ROCKY MOUNTAIN HUSBANDMAN.

THE HOIE CIRCLE.

“ TTE NINETY AND WIN ..."

The following is one of Sankey’s favorite hymns,
which he sings with theilling efect at the Moody
and Sankey revival meectings. It wus written for
M. Bankey by'a lady in Eugland, but the music is
Bankey’'s own:

There were ninety and nine that anfely lay
Ia the shelter of the fold,
Bt ong was-eui on the hills nway -
Far off from the gutes of gold;
Away oa the mountaing wild and bare,
Away from the tender Shepherd’s care.

Lord thon hast here thy ninety and nine,
Are they not enough for thee ? '

But the Shepherd mude answer, one of mine
Has wandered away from me.

And although the rozd be vough and sleep

I go to the deserl to find my sheep.

Bat noiie of the ransomed ever knew
How deep were the waters crossod,
Nor how dark was the nignt that the Lord passed
through
Ere he found his sheep that was lost,
Out in the descrt he heard its ery,
8ick and helpless and veady (o dic.

Lord, whenee arc those blood drops all the way
Thuat mark out the mountain’s frack 2
They were shed for one who had gone astray
Era the Shephervd couid bring himback.
Lord, whenee nve Thy hands so rent and torn ?
They were pierced to-night by niany a thorn.
And all through the mountains, thunder riven
And up from the rocky steep
There rose o oy Lo the gate of Heaven,
Itgjoiee, T have found my sheep!??
And the angels re-echio around the throne,
'*Rejoice, for the Lovd brings back his own.??
CONJUGAL HARMONY
Bays the illustrious Thomas Jv{“ Terson—
Harmony in the murried state is the firet
thing to be nimed at. Nothing can preserve
atlections uninterrupted but afirm resolution
aever to differ in will, and a determination
of each to render the love of the other of

 the whart at New York :

more value than any earthly object whatever
on which a wish can be fixed. Iow light,
In fuck, i= the sacrifice of any other wish
when welzhed against the affections of one
with whom we are to pass our whole life
Opposition in a single instance will hardly
of itself produce alicnation ; that only takes
place when all the little oppositions are put,
a3 it were, in o pouch, which, while it iz fill-
Ing, the slienution is insensibly going on
snd when full, it iz complete. It would
puzzle either to say why, because no oine
difference  of opinioh had been marked
encurh to produce a serions effest by itselfl
The alfections are wearied out by the eou-
stund stream of little obstacies.

Other souress of discontent, very common |
indeed, are the little cross-purposes of hus-|
band and wife in comnmon converzation; a
dizposition to eriticlze aud queztion wihat the
aother says, a desire to demonstrate and make |
the other feel in the wrong. cspeeially in com-
pany. Nothingis so goading. Much bet-
ter, therefore, if our companion views a
thing ih a lizht different from what we
da, to leave him in quiet possession. of his
giew, What i= the use of rectifying him if
the thing be unimportant ? Let it pass for
the present, and wait a softer moment anid
more concilinfory occasion of riveting the
sabject togather, Ifisronderfal how many
are rendered unhanpy by inattention to the
little rules of prudence.

HEALT*-I AND F&SHIOW.

The Science of Heelth snys : Not until we
deal eonscientiously with nature, as we do
with tradesmen, shall we, as individuals, be
entitled to rewards of merit, We askfora
load of good wood, pay the market price for
it, zeb the worth of onr money, and have the
gatisfaction of warmth from the fire it
makes. Suppose the dealer knew we would
not pay for it. e wonld unt be likely to
give full measure of the best quality. The
dainty bits of lace, jet ornaments and
plume, rosebwls and velvets composing a
hat are very becoming to some faces. The
dressy hat hags a price. It takes money fo
pay for it.  The little woman wishes to look
stylish, pays the price, and is satisfied and
happy until the fashion changes, She de-
gires health and elasticity of step, buoyance
of spirit. Could they be purchased at Stew-
art’s or of Worth, millions of dollars would
roll to the credit ot their bank accounts.
Alas, poor child of fashion! gold cannot
buy for you thedewy freshmess of vigorous
life. ‘The sunshine and raindrops are gifts.
Roses in cheeks, cheriies i color of lips,

Levery steamer,

cgime from within. The peice is service, and

faithful service too,under the most exacting
physicians, Mother Nuture, Her rewards

are sure, her punishnents eertain.  There
can be no appeal w a higher court

—no amendment to her divinely appoint-
ed “constitution.” Will you enter a will-
ing student? Are you willing to meas-
ure your life by ber rule and compass and
square? “Ne'' . Then there is little hope
tor you.
A ITrroine BY Mistaxe.—The Lexington
(Ry.) Gazetie heartlesslv spoils a thrilling
story which recently eame from that city. It
says: “One dark night, not long ago, a

burglar entered a private residence on
Broadway. On aseending one flight of

stairs lie ebserved a light in a (]mmber. and
while deliberating what to do, a large wo-
man suddenly descended upon him, seized
him by the throat, pushed him down through
the hall, and foreed him into the hall hefore
he had time to thiuk. * Tferoic Repulse of a
Burglar by & "Woman’® was the wuy the
story was told the next day. But when
friends called and congratnlated her upon
hier courage, she exclaimed, * Good Gracious,
I didw’t know it was a burglar. If T had I
should have been frightened to death. T
thonght it was  my husband come home
drunk, and I swus determined he shouldn’t
stay in the house in that condition.”?

Goop Bymz At tne Suie’s Sips.—Don
Piatt, writing baeck from Rurope, deseribes
somie parling scepes which he witneszed on
We looked ealmly
atb all gsing on all about us. How frantie-
ally wives threw themselves into the arms
of’ fond husbands, and wet their shirt bosoms
with the salt water of our 1ifi’s zea.

Said one, between =obs, * It was so éruel
of you not to let me take Noed, I know-ow-
ow he'll be neglected and sur-sur-sufivr.”

Hed, pet name for a child we thouzht,
how hard to have the mother separated from
the darling of her heart, But the husband,
hiis eyes wet with tears, aszsured her that
Ned shonld not be neglected. He would

| seo to Nod himeelf,

 And out his meat and make his hed 2’
snbhod he.

$ Yea, darling.”?

‘ And bathe him Inbran and warm water,
and eotub and en-cu-curl his tail 32

“Yes,” there was no mistaking it, Neddy
wis a dog, little dog, 1 wretched poodle or
black gud tan, that was drawing from the
depths these buruing tears.

We turned away disgusted, to hear an-

{ .
| other griefstricken erealure say:

“ Do tike care of yourself, dear, and write
It T miss a steamer I shall
be wretched.  And, dear, coulidn’s vou tele-
eraph me what that jury does in the Beecher
frial? Very mean in them. I was certain
they’d do something before we sailed.”?

Trur Porrrsygss.—0ne
and well mannered  without kind feelings
anda good heart,  All the rulesof etiquette.
and all the hand books and “Guides to Soci-
ety™ in the world are worthless, if you have
nothing within your seul which teaches you
to do utito others us yon would have them
do unto you. You may learn tobow and to
shinke hands secording to the best rules
of deporfinent; you may make calls at the

right time, and understand the corner ot
your visiting eards thoroughly ; but if you
have spitein your heart.andenvy in yoursonl,
yvouwillnotbe well imannered,  If you desire

sannot be polite

-to boast, to be conspicuons, 1a monopolize at-
3

tention, to hurt the feelings of innocent peo-
ple, and to sow dissension between friends
you eanhob nwite a lady or gentleman o

yourself by any number of airs and graces, |

Bat if yow are kind and good, and wigh peo-
ple well, and prefer to say pleasant things
when vou ean, you will be polite without
trying to he, and only silly people will eriti-
clse any form of heurty welcome, any effort
to make them comfortable that may occur to
you.

Maxe home the sweetest spot in all the |

world for the children. Their hearts will
become 80 much attached to it that ever
afterwards they will reeall the days spent
there with emotions of pleasure.,

How much do we long sometimes for
gomebody to know us. Someone to whom
our little troubles may be told, and from
whom a word of kindly cheer will be & stim-
ulous to action.

A TRUTHFUL SkETCH.—Let a man fail
business, what an effect it has on his former
ereditors ! Men who have taken him by the
arin, laughed and chatted with him by the
hour, shrug their sholders, and pass on with
a cold * How do you do?*

Every trifte of a bill is hunted up and pre-
sented, that would not have seenc the light
for months to come, but for the misfortune
ofthe debtor, If it is paid, well and good ¢
if not, the scroll of the sheriff, perhaps,
mieets him at the corner. A man that has
never failed knowsbut little of human na-
tu e,

[n prosperity, he sails aloug gently, wafted |
by favoring smiles and kind words from ev- |
erybody,

thit he has not an eénemy. in the world,
Alas, the change! e looks at the world
in a different light when reverses come upon
him. He reads suspicion on every ‘hrow,
He hardly knows how to move, or to do this
thing or the other; there are spies about
him ; a writ is ready for his back. To know
what kind of stuff'the world is mnade of, a
person must be unfortunate, und stop pay-
ing onee in hig lifetime. If he has kind
friends, theu they are made manitest, A
fuilure s o moral seive--it brings out the
wheat and shows the chaff. A man thus
learns that words and pretended good will
are not and do not  constitute real friend-
zhip.

A Morupr’s Wormm—Many a discour-
aged mother folds her hands at night, and
feels as if she had done nothing, akhough
she has not spent an idle moment since she
arexe.  1sit nothing that your Ilifte children
have Ind some one to come to with all their

Hc prides himself on his name |
and spo less character, aud makes his boast |

GOLDEN SHEAVES.

What comfort when with clouds of woe
The heart is burdened, and we weep
To foel that pain must end—to know
‘4 He gaveth his beloved sleep. *?

When in the mid-day march we meet
The ontstretehed shadows of the night,
The promise, how divinely sweet,
LEAL oven-time it shall be light, *?
—Alice Uarey.

Misrry haunts the ways of vice.
NeveR loose an opportunity to speak &
good word or do a good deed.
—We hear the rain fail, but not the snow.
| Bitter griet is loud, calm gllef is silent.
—The mere man of pleasure is an unsatia-
| fied being, and miserable in his heart.

—Muankind like and respect men of decls~

Moxgy is the bottomless sea, in which
honor, conscience and truth are oﬂ'.e.l:l
drm\uu.l.

Lniscre for men of busines and busi-
ness for men of leisure, would cure mauy
complaints,

—Temptation rurely. comes in working
hours. Itis in theiy leisure thme that men
are made or marred.

—Lost, yesterday, between sunrise and
sunset, two golden hours, each get with sixty
diamond minutes. No reward is offered, as
they are gone forever,

—Christ, when he blesses, blesses not In
word only, butm deed. The lips of fruth
cannot promise more than the hands of 107e
will surely give.

—The height' of eartlily promotion anﬂ

childisa griefs and joys? Isit nothing th‘lt
your kasband feels “safe? when heis awa
at his business, beeanse your caretul hundz
direet everything abhome? T3 it nothing,
when Hs husiness is over, that he has the
blessedrefirge of home, which you hiave that
day doze your hest to brighten and refine?
Oh, weary and faithtul mother! you little
know your power when 'you say, *I have
dope nothing,”  There is o book in which
a fairer record than this is written over
raainst your name.—Star of Pascagoula.

NEARNESS OF l)la.\'m.—-\\-'hcn we walk
neiar powerful inachinery, we know that one
miz-slep and those mighty engines would
tear us to pieces with their flvine wheels, or
erind ud to powder In their ponderous Jaws.
Ho when we are thundering accross the land
in a railroad earriage, wid thece 13 nothing
but an inch ot'iron flange to hold us on the
line. o, when we ave in a ghip, and there
iz nothing butthe thickness of a plank be-
tween us and eternity.  We imagine then
that we gee how close we areto the edge of
the precipice, ;

But we do not see it.  Whether on the sea
or on the land, the partition that divides us
from eternity i3 sgomething lesa than the oak .
plank, or a halfiinch iron- flange. The ma-
chinery orlife and death Is within us.  'The
tissues that hold the beating powers in their
place dve ofien not thicker than a sheet of
paper, and it that thin partition yuplure, it
would be the same as if 2 cannon ball had
striwglong, - Death iz inseperably bound
with Tife in the very structure of our hodies.

i Strnggle as e wowld fo widen the space,

no man ean, at any time  go  further from
death than the thickness of a thin sheet of
p:ill'lt‘l‘. z ¥

lo'that always waits upon God, is ready
whenzoever Ye calls. Neeleet not to set
your aceounts even ; he is & happy man who |
50 lives, as that death at all times may find
iim at leisnre to die.

Gayery.—There are two kinds of gayety ;
the one arises from want of heart, being
touched by no pity, sympathizing with no
pain, even of its own causing ; it shines and
elitters like a frostbound river in the gleam-
ing sun. The other springs from excess of
heart—that is, from a heart overflowing
with kindness towards all men and all
things ; and suffering under no superadded
erick, it is light from the happiness which it
causes, from the happiness which it sees,
This may be compared to the same pver,
sparkling and smiling under the sun of sura-
mer, and running on to give fertility and in-
crease to all within, and even to many be-
yond, its reach.

WaarT is the difference between a saloon

| people; the other sets up what they say.

{# secrat sin,

[ istactory literature in the world.

keeper and g printer? Oue * sets up” the 1

glory lifts us no whit nearer. heaven, It ia
easier to step there from the iowley vale of
humiliation and sorrow.

comes only by practiee; itis less a matter
of will than of habit; and I doubtif any
oceasion can be trivial which' permits the
practice and formation of such a habit.—
Ruskin. . ; ;
—The ways of the world are strange and
devious. Yet thereis great goodinit, for
“a touch of misfortune maketh all mankind
kin.” Many o man deeply engrossed in
business, hurrying along the pathway of life,
absorbed in worldly cares, tnrns now ' and
then aside for retrospections and kindly acts.
And these are’ the flowers he strews alt}ng‘
the pathway of Lis carthly existence. = !

—Come quictfly away with me, and we
will walk up-and down the narrow path by
the sweelbrier hedge; and, as we listen to
the low song of the blackbird, the fresh alr
will cool our aching brows, and we shall
find comfort, In Lhos;e llunw, fresh air and
the bird’s song, and the fragrance of the
lovely ﬂm\em, God has given a blessing;
like sleep, they are His medisines—* halm
| of sweet minds.”  We will walk to and fro.
under the shade of those clms, and we will
be ealm
sweet b}-’ the thoueht of s mercies; and,
in the midst of the sorrows we have in our
hearts, His coniforss shall reresh our souls,
and owr miuds shull he stored with maay
thonghts, sweet Iike the perfume of tha
flowers. j

—1 recommend no.sour, aseetie life. I be-
lieve not only in the thorns on the roselush,
but in the rose which the thorng detend.
Aseeticisin is the ehild of gensuality and su-
persiition.  She is the seeret mother ot many
God, when he made man's
boddy, did not give us a fiber too mnch nor a
passion too many. I would steal no violet
from the young maden’s bosom; rather
would Lfill ber arms with more fragrans
roses. But‘.,,*’u life merely. of pleasure, or
chiefly of “pleasure, is always a poor and
worlhl%ﬂﬁ life, vot worth the lmng, aiwnys
unsatisfactory in its course, always miser
ble in its end. Read the literature of sug
men, from Anacreon of old to Anacreon
Moore of yur times, and it is the most unsat~
There is.
the banguet, and the wine cireles and flow-
ers are gay ; but behind all these is the em~
blematioc eofiln, and the skeleton stands there
to scare the man from s roses and cups,
No lametitations 3f Jeremiah are to. me go,
sad as the literature of pleasure, It s well
to be ascetic sooner than waste your life In
fdle joys. Theearnesiness of life s theonly
passport to the satisfiction of life—wm

ion; border men, neufral men are detested.

—Ypeaking truth is like writing fair, and

bitter recollections slm!l be made

i
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