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Ambition. y

“And what ia it« reward? At best «
• name!“

“ Praia«—whan the «ar bas-grewu to« doll 
to hear I

“ GobD-when th« Mnsas it should please 
are dead !

“ Wreaths—when th« Lair they oovSf Lar

i

<4
grown gray I ■

—when the heart it «hauld Jiave 
thrilled is maimad.”

I knew him when a «cbOol-boy, he made 
his

Maiden effort. Ambition was bis idol.
' His eye was

Like the eagle’s, and from his lip 
breathed"' , *

An*'eloqne'nce felt and adored by wcukor- 
spirits.

tie went out iuto the world filled with high
* _ hopes
tqd glorious protnisns; He had no dread 

otrivalrv, ■ " — a* '*v—V -3While men bowed down apd women woi> 
■ - »biped ; ,’ —

Fame brought him wealth, lie could count 
his gold

ir
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* * ’ *

PACIFIC CHRISTIAN MESSENGER, THURSDAY, JULY 12, 1877.
V.

Rainy rays.

- They are not necessarily unpleasant 
days, though people that must needs 
grumble, generally make them so; it 
would be well for their friends, if such 
people would only devote all their, 
growling to anathematizing the 
weather, instead of finding fault, 
snubbing and sneering at other people.

By rainy days, I do not mean the 
short winter days, with eveningB four 
or five hours long, tliat tlie whole

confiding, and, as with the other accu­
sation, nevgjr resented, tliat wotuea 
have tlie monopoly of gossip, bo it te 
with the imputation of scolding. 
Now men scold and women scold. To 
scold is the impulse of undisciplined 
human nature, in which both men and 
women share. It sliows weakness <(f 
character, os well a« infirmity of will, 
and is almost always a complete deir- 
onstration of a/eeble mind. A strong, 
well-balanced, cheerful, sunny mak**- 
up, mental: and -•physical, • has not to 
desci®^!o vTtu|>eration and ofieijiuvu 
t liking. - IKomu/i’s Jourmtl.

drawing him away sank te the fl»x>r 
with him, sobbing as if her heart would 
break.

' Such are the sad scenes that God 
sees and men see from day to «lay. 
Poor maniacs ! poor wives ! poor chil­
dren ! who shall protect you from this 
dire, anil deadly curse ? Who shall de­
liver you from this darK and terrible 
thrall. Law permits the cuitie ; re­
spectable men' «teal out tlie poison ; 
and wealthy church mem liera “ in goes! 
and régula refunding," own the build­
ings where this devilish work is dime, 
and pocket the rente that are wrung 
from tin* drunkard's trembling hands, 
and coined from the torn and broken 
hearts of «h*imkar«Ts .»«»¡'rowing wivej. 
and helpless children. “ How long, () 
,Lord,-how long !” The (Boston) Uheix- 
tian.-

“ What's this man brought in for f’ 
asked th*? Chief of Police.

"Disorderly conduct, th row ing stones 
at peopli^curaing ami swearing.”

“ Very well; put huiii inte the cell
i But stop; there's the childF*
I The little fellow was an exception­
ally beautiful boy. Ha bad graxy 
blue eyes, so large and so pitiful tliat 
th^ir glance appealed the Chief a 
stout heajt. His complexion,, where 
it was not discolored by dirt apd tears 

-was the finest and 1’iur.esu Ji'is hi».» 
were like dwriw. His yellow hair- 
curled thickly over bis noble shaped 
head./

“ Tliat man has si-cn better days," 
said* the Chief to himself.. “ Come, 
bub, vour father must go in the, it 11. 
'We'l ‘find a. place fra' V >u sol lie where.’, 

‘ No; no, sir ;sM'., no !’ cried the hoy 
in u terrified voice. - “ I go; with ■papa.- 
Oh! pleas.'- dond take me from any 
|>apa.”

“ Rut child, you must. See hire,. 
Cl »Hurt, Voll must take * the iliild 

s ' away.
EasGr said than done. Tlie Tittle * • z ' ■

fellow caught bis. father’s hand*, clung 
to his Imdy, which staggered, at his

i 
I

I

household looks forward to with 
pleasure, but 1 do mean June days 
when it does seem that tlie clouds 
will never cease dropping their gai- 
nereil f'lln^ss sdowii: when the nose- 

' bushes covered with full-blown roses 
threaten|v*ou with a delude if you at- 

' tempt to phtek mrc; whyty-W«* ]»ear 
• treelTdrip-and you cannot ktif abroad 
I after the shower for fear of contnu't- 
j ing a cold from wetting your feet in 
j the heavy grass. •
, I mean too, days in September, 
j when a continuous drizzle, drizzle 
i makes one nervous and the ’ ceaseless 
' drip, drip? drip, limn the eaves mocks 

By ingots. Slu'ves came and went to do .rO]Jt.n fruitage of the orchard Olid
hi. bidding, I the. 1 »ending ”” " ' “i“

His laugh was echoed back by fawning I , . . >
sycophants, - 

And none dare sigh when lie saw-fit to
Bmile. * X

One of earth-s fairest crossed liis giitterin'g 
path. He won b£r

For*his bride. The eagle mate’d* with the 
dove. He loved,

She idolized. And thus their lives wenton.
Higher-still he cli jjlAd fame's ladder uu- 

‘ . til Nepenthe's cup
Drowned all save the image of the first 

love lift , ■*
~ .Spirit evtr kn^w. Tlie love of power—the 

wild doniinjpu
-. Over lesser minds which entered once 

—------------ nhnts in it«.-----—----- -------------- —
Visitor forever. But amnT lift s Wild and 

feverish .
Dreams did he forget the c»e he left, to

il-

♦ •

pine witliiu
Hftj>alace walla ? Forget her, no! Her
_ . non; e ‘
Ministeri«! to bis purpose, ar.d it became 

one -
tstep stone to Ins'mighty goal.
.Sometimes he came, as wanderers do,

, -buck ta-----------\ ' . . . . ' ■
His nome again—but then his hoars were 

not
His own. He was closetetl with strangers, 

and
He seemed to think her too exacting if sire 

prayed
For ouc still hour of quiqp by liis.side.

• And it was /
Oft »repeated; till she «'anie to feel her love

was
I Wasted on a senseless shrine.

The brimming beaker overflows as the
- last drop

Falls upon its surface,—you way trample
- on

The fio» <r till its fragrance fills the air,
,KuJ(ltpuay cóme rgim when*Spring slftTl ' 
Hang her blossoms on tin? trees. Let the 

caged
Bini free, and its song will trill as merrily j 
To the breeze «8 if it never pined in boji-1 

dage. . 1
Yon may quench the darning torch but li * 

may
Be relit by the rame fires that gave it birth ;
Tlie broken haip muy le re-strung—but !

the <
Human heart ft io delicately fashioned 

and
So strangely strung, its chords once jarred 
Its notes are dissonarice forever.
A change came o er t je spirit of 

dreams.
The world became his Brutus, and 

fell a
Victim to the. clungeful folly of 

crowd. . ... .....
Wounded and sore he sought his home, 

yearning
For the love ho hail so lightly cast away. 

"Twas dead,
And in the heart’s cavern was a sepulchre 

of buried
Hopes—of aspirations » moth: red ere they 

saw the light
The stone wr.s rolled before the door, and 

the last
Firm seal was set. < j
The throng had left him and lie waswlone, 
For him the lautel was a crown of thorns, 
He took the dear bought -circlet from his 

. fame-cursed
Brow an«l bowsd his kead upon the chilling 
Marble ath's feet, ami wepl in angnshthat 
He wss nr.t lowly born. Ar.***toh U

,g fieldyi xif ripening grain, 
i It is trying to the patience,‘but lie­

cause fas some one has 'expressed it) 
dame nature sees fit to appear in un­
dress, it is no reason why yfiu should 
go moping up and down the |x>rch or 
stand idly' di-umming on tlie window 
sill, clad in an old wrap|xfr, Routing 
and ' giving vent to a miserable 
temper, blaming everybody and thank­
ing no one. It- is unworthy of you, 
just turn philosophé', go upstairs, 
don yimi 1 »Pettiest robe, smooth out 
the snarls from your leiiipeî* as you 
brush out,the tàpgles from Jour hair,, 

yh'tekt tic* amt' you 
will already begin to feel syjfkxim- 
plaeelit, for there is no slicli tiling as 
respecting one’s, self in a dowdy dress.; 
go down stairs when- all are looking 
dixcons«>!at+', -mile at everybody, *cu|8 

, tin- ba! . pet the dog, talk to tlie 
birds, r. uie oii a galop on the piano, 
and then if yuit really want to enjoy 
a nttnv aiterhix»u draw an easy chair, 
i-l - • Jo the window and feCgCt every­
thing in the perusal of an interesting 
book or what is better nn old scrap- 
book, musty and yellowed by age and 
filled from cover to -ciwer.- with odd 
bits o! choice literature and inaylæ an 
autograph here and there. A bundle 
of old newspapera^and magazines, too,

■ vastly ents'ftaining on a 
” p if there is a 

friend to chat with yon pleasantly 
over the ' id stories, lioticijs, fashions, 
and limy paragraphs. -

« yóùr hiTghi
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Hairy's Mannars.

MY HUTH POOL.

Little Harry had come from his city 
home to make his summer visit at 
grandpa's " Ain’t you got á Ijig yard !’ 
he exclaimed, ns he stepped out upon 
grandpa’s green acres, beside the sil- 

touch/all the time «trcaming in heart- very,river, thr morning after his arri­
val, which had been after dark’ of thé 
evening before. Now began blissful 
days of out-door play. aud^fun. The 
child was almost beside himself ' with 
delight. He could scarcely spare time 
and breatlrtAput “ Ma’am” and“ Sir” 
after “ A’es ” and “ Ño,” as he hail al­
ways been taught to do. ■ ,

• His mamma gave him many gentle

brAak ing tones, fha't he must, lie would 
go with ]>a|>a.

“ L’ 'm alomysaid Ithe ufiiu at_ last- 
geeniing to come <»ut of his stupor for 
a moment.

“ Ikon ye see—lie's got ii«>lxxiy~T>ut 
me ?- L ’ in alone."

“ I can't allow th«“ child te go inte 
the cell,” said the ('hief, “ lait I-can’t
bear to hear his cries. I ¿suppose 
there’s nothing else, to ilo. He must 
.ga Put them in together, Colbert.’’

! may prove
I rainy day, especially

i

Ili»

lie

He was nrt lowly born. Anff'fittoli 
Fame !

And sao’a » its reward !
Caston, April, 1877-

“ Art ¿Äcist ia an infidel -goB^ 
(joed.”—ÍíUCás,

I
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Heroism.
“ 0 <L nr,” sajld Willie Grey, as he 

aafion the snwthorse and looked at th** 
kindling-wood wliichjiemight to have ,

I been splitting~fbi* TiinjnofTier, '“ I do
I wish I cirtrW do something for the 

world, some great* action that every
< ine c< i il h I àdtfilTlë;“,triat woulil make' — 
the country and the whole world bet­
ter and happier. I wish I could lie'"à 
hero, like Washington or a famous, 
missionary, like Judson, but I can’t do 
anything or lie anything.”

“Why- do you want to be a hero?” : 
asked’his ionsinî John Maynard, who. 
coming up ju^tthen, happened to-over- 
hear his soliloquy.

<X” said Willie ciiloring, “every*
one admires a hero, and talks alxuit 
him, and praises him after he is dead.” 

“ That's the idtja, is it said John.
“ You want to lie a hero for the sake 
of being talked about"

reiuinders, but he was in sin-h a hurry (1|'|,nrt
that he could not remember, line day
he,said, “ Mamma, 1 guess I've left my 
manners at home. I’ll write to papa 
and ask him to send, them to me." So

.....     . 7 ( , , .    .. • . ' -
Willie <li*knot exactly like this way

i?—Xhe little sellow cu&hwt him- as die little'fellow-Jmhi nfiÿ~write! his

Ihg it.
“ Not only that but 1 want to d*> 

gu"d tv [wiqde- ■convert -the heathen— 
—or -or save a sinking ship, or save 
tin- cittuiti1.. or something like- that.”

--—Trv pacing it thus,-and you will. 
hardly deem it a hAritshtp to endure a 
rainy day.

* A Night in the Station-house.
livc-iety licenses persons to inak', 

men crazy*. Au hours, time and a 
shilling's worth of poison, will trans­
form a quiet inoffensive man into a 
wild raving maniac, and send him 
howling, through the streets like a 
madman, or raving like a demon inte 

I home which once was full of happi- 
I ness and peaces

Society, having licensed fnen to 
i make folks insane, appoints other men 
I to take care of the other madmen, .to 
j protect society from their frenzied 
I tage, and to lock them up behind iron 
bars till their madness lias subsided. 
Tliey cannot watch them constantly; 
they mfty guarel society in the streets, 
but how little can they do for -the 
p<mr wretches who once within their 
home.’, rave as if seven demons ]>ns- 
sessed them, and abuse and murder 
those they have vowed to cherish and 
protect.

.These strong nicn who, at the peril 
of their own lives, prot et society from 
the brutalities of such madmen, soine- 
tiHies st;e strange sights. Let us look

self against the half-insensible form, 
and laid his head upoi; his father's lx»- 
som. So theyV-h j t together.

The faint light looked in through 
the ivimy bars when, on the following 
morning, the father awoke and }>estir- 
red hiqiself. Of course, os is usually 
the case, ho wondered where* he was 
and how he came there. ’Die last 
tiling he rememltereit. lie had gone 
into a salix.n alone and drank a few 
glasses, and then recollection ceased. 
Where was his ha^l ? where his cu&t ! 
Ami looking round, he critxl out in ag­
ony :

“ GimI. of heaven ! there’s li^lo Ben- 
■ ■ ♦*, .- ny .•.. -» »-

Yes; there was little Benny, tlie 
pure, fair child, the-idol of a broken­
hearted mother. There Was little 
Benny, and he had spent the night in 
this hole.

to

in on -the picture
1

• of one. of them as I 
i penned by an uliservet:

It was a forlorn sight.
A drunken father, blear-eyed and 

bloated, te whose hand a child of five 
years'clung witli a tenaciqfts grasp.

The mon ¡airly beat Jiis Lreu't as 
lie li ok. d down on that curly hi-atf.

“ Ilusliand and child both," lie mut- 
■ tered bitterly. “ Too bad, too bad,"

At that »h«>ui‘JitrJ.hg blue fyee of 
. the Loy opened. Tie raised Lima elf in 

wonder, but as he met his father s gazi; 
he smiled like an angel.

“Thebad man would put you in 
here, papa, but I wouldn’t let him 
take me. You didn't know anything, 
papa,"when I found you in the street. 
You lost your hat—I guess tihe wind 
took it—and the lmys wefe all laugh­
ing. You was sick ; wasn’t you, papa? 
And when the bad .man took you off, I 

I came too. Now, let’s go home and tell 
i mamma all aliout it. Let’s tell her 

we was stoled I" and the dear uncon­
scious little fellow laughed menily 
over the brilliant idea.

But that father! God help him! 
' His heart was touched as it never had 
i lieen Ix-fbre. He could not speak— 
- could scartdy think. What was the 
mother suffering that moment ? and 

I this awful sin ^hat had led him into 
! its toils—it never had looked as' it 
' looked to him now, within the' nji- 
1 sightly bell, the faint light lying on 
i the curia of lijslnnoeent buy.

"And when they went out, there 
stood the mother who, half distracted, 
had been wandering and searching all 
night Oh! what a sight for her gen­
tle, loving eyra! With A WiH cry, 
she fell upon the netk'-of tlie child, and

mother used the peip^hnd the.se are 
the wonts he gave her to put down : 
" Detti' /ut¡ut:

“ Please send iny manneix 1 le!’;, 
iny manners in Troy. I want you to 

“seaiyh round the cellar, in the ■ closet, 
and’tip stairs in the died, and see ¡f 
you can find them. Look in yeurbag 
and see jf y<»u brought them back to’ 
Troy, tèssi *l>ye, dear )>apa.

Harry.’’
Harry wentaway -before the man­

ner's came. He said to his aunty : 
“After I'm gone, yoil'll get 'a letter, 
aiul inside of it will be a lot of 
ma'ams,’ ‘yes ma’ams.’ 'You 
keep them till I come again."

• 1 think Harry will'* bring his 
ners next time. He is a loving 
wpv thoughtful and kind, only ■ 
times,'when he is just .about 
with play, he forgets to l>e polite. •----

Dear children, all, do be careful not 
to loavs? -youc manners, -behind you, 
wherever yon go. But there* is anoth­
er thing still more important: be pure 
to use your manners when you aru at 
home. If you don’t use theift every­
day, they will grow ru dy and rough, 
like steel .kpivyjj put away, 
knives must be us«“*. every day. It is 
not so bad to leave your’manners lx?- 
hind when you go away on a visit, ns 
it is to forget to use them when you 
are at home. You must be as polite 
to your papas and mammas as you 
would lie to a king and queen.—-V. F 
Okuerrer.

SCOLDS

1 «
F

yes 

lllUfit

man- 
child, 
wine­
crazy

vTliat ■sounds better, but believe 
me, Willie, the greatest heroes have 
I veil men ’who have thought least 
about themselves and more al h »ut.their • 
work, and so far as I can recollect now 
the great—I meai~according to the 
Christian stands i*d«—have 
begun by doing the nearestalutv 
ever small. ’ And here John tor

Be the mana of printed assertion 
what it will, the experience of the 
work! proves that men can scold as 
bitterly an<l unjustly as women. There 
is always some tender woman to ex­
cuse the shortcomings of a man, some 
mother, or wife, or daughter, who puts 
in her gentle “ ohs” and " ahs ” anil 
“ my dears,” like sticks to .stay tjie 
progress of a ton-ent, when a man 
gives way to temper. And around 
him she folds the mantle’of hey soft ex­
cuses, thinks of his headache, or his 
coms, or his tight shoes, or ..the din­
ner he ate tliat did -not agree with 
him; and as forjier own tlioni-pricks, 
see hides them Under lace and velvet, 
ami defies her drearest and nearest 
friend to see or suspect them. Tliat is 
what she does when she is loving jjpid

always 
yJiow- 
oiW. up

the ax ami Ix-gan/o split tihe kindling 
woo»!.

Willie jumped of” the saw-hot se, and 
began to pick, up the sticks without 
saving a ^»rrl; but though he said 
nothing, I^e thought the more.

“ Tve wasted lots of time thinking 
what great thing'I might do if I only 
had the chance,” lie thought ; an<l 
I've neglected the things I- could and 
ought to do, and made a hit of trouble 
for mother. I guess I’d better lx?gin 
iny heroism by. fighting my/own lazi­
ness.”—Alliutiee.

PKWAtTheW |>F A Book Lenih<h.----
A correspondent of tht Boston Tittu- 
mrijit writes : “ I have a considerable 
library, quite miscellaneous in make­
up, and I hftvc for years lent books 
Uiidvr certain restrictions. In the first 
place, I seldom lend a volume out of a 
set, or if for gtxid cause I make an ex­
ception, I stipulate the time for its re­
turn, as I am a firm betiea er in what 
is worth borrowing ts worth returning. 
In the second place, I keep an account 
of the books 1 loan*, to whom and when. 
In the third place, when I need to use 
a liook loaned, or when I think it has 
been out long enough to lx? read,I send 
for it, whether the borrower be friend, 
neighbor or acquaintance. In the fourtii‘ 
place, I always intend to cover with 
paper a Ixiok I Jend, though I believe 
a careful borrower should do this if 
the bixik is taken uncovered. As to 
fine bindings, I am more chary aim tit 
loaning, iny decision depending upon 
the borrower and my* opinion of him 
or her. I seldom have lost a Ixxik by 
lending. If the borrower dislikes be­
ing reminded of his delinquency in 
keeping the btxik an unnecessarily 
long time, or of my (the owner) need­
ing the same, perhaps he will not soon. 
Again Ixirrow, which Incision on hi» 
part suits me exactly, if my experience 
with him shows his ininciples.”

Society is said to be nothing but a 
mixture of inister-ies and miss-eries.

I-
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