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THE TBTST. 
muwwell, beloved 1 we will not weep; 'tis but 
i - a little while; 
when the snow is £One I shall return again, 

with spring's returning smile. 
•Where sunlight falls with shade and rain from 

hurrying clouds that sweep 
With nought betwixt me and the eky, there 
; lay me down to sleep. 
She place is known to you and met nor needs 
! it more should know, 
60 raise no stone at head or feet, but let the 
j wild flowers grow. 

And then some little part of me will creep up 
through the mould. 

Bhe brightness of my hair will gleam from 
king-cups' hearts of gold. 

The blue thats faded from my eyes will meet 
your eyes again. 

When little speedwells on my grave smile 
softly after rain. 

When the warm blood is frozen at my heart 
and on my lips, 

Kneel down above the dust and kiss the 
daisy's coral tips. 

And' when from out the sunset a little breeze 
comes by. 

And a flush of deeper color steals across the 
upper sky. 

When the beech leaves touch and tremble, 
whisper soft and then are still, 

And a bird hid in the thicket sings out sud
den, sweet and shrill; 

When faint voices of the evening murmur 
peace across the land, 

And silver mists creep up and fold the woods 
on either band; 

Or early in the morning when the world is yet 
asleep, 

And the dew lies white in all the 6hade where 
the grass is green and deep. 

You'll find me there, love, waiting you; and 
you may smile and say: 

"I met my darling all alone at our old tryst 
to-day; 

I looked into her eyes so blue, I stroked her 
hair of gold, 

We kissed each other on the lips as in the days 
of old. 

"It was her voice so low, so clear, that in my 
cars did sound: . 

'Beloved, there's no such thing as death; 'tis 
life that I have found; 

The life that thrills in leaf and flower and fills 
the woods with song. 

That thrills in all the gleaming stars when 
winter nights were long— 

The life that passes with the winds from 
utmost 6hore to shore, 

Embracing all the mighty world, is mine for 
evermore.'" 

—CornhiU Magazine. 

UNCLE BEN'S LOVE STORY. 

"Hev I ever been in love?" repeated 
Uncle Ben, with his thin laugh; "what 
a question that 'ar is to ask such a dried 
up old bean stalk as I be. Howsom-
ever," he added, in a more serious tone, 
|'curus as you may think it is, I hev bin 
jest in that fix, precisely. I ain't never 
told the story much, 'cause, although 
it's morn fifty years since it happened, 
Jur a long spell I couldn't even think 
on't without a feelin' riled up, and a 
find in' fault with Providence, which 
'ain't the right way, boys, to git rid of a 
sore heart. But now it's difierent, and 
if yer a mind, I'll tell you the hull 
story." 

We were, of course, unanimous in 
favor of hearing it. 

i "Wall, afore I begin," said Uncle 
'Ben, "I'll show ye this picter." 
j Drawing from his inner vest pocket a 
tworn morocco case, he opened, display-
ling the ivory miniature of a young and 
(beautiful girl. The face was small, with 
^delicate features, dark blue eyes, cheeks 
,'fwith the least flush of pink, a well-
ehaped head covered with wavy ringlets 
'of golden brown hair. The expression 
•of the countenance was one of cnild-like 
simplicity, with just the least hint in 

!the mirthful eyes of fun and coquetry, 
i "That 'ar's a purtty face, as I see ye 
'all think," said Uncle Ben, after we 
had fully examined it. "There wa'n't 
a purttier for miles around, when I was 
a young feller. The gal's name that 
owned it was Mirandy Smithers, only 
daughter of Farmer Smithers. She gin 
this to me herself, the night afore I went 
on my fust voyage. 'It?s so ye won't 
iorgitme, Ben,' says she, inherfasci-
aatin' way. I've wore that picter ever 
-.since, and alius shall so long s I live. 
' "The fust I ever heered of Mirandy 
Vas by means of brother Josiah (he 
'died in the war of 1812). One day he 
isays to me: 'Ben, there's a new gal 
come to singin'-skule, yer ought to see 
Iher; she's got the handsomest face, the 
neatest figure, the purttiest foot yer 
«ver see,' and he kep' a badgerin' me 
jail day to go that night to singin'-skule. 
So I went, and there I fust see Mirandy. 
il didn't have eyes for anythin' else, the 
ihull evenin'. Josiah, seem' how I was 
a feelin,'up and turned to her, (she 
sot right in front of us,) and says he, 
4Miss Smithers, let me make yer ac
quainted with my brother, Ben.' And 
die give me the purttiest bow, and says 
«he: 'Happy to meet ye, Mr Dawkins.' 
X was too bashful to say much, but a'ter 
considerable skirmishin', I managed to 
ask if I could see her home after skule, 
and shesaid: 'Yes.' 

"To make a longstory short, 'twan't 
the last time, by any means, that I saw 
Mirandy home, although she was purtty 
aggravatin' when she sot out to tease, 
like all gals of spirit will with fellers. 
A chap by the name of Jim Fowler 
used to come from the city; his father 
lived in our place; and the gals seemed 
to think there wan't anyboay like Jim. 
But he was iest like me—all tuke up with 
Mirandy, and 'twas fust one ana then 
t'other of us that she favored, a-keepin' 
.both on us oneasy a'most of the time. 

"Howsomever, one night I found her 
to home, a'ter Jim'd bin there, as she 
a'terward told me, and as soon as 1 sot 
eyes on her I knew that there'd been 
•uthin' to pay. I asked her to go with 
ine to singin'-skule. 'No, thank ye, 
Ben,'she says, 'I believe I wont go to-
uight.' So I asked her if she'd go for a 
walk. 'Twas mild and the moon was 
a-shinin', but not so but what the stars 
could be seen. So she put on her little 
hat, a gypsy they called it in them days 
—'twas wfiite, made of straw, and 
trimmed with light blue ribbands. I 
never see her look purttier in all my 
life. I offered her my arm and she tuke 
it. How I felt you boys that have 
walked with a purtty gal in the same 
way can guess. 

"A'ter we'd walked a spell, 1 noticed 
.Mirandy was purtty sober—different 
from usual—so I says: 'Mirandy, 
.there's a good many stars in the firga-
ment, ain t there?' 'Yes,' says sne. 
alookin' up, kinder wondcrin'. 'Wal,' 
ieays I, *'yon can't count 'em, can ye?' 
*No,' says she. 'That's jest the way I 
love ye, Mirandy,' says I, 'more'n lean 
tell ye. Will you be mine, Mirandy? 
For a mlnit she didn't say anything; 
then she says: 'You must ask father, 
fen;' and seein' she'd the same as said 

'Yes' as fur as she was, I jest Hp—yon 
fellers know; so I needn't tell; 'twas 
the same old story," said Uncle Ben, 
with a merry twinkle in his small black 
eyes. 

"When we got to the house, I, mean-
in' business, went to find the old man. 
He was a-sittin' on the back porch, 
a-smokin'. 'Mr. Smithers,' says I, 
'can I have a word with you?' 'Cer
tain, Mr. Dawkins,' says he, walk right 
this way,' and opened at the same time a 
door leadin' to a small room, and on it 
(the door I mean) was writ the word 
•Office,' as I could see by the moonlight. 
When we sot down, he says: 'Wal, 
young man, what kin I du for you?' 
'Give me your daughter,'says I; 'fori 
love her with my hull heart.' 'Which,' 
says he, With that 'ar curious smile of 
hisn (more like a monkey's grin than a 
nateral smile) 'does credit to yer taste, 
but Mirandy's too young to be married 
yit, and besides yer agoin' away to be 
gone so long there's no tellin' when 
yer'll be back again.' I forgot to say 
that I'd taken a berth on board of 
brother Josiah's brig, a few days afore 
my talk with Mirandy. 'Wal,' says I, 
'if I come back all snug and dry, what 
then?' 'Then' says he, 'if Mirandy's 
agreeable, I am.' How I got out of 
that 'ar room, I don't know to this day, 
but I went straight to Mirandy, and we 
sot up till most midnight, a talkin' and 
a planin' fer the futur'. We did this 
a'most every night till I went away, and 
there all the time old Smithers was a 
chucklin' and a thinkin' what fools we 
was, for notwithstandin' his promises, 
he never meant a word on 'em. 

"About a month a'ter this I went to 
sea, and as we was wrecked on the voy
age home, I was gone about two years 
all told. I heera pretty regeler from 
Mirandy at fust, but all ter once the let
ters stopped, though I continued to 
write jest the same, fer I didn't so much 
wonder at the letters not gettin' to me, 
seen' we'd been wrecked, as we had. 
At last we got into port, and when 
brother Josiah and I got in the house 
they was all glad enuff to see us, though 
I noticed mother looked at me, every 
once in awhile, very mournful, Dinner 
bein' over, I got slicked up ready to go 
to Mirandy's, fer I was mighty anxious 
ter see her, as ye may think. I come 
down stairs a hummin' and feelin' very 
cheerful. 'Where yer goin', Ben?' says 
mother. 'To see Mirandy, of course,' 
says I, surprised at mother's askin' me 
sich a question, 'My poor boy,' says she, 
'Mirana's—' 'DeadP says I. 'No,— 
married—last month, to Jim ^Fowler,' 
says mother. 

"If mother had a shot me, I couldn't 
a felt wuss. I sot right down in the 
nighest cheer, the hull room seemed a 
apinnin' round like a top. 'Mother,' 
says I, 'it's all over with me.' 'Don't 
say that, Ben, or you will kill me.' 
mother says. Although they all tried 
to persuade me different, I wouldn't 
heer to 'em, but that very day engaged 
to go in a week on a three-years' cruise 
to lnjia and Chiny. Instid of bein' gone 
three I was away five years. Mother 
never said much in her letters about 
Mirandy, except that she'd had a little 
'un, and latterly seemed to be pinin' 
and that Jim often asked fur me, when 
I was a comin' home agin'. This made 
me so oneasy that I give up the place in 
Chiny, in a tea house, a good one it was 
too, and come here. I didn't let the 
folks know exactly when to expect me, 
so they was all surprised when I arrived. 
Walkin' up, very still, to the house, I 
see mother settin' readin' in the big hall 
door; her hair was turned as white 
as snow, and she had on a black 
gownd, seein' father had jest died. 
When she looked up and see me standin' 
afore her, she fetched a scream, and 
then we hugged each other purty tight, 
she cryin' fur joy at havin' me back safe 
and sound. Then brother John and his 
wife Maria and the children came in, all 
so glad to see me once more. After we'd 
talked a spell, Maria says: 'This note 
come fur you last night, Jim Fowler's 
work-boy brought it; he seemed dretful 
anxious, the boy said, to know if you 
was expected soon.'" 

Here Uncle Ben paused, and taking 
from the pocket before mentioned an 
envelope, he drew from it a note yellow 
with age, written in a delicate feminine 
hand, and reading as follows:— 

"Dear Ben—Will you come at onoe to your 
dying Miranda. 

P. 8.—J ames consents to this." 
"When I'd read this letter," contin

ued Uncle Ben. if you'll believe me, I 
felt all the old feelin's I used to have for 
Mirandy, although she'd married Jim, 
instead of me, so I went right over to 
the house. Jim seemed real glad to see 
me, but awfully down in the mouth, 
which I didn't wonder at when I come 
to see Mirandy a lyin' on the bed, sc 
pale and thin—her eyes shet, her white 
hands folded together on the quilt, her 
yellow hair like gold a fioatin' around 
her on the piller. 

"'Speak to her, Ben,' says Jim. 
'Mirandy,' says I, 'it's Ben.' My 
speakin' seemed to rouse her right up. 
As soon as she see me, her eyes lit up, 
jest as they used to did, ana she put 
both her white, thin arms around my 
neck, and drew me down and kissed me, 
notwithstandin' Jim was a standin' by, 
and she says: 'It was real go*d of you 
to come, Ben.' 

"Then she told Jim to fix up the pil-
lers, so she could set up a little, and 
made Jim set on one side of the bed, 
and me on the tother; and after she'd 
got rested (she was so weak that movin' 
seemed to take all her strength) i she 
says: 'You and I have been wronged, 
Ben, but 'twasn't my fault, or Jim's. 
However, I wanted to see you, and right 
it as far as it ever can be in this world, 
Ben; so I told Jim to try and find yer, 
for my sake. When father lay a dyin' 
he called me to him, and says he: 
"Mirandy, I ain't done the fair thing by 
you and Ben; he did write, and I kept 
back the letters; ye'll find 'em in my tin 
chest along with the will. I didn't mean 
no harm; I thought Jim had more 
money than Ben and 'ud make yer a 
better husband. But 'twas all wrong, 
though I didn't mean so. Can yer fur-

five me, Mirandy?" I tried tofurgive 
im, seein' he was dyin', and I was 

married to Jim. A'ter he was dead I 
found the letters where he said, and that 
you was the same lovin' Ben as ever. 
Hero they be,' she says, takin 'em from 
under the piller. 

"There they was, sure enuff, and I 
took 'em, ana Mirandy says- 'You can 
keep'em, or not.' But I wa'n't goin' 
to keep what had been so troublesome, 
so I throwed 'em all into the lire that 

was burnin7 on the hurth. After they 
waa burned up, Mirandy took my hand 
and put it into Jim's, and then Aunt 
Ruth brought the little 'un, and Mirsuidy 
says; 'Ben and Jim, allers be good 
friends when I'm gone. Take care 
the little 'un between yer. He's got 
both yer names,' (she d called him 
James Benjamin,) 'and I hope he'll 
neverjdisgrace 'em. Ye'll'promise,won't 
yef" 

"We was to full too speak and only, 
nodded. This seemed to satisfy her.' 
Then they tuke away the baby, and she. 
lay quiet, with her eyes shet, for a long' 
time. At last she says: 'Sing, won't 
ye, "There if a land of pure delight"?'] 
Now Jim was purtty good at the tenor,1 

and I could manage tne bass, so we be-, 

fun to sing, although 'twas a purtty 
ard matter, seein' our hearts was in, 

our throats a most of the time. While 
we was a singin', boys, Mirandy opened 
her eves, smuin', oh, so beautiful, gavei 
a little sigh and was gone., \ 

"What happened next, or how thq 
funeral went off, I never could tell exact
ly. Folks said to me a'ter wards thatj 
everybody, a'most, was a-ciyin', seem', 
us two young fellers in the first carriage,( 
with the little 'un, knowin' how much 
we'd both sot by Mirandy. j 

"A'ter Mirandy's death, although Jlm| 
and me was allers good friends, hq 
never seemed the same, specially as we 
soon laid the little run to rest by the side 
of his mother. One day when Jim and 
I was a standin' by their graves, Jiiq 
says: 'Ben, there ain't nothin' more fur 
me to live fur, in this world; the sooner 
I'm laid here the better, and I hope it 
ull be before long.' And in a few years 
he got his wish. And there," continued 
Uncle Ben, his voice broken with emo
tion, "they have laid for fifty veara 
a-waitin' for me, and so, boys, when 1 
have done with this old craft, and got 
safe into harbor,you must lay me along: 
side of Mirandy and Jim, and the litUq 
'un. I often think, as I set alone at 
work, of the time when I shall meet 
'em all, in the place, where, as scriptuj 
says: 'They neither marry nor are given 
in marriage'; where 'the wicked ceasa 
from troubling and the weary are at 
rest.'"—Springfield (Mass. J Republican. 

How the Fair Hex Impose Upon Knight 
•f the Rasor. 

Although men are supposed to know 
all about barber shops, few have any 
idea of the number of pretty girls and 
charming women who climb into the 
big chairs and have their hair trimmed 
or cut and their heads shampooed every 
week. It was about two o'clock yester
day afternoon that a couple of ladies 
and a little girl entered a West Madison 
street barber shop and asked the pro
prietor if he thought he would be free 
from male customers for an hoar or so. 

"I want my head shampooed," said 
the lady patron, and Bessie's hair must 
be cut, but I should die if a man came 
in. Now, if yon can lock the door 01 
put somebody outside to say that you 
are engaged, w# will get ready." 

The barber reassured them and be
gan at once to "shingle" Bessie. A 
woman stood on each side of him, and 
from the number of questions asked it 
would not have been surprising had he 
taken off one of Bessie s ears in the 
operation. 

"Now, do be carefdl and cut it even. 
Don't you think you are cutting off too 
much from this side? Try and leave 
enough to bang, if you can. Hasn't the 
child tine hair? What do yoa do with 
the hair you cut?" were but a few of 
the interrogations with which he was 
plied. 

When the child's head was satisfac
torily arranged the younger of the 
women sprang into the seat, piled her 
arctic up on the highest rest, and pre
pared to be washed. The razor-wieldez 
had some difficulty in taking down 
the Langtry knot, but succeeded after 
dropping most of the hair-pins on the 
floor. She had brought her own comb, 
brush, towel, sponge and soap, and 
although she made him wash his hands 
right there, aud cloan his finger nails— 
a luxury he had not indulged in for more 
than a month—she had no objections to 
the colognes and toilet waters on the 
stand, which she helped herself to. 

"I have heard that you barbers clean 
the head beautifully, but the scalp 
is perfectly awlul two days after. Now 
I don't want any such work, and if yoa 
make the dandruff come out on my 
head I'll be back again and make you 

five me another snampoo for nothing, 
o look to your laurels. ' 
When her hair was washed and dried 

as well as towel, bay rum, and a pair of 
big. strong hands could dry it, she 
called for a fan, which of course, was 
not to be found. 

"If I had thought to bring one! Well, 
no matter, here's a paper," and the 
morning sheet was creased into a fan 
and handed to the astonished tonsorial 
artist with which to "dry fan" her hair. 
While this operation was in progress the 
man was asked how much money the 
business yielded, the "price of such a 
jolly big chair," what men talked about 
when they were getting shaved, what 
the strop was good for, and who got 
the green tickets. After the fanning 
process the exhausted man was com
pelled to comb out the tangles, and, as 
he said to his partner when that tardy 
individual returned, ' 'my head for a foot
ball if she didn't want me to do up her 
waterfall."—Chicago News. 

Why He Flew. 
First Critic—Hello George! why this 

hurry? Where are you going? 
Second Critic—Don't you know; 

Somewhere; anywhere. To the ends of 
the earth, probably. 

First Critic—But what is the matter? 
Second Critic—You know I went to 

see Irving and Terry last night. Well, I 
worked like a horse getting up a fine 
article that would knock Willie Winter's 
poetic eulogiums higher than a kite. 

First Critic—No doubt of it 
Second Critic—One of my expressions 

was; "There is genius in the wrinkles 
of Irving's brow. Bather line, wasn't 
it? 

First Critic—First-class. But what 
has that got to do with your hasty flight? 

Second Critic—In the hurry of writing 
I got in the name of Miss Terry instead 
of Irving. Mercy! There she comes 
now. rm off.—Philadelphia C*ll. 

—John Connors, of Portland, Me, 
supported by the city as a pauper, was 
found to be the owner of six dogs.— 
Rutland Herald. 

Onr Boy* 

We want to talk about the boy a 
moment. He is the most valuable 
livino- young creature upon the farm, 
except the girl, but about her we do not 
deem it neccessary to speak in this 
connection. Her mother usually ap
preciates her value, and does not neglect 
her in the manner the father neglects 
the boy, who in many instances does not 
receive one quarter the care and attention 
that is bestowed upon the calf or the colt. 
He has enough to eat, is warmly clothed 
and a place to sleep. These are but a 
very small portion of what we owe the 
boy. In fact, he had better go hungry, 
an'd be a little cold, and sleep in very 
indifferent quarters rather than be 
neglected in some other ways. Every 
thing of value in the future depends 
npon the young of to-day. The Govern
ment, the maintenance of social organ
ization, the advance of civilization, 
morality, religion and education, all 
depend on that boy and girl. It is a 
fearful responsibility that is to rest upon 
them, and the great question for every 
father to answer is, how can I lit the 
boy for the discharge of these weighty 
duties which the years will lay upon 
him? As before said the girl usually 
gets along all right. When she becomes 
a woman she is a* woman, thanks to 
the patience of the mother, who 
will sit down and talk with her 
little girl for hours, as if they were 
equal in age and knowledge. The re
sult is early development in the girl 
and a maturity that our boys do not 
have, and never will have until the 
fathers realize that they should at 
least give as much attention to the 
training of the boy as they do the train
ing of an animal. It is hard to raise a 
boy, and the father who does not often 
sigh with fatigue in his dilligent at
tempts to instruct and entertain the 
little fellow, might as well conclude 
now, that he is neglecting his duty. 
The boy begins life wholly helpless 
and absolutely ignorant of everything. 
All is mystery to him, and it must be 
explained to him, or he must remain in 
ignorance. Nature implants in him a 
thirst for knowledge. He sees the fire 
in the stove, and wishes to know what 
it is. He does not know that it will 
harm him, and may never know until 
his fingers are burned. Then he knows, 
then he has learned something; and jt 
may be impossible, because of his 
youth, for him to learn it, at the time 
he does learn it, in any other way. But 
right here the failure of the parent to 
discharge his duty with reference to 
other things toward the child, is sug
gested. & frequently leaves the boy 
to be taught through burned fingers 
pretty much altogether. As one writer 
remarks, he learns what the laws of 
nature are only when he is punished for 
their violation. Thousands of our boys 
are never told anything at all about the 
dangers of life, ft is not explained to 
them how this or that vice affects them 
physically, or how, perhaps through 
heredity, they are particularly exposed 
to some danger. We seem sometimes 
to think that if we set them a good ex
ample we have discharged our full duty. 
A good example may do some good, but 
how very weak it is as a protection to 
the child, the fact that the sons of our 
most exemplary fathers are as wild as 
the wildest, only too plainly shows. 
Sometimes, too, a bad example is so 
wretchedly bad that it is disgusting, 
and the boy turns from his father's 
practices with loathing. We once heard 
a reformed drunkard say: "My father 
was a respectable moderate drinker, and 
I became a drunkard, but not one of my 
boys ever drank a drop." Boys coming 
from our most exacting Christian homes 
are often the worst boys we have. Yet 
not the least fault can be found with the 
example set them. They are not drilled 
in the principles of right. That is what 
is the difficulty. They are not told that a 
certain course of conduct will result dis
astrously and the reason explained. 
They are left to burn their finger, and 
they will be very apt to do it right in 
the presence of the very best example. 
It is well enough to set a good example, 
but to expect it to be a shield to the 
boy, unless there accompanies it a full 
explanation of the principles that 
prompts the example, is idle. 

So the father who fully recognizes the 
responsibility resting upon him, will 
brace himself for the discharge of a very 
arduous work in the training of his boy. 
The little fellow will begin early to tax 
his patience and his strength. He will 
ask what the sun is, and is to be told it 
is the sun. He will ask what it is for, 
and is to be told. He will want to 
know why it is for the purpose stated, 
and the best explanation possible must 
be given; and he will, of course, pile up 
the questions upon the sun,, until the 
father is in an inextricable confusion, 
and utterly exhausted. But it is his busi
ness to stick to his work and pull 
through the best he can; and when he 
gets through with the sun, he will, with
out losing any time, manufacture a cat
echism upon some other subject. That 
is nature developing itself, and if we do 
not say that it must be encouraged, it at 
least must not be discouraged. And 
when he is temporarily through his 
search for knowledge, he may make 
further requisition upon the father's 
strength in the direction of play. The 
requisition ought be granted. The 
father tired! That makes no difference. 
The father too dignified to play with the 
boy! Bah. At such times the conduct 
is to be regulated bv the standard of the 
child's dignity and not the father's. 
Fifty years' stiffness in a two or ten-
year-old boy is impossible. The father 
and the child should be companions, 
and to be that they must be as near 
similar as possible; and as the boy can
not stiffen up to a fifty years' dignity, 
the father must limber to a two or ten-
year-old simplicity. If we cannot meet 
these requirements we are wholly unfit 
to be fathers.— Western Rural. 

Religious. 

—Reform has touched the far West 
The San Francisoo Chronicle says: 
"There is an apocryphal story going 
the rounds of the coast papers that two 
of Nevada's prominent officials are tem
perance men. It has always been the 
popular opinion that capacity for hold
ing a good deal of whisky was the prime 
requisite of political advancement in the 
Sage-brush State of late years, but it 
may be that there has been a change of 
heart recently." 

—Twenty-eight years ago Patti sang jn 
this oountry to fifty-cent Eousett _ 

TREASURES IN HEAVEN. 

But lay up for yourselves treasures in 
Heaven, whero neither moth nor rust doth 
corrupt, and where thieves do not break 
through nor steal.—Jfatu c: 19. 

•TIb oft of a beautiful city 1 hear. 
Whose walls arc uutoucbed with the blem-

ishoftime: , , . , 
Etemitv's river flows crystal and clear. 

And <Ld is the light of the beautiful clime. 
They tell me the pavements are gleaming 

with jBfolcli 
The walls are of jasper, and gateways of 

That over its beauty no shadows are rolled. 
No darkening tempests their banners un

furl. 
When night's starry silence is reigning su-

AnidaVlight has faded away in the west, 
Alone in the solitude quiet, I dream 

Of Heaven, the home of earth 8 brightest 
and best. . , 

Sometimes in my wandering fancy, it seems, 
I almost can hear the invisible choir 

Its music send .down, on tlie uioon s silver 
beams, , , , , 

; And waken a song in my faltering lyre. 

The years roll along in their hurrying flight, 
And leave with me naught of the treasures 

of earth; ' 
My days will be spent asa watch in the night! 

For short is the time unto Death from one's 
birth! 

Then up in that beautiful city above 
May 1 some new treasure be storing away, 

Whose beauty shall kindle my heart into love 
i For God, the Great Light of Eternity's Day. 

What matter the rubies and jewels of earth, 
Or pearls of the Orient pillowed in gold? 

For slight is their value and little their worth. 
Compared with the treasures that Heaven 

doth bold. 
No rust can corrupt, and no thief steal away, 

The treasure I have in the city of Love; 
No darkness can shadow the glory of day. 

That shines in that beautiful city above. 
—George Edtnard Day, in N. X. Observer. 

SWEARING. 

Swearing in some form dates from 
very early times. The desire to 
strengthen one's affirmation by invok
ing the name of God seems well-nigh 
inherent in man. In early Jewish times 
men swore by the head, by the Temple, 
or "by the iiving God." This gave 
added solemnity and weight to their 
contracts. This custom has descended 
even to our own day, and the man who 
would be loyal to King or countiy, or 
who would govern in equity ana jus
tice, takes an oath, and calls God to 
witness it. This custom in some form 
has obtained in many heathen nations, 
and we read that Mohamet was accus
tomed to swear by the descending 
stars. 

In so far as this is the expression of a 
natural instinct, it is right, and the 
solemn calling upon God to witness to 
one's words is a wise and religious act. 
There is no name like the name of God. 
We may call upon our souls, our heads, 
upon wife, mother, , native land, the sun, 
the stars, Heaven itself, but none of 
these can approach in solemn import 
the name of God. And the reason is 
because of the infinite and incompre
hensible contents of that name. We 
have some apprehension of what it 
means to call on self, wife, mother, 
country, or the sun. But who can 
comprehend God? 

The mountains speak' of time, but 
their duration is but a moment in His 
sight. The stars speak of His power, 
but it was a little thing to set them in 
their orbits. . The multiplicity of the 
universe witnesses to His omnipresent 
and protecting care. And man, made in 
His image, witnesses to Divine love. 
The evil deeds and ingratitude of man 
bear eloquent testimony to the forbear 
ance ana loving-kindness of our Heav
enly Father. And if we stop to think 
of these things, if we study man, the 
works that surround him. and the stars, 
and then think of the infinite God, om
niscient, omnipotent and eternal, in 
His relations to all these things, we 
shall get some conception, though it be 
dim and feeble, of the God whose name 
we invoke. In humility and dependence 
upon Him it is a fitting thing for the 
Christian to call God to ratify his word. 

But how dift'erent is the act of that 
man who indulges in profane swearing! 
He takes the name above every name, 
the sweetest name in Heaven and earth, 
that name so precious to the Christian 
heart, and which ought to be on all 
human lips only in prayer or solemn 
asseveration, and dragging it down 
from its exalted place, tramples it be-
nea'h his feet. To him it is an unholy 
thing, and he does despite unto the 
Most High. By this profane and terri
ble act he makes himself the enemy of 
God, of that God who sh'ould be, who is 
his best friend. . God goes not away 
from him, but he turns his back on God, 
and goes off into the darkness of his 
own wicked thoughts and deeds. To 
take the name of God thus recklessly 
upon the lips is not only wicked, but it 
uiscredits a man in the eyes of his 
neighbors for two reasons: a lack of 
ideas, and the inability to control him
self A confirmed swearer not only has 
a dearth of ideas, but of words, and so 
repeats again and again words of vast 
import which he has made of none 
enect. They become a meaningless 
jargon and tne index of his uncontrol. 
But they are not the less wicked, and 
he is as responsible for them as is the 
angry man who rushes into the street, 
and shoots down the innocent passer-by. 
We would plead with such men to think 
of God as a friend, and restrain them
selves; to think of this act as unworthy 
of rational and self-controlled men such 
as we ought to be, and to remember 
that for such acts God will bring everv 
man into account.—Golden Rule. 

" Rock That is Higher Than I." 

You must climb up higher than your
self in order to conquer yourself.' As 
long as one's thoughts center wholly on 
himself, and are directed merely to his 

^nd improvement, he is almost 
sure to be defeated in his struggles w th 
besetting faults. He has rio motive 
strong enougnto make him (in New 

.language) "resist unto 
blood striving against sin" ; for that 
self-love which makes him seek his own 
tjest interests is no match lor any ol 
the passions which gain control of a 
human heart. He will do what h» 
knows by sad experience will hurt body 
mind and soul, and What he has called 
himself time and again a "fool" for 
doing, even if he would resent another's 
calling lam so; still he will keep on 
doing it through the strength of the de
sire which urges him on, and the weak
ness of the only motive which prompts 
him to resist De eat is almost sure to 
come on that low level where nothing 
else is sought than our own interest 
ana pleasure, and victory will seldom 
be achieved until a higher principle of 
action has been ^ainei 

Then "lead me to tbe rock that b 
higher than I," must be the prayer of-
every soul. There is a whole host of 
temptations assailing us at every step., 
Their sleepless eyes are watching the 
first exposure of our hearts. Theyknowj 
where our defenses are weakest, and if! 
ever the strong human will on which 
we have been relying should slumber 
thev know that, too. When for a mo
ment we unloose our armor to seek) 
some relaxation, they make their fiercest 
assaults, and where the joints of our 
"harness" wore not well knit together 
their fljing darts soon find the narrow 
opening. Down on the level of these 
temptations is continuous, if not disas
trous, warfare; and we shall not fully 
master these enemies of our peace till 
we gain and hold on to the heights which 
command the plains below. 

Such a refuge there is in that alle
giance to God which makes us lay hold of 
Him as He has already laid hold upon 
us, and through that contact Divine 
power flows in to supply the needs of 
human weakness. There is a love for 
God which can grow to be so absorbing^ 
and supreme as to keep every^ heart
throb in unison with it. There is a loy
alty to the eternal righteousness which 
cau become so devoted that no usurping 
passion in the heart shall dare lift tip 
the standard of revolt. And all this 
loving, loyal recognition of the Divine 
as something t® be thought of, loved, 
obeyed, is that religion which takes us 
out of ourselves, 'and makes us find 
our tiniest lives in God. The eager 
reaching tip to that religion and the 
steadfast holding to it is the only rem
edy for private, social and National 
evils.—Rev. Richard Metcalf. 

Sr. Moody in London. 

The accounts of Mr. Moody's labors 
in London the past winter all show that 
never before was there a deeper inter* 
est taken in his evangelistic work, and 
that never before has his preaching 
made a deeper impression upon the 
masses. The two great buildings which 
have been moved from one quarter of 
the city to another, and occupied alter
nately, have been constantly crowded. 
The London Christian World says: 

"The South side of the Thames 
seems more susceptible to the influence 
exerted by Messrs. Moody and Sankey 
than the North. Remarkable as were 
the gatherings at Highbury and Step
ney, those at Wandsworth were much 
more so, while Battersea thus far fur
nishes the most striking chapter in the 
history of the campaign. It is one of 
the peculiarities of tne missions con
ducted by the evangelists that the inter
est deepens and the success grows. 
Messrs. Moody and Sankey very soon 
become quite an institution in the local
ity where their tabernacle is pitched. 
The services prove an almost irresisti
ble attraction. People go, and the more 
they go the more they talk, and the 
more they talk the more the hall is be
sieged. 

"The gatherings in the Lavender-
hill hall during the week have been re
markable in many ways. Not only has. 
the building been thronged, but the 
horny-handed sons and daughters of 
toil have come well to the fore. The; 
evangelists and all concerned in thft 
working of the mission are much 
cheered by the impression which is be-, 
ipg produced. On Sunday something 
like thirty thousand people found their 
way into the vicinity of the hall, which 
necessitated the holding of three over
flow meetings at night—one in the open, 
air, another in the neighboring Wesley-
an chapel, and yet another in York-
road Baptist chapel. The day was by 
far the most memorable that has been 
experienced since the London campaign 
opened.^ At the hall alone in the even
ing the inquirers numbered close upon 
five hundred." 

Wise Sayings. 

—Heaven is never deaf but when 
man's heart is dumb—Francis Quarles. 

—We grow broader, not by seeing er
ror, but by seeing more and more of 
truth.—James Freeman Clarke. 

—Many of the Psalms begin mourn
fully and end triumphantly, to show us 
the prevailing power of devotion and 
convince us of the certain- return of 
prayer.—Bishop Hooper. 

A definite belief is good for any one, 
even as an intellectual exercise, for it 
gives tone and vigor to the faculties; 
but it is infinitely more valuable as a 
moral one, since it gives form and di
rection to one's living.—United Presby
terian. 

Kcv. H. W. Landrum, in the Chris
tian Index, says: "The Christian heart 
which is not twenty-live thousand miles 
in circumference is not as large as it 
ought to be. We must take in the 
whole world if we are worthy of Him 
whose name we bear." 

Buffalo Christian Advocate 
trusts "that our German friends in this 
country will keep well posted in regard 
to the movement in Germany wnich 
seeks for the better observance of the 
oabbath. It is assuming quite lar»e 
proportions. Since the beginning of 
1883 nearly two hundred center! of 
population have declared in favor of 
closing of shops and the cessation of all 
work on Sun lay. In Berlin 12,000 
tradesmen have petitioned the Govern-
nmit for the abolition of work on Sun-
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