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OUR HOME CIRCLE.

- e

UNEXHAUSTED.

Are al! the songzs sung, sl the music played ?
Are the keys quite worn out, and soundless
quite,
Which since sweet fancy’s dawning-day have
made
Perpetual melody for man’s delight,
And charwed the dull day and the heavy
night 7

Must we zo on with stale, repeated themes,
Coutent with threadbare chords that faint
aﬂn| f.ali, :—:_:: POy
Till all the fairy fabric ot old dreams | .
Becomes a jaded, oft-repeated tale, - **
And poetry grows tired, and romancepalg?

I cannot think it ; for the soul of man

Is strung to answer to such myriad keys,
Sét and attuned and accorded on a plan

Of intricate and vibrant harm.onies.

| infinite waste and unmixed evil.”
; The great Frelinghuysen, a half
a century ago, uttered the follow-
' ing sensible sentiment ; “ If men
will engage in this destructive
 traffic—if men will stoop to de-
grade their reason,and reap the
' wages of iniquity, let them no
. longer have the law book as a pil-
[ low, nor quiet conscience by the
- opiate of court license.”
| Emphatic was the testimony of
' the late Archdeacon of Bombay,

' who, after thirty years’ experi- |

ence, said, at a public meeting in
London: “ For one really convert-

ed Christian as the fruit of mis- |

| sionary labors the drinking prac-

How shall we limit that, or measure these? . tices of the English made one

As free and urgent as the air that moves,
As quick to tremble as Folian strings,
The soul responds and thnlls to hates and
loves,
Desires and hopes, joys and sufferings,
And sympathy’s soft touch and anger’s
stings.

How dare we say the breezes all are blown,
The cords have no reserved sweet in store ?

Or claim that all is tested and inade known ?
That nightingales may tiill, or sky-larks

But neither can surprise us any more ?, , 4

The world we call so o'd,”God names his
new;
The thonght we christen stale shall outlast
men ;
While woons shall haunt the sky, and stars
gleam through,
While roses blossom on their thorny stem,
And :pring comes back again—and yet
again,—
While humau things like blossoms small and
white
Are dropped on earth from unseen parent
sk.l".
The old dreams shall please, the songs
delight,
And those who shape and weive fair fan-
tasies
Shall caich the answering shine in new-
born eyes,

—The Advance.
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GREAT MEN SPEAK ON
THE LIQUOR TRAFFIC.

Dr. Lyman Beecher; ¢I defy
any oune to show that rum-sellers
are not murderers.”

The Bishop of Muanchester, Eng-
land : Beer and wine-shops with
vaults are gateways to hell.” ==

John Wesley: “They murder
by the wholesale, neither doth
their eye pity .or spare, and the
inheritance of blood is theirs.”

Senator Morrill in the United
Statcs Senate: * The liquor traf-
fic is the gigautic crime of crimes
in this age and particularly in
this country.”

Dr. Willard Parker, of New
York: “The alcobol is the one
evil genius, whether in wine, or
ale or whiskey, and is killing the |
race of man.”

John Williams, the martyr mis- |
sionary of the Pacific Islands: “I
dread the arrival of an American
ship, for thongh she may have
more missionaries in her cabin,
she brings in her hold the death-

. 2 i3] Sy
waters of damuoation.

Robert Hall, a very sober and
eloquent orator, following in
Shakespeare’s line said: “ It is a
liquid fire and distilled damna-
tion;”’ and in oar own day an emi-
nent scientific authority says : «“ It

is thedevil in solution,” [—smmem——

Dr. Humphrey, President of
Ambherst College, 1833: «“It is
plain to me as the sun in a clear
summer sky, that the license laws
of our country constitute one of
tk.e main pillars on which the s:u-
pendous fabric of intemperance
now rests.”’

Rev. Dr. Prime, of New York:
“If these fountain: of erime and
misery—thie liquor suioons— could
be shut up or be put under re-
rtraint of existing laws, we might
bold a jubiice over the imjroved
condition of our city’s pocr, and
might disband many of our chari-
tablc as~ociations.”

Rev. Canon Wilberforee : ¢ Peo-
ple talk about regulating the li-
quor traffic: they might as well
try to regulate toothache, when
the trae remedy is to extract.”
The advocates of the license
law woulid say: “Tie a strin-
gent rag around the jaw, and
leave the affccted molar to throb
and ‘stoon.” Drawing the tooth
would savor too much of coercive
legislation.’

|
|

The Liondon Telegraph “1t is |

not poverty, it is beer, that has
robbed the children of knowledge,
liberty, morality and long life. It
is not poverty that fills our hos
pitals and jails, it is gin. By th_
time that” a child zan use hi°
bands and earn eighteen pence
week, it is offered upon the altar
of the great gin god.”

The London Times : “It is far
too favorable a view to treat the
mouey spent on it as if it were
cast into the sea. It would bave
bcr_n betterif the corn had mill-dew-
ed in the ear. No wvay so rapid to
increase the wealth of nations and
tl ¢ morality of soc'¢ty as to anni-
lw‘:;'t«- the manutac u:'e ot ardent
SpLIts, cons'sting a they do of an

.are our household gods.

1 idiocy.

thousand drunkards. If the Erg-
" lish were driven out of India to-
morrow the chief trace of their
' having been there would be the
' number of drunkards left behind.”
. The late Gen, Dix, Governor of
' New York: “[am very glad you
have allowed the Woodland House
to remain vacant instead of rent.
ing it for the sale of liquors, I

I would rather let it remain vacant

till the end of time than to have it
rented for such a purpose. I con-
sider rum the cause of nine-tenths
of all the murders, poverty and
crimes in the country, and no
earthly consideration would in-
duce me to contribute in the re-
motest manner to its sale.

From an appeal to the American
people, by Mrs. Elizabeth Thomp-
son, ot New York, we extract the
following : “ I stand aghast when
I reflect upon the wretchedness of
millions of my fellow-creatures
ina country which ought to be
the model for the world, a flower
of civilization and joy. The great
end of law, of taxation, and the
perpetual effort ot the noblest
souls; 48 to insure conditions by
which the community may rea-
lize the highest ideals of life, of
progiess and civilization of which |
the human soul is capable. [ am
convinced from long observation
and earnest endeavor to efiect re-
form that rum and ignorance are
cursing my countrymen and wo-
men to their ruin. The molochs
They eat
up the souls and bodjes of the no-
blest and best of our national life;
they riot in hamlet and home ;
they fill the prisons, load the gal-
ows, shriek in the maniac's cell,
and gibber/in the awful sounds of
Industry staggers under
their load ; justice is weary of pen-
alty which never reforms and
which seldom protects; crime
laughs in ber face. Well may it
sneer at the blindness of the god- |
dess. Let us remove the bandage !
from her eyes, that she may see |
where to strike. ILet her smite
rum and ignorance, and her courts |
will become cathedrals and her
prison-houses will disappear from
the face of the earth.

WHERE LIESTHE BLAME? |

BY JULIA A. TIRRELL.

“Mo,” mamma, mo,’ " and the |
tiny hand was out-stretched to-!

though two-year-old Ted had eat-

his own,

“Yes, darling, mamma knows
he loves fruit.”” With motherly
devotion Aanie removed the lusci-
ous fiuit to baby’s plate, and it
was swallowed without even a
“thank you.”

Only a trifling incident; but
straws shcw which way the wind
blows, and during my visit [ saw
a gresot many such straws blow-
ing aovout,

Annie Sayle and myself had

should not have taken the liberty
to spe:k about her training of Ted.
As it was, she only langhed abont
“old maid’s children,”
seemed annoyed.

At the close of two weeks I re.
tnrned to my home, and for sever-
al years circumstances were such
| that I did not repeat the visit,
When I again saw Annie, Ted had
grown to be quite a lad.  Bright
I and active he certainly was, but
oh, how seitish!

‘““ Mother, I want my boots !
and up-stairs the tired mother
would go, aud bring them down,

“There’s never any water in the
pail!”  Without a word, Annic
would go to the well and draw
some.

I was astonished that my friend
could or did not see where her
motherly unselfishness was lead.
ing the boy. When the father
was at home, Ted was less domin-
eering and less luzy. But even
then Annie’s mistaken kindness
shielded him from many & punish-

ment, It Ted was told to ill the
woo l-box, or brush the boots, or

wards the mother’s plate ; for, |

|

long been intimate friends, or I |

perform any other duty, healways
felt sure that some one would do
the work it he did not; and Mr.
Sayles was too busy to ask any
questions. The boy always select-

ed the best seat in the carriage, |

the biggest piece of cake at sup-
per, and the easiest chair in the
parlor for himself. Anbie would
reprove him when any one else
was inconvenienced, but would
always defer her own comfort to
his.

And so matters went on, We
corresponded occasionally, but
family cares kept Annie and my-
selt apart for some time. There
was something in her letters that
troubled me. Whenever she re-

ferred to Ted, his pleasures and |

pastimes scemed so separated from | tence, just when at an age to reap

| mostenjoyment from it,is in nearly

ner life! Now, I have an old-
fashioned idea that mothers should
80 command the respect and affec-
tion of their children, that grown

|
|

' forcible a manner as in a case of
' female suicide which has recently
been the subject of inquiry in
Bombay. It was proved that the
girl, almost a child in age, who
had committed the dread act of
| self-destruction, bhad been driven
to 1t by the persistent persecu-
tion which she had undergone
at the ruthless hands of her hus-
| band’s mother ever since her mar-
| riage. In directing the jury, the
| coroner stated the remarkable
 fact that by far the largest num-
| ber of female Hindu suicides are
' those of women between the ages
' of twelve and twenty, and it is
beyond quesgjion that the cause |

; which impels these hapless wo- |

up sons shall be proud to escort |

them aboat. But I could see Llylt
Annie had become to her (:hli‘«l
merely a servant, to prepare his

meals and keep his clothes and |

room in order.

Very suddenly Mr.Saylers died.
His wife and son—the iatter
grown to young manhood—were
left in confortable circumstances,
and now the fruit of Ted’s early
training showed itself more than
ever. With money at his com-
mand, and no restraining hand to
guide him, the youth plunged in-
to folly and excess. Hisown pro-
perty was soon squandered.  Of

course his mother’s followed ; for |

he had never learned that her
possessions were not bhis; and
then the heartless son shipped on
a whaling voyage, and the tecble,
widowed mother was left home-
less and alone.

We were glad to receive her
among us. Loving hands minis-
tered to her wants, and her health
began to improve.

Two years later Ted was home
again,
cheek and sunken eye.

|

' would be such a complete revolu-

| set up house for himself with his

men to put an end to their exis-

every cuse the organized despot-
ism of the mother-in-law in the
interior of the zenana. How this
state of affairs is to be remedied
it is difficalt to see, although, in |
the instance raferred to, the coro-
ner declared the need of a com-
plete change in IHindu social hab-
its. The only change which
would be effectual is for the young
Hindu nct to bring his wife home
to the maternal mansion ; but to

matrimonial partner, according to

European custom. This, however,

tion in native habit, seeing that
several generations usually hive
and haveS&heir being under the
same roof-tree, that centuries
would be necessary to bring it
about. We should rather,perhaps,
look to the amelioratidg and hu- |

efforts of those Christian ladies |

' who penetrate into the secret |
| depths of the zenanas and carry

His was now the hollow |
A life of |

selfishness had brought its own

reward.

' The mother-love in Annie's
heart was still etrong. The son’s
neglect was all forgotten.  To-

day she supports him by .the la-

bor of her own hands; while in

return, he grumbles and ﬁndsz
fault that the house is so small

and the fare no beltter.

People |

call him heartless and ungrateful, |
and he is ; but my heart ackgs as |

I think of the bright-eyed baby’s |
" outstretched hand and the moth- |

ers fatal unselfishness.

We hear much,in these days, of |

young people neglecting their

parents,of their treating the aged |
 call round on
| knows, and

with disrespect ; bat, let me ask,
is it always the young who are
wholly to blame ?—Zion’s Herald.

WHICH GUIDES US?

“ Every man is the son of his
own work ;” that is, a man's ac-
tions are the fruits of his thoughts
and purposes. Ignoble thoughts
and timid purposes never produce
noble deeds;
ments and resolute purposes be-
get heroic actions. Hence those

en more peaches than any one else | persons who at our summer camp- |
at the table, he seemed to regard | yeetings have made professious of
his mother’s share of the fruit as | faith, are determining their future
| Cbristian standing by the strength

and breadth, or the weakness and

but ecxalted senti- |

| paste-board from an old lady who

|
1
|

]
|
]

|
|
{
|
|

nairowness, of their present pur-

E: wes. He whose purpose rises no |
igher than that of Erasmus, who |

said, “I will not be unfaithful to
the cause of Christ, at least so far
as the age will permit me,” will
be governed, not by Christ, but by
the opinions and wishes of the un-
godly who surround bim. Like
Erasmus, he will be a vane, mov-
ed bither and thither by the chang-
ing wind of popular vpinion. But
he whose purpose is fixed to be

' unalterably, thoroughly, heroical-
ly, loyal to the Christ, will, with '

and then |

little doubt grow into a brave,
lion-like, unflinching soldier of
Christ, and as fearless in his
sphere as Luther and Wesley were
in theirs. Scarch thyself, there-
tore, O convert, and sece to it that
there is no mental reservation in
thy resolves! Remember, as Ba-
cou said, that, *“not to resolve is
to resolve;” that is, what you con-
sciously exclude from your pur-
pose, you are actually reselved to
do it occasion shall prompt.
Therefore, as you hope for heaven,
let your consecration be complete.
—Zi n's Herald.

HINDU WIDOWS.

That the youthful wife or wives
of the
much under the personal jurisdic-
tion of their moth ‘n-law has al-
ways been regard. 3a peculiar
fact in Indian soc 7y ; but the
appalling consequences which re-
a It from thisarranszement have

rely been brought to light in so

budding Hindu are very-

| precious as theirs.

mto them tho lesrons of a  higher
morality.— Daily Teleyraph.

Turner, the artist, said to one
who interrupted him with a ques- |
tion, “ There! you have made me
lose fifty guineas!” Sir Walter
Scott says in his diary: Various

|
l
|
INTERRUPTIONS. |
|
|
|

visitors began to drop in. I was
sick of these interruptions. God

send me more leisure, and fewer
friends to peck it away by tea-
spoonfuls.”  Others besides Sir
Walter have had to breathe this
prayer. People call on a well-
known minister out of the idlest
curiosity, and invent the most
perverse excuses for dragging
him away from his work. One
would think we were wild beasts
to be stared at.  Just as a ser-
mon is shaping itself, in comes a

has nothing on earth to do but to
everybody she
rob them of their
time,—wretched thief that she ix.
We have seen her and lo! anoth r |
knock ; no message can be sent in,

the party must see the mibister

rivate: that means begging, '
ere's another, whose retcndedi

errand is to ask if he kmew the |
Rev. Mr. Jones, of Liwwfll, for be |
was her mother’s uncle’s cousin |
by marriage. Why should we be |
tbus at every mortal’s beck and
call, and have neither space for
meditation,nor time for devotion ?
People do not call on doctors at
this rate, and our time is quito as
We cannot
protect ourselves by fees, and yet
if we do not see every one, there |
will be such an outcry. All we

can say is—they must cry, for
we cannot neglect our Master's

business to play lackey to every-

body who is moved by the powers

of darkness to call us away from

the Word of God and prayer.—C'.

H. ASI/IU'_’/(’HIC.

“NEVER LOOKED AT IT
IN THAT LIGHT.”

There are some people who
have great sympithy for hotel
keepers when a town goes no-
license and the bars are closed.

We met a man a few days ago
who said: * You temperance
people are depreciating the value
of property ; our hotel keeper
will lose 82,000 on his property if
this town remains no-licensze. You
will admit this, won’t you.

‘ Yes, of course we wi!l admit
this, but my dear sir, let us see
it this hotel bas not been a means
of depreciating the value of real
estate.

‘Do you know how much Car-
ton paid for his farm ten years
ago ?’

‘Yes, he paid 810,000 for it and
at that time 1t was a bargain.’

‘1 was by there today a'd I
saw the barn dours were off the
hinges, the tence down, the house
needed painting ; _all *along the
tumbled down tences [ saw clders
briars, e.c.  How much wou d
you give for it now, you are a-
good julge of property ¥

| 1n marmor.

‘T would not give more than
86,000 for it ; in fact I would not
want it at thas price.’

¢ How did this farm come to
run down as it has ? Why, you
know, Carton spent all his time
at the hotel in the village,neglect-
ed his farm,bas a heavy mortgage
on it now, and it came from the
hotel ; am I overstating it ?’

¢ No, his farm has run down in
the way you have mentioned.’

¢ How is it with John McLuny,
Bill Allen, M¢Cormic, and oth-
ers I might mention ?  Has not
this hotel you helped to keep run-
ning been the means of depreciat-
ing the real estate of this town ?
Look at the farms mortgaged be-
cause the owners spent their time
and money at this bar.’

‘I guess you are right. 1 had
never looked at it in that light be-
fore.

We then commenced to figure,
and at the figures this man set
himself. We found on seventeen
farms a loss of 827,000 coming
direct from the hotel he had desir-
ed to keep open. He came to the
conclusion it was better for the
hotel to lose in value 82,000, than
taxable property to the amount of
$27,000.

How much longer will it be be-
fore the people will see the whole-
sale ruin coming from the bar
rooms.

THROUGH PAIN TO TRIUMPH.

Be quiet, O my soul !
My Master’s hand is .on me now; I must
obey his will,
His hand is very strong; his word he must
fulfil.

L A : ! What can his subj lot 2
| manizing sendendios of the noble | can his subject do but to e dumb and

still ?
Be quiet, then, my soul !

Be honefcl, O my soul!
That‘if my life be blighted, life is short at
Vest
And then my worn-out frame shall taste the
grave s sweet rest, .
While iny freed spirit soars to dwell among
the blest.
Be hopeful, O my soul !

Be joyful, O my soul!
It is my Father’s hand that keeps me down
SO lOW,
My Father weeping while he smites, because
he loves me sp
I can do uore than Bear, while I his love do
kuow.

Be jos ful, O my soul !

Exultant be, my soul !
It is my Saviour tLat [ see; he takes me to
his heart.
He binds n.e to himself by every wound and
smart,
From bim and from his sufferings, O let me
never part,
Exultant be, my soul !
—Christian Union.

MarBLES.—This morning com-

ing across Boston Common [ saw |
a group of boys playing marbles,

and this made me wonder if it was
purely an American game. It
seems not, because the boys in
Rome used to play with them

about 2000 years ago, and the

word marbles comes from the Lat-

ed principally in Saxony, and are
sent from there to all parts of the

f a hard stone, which is broken
in square pieces and then ground
round in a mill.

OUR YOUNG FOLKS.

GUESS.

Papa, in the twilight sits
Nodding, half asleep,

Through the doorwuy two bright eyes
Full of mischief peep.

Two small feet on tiptoe steal
Noftly o’er the floor,

Forward papa’s sleepy head
Geutly nods ouce more,

Suddeuly two sinall, soft hands
On his eyelids press,

And a voice bebind him calls—
* Who | amn, now guess,”

THE BRWLE ON THE
TONGUE.

“How have you prospered to-
day, my son?” said Mrs. Stone.

“ First-rate, mother; and [
think it is because I remembered
the verse you gave to Sadic and
me this morning. You see we
were playing at ‘blind-man’s-buff,’
and the boys would peep soas to
see us. I was so provoked that
I wanted to speak right out sharp
but every time [ began I could
see that verse real plain; ‘He
that is slow to anger, is better
than the mighty, and he that
ruleth his spirit, than he that

" taketh a city,” and I did not say a

word. It was hard work though,
to keep trom speaking,”

“Idonotdoubt it, Willie; bu:
1 am very glad that my little oy
was 80 Lrave. [ t\link it otten re-
quires more trus ¢ urage to holy
the bridieot tue tongue, than that
of a horse.”

“That verse helped me, too,
said Sudie. “I was hurrying u-
long, so as "o callonJulian Howard
betore sche |, but just as [ turnes
the corner id M . Lane opencd
her window and asked me if !
would go to Mr. Pinkham’s stoi
aud ge: a bund.e for her. [ wus

They are manufactur-

himself, as his business is strictly P‘:Oﬂd’ even China. They are made |

= = - —

~ay

so disappointed I wanted to
‘No; ' but that verse came T
my mind so quick, I «aid, ‘Yes',,
and ran along.’ N

% “You did quite richt, my child.
[ ren,” said Mrs. Stone, and bave
t each gained a victory that is b ot-
! ter 'th:m taking a city.— Well
| »S'Ilr’ll//.

AFRAID OF SPIDERS.

Carrie jumped from her seat be--
cause a spider was spinning dowp
before her from the ceiling, w They
are such hateful black "things pe
she said, ' .

“They are curious
said Aunt Nellic.
eight fixed eyes.”

“Dear me! And maybe she’s
looking at me with al| eight of
them,” groaned Carrie,

“They are very fond of musije.”

“ I shall never dare to sine .
gain, for fear they’ll be "
| down to listen,” ~

“ They can tell you whethep
the weather is going to be fine or
not. If it is going to storm, the
spin a short thread ; if it will
| clear, they spin a long one,”
| “ That’s funny.” =
| “They are an odd family »

' Aunt Nellie went on, « su’w
one on the windnw-p:uﬁa the othep
| day.  She carried a little gray
| silk bag about with her wherey ep
she ran.  She had spun the bag
' herself.  When it burst open,eyer
| somany tiny baby spiders- tom.
bled out like birds fiom a nest,
and ran along with her.  Perhaps
you didn't know that the spider
can spin and sew, too’? She spins
“her web, and she sews leaves to-
! gothcl; for her summer house.”
o What a queer thing a spider
18,” said Carrie, beginning to for-
get ber dislike. ‘

= Yes, and she has a

sister in England, who makes g
' raft, and floats on pools of water
upon itin search of flics for hep
dinner.”

_ ‘sl should like to know what
it’s made of.”

“*She binds together a ball of
weeds with the thread she spins,”

é“ 1 v
]und.I”WlSh we could go to Erg-

‘“ And there’s another of the
fanflly who lives under water in
a diving bell, which she weaves
herself.’

“How I should
“her!”

“ Maybe you would rather see
the one in the West Indies who
digs a hole in the earth. She
lines it with silk of hetr own mak-
Ing, and fits a door to it, which
opens and closes when the family
£0 in and out.”

“Yes, yes,” said Carrie, “how
delightful I”

“ But you would be afraid of
the inmates ?” /

| “ Perbaps not,now I know thei‘r
family aftuirs.” '
—Qur Little Ones.
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“NO USE.”
BY MRf} M. A. HOLT.

“1 don:t. believe that there is
~any use in doing all these long
‘examples in division. I have-
Edone two or three of them, and
| know how just as well as though®
' I bad worked them all out upon
| my slate.”
| _“But practice mak

: es perfect,
l Fred,” was the answer of a school-
mate. ,

“Iam as perfect as I want to-
| be in long civision, any way,” the
| boy said in reply. \
| When examination day came,”
| Fred failed in coming up to the

I

|
|

{ required standard of passing” in *

all his studies.
division.

He failed in long

“There is no use studying eve-
ry moment of time; I must rest
occasionally,” he said again later
in the Winter,

_“So He failed again, and this
time it was in all his studies. Ip
two or three years Fred went
away from home to learn a trade..
For a little time he did well, but
one day he said to himself—

“There is no use in my working
every moment.” And from that
time he began to lose the confi-
dence of his employer.

_“Idon’t think that you are the
right boy for me, or else you are
not learning the right trade.” his
employer said to him one day;
dnd %0 Fred was dischargcd,

Fred went into business for
himself, and for awhile ho pros-
pered.  But as before he said: *
. “There isno use in my . apply-
ing myself xo closely to my busi-
ness,” and the result was that he
tatled lltlcl‘l.\' of succeeding in it.

So it was all thronesh life: be
failed in cverything he undertook,
and his “ no usc” reasoning ruin-
ed him, »

Don’t reason in that way bys,
for there is u-c in dn.’n_:- every
thing well, and i stick'nge to ite

queerer -

’
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