
3 

i 
¥ » 

Poctry. I have learned it all, and can sing it|pain, of sorrow, of loss, fas Veo 

" through.” ment, of melancholy, 

Baby Thankful The man leaned back in his chair, ex-|{of loneliness, etc. Naturally 

Rcaming in the meadow, 

Little four year old 

Picking the starry daisies, 

With their hearts of gold. 

Fills her snowy apron, 

Fills her dimpled hands: 

Suddenly—how quiet 

In the grass she stands! 

Who made f’owers so pitty! 

Put’em here? Did God?” 

I half heeding, answer 

With a careless nod. 

Dropping all her blossoms, * - 

With uplifted head. 

Fervent face turned skyward, 

““ Thank you, God!’ she said. 

Then, as if explaining, 

(Though no word I spake); | 

“Always mus’ say ‘thank you 

For the things I take.” 

O, my little preacher, 

Clad in robes of praise! 

Would we all might copy 

Baby's thankful ways! 

Time to fret and murmur 

We could never make, 

Should we first ‘ say "thank you’ 

For the things we take!” 

Lamily Circle. 

Led by a Little Child. 

A man came home from work weary and 

worn by the toils of the day. He was 
finding his life more difficult and trying 
daily; and no efforts of his could make it 

otherwise. The keen competition, the 

eager selfishness, the passion for gain which 

were all around him, touched him, and 

robbed him of much eof the freshness ot 

emotion, the human kindness and sympa- 

thy which were natural to him. He had 

a tender heart and a mind that delighted 
in all beautiful objects and noble traits of 

character. He would, if he might have 

chosen for himself, have spent his hours 

amid the sunshine and the flowers, the 

fields and woods. He loved the seclusion 

of the country and the stillness of the for- 
est, and there were times when he wearied 
for the sweet influence of nature and her 

But his lot was 
to work in the noise of machinery and 
move where the crowd was all always great. 
High walls and windows, dust and deform- 

ity, were round about him. Men spoke 

in loud voices and uttered unloving thing 

and his heart often ached because of the 

uncongenial scenes amid which his life was 

He regretted it all the more be- 
cause he knew that these things were not 

having a good effect upon him. He had 

not the strength to rise superior to the 
earth-compelling influences that were ¢x- 

erted upon him; he allowed himself to/be 

drawn down lower and ever lower by/the 

occurrences of his daily life. Yet he was 

not happy. He was indeed far from being 
satisfied : and often admitted with a sigh 
that he was 

many voiced teachings. 

passed. 

‘“ Further off from heaven 
Than when he was a boy.” 

There was, however, one source of 

pleasure, pure and healthful, that never 
failed him. His family consisted of sev- 
eral boys and one girl who was the young- 
est. This child was naturally sweet and 
amiable. She had a pretty face and win- 
ning manners, and was altogether the light 
and joy of the home. Her father loved 
her most fondly, and she, young as she was 
seemed to have more than a child’s eom- 
prehension of his needs and troubles. Often 
with that wonderful child-wisdom which 
is now and then found in those little ones, 
“ whose angels do always behold the face 
of the Father,” she said the very words 
which his tired and tempted soul most 
needed. No preacher’s finishing sentences, 
no author’s polished thought, had power 
to move him like the profound yet child- 
like utterances of his own little ddughter. 
And perhaps one reason for this was found 

pecting to heat some childless melody, and 
the gentle voice of his daughter sang to 
him these words: 

“0 rest in the the Lord, 

Wait patiently for Him 

And He shall give thee 
Thy heart’s desire. 

O fret in the Lord, 

Wait patiently for Him, 

And restnot thyself 
Because of evil doers. 

O rest in the Lord, 

O rest in the Lord 

And wait, 

Wait patiently for Him.” 

Thank God for the ministry of song 
As the beautiful words fell on the soul of 

in his faith that a child's thoughts were 
more likely to be directed of God .than 
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the world-weary man, they melted him to 

| tears, and softened. healed, and blessed him. 

“ Thank you, my darling,” hE said. 

“Do you like it, papa? Thén you say 
‘ Encore.” ” 

“Very well, I do say ¢ Encore, Encore. 
And then the sacred words were sung all 

over again, while the mah felt an irresist- 
able desire to fall on his knees, and pray 
to God for patience and rest in Him. 
The prayer was answered, and ever 

since, when the burdens of life lie heavy 

upon the child’s father, he goes to his 
Father and finds rest. 
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Which is Best. 

“Oh, dear!” 
Little Nan opened ber eyes and stretch- 

ed out her arm with a sleepy yawn, as the 
summer morning, all rosy and sweet, peeped 

into her garret chamber. 

“I wish I didn’t have to get up so soon! 
I wish the fire would make itself, and a 

Pitcher-Fairy would fetch the water from 

the spring, and a Broom-Fairy would sweep 

the kitchen and grind the coffee, and a 

good Brownie w ould bring us a lovely 
breakfast already cooked! I'm tired of 

sifting cinders, and washing dishes. I 
wish I was a lady, like Miss Anastasia!” 

But she wasn’t a lady and Pitcher- 

Brownies didn’t grow in her neighborhood ; 
so little Nan had to shake off her sleepiness, 
and jump up to Ber work. The sun was 

just ¢oming up over the edges of the rosy 
clouds; the robins and the orioles were 

singing with all their might ; the morning 
glgries had hung out a thousand pink, and 

purple, and speckled bells, to welcome the 

inshine ; and the pinks and mignonette 

" the garden were sparkling with dew 

How sweet they smelled and how 

fresh, 

Trops. 

lovely everything was in the cool, 

beautiful summer morning ! 

Little Nan came back from the spring 
with her cheeks like roses, and her eyes as 
bright as stars. She danced about her work 
as lightly as any Broom-Fairy ever did; 
and the fire was made, the breakfast cook- 

ed for grandmother, and the dishes washed 
up afterwards, long before Miss Anastasia 
raised her drowsy head from her great 
soft feather pillows. When she did, the 
san was s'reaming across her bed, hot and 
bright. The flowers on her dressing table 
drooped in the heat; the dew was dried 
up on the roses outside. 

Miss Anastasia yawned and stretched 
herself. “Oh dear! how het it is! How 
tiresome to have to get up and dress one’s 
self! I won’tdoit; I'll have my breakfast 
in bed.” 
And on she loutiged amongst her pillows, 

and drank her coffee, aryl nibbled at her 
toast, and had neppetite and complained 
of the heat, and" ed and, fretted like 
a_ person oppressed vi grief. She had 
nothing iu the world to sil to amuse 
herself and take her ease, ‘and fio; OW nothing 
amused her; and she tossed about on’ her 
fine bed, Als did not find half, the rest 
there that little N an took on her hard ‘cot 
in the garret. 

If only she bad some useful work to do, 
how much better she would ‘have felt! 
She missed all the dew and freshness of 
the morning; she Toses all the pr 

. For) no ‘one can be 
‘the world ith idle 

$ yr . “ 

TROON a in Nig 

{toward land w 

of bereave 
the 

will be no sengs then, but supernatural- 
ly there may—¢« He giveth songs in 
the night.” &Is any one afflicted let 
him pray.” “Call upon me in the day of 
trouble.” “When thy father and mother 
forsake thee,then the Lord taketh thee up.” 
Oh, how many have had such a blessed 

song given to them in the night, that they 
have blessed the night that was the occa- 
sion of the songs! « All things work to 
gether for I to them that love God.” 
Many have been led to exclaim, Blessed 
affliction ! profitable loss! happy misfor- 
tune! “I'll that he blesses is my good!” 
“Songs in the night!” Glory be to his 
name! * As afather pitieth his children, 
so the Lord pitieth them that fear him.” 
“ For a small moment have I forsaken thee 
but with great mercies will I gather thee.” 
The night is always closely followed by 

day ; so with us, if we carefully maintain 
our integrity. “Who is there among you, 
that walketh in darkness, and hath no 

light? Let him look into the rock whence 
he was hewn, and unto the whole of the 

pit whence he was digged.” Such a one 
cannot be very skillful in spiritual things, 
if he can not speedily get hold of a song, 

be the night ever so dark. Some may. 
possibly mistake in lookirg too much for 
exultant, noisy song. * Quiet hallelujahs” 
are sweet and profitable, as well as noisy, 
avociferous ones, and possibly do ourselves 
and others as much good, sometimes. 

But let us look out for'some kind of a 
song in all our nights—it is our duty to 
do so! «He giveth songs in the nigh ad 
Let us see that we have them in our night: 
to do so we will have to to very patient and 

careful, and to walk as it becometh godli- 
ness, and not allow Satan or our appetites |i 

to betrayus into any questionable indulgen- Virgil, might hav&®taken its origin from 
ces or recreations. 

How sweetly Madam Guyon could sing 

in the terrible night of the Bastile : 

‘‘——Content a prisoner to be, 

Because my God, it pleaseth thee.” 

And Bunyan, in the long night—twelve 

years in Bedford jail—what a marvellous 
song was given him!—a song to ring 
around the world; and how much further 

who can say ? or when it shall cease ring- 
ing 

* Ae giveth/songs in the Hight!” 

** Wait thou his time, so shall this night 

Soon end in joyous day; 
® 

“What though thou rulest not, 
Yet heaven and earth and hell, 

Proclaim God sitteth on the throne, 

And ruleth all things well!” 

“ He giveth songs in the ni -ht.” Halle- 

jah! 

Saved in Time. 

A number of years ago, a Moravian 
missionary was on his way to Cape of 
Good Hope, to labor among the Hotten- 
tots of South Africa. In consequence of 
storms. head winds, and calms, they made 

very slow progress. They were on the 
voyage so much longer than they had an- 
ticipated, that their water and provisions | oe 

were almost gone. The whole ship’s com. 

pany were put upon a stort allowance of 
biscuit and water, This was continued for | gue 
a number of days. It was evident that un 
less speedy relief was obtained, they uust 
all perish from ‘hunger and thirst. 
missionary, being a man of God, gave him- 
self to earnest prayer to, that great and 
good, being, who only could relieve them. 
He did not call in vain, , When they were | 
reduced to extremity, God interposed for 
their deliverance in a most man- 

ner. He did not send within hailing dis- 
tance another vessel from , which ‘they, re- 
ceived supplies, rs did he blow Ao 

needed, but he sent them relief from above 
and below in an unexpected , er, He 

first opened his cisterns in the; Slouds, and 
f— showers of, rain to 

¢ crew lost no ein in 
cit so pt aris 9 

The 

they obtained what they | 

some other la 

ent, hoot, As they are 
fight which fed upon 

: for food, 

ilors ‘immediately’ seized, dressed 
salted them, until they had secyred sever- 
al barrels. In thi: manner they were 
bountifully supplied with food and drink 
until they reached their destined port. 
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AGENTS WANTED = ZS, 
Mr. Frank Buckland, the well- known 

naturalist, describes, in Land and Water, 
his good fortune in seeing under favorable 
conditions, a cuttlefish casting its ink. 
Three or four specimens of cuttles live in 
the Westminister Aquarium. One of them, 
in passing the window of his tank, evident- 
ly mistook the naturalist for a foe. ¢ So,” 
writes Mr. Buckland, * as he swam along 
he ejected from his in .-bag a jet of what 
looked like a cloud of the most intensely 
black smoke that ever came forth from a 
factory chimney. Instantly the water lost 
all transparency. Mr. Cuttlefish then 

went into the middle of the water he had 

so artfully made opaque, When there he 
ejected more ink, and in less than half a 
minute the water round him became black- 

er than the b'ackest thunder-clond ever 
beheld. The ink gradually dispersed itself 
through the water, forming clouds of the 
most delicate shadings, fading off from the 
very black place under which the fish was 
concealed. Not even Turner, the great 

artist,” ever imagined such a cloud. This 
ink is used in the arts; sepia being this 
very substance taken from the cuttlefish 
and dried. Without doubt this power of 
shooting ink is a wonderful means of pro- 
tection, to preserve the animal from being 
eaten by its enemies. It may not be im- 
possible that the idea of gods and goddesses 
appearing from the clouds and disappear- |. 
ing into the clouds, so often described by 

the power of the cnttle-fish to surround 

itself with a cloud of ink. May we not 
also compare this ¢uttle-fish to a volnminous 

author, who conceals his identity in clouds 
ofink 2” 

LAME BACK. 
WEAK BACK. 

BENSON'S CAPCINE POROUS PLASTER. 
This article is one which r SSesses e 

ney mek, By oh AS ovr own locality, you a 
crue. It is far superior to the ordinary porous p 
er, all the so-called electrical SEarasces; and 
xternal remedies whatever. contains entirel 
ew elements which cause it to relieve pain atonce 
trengthen and cure wherg other plasters will no 
ven relieve. For Lameness and Weakness of th 
ack, Diseased Kidneys, Lung and Chest Difficul 
ies, Rheumatism, Neglected Colds, Female Affec 
ions, and all local aches and pains, it is simply th 
best remedy ever devised. Sold by all Druggists. 

Price 25 Cents. 
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Ayer’s Sarsaparailla, 
FOR PURIFYING THE BLOOD. 

This compound of the 
vegetables alteratives, Sar- 
saparilla, Dock, Stillingia, 
and Mandrake with e 
Iodides of Potash and Iron, 

7 makes a most. effectual cure 
of a series of complaints 
X“Zwhich are yy 4 prevalent 

\— and afflicting. Atifien tho 
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50 FULL-PAGE ABBOTT'S Lome 
En gray i n gs ILLUSRRATED 

PRICE, $2.00. || NEW Testament 
With Explanatory Notes, 

This work, besides containing the'text of the New 
Testament, with copious Notes, contains also a vari. 
ety of valuable matter useful to the Bible student 
No work sells better. Our Agents everywhere suc. ceed. Terms to Agents have never been surpassed ou a popular work. Outfit, $1.00. Send at once for 
this. and begin the canvass, 0 ess the eircul 

H.S. HOSE FED £6 ot 
NEW YORK ORCINCINNATI. 
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SPECIAL BARGAINS! 

L. H. DEVEBER & SON 
Invite attention to their 

Large Stock of Goods, 
Selected in England, France and 

America, 

and arriving here 

Prior to the New National Policy Tarif 
coming into operation! 

A SAVING 
is therefore effected of 

From 10 to 30 Per cent. 

CASH PURCHASERS 

wili do well to call ¢ 

95 — William Street, 

© Water Street 
Juizs 

SPRING GOODS 
JAMES §. MAY, 

MERCHANT TAILOR, 
48 KING STREET 

AND 

S44 Germain Street, 
Has now In stock a full line of Goods, consisting of 

ENGLISH & SCOTCH TWEEDS, 

DIACONAL COATINGS, 
and all the newest styles of 

SPRING O 7 TROTTING G 
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