his HOKE CIRCLE.

2 AIN MUST FALL.

~S0ME

o all—ol! if this were all,

to cach life soma rain must fall,
e re fainter soLs in the poet’s rhyme,
rz ::Ie fewer wrecks on the shore of time,

[ thia WY

e

eats of Woe pass over the sonl--

of anguish we cannpt control,
fler shoek we are called to bear,
¢ white with the heart's despair.

at e
e winds
i shock &
il thelips &
aores of Time with wrecks are strewn

i ::t‘a thie gur cOINEI EYEY 8 MOAN~—
8 s of hopes that set eail in glee,

‘.Lem of love sinking silently,

re-hid from the human eye, |

\ly God knoweth how deep they lies

yly God heard when avose the cry, 7
B roip me to bear—oh! help me to die,

« muto each life some mi[l must fall,*?

§; this were all—-ph! if this were all;

i there’s a refuge from storm snd Dlast,
Eori‘"- patri ! we'll reach it at last.

- S

: he stroag, be strong, to my heart I cry,
hie Lum‘i in the wounded shell doth lie
i ;;yg af sunshine are given to all,

—LIGHTING THE LAHMP,
§ - working hours of the day are over;
def October twilight has merged itsell

# 1 deeper darkness of the evening, and |

ioars of rest for man and beagt have be-

b curtains arve drawn down at the win-
% _i1c implements of domestic economy
1l suugly placed away—the children
B 1616t their mother’s knee and said
smple prayers of childhood, and ave
sungly tucked up in cosy beds to dream
-m.::: ms that come to the youug
ieir innocent days. The evening lamp
B 1tod and placed on the table, around
) gather the older membors of the
o vrele; the father with his papers,
fuz wvhich let us hope that the Farmer
& 4 conspicuonls place; the dear, good
W, with her work basket, ever full of
Hinitemized but numberless tasks that
Bipon her active handsy the boys and
B with their school beoks and slates tar-
b over the morrow’s taske.
We picture before us is a simple one, is it
But in thousands of home circles in
fand it can be seen, and it seems fitting
Fin this initial paper of the' series, we
§1d present all its attractive features as
jines to us, not entirely in imagination,
Bounded on the knowledge that &uch a
e is true life.
v all the parts that go to 1make up
g life are here represented. The old,
fliose heads rest the frosts of many win-
i sit in their aceustomed corner, yielding
ually to the drowsy intluences of the
fnth and light about them. The middled
B, strong in the purposes of noble man-
# and selt-sacrificing womanhood and
Cplans for the suceessfull of ventures
have set sail upon the uncertain waves
Bue as hopefully us ever Indian waiden
ail her paper boat on. the bosom of the
tes, freighted with the fortune and the
fof her future years. Eaeh is strong to
ol dare, not so much for their own
s as for others, the parenls whose de-
bg years it is their duty as ifis their
lness to care tenderly for—the olive
fchies that have been sent to bless them,
 the brave boy already learning to bat-
¥ith the issues of life, down to the dear,
jeent baby in tha eradie, fresh from the
Rlise wherein they wait the bidding of
#:0td, who sends them down  to.comfort
B0 bless the world.
ey are all here, all here !
gl? Perhaps. To some, to all, earlier
ter there comes a time when tha home
g i iﬂ(‘-cmpletc;bl‘oken by an absence
§14y be temporary, that may be etern-
870t no o circle on the earth can al-
Sremain complete,
it wve will not linger in the shadow just
3 r_f\’? We want the sunshine to rest upon
ltlure that- is before. ug as long as we

dren

I the work basket of tise toiling mother
IS numberless articles on. which the
B2 hour 1st to be spent; as the news-
T With which the tired father rests him-
{°0114ins the variety which goes to make
£'¢ Danorama of the passing day ; as the
01 b00ks of the scholar are full of prob
F19.be solved, maximsg to, be. remem--

bered, traths to be learned, so we feel that
this series of papers must be, from their
very mature, If any plessant echoes are
floating in the air, we shall hope to catch
them for our veaders ear. If any wayside
blossoms sheds its fragrance within our
reach we shall want to whisper of its beauty
and its odor to those who will listen to. us,
be they bear or farin the home circles we
may enter. [If there are any timely topics
we can touch vpon and present in an at-
tractive form, we hope to do so.

If words of love and cheer can win their
welcome and their way into the hour when
the family gather * Rouud the Evening
Lamp,” not in vain shall they have been
written,

Fhe houris one well fitted for recalling
all the meimories, be they sad or pleasant,
that mark the mile-stones stretehing far
backward in the line of lifa.

T'he hour is one in which the comfort and

the calm that may come with the quiet of
the night, and the consciousness that the
present time ig not wholly a time of trial or
of trouble rest upon the heart like a balm.
There is time for an enjoyment that does
{ not come with the turmoil of the time and
% the duty of the day.
{ The hour is one, too, in which we are
privileged to picture the possibilities of that
futnre lying far away in the invisible vistas
of the “*to be,” in which we paint pictures
full of the rose-hued eolors of hope, in which
we weave the wreaths of laurel that are to
c¢rown our hrows or the brows of our chil-
dren, in which we climb with eager steps
the ladder of renown and find—on the top-
most rounds-——what ? i

Let us think it over, as the moments glide
silently away.

We cannot but recall, at this moment, the
whale gtory of life, as itis told by one of the
sweetest singers of the world, She who, in
f En glish home thousands of miles away
i from us, has yet toyched by her gening an
{ electric ehord vibrating from human heart
{ to. hmman heart throughout the wide, wide
world.

Jean Ingelow gings:

Swaeet is ehildthood—childhood s over,
Kiss and part.,

Eweet 1s youth; but youth’s a rover,
So0’s my heart.

Sweeb is rest; butall my showing
Toil is nigh.

We must go,  Alas! the going,
Bay, Good-hye,

The springtime of childhood with its liliss
and violets ; the snmmer af youth with the
bees that wander over and sip the elaver
blooms in themendow ; the autumn of man-
hood, when the reaper iz busy with the
grain and the golden fruit hangs npon the
brauches ; the winter of old age when the zi-
lent night and the snow approaeh 8o l'apidly
all these pass before us as in the panorama
of the painter, az we read the verse over.
The good mother, iIsLenin;.i', girhs to think
of-the truth that underlies it all ; gentler and
eentler fulls the foot upon the rocier ot the
cradle, and the wakening baby, roused by
the voice of the father as he reads the lines,
croons a moment and then smillingly sleeps
again. To it alone it has no meaning—the
silence and the sound alike are a blank.

The cloclz sfrikes it note of warning, to
be followed shortly by a more certain sound
as it utters the hour. Fhe scholar closes
his books and seeks sleep in the upper room
wherein the restless tenant in the chamber
of his brain shall.also find repose.. "The fa-
ther and the mother lay aside the pastime
or the task of the hour, andere long with
the tarning down. of the Fvening Lamp
sleep descends and’ drops its mantle upon
the home vircle and silence and the night
alone remuns.— W, E. Paber tn Colorade
armer. i

Steapixess or Purposu.—In whatever
you engage, pursue it with a steadiness ot
purpose, as though you were determined. to
sueceed. A vacillating mind never- accom-
plishes anyilting worth naming. 'J.‘he.m !.s
nothing like a fixed, steady aiul. 1P digni-
fies our nature, and: insures our suceess.
Who have done the most formankind? Who
have zecured the raresthonors?« Who have
raised themselves from. poverty to riches?

The man who is one thing to-day and anoth-
er to-morrow—who drives an idea pell-mell
this week, while it drives him the next—is
always in tronble, and does nothing from

Those who were steady to their purposes. |

one year'send, to the other.. Look af and |

admire the man of steady purpose. He
moves noiselessly along, and yet what won-
ders he accomplishes, He rises, gradually
we grant, but surely,

.GRUHBLING AROUT NEWSPAPERS.

Grumbling about newspapers, says the
Boston Tvraveller, is as ancient a5 newspa-
pers 1-1:&1'::99.]_\'&3_,. And, notwithstanding
the multiplication of these modern conven-
lences and the sleepless efforts of publishers
to adapt their paper to every varviety of taste
and every grade of sentiment, affording,
one might think, ample opportunity to
readers to suit themselves perfectly—yet
there is still, perhaps, as much grambling
about newspapers as there ever was. We
suppose that it (oes not eften occur to
grumblers that possibly they themselves
may be at fault, may be nnreasonable, may
expect Impossibilies, may be ont of h umor,
may havea fit of indigestion or spleen, or
may be stupid or unappreciative, It may
never oceir to them that the men who toil
night and day to furnish them with (he lat-
est news and the greatest variety of informa-
tion and entertainment, are mortal, and
sometimes tire themselves, and get sleepy
and cross and stupid, and torgetful and care-
less, and need and deserve, too, some con-
sideration and even sympathy from those
for whom they uncensingly work.

Faunlt-finding readers do not consider that
everything thatis made by human brains
and hands must, of necessity, be imperfect,
however strong the desire and however
earnest the effort may be to have it faultless.
And aboye all, they forget that a newspaper
cannot be made for general cireulation and
yet, in everything exactly suit any one per-
son. A thoroughly good, enterprising
newspaper, is really like a well-spread din-
ner-table. 1t contains variety as well as
guantity ; something for every taste and
enough of each kind to satisfy any reasona-
ble appetite. Itis not expected that any
guest of a table should eal of every dish pro-
vided. It is not supposed for a moment that
every dish will be palatable to every guest
or agree wilh every one’s digestion ; but it
is thought and reasonablly, too, that from
the abundant bill of fare every guest can ge-
lect enough that will be digestible and
agreeable to muake a substantial and satis-
factory meal. Just so it is with every well-
edited newszpaper. Noman is expected to
read everything in the paper or to like

everything if he reads it ; but every man is |

true gentlemen generons, unexacting, eour-
teous of speech and of kind heart. In them
was the protecting strength of manhood

 Which scorns to useits strength except for

protection—the proud honesty of manhood
which infinitely prefers being: lovingly and.
openly resisted to. being twisted around
oue's finger as mean men are twisted, and
mean men will always be found ready to do.
it; but which, 1 think, all honest and brave
wotien not merely dislike but utterly de-
spise,

POVERTY A BLESSING.

Poverty is the nurse of manl ¥ energy, and
heaven-climbing thoughts attended by love,
and faith, and hope round whose steps the
mountain breezes blow, and trom whose
countenance all the virtues gather strength.
Loolk around you upon the distinguisheds
men that in every department of life guide
and control the times, and inguire what was
their origen and what was their early for-
tune. Were they, asa general rule, rocked
and dandled in the lap of wealth? No :
such men emerge from the homes of decent
competence or struggling poverty, Neceg-
sity sharpens their faculties; and. privation
and sacrifice brace their moral nature.. They
learn the great art of renunciation, and en-
Jjoy thd happiness of havin g few wants;
they know nothing of the indifference of sa-
tiety. There is not an idle fibre in their
frames; they put the vigor of a resolute
purpose into every act. The edge of their
mind is always kept sharp ; in the school of:
life men like these meet the softly nurtured
darlings of prosperity as ivon meets the vess.
sels of porcelain. ;

Bic Bosr.—There is a huge boat on ex-.
hibition at the Centeuninl—sixty feet long,.
and very deep—from the Alaska Indians.
This leviathan of a row-boat was actuaily
cut or burned out of a single log ; appavent-
ly a tree of the mammoth, Californds, red-
wood kind—at any rate one of the Conit-
ere—though who ever supposed such giant
trees grew away up in Alaska, Tthad to be
sawed in two belore i6 could he got into this,
Exhibition,.

A Graxp Sunday school excursion was
organized in Cnmberland county, Pa., who
‘pald the Centennial a five days visit.

_ GOLDEN SHEAVES.

-9y how wadn are fume’s achievments;
And how vain will ourz be,

expected to find enough that is good and

useful and aeceptable and agreeable in the |

ample columns spread out before him. to be
a Tull equivalent for what the paper costs;
and'if he happens to find on the earte an
article whieh offends his taste, oris in oppo-
sition to his views, he has just to et that
alone and leave it for another, whom it will
just suit and for whose taste it was gotten
up. In choosing his paper one sheuld do
just as.he does in choosing  his restanrant;
he should sclect one whose general style
suits him, and when his taste changes or the
character of the paper deteriorates, he
ghould change and try anothier; but never
fret himself or vex his neighbors by grum-
bling and: scolding about his newspaper
which, atter all, is just about as necessary
to his:eomfort as his dinner.
EDUCATING BOYR FOE HUSBANDS:
How mauy unbiappy girls have paid dear-
ly for the early bringing up of their young
husbands, who, after the first glamour ot
love has passed,, treat their- wives. as they
are allowed to treat their sisterz, and as
they saw their fathers treat their mothers—
carclessly, disvespectfully, with a tofal want
of that conziderate tenderness worth all the
passionate love in the world. There, though
they may muster outside as excellent hus-
bands never do anything really bad. posses-
sing many good andatbractive qualities yet
contriving -somehow to quietly break the
poor woman’s heard or harden it into a pas-
sive acceptance of pain, which is.more fatal
to married happiness than even temporary.
estrangement. :
~ The best husbands [ ever met came out of
a family where the mother, a most heroie
and seif-denyingwoman, laid dewn the abso-
lute law—"* girls first "~—not in any aunthori-
ty but first to be: thought of as to protec-
tion and tenderness. €onsequently the
chivalrons eare which theselads were taught
ta show their own sisters naturally extends

itself to all. woman.. They grew. up the

It we ive for emply glovy,,
And not for eternity..

—Trust not to him wiho seems a saint.

—Binful omissions lead to sinful commis--
sions,

—Everybody has a certain something in.
hig nature which, if publicly avowed, must
excite displeasore.

—The painter brings the voiceless paint,
and the unmeaning canvass together, and:
lo! the picture speaks to you..

—A fayorable spring time may not seeure
a hountiful harvest, Drouth and frost are-
powertul allies, even if their forces are nev-
er brought together.

—Inference from analogy is nof to be con-
demned ; the advantage of: this method is.
that it seitles nothing definitely—does not, .
in fact, aim at finality 3 while the danger of
induction, on the contrary, consists in the.
plicing before itsalf of a deliberate aim, and,
huwrrying:trae and false ideas. along, with it

| Iniits endeavor to reach it, . ;

~1It is pleasant to know a great many peo--
ple in this world, the more the better, tor:
every child from the beginning 12 a new:
manifestation of God, made in His image,,
but His image is infinite, thus producing aw:
infinite variety, and thus, too, comes our in--
nate respect for the normal states of all our
brothers ang sisters. We feel the divinity
ot each andiare beund to respeet it, though.
widely different may be the “ gifts” of our -
spirits, Amnd though we expect goodness,,
yet it is surprising, in journeying about,.
how: many goodpeople you will meet with,.
yes, how universully good they are,. and.
how mueh you learn of God’s heart: ands
mind from them, and how your own heart
blesses God for His goodness this manifest--
ed. Ruskin says out of every face can be:
made an ideal, and I think, to do this, the.
labor wouldn’t differ so much between faca.
and face ag weanight. think..




