother, les
son papers in hand.

1 Come, mother,’ said Jamie,
4 Jennie and I are ready for our 
Sunday-school Lesson. Where’s 
the paper ; I’ll get it.’

4 We have no paper to-night, 
Jamie,’ Mrs. Willis answered 
cheerfully, 4 so we’ll try to get 
along without its help.’

4 Why, where is it ?’ persisted 
Jamie.

4 We could not afford it this 
year, my son,’ spoke up Mr. 
Willie. ‘ You can learn your 
lesson just as well without it.’

4 Oh dear me,’ piped up Jennie,
4 What shall we do ?’

4 And there’s the story mother 
always read to us after the Sun
day-school Lesson was learned,’ 
wailed Jamie. 4 What shall we 
do without that ?’

4Come, come!’ exclaimed Mr. 
Willie, impatiently, 4 don’t let 
me hear any more about that 
paper ; make the best of a neces
sity. We can't afford it, that’s 
enough.’

No more was said that night.
The next morning, which was 

Sunday, just as Mr. and Mrs. 
Willis were starting to church, a 
man so lame that he walked la
boriously and only crept painfully 
along, was seen coming up to the 
door.

4 Ah, here comes poor old Mr. 
Edson,’ said Mr. Willis ; what 
could he have come all this dis
tance for ? Good morning, Mr. 
Edson, how is your wife this 
moi ning P

4 Better, sir, thank you ; con
siderably better; she is sitting 
up to-day, and I came over, seeing 
she was so smart, to see if you’d 
kindly lend me your paper ; wife 
said it would be good as a cordial, 
any day, to hear me read.’

Mr. Willis hastened nervously 
to forestall his wife’s forthcoming 
declaration.

44 I’m very sorry, Mi Edson, 
very sorry, but our religious 
paper didn’t come this week. I’ll 
find last week’s copy for you, and 
next week I’ll send over one of 
the children with this week’s issue, 
if possible.’

Nothing more was said on the 
subject until the family were 
seated at their ample dinner, 
then Jennie asked, a little tim
idly :

4 Pa, are you going to take 
mamma’s paper again ?’

Yes, Jennie, I am; and I’m 
going to black my own boots 
hereafter to help pay for it.

The children were very quiet 
for a moment, then Jennie asked, 
thoughtfully:

4 And wouldn’t it help if we 
didn’t have raisins in the pud
dings ? I’d a great deal rather 
have one nice story and a lesson 
every week than to have plum
pudding.’

4 Yes, Jennie, that would help,’ 
replied the mother, 4 and as Mar
garet is about to leave, I’ll hire a 
less expensive girl, and do more 
of my own cooking; that will 
probably be a great saving in 
more respects than one. I miss 
the information and pleasure de 
rived from my paper enough to 
make the extra effort willingly.”

It was surprising how much 
happier they all felt; and when, 
towards the last of the week, the 
paper came impulsive Jennie act
ually kissed it.

Why, it looks just like an old 
friend,’ she exclaimed.

4 Yes and it is a friend in more 
ways than we realized, and not 
only a friend, but a help and a 
teacher,’ replied her mother.

indispensable to our comfort and 
satisfaction, and 1 promise you 
have heard the last from me you 
are ever likely to about not being 
able to afford one religious paper. 
We can’t afford not to have it,” 

And that is how Mrs. Willis 
succeeded in stopping her relig
ious paper.—Golden Rule.

FATHER AND SON.
I must look to the sheep in the fo'd,

See the cuttle err fed and warm ;
So Jack tell mother to wrap you well,

You may go with me over the farm. 
Though the enow ia deep and the weather is 

cold,
You are not a baby at six year* old.
Two feet of snow on the hill side lay,

But the sky was as blue as June ;
And father and son came laughing home 

When dinner was ready at noon— 
Knocking the snow from their weary feet, 
Rosy and hungry aud longing to eat.
4 The snow was so deep,” the farmer said,

” That I feared I should scarce get 
throueh,'’

The mother turned with a pleasant smile :
“Then what could a little lad do?”

441 trod in my father’s steps,” said Jack ;
“ Wherever be went I kept hit track.”
The mother looked in the father’s face,

Aud a solemn thought wa- there ;
The words bad gone like a lightning flash 

To the seat of a nobler care .
“ If he ‘ tread in my steps,’ then day by 

day
How carefully I must choose my way.
“ For the child will do as the father does, 

And the track that I leave behind.
If it be firm, and clear, and straight,

The feet of my ton will find.
He will tread in hia father’s steps and say :
I am right, for this was my father’s way.
Oh ! fathers, leading in life’s hard road,

Be rare of the steps yon take :
The eons you lev* when grey, haired men, 

Will tread in them still for your sake, 
When grey.haired men to their sons will

44 W* treed in oar fsther’e steps to-day,”
—Lilli* E. Barr.

out of a great red building which 
elands on the Koenige-Platz, at 
the corner of44 Moltke” and 44 Bis
marck” streets, and which bears 
the name of44 General Stab.” The 
solitary old man, unattended by a 
servant, walks slowly, noiselessly. 
Everyone who meets him looks 
at him attentively ; if the passer
by is a soldier be stands on one 
side and salutes. The old general 
returns the salute slowly and de
liberately, but apparently with
out seeing to whom. That is 
General Field Marshal Count Hell- 
muth von Moltke, one of the 
strangest characters the world 
has ever produced. It is well 
worth going to Berlin to see that 
great historical personage.— 
Blackwood's Magazine,.

MOLTKE THE SILENT.

Moltke the Silent—der Schweiq- 
er—as he is called, is generally 
considered the greatest aud 
is certainly the most success
ful, of living soldiers. His 
achievements at Koniggratz, 
Sedan, and Paris have never been 
surpassed and compel the admira
tion of all competent military 
critics. Silent, quiet, cold, the 
very incarnation of concentrated 
thought, just as you see him walk
ing in the streets or moving in a 
drawing-room, when everybody 
stands respectfully aside to let 
him pass—so be stood on the 
battle-field, his cold clear eye 
passing from one point to the 
other, and bis cold clear mind 
weighing the chances of victory 
and defeat with the intensity and 
serenity of a mathematician pon
dering over the solution of some 
grave problem. No one, it is said, 
has ever seen Count Moltke ex
cited, not even at Sedan, where 
the greatest victory of modern 
times decided the fortunes of the 
two most powerful empires of the 
Continent. His calmness seems

ENGLISH IGNORANCE OF 
GEOGR 1 PHY.

Englishmen with sons to settle 
finds it a real difficulty to under
stand the size of separate states 
of America, or to imagine that 
Texas exceeds France and Eng
land put together; while the capa
city for remembering that Arabia 
is the size of all Europe west of 
the Vistula, and Brazil just 
three times that is simply nil. 
Even when they are sincerely an
xious to know, great distances 
puzzle them, and great rivers ; 
and they talk about cities in the 
Soudan as if that horrible expanse 
were Lancashire, and wonder 
why steamers should not ascend 
the Nile to Khartoum in about 
ten days. As to climate they 
know generally, and in the rough, 
whether a country is cold or hot ; 
but they do not know that, climati
cally, Hong Kong and Pekin are 
totally different places, that New 
York can be hotter than Madras or 
colder than Moscow, or that the 
reversal of the seasons which they 
know to be true of the antipodes 
is true also of the Cape. The 
writer has failed to convince a 
very intelligent Englishman that 
Christmas was hot weather at the 
Cape, and that the colony might, 
therefore, supply grapes to Eu
rope out of season, ana was held 
to be talking nonsense when 
hinting that the locality whence 
ice was imported did matter, as 
all ice was not equally cold. 
Among the lower classes this ig
norance is still more profound, 
reaching depths which confuse 
rather than astonish the inquirer, 
and this about points not in the 
least remote from daily exper
ience. We have the strongest 
reason for suspecting that Essex 
peasants cannot believe the dis
tance from England to Ireland by 
sea is three times the distance of 
England from France, or that 
New Zealand can be five times as 
fur away as North America. In
deed, as a rule, the poor know 
literally nothing of geography, 
and have an aversion to learn the 
simplest facts, strangely in con
trast with their interest about the 
ways of the people 44 over there.” 
They will listen to any amount of 
talk about the people of any coun
try that the speaker knows, often 
with eager interest and intel
ligence ; but they will not even 
try td learn where that country 
is, nor What are its physical fea
tures. Let any man who doubts 
this ask the first workman he 
knows about the Chinese and

it wakes in the morning. When
it shuts itself up it is a little green 
ball, and looks something like a 
pea. But look the next morning, 
and the ball is open and shows a 
golden tuft within a silver crown.”

The golden flowers of the dan
delion are shut up every night. 
They are folded up so closely in 
their green coverings that they 
look like buds that had never 
yet been opened.

There is one curious habit 
the dandelion has. When the sun 
is very hot, it closes itself up to 
keep from wilting. It is in this 
way sheltered in its green cover
ing from the sun. It sometimes, 
when the weather is very hot, 
shuts itself up as early as nine 
o'clock in the morning.

Some flowers hang down their 
heads at night, as if they wore 
nodding in their sleep; but m the 
morning they lift them up again 
to welcome the light.

Some flowers have a peculiar 
time to open. The evening prim
rose does not open till evening, 
and hence comes its name. The 
flower named four o’clock opens 
at that hour in the afternoon. 
There is a flower commonly call
ed go-to-bed-at-noon, that always 
opens in the morning and shuts 
up at noon.

HABITS OF FLOWERS.
Flowers have habits, or ways 

of acting, just as people have. I 
will tell you about some of them.

There are some flowers that 
shut themselves at night, as if to 
go to sleep, and open again in the 
morning. Tulips do this. I was 

dtniring, in theonce admiring, in morning,

China, and see bow much he 
knows of the former, and how 

mysterious, almost awful, and absolutely nothing of the latter, 
there is something strangely sad —London Spectator.
about that silent, lonely old man. ______________
His wife died some years ago ; he 
never bad a child ; his nearest re
lations, with the exception of a 
nephew and a niece, seem to be 
kept at a distance by him. Who 
are his companions and his friends?
To whom does ho ever talk in a 
friendly, familiar way ? Nobody 
has ever been able to tell me, 
though I have often enquired.
An old man of 84, he still appears 
without fail wherever duty culls 
him. He is to be seen at almost 
all the Emperor’s receptions, the 
most striking personage near the 
throne. But bow does the old 
Field Marshal pass bis time when 
free from duty, when tired of 
work ? Nobody pretends to 
know. Either nobody penetrates 
into bis intimacy, or else those 
who approach him intimately j 
do not speak about it. When 

I the weather is fine you may see a 
very tall, thin man, with a very 
light yellowish hair and a sallow, 
beardless, wrinkled face, out of 
which shine a pair of stony grey 
eyes, wrapped in a long, dark 
military coat, a cap on his small 
head, (unities-ly dressed in a gen
eral’s uniform—a gentleman born 
in every inch of his aristocratic, 
slender figure, his ho ly still erect, I

... ’ DUIIII^Ul 1 A Ht) 1but Ins head as it in deep thought , jajHy js among tl 
slightly bent forward—such a ; e,O80 ftt night,But 
man, 1 say,you may see coming j evei. nn « ,i„,wl,

some flowers that were sent to me 
the evening before by a lady. 
Among then were some tulips, 
and out of these, as they opened, 
flew a bumble bee. A lazy, dron- 
ish bee be must bave been to be 
caught in that way as the flower 
was closing itself for the night. 
Or, perhaps, be bad done a bard 
day’s work in gathering honey, 
and just at night was so sleepy 
that he stayed too long in the 
tulip, and so was shut in. A very 
elegant bed the old bee had that 
night. I wonder if he slept any 
better than he would have done if 
he had been in bis homely nest.

The pond lily closes its pure 
white leaves at night as it lies 
upon its watery bed ; but it un
folds them again in the morning. 
How beautiful it looks as it is 
spread out upon the water in the 
sunlight ! The little mountain 

the flowers that 
is as bright as 

ever on its 44 slender stem” when

ALCOHOL AND THE 
HEART.

As a rule it is well to let the 
process of life in our bodies go on 
without noticing it, for doubtless 
it would make ua.very nervous to 
have the internal machinery in 
motion before our eyes. But to 
keep people from abusing that de
licate machinery, it often becomes 
necessary to show it ; and if a 
person addicted to wrong indul
gence is made 44 nervous” by the 
sight, it may save him from being 
made something far worse. Dr. 
W. B. Richardson, of London, the 
noted physician, says he was re
cently able to convey a consider
able amount of conviction to an 
intelligent scholar by a single ex
periment. The scholar was sing
ing the praises of the “ Ruddy 
Bumper, and saying that he 
couldnot get through the day with
out it, when Dr. Richardson said 
to him : 44 Will you be good 
enough to feel myJpulse as I stand 
here ?”

He did so. I said ‘‘Count it care
fully ; what does it say ?”

“ Your pulse says seventy- 
four."

I then eat down on a chair and 
asked him to count it again. He 
did so, and said, •* Your pulse has 
gone down to seventy.”

I then lay down on a lounge, 
and said; 44 Will you take it 
again ?”

lie replied, 44 Why it is only 
sixty-four ; what an extraordinary 
thing !”

I then said, 44 When you lie 
down at night, that is the way na
ture gives jour heart rest. \rou 
know nothing about it, but that 
beating organ is resting to that 
extent; and if you reckon it up, it 
is a great deal of rest, because in 
lying down the heart is doing ten 
strokes less a minute. Multiply that 
by sixty and it is six hundred ; 
multiply it by eight hours, and 
within a fraction it is five thou
sand strokes different ; and as the 
heart is throwing six ounces of 
of blood at every stroke, it makes 
a difference of thirty thousand 
ounces of lifting during the night. 
When I lie dowo at night with
out any alcohol, that is the rest 
my heart gets. But when you 
take your wine or grog you do 
not allow that rest, for the influ
ence of alcohol is to increase the 
number of strokes, *hd instead of 
getting this rest you put on some
thing like fifteen thousand extra 
strokes, and the result is you rise 
up very seedy and unfit for the 
next day’s work till you have tak
en a little more of the 4 ruddy 
bumper,’ which you say is the 
soul of man below.”

BEST USE FOR A PENNY.
Should yon wish to be told 

The best u*e of s penny,
I will tell you the way 

That is better than any,
Not in apples, nor cikee,

Nor playthings, to spend it,
But far over the was

To the heathen to send it.

Come and listen to me,
I will tell, if you please,

Of sOtn3 poor little heathens 
Far over the seas.

1 Their sain» are quite black—
\ For God made them thus,
I He made them with bodies,

And feeling » like us.

A soul he has given them 
I Never to die. There is room 

For black children with Jesus in heaven.
I Then think whenever a penny is given,
| l can he;p a poor child on bis way horns t > 

braves ;
j Give it to Jesus, and he will approve 

Of the mite that is vffered in lore.

WHAT A SMILE DID.

Gertrude White, a sweet little 
girl ' bout nine years old, lived in 
a red brick house in our village.

She was a general favorite in 
Cherryville ; but she had one 
trouble : Will Evans would tease 
her because she was slightly lame 
cading her 44 Tow Ilea ”' when
ever they met. Then she would 
pout, and go home quite out of 
temper. One day she ran up to 
her mother in a state of great ex
citement.

44 Mother, I can’t bear this any 
longer,” she said; ” Will Evans 
has called me ‘ Ol 1 Tow Head,’ be
fore all the girls.”

44 Will you please bring me the 
Bible from the table?” said the 
good mother.

Gertrude silently obeyed.
44 Now will my daughter read 

to me the seventh verse of the 
fifty-third chapter of Isaiah ?”

Slowly and softly the child read 
how the blessed Saviour was af
flicted, oppressed, ‘‘yet opened 
not his mouth.

44 Mother,” she asked, 41 do you 
think they called him names?':

And her eyes tilled with tears 
as the sorrows of the Son of God 
were brought before her mind.

When Gertrude went* to bed 
that night she asked God to help 
her to bear with meekness all her 
injuries and trials. He delights 
to bear such petitions.

Not many days passed befbre 
Gertrude mot Will Evans going to 
school, and remembering her 
prayer and her resolution she had 
formed, she actually smiled at 
him.

This was such a mystery to 
Will that be was too much sur
prised to call alter her, if indeed, 
he had any inclination ; but he 
watched her till she had turned 
the corner, and then went to school 
in a very thoughtful mood.

Before another week passed 
they met again, and Will at once 
asked Gertrude’s forgiveness for 
calling her names. Gertrude was 
ready to forgive, and they soon 
became friends, Will saying :

44 I used to like to see you get 
cross ; but when you smiled I 
couldn’t stand that.”

Gertrude told Will of her moth
er’s kind conversation that after
noon, and its effect upon her. Will 
did not reply ; but his moistened 
uyos shewed what he felt, and he 
said be would not call her names 
again.—Dr. Newton.

SPLICING THE LADDER%

One nigh* the large and splen
did Sailors’ Homo in Liverpool 
was on tire, and a vast multitude 
of people gathered to witness the 
conflagration. The fury of the 
flames could not be checked. It 
was supposed that all the inmates 
had left the burning building. 
Presently, however, two poor fel
lows were seen stretching their 
arms from nn upper window, and 
were shouting for help. What 
could bo done to save them ?

A stout marine from a man-of- 
war lying in the river said : “Give 
me a ladder and Iwil! try it.”

He mounted the ladder. It was 
too short to reach the window.
44 Pass me up a small ladder,” ho 
shouted.

It was done. Even that did not 
reach the arms stretched franti
cally out of the window. The 
brave marine was not to be balk
ed. He lifted the short ladder up 
on bis shoulders, and, holding on 
by a casement, he brought the up
per rounds within roach of the 
two men, who were already 
scorched by the flames.

Out of the window they clam
bered, and creeping down over the 
short ladder and then over the 
star ly marine, they reached the 
pavement amid the loud hurrahs 
of the multitude.

It was a noble deed, and teach
es a noble lesson. . It teaches us 
that when we want to do good 
service to others we must a/ldour 
own length to the length of the 
ladder.

Harry Norton saw that his fel
low clerk, Warren Proctor, was 
becoming a hard smoker and a 
hard drinker, although he was 
only sixteen years. When he 
urged him to stop smoking and 
drinking Warren replied ■

44 Why, you sometimes take a. 
cigar and a glass of wine your
self.”

44 If you will sign a pledge never 
to smoke a cigar or touch a drop 
of Hquor, I will do the same,” was 
the reply.

The bargain was made, and 
Harry saved his friend by adding 
the length of his own example to 
the length of the ladder.— Youth» 
Temperance Banner.
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