Coming Home at Last.

BY WILL CARLKETON

[The bady of J. Howard Payne hn juat been
Vronght home from T, where he dicd, and
whete 1L s ever sinee semmned |,

e bamshment was overlong,
Lt it will soon I".}"M ;

Tiwe wan who wiote Home s swestest song
14 cotmng howme at st

For seuts higs poor abude was scen

In forengu Innds alone,

And waves have thundered Joud between
P stnger and bis own,

Lt hie wall soon be Journeying
To friends across the sea,

And grander than of any king

s weleome here shall be !

He wandered o'er the dieary earth,
Forgotten and alon
Ile who eould teach 1o 'y mutchless worth

N:'er had une of his own
'Neath winter's cloud and wmmer’s sun,
Along the nlly road,

He bore has great heart, aml had none
To hielp liim with the lond ;
And wheresoever in his round
He went with weary tread,
Hiv waeet pathetic wn? ho found
Hoal floated on ahead !

1t heard the melodies it made
Come penling o'er und o'er,

Frow roval music bands that played
Betore the pulace door ;

He heard 1ts gentle tones of love

Fiom muny a eottage ereep,

Wien tender crooning mothers strove
['a sty their Lahes to sleep ;

Al whetesoo'er tiue love hath birth
I thrilling mong hath flown

Bt he who taught Home's matchless worth

Had no home of his own'!

The banishinent waa overlong,
But 1t will soon he past ;
The man who wrote Home's sweetest song
Shall have & home at last !
And lie ahall rext where laurels wave
And fragrant grasses twine ;
Hicanietly kept and honoured grave
Nhall be n sacred shrine,
Al pilgrimy with glad eyes grown dim
Will tondly bend sbove
The man who sung the triumph hymn
Ot carth's divinest love.
—Harper's Weekly.
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A Telling Lecture.

Wk are indebted o Dr, Cuyler for
the following touching story : A friend
§+vo me, lately, the experi-nce of a
skilful professionul man in about the
fullowing words : * My early practice,”
mid the doctor, ¢ was suceesstul, and 1
svon attained an enviable position. 1
warried a lovely gitl. Two children
were born to us, and my domestio hap-
piness was complete. But I was invited
often to social parties where wine was
frevly ciroulated, and I soon becatne &
slave to its power. Before I was aware
of it [ was a drunkard. My noble wife
never forsook me, never taunted me
with a bitter word, never ceased to
pray for my reformation, We became
wretchedly poor, so thdt my family
were pinched for daily bread. One
beautiful Sibbath my wife went to
church and feft me on & lounge sleep-
Ing off my previous night's debauch.
was aroused by hearing some-
thing falling heavily oun the floor. 1
opened my eyes and saw my little boy
of six years old tumbling on the ourpet.
His older brother said to him, ¢ Now,
g6t up and fall again. That's the way
Papa does. Let's play we are drunk.’
1 watched the child as he personated
my beastly movements in & way that
would have done oredit to an actor.
I arose and left the house groaning in
agony and remorse. I walked off
miles into the oountry, thinking over
my abominable sin, and the example I
Was setting before my ochildren. I
%olemnly resolved that with God's Lol
I would quit my oups; and I did.

S

Uough ever moved my soul like the
#pectaclo of my own sweet hoya ¢ play
drunk, us papa does.' "— Exchange.

o

Forcible Words.

At u recent meeting of the Dlve
Ribbon organization at Oxford, Rev.
Hugh Price Hughes, a londing Wes-
leyan mimster, snid :—

“ With respect to my own Church,
which we may take as a respresenta.
tive of Nonconforwist opinion, thiity
yeurs ago, when it was in the back-
kround instead of the forefront of this
movement (us by God's grace it is now),
and when many prominent ministers
wnd  Juymen were distingnished by
their violent prejudice aguinat it, the
editor of the ofticiul Methodist Magazine
deliberately stated in print his convic.

destroyed more souls every year than
were suved through the instrumen-
tality of all the ministers of religion in
the same period. The strugg'e of the
school, and the library, and the
Church, all united ageinst the beer-
hous: und the gin-palace, is but one de-
velopment of the war between heaven
and hell, 1t is, in sbort, intoxication
that fills our geols; it is intoxication
that fills our lunatic asylums ; and it
is intoxication that fills our workhouses
with poor. Were it not for this one
cause, pauperism would be nearly ex-
tinguished in England.

— b4
-

Good Dootrine.

A Wesr Indian planter, walking on
the estate of a friend, where the slaves
were instructed by the missionaries,
saw some peas growing among the
sugar canes. Knowing that the slaves
were short of provision, ke called to
one of them who was near and asked
why he did not take those peas, as
they were ripe.

“ They are not mine,” answered the
black.

“How is thint"” said the gentle-
man; “you negroes are always ready
to take everything you can lay your
hands on.”

“ No, massa,” replied the slave;
“negro who pray never thieve.”

The planter was atruck with aston-
ishment. * What have I been about,"”
exclaimed he, “not to let the mis-
sionaries come to my estate?” As soon
a8 he returned home he msent to them,
desiring they would come and teach his
slaves whenever they pleased.

P

The Soldier's Prayer.

It was the evening after s great
battle. Among the many who bowed
to the conqueror, Deuth, that night was
a youth in the first freshnees of mature
hife. The strong limbs lay listless and
the dark hair was matted with gore on
the pale, broad forehead. His eyes
were clored. As one who ministered
to the sufferor bent over him he at firs
thought him dead, but the white I
moved and slowly, in weak tones he
repeated :

¢ Now T 1ay me down to sleep ;
I pray Thee, Lord, mny soul to keep;
Il'll should dic before [ wake,
1 pray Thee, Lotd, my soul to take :
Aud this U ask for Jeaus' sake.”

Opening his eyes and mesting the
pitying gaze of a brother soldier he

exclaimed : .

HOME AND SCHOOL.

No lecture | had ever heard from Mr. |

tion that this one evil of intemperance ;

5

every night since I remember. Befurs
the morning dauwna I believe God will
take my soul for Jesus' muke, but be |
fore 1 die I wunt to send a message to '
my mother."”

He was carried to a temporary
howpital and to his mother he dictated
a letter full of Christian faith and filial
love. Just us the sun rose his spirit
went home, his last articulate words
being :

‘1 pray Thee, Lord, my soul to take;
Aud this 1 ask for Jesus’ sake."

The prayer of childhood was the
prayer of manhood. He learned it at
his mother's knee in infancy, and he
whispered it in dying when his manly
lﬁif;debbed away on a distant battle-

eld-

God bless the mintly words, loved
and repeated slike by high and low,
rich and poor, wise and ignorant, old
and young. Happy the soul that can
repeat them with the holy fervor ot the
dying soldier.—Dr. . Bonar.

Are the Children Safe ?

WHEN our children go out from us
in the worning to the day’s duties, or

in the svening to the night's scenes
and pleasures, we know not to what
torrible dangers they will be expowed
before we see thew again, We mourn
for our dead, but if they have died in
the arms of Christ they are safe. No
danger cen ever reach them. They
have no more battles to tight. Do we
never weep for our living when we re-
member to what perils they are ex-

posed t

Lord, &e can trust Thee for our dead ;
Tliey, underneath the shadow of the tomb,
Haye entered into peace; with bended head
We thank Thee for thieir vest, and for our
lightened gloom.

But Lord, our living—who on stormy seas
Of siu and sorrow still are tempest tossed |
Qur dead have reached their baven, but for
these—
Teach us to trust Thee, Lord, for these, our
loved aud lost.

For these we make our passion-prayer at
night ;
For these we cry to Thee through the long
day.

Yesa, our dead in Christ are safe,
They are folded away under the sha-
dow of God’s wings.

' What is death, father 1"
**The rest, my child,
When the strife and toil are o'er ;
The angel of God—who, calm and mild,
Says we need fight no more ;
Who, dr'\\’mg away the demon band,
Bidr the din of the battle ceane—
Takes l;lnnnler and spear from our trembling
and
And proclaims an eternal peace.”

The children that we laid in Christ's
arus in infancy, in the sleep we call
death, are forever safe. Itis our living
that are in peril. It is life that is hant
and full of danger ; it is for our living
that we need to be anxious, lest they

* My mothor tuught me that when | Mr. Claflin,” said he, “[ am in
I was a littlo by und 1 have said it |

be defeated in the field, where foes are
thick and battles sore,

Aid for the Worthy.

Nort long ago Mr. Horace B, Claflin,
the great dry-goods merchant of New
York, was sitting alone in his private
office, when a young man pale and
careworn, timidly knocked and en-

tered.

need of assiatance. I have been unable
to meet certain payments, because cer-
tain parties have not done as they
have agreed hy me; and I would like
tohave 810,000, I come to you hecause
you were a triend to my father, and
might be a friend to me.”

“ Come in,” said Cluflin, * Come in
and have a glass of wine."

+ No,"” said the young man, “I
don’t drink.”

* Huve a cigar, then 1”

* No, I never smoke.”

“ Well,” maid the joker, *“I would
like to accommodate you but I don't
think I can.”

“ Very well,” suid the young man,
as he was about to leavae the room, *1I

thought perhaps you might. Good-day,
air.”

“ Hold on,” said Mr, Claflin. “You
don’t drink 1”

% No."

“ Nor smoke } ”

¢ No.”

“ Nor gambls, nor anything of the
kind 1"

“Nosir. I am superintendent of
the Sunday 8chool.”

“Well,” suid Mr. Cluflin, with tears
in his eyes too, “ you shall have it;
and three times tbe¢ amount, if you
wish, Your father let me have five
thousand onoe, and asked me the same
questions. He trusted me, and I will
trust you. No thanks, 1owe it to you
for your father’s trusc.”

=
Rum and Ruin.
ALCOHOL A COLD-BLOODED MURDERER,
BY REV, W, C, SMITH,

You have heard the testimony of
physicians, that alcohol is one of the
most destructive of the narcotic poisons,
that it pervades the whole body of the
drunkard, and may be distilled from
his lungs, %is liver and his blood. In
short that alcobol, whether taken from
» grocet's barrel, or distilled from
a drunkard’s blood, is the same per-
vading, destructive, deadly poison.

Look around you, can yvu number
the victime he hes alain?  You pause
appalled, like one amid theslain of bat-
t'e.  Acocording to the most authentic
records he destroys annually in this
land, 60,000 ; in Great Britain, 70,0C0;
in France, 3009000. Yet these are but
s small part of the number, Visit
Sweden, with its 170,C00 distilleries in
a population of three millions. Walk
the streets of Mudras, where half the
population are daily drunk ; gaze on
Afrioa, S uth America, the isiunds of
the sea, or on our own Indiun tribes,
and when you have traversed the
globe and counted the skulis of the
asluin, add to thbe frighttul catalogue
the thousands that perish yearly by
fires and ship-wrecks caused by b
agency, and t.ren you will bave in the

te a tremendous sxcrifice indeed,
to be laid on the foul altars of alco-
hol. And what greatly aggr wvates the
crime of the accused is that he usually
tortures before be destroys his victim.
fle dispatohes not until he has wrung
agony from the last fibre that can |
feel.  None but the drunkard knows
what the drunkard endures. His pro-
perty gone, character ruined, frier.ls
forsaken him, his body a living dea.h,
and his soul shivering with terrible
forebodings. And yet this murderer
is protected by law, and even licensed
to do this terrible work of death.




