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"PACIFIC CHRISTIAN MESSENGER,

St. Martin's Summer.,

* 1879,

Tho' flowers have perished at the touch
Of Frost, the early comer,

"1 hail the season, loved so much,

The good St. Martin's snmmer.

O gracious morn, with rose-red dawn,
And thin moon eurving o'erit!

The old year's darling, latest born,
More loved thun all before it!

How flamed the sunrise thro' the pines !
How streteched the birchen shadows,

Braiding in leng, wind-wavered lines,
The westward sloping meadows!

The sweet day. opening as a flower
Unfolds its petals tender, -~

Renews for us at noontide hour
The summer’s tempered splender.

~ The birds are hushed, alone the wind,

That thro' the woodlaud stretches,
The red oak's lingering leaves can find,
And y:ﬂow plumes of larches.

Bat still the balsam-bresthing pine
Invites no theught of sorrow,

No hint of loss from air like wine
The earth's content oan borrow.

The snmmer and the winter here.
Midway a trace are holding,

A soft, consenting atmosphere
Their tents of peace enfolding.

The sil: nt woods, the lonely hills,
Rise solemn in their gladness;

The quiet that the valley fills

' 1s searcely joy or sadness.

How strangs! the antnmn yesterday
In winter's grasp seemed dying,

On whirling winds from skies of gray
The early snow was flying.

And now while over Natare's mood
There steals a soft relenting,

1 will not mar the present good,
Forecasting or lamenting. =

My automn time and Nature's hold
A dreamy tryst together,

And, both grown old, -about us feld
The gold :n tiesned weather.

I lean my heart against the day
To feel its bland caressing;

I will not let it pass away
.Before it leaves its blessing.

Crod’s angels come not as of old.
The Syrian shepherds knew them;
In reddening dawns, in sunset gold,
And warm noon lights I view them,

Nor need thers is, in time like this
When heaven to earth draws nearer,
Of wing or song a8 witnesses
To make their presence clesrer.

O stream of life, whose swifter flow
Is of tue end forewarning,

Methinks the sundown af.erglow
Seems less of night than morning!

That clouds must veil this fair sunshine
Nor less a joy I find it;

Not less yon warm borizon line
That winter larks behing it.

The mystery of the untried days
1 close my eyes from reading;

His will be done whose darkest ways
To light and life are leading!

Less dreary the winter night shall be,
If memory cheer and hearten
Its heavy hours with thonghts of thee
Sweet snmmer of 8t. Martin!
—Joux G, WarrTiER, in Atautic,

———— ———— — ——————

The Wife's Christmas.

Ah, how ean you speak so cross, Charlie?
It isn't kind or right;

You woulda't have talked & year ago
As you have done to-night.

You wonder to see me sit and ery,
Like a baby vexed, you say,

When you didn't know I wanted a gift,
Nor think about the day!

But I'm not like a baby, Charlie,
Crying for something fine;

Only a loving woman pained
Ceu'd shed such tears as mine,

For every Christmas time till now—
And that is why I grieve—

It was yon that wanted to give, Charlie,
More than I receive.,

. A Mother's Warning.

“ You are a widow, mother,” whis-
pered Joyce;” “ and that is something
véry sad and lonely, to lose one you
love.” )

“ Yes, my daughter ; but if between
marriage and widowhood lie only
years of a terrible blackness, and ter-
ror, and pain, no white spots it them
but a row of little snow covered
graves; and then if death comes at
last to end the histery—comes not as
a gentle'angel sent of God, but in a
whirl of madness and horror and a
double murder. O Joyce! what
then 7"

Joyee shook like a leaf in a storm.
She had let fall her roses, and the lily
crown was not whiter than her face.
She spoke hearsely.

“ Mother, tell me all”

“1 must, my poor little girl. I,
who have hidden this story so that it
should not cast its shadow over your
childbood am doomed now to blight
with it your trusting girlhood. Oh'!
what a Jot is mine. I heped that
such silence might be left me forever ;
but I break it now, hopfng that hear-
ing my tale, you may escape its repe-
tition in your own life. Joyce, let me
Tave this corsolation out of my
dreadful past, that it has saved from
like ruin my last left child}

The girl made fno answer, but her
eager and frightened eyes were fixed
on her mother’s face. :

" Joyée, I was, as you know, scarce-
ly a step sister of Cuthbert's father.
I was the child by her first marriage
of Howard Verdeck's step-mother.
Here to Verdeck I came almost an in-
fant, hiere I grew up, and hege I mar-
ried Gerald Thoresby. *h and
handsome, a rising lawyer, they told
| me that the chancellor’s sack was be-

fore him, and that I should be proud
of being his choice. 1 knew that he
loved wine and cognae, and that now
and then he drank deep with gentle-
men after dinner; but all men drank
then, even more than they do now,
and I saw that many of them seemed
uninjured by it. I knew little of the
waorld. 1 thought that delirious
frenzy, that brutal outbreak in drink,
belonged not to the cultured som of
the upper classes, but to the untaught
and disappointed child of poverty. 1
did not know that men who drink
stand on a steeply imclined plane
down which they are almost sure to
be hurled to destruction. O Joyee!
there is no strength nor grace, nor
promise that Cuthbert possesses that
your father did not possess when I
gave him my hand. But he was
standing where he could neither stop
nor retreat in his use of liquor. It
seemed such a little while until he
was alternating between maniacal
rage and agonmized repentance, until
my life was a maze of terror and com-
passion., The servants, which some
poor woman may have envied me,
were my defenders against a crazy
husband. Our splendid home had &
skeleton in every rgom; one while I
retreated in terror from a rum-wild
man, and then T was in an agony of
sympathetio pain over the depths and
keenness of bis remerse. L saw him
struggle for himself and for his
children as Laocoon in the folds of
the twin serpents. The first of those
children was carried out of our honse,
the little white corpse of a ‘boy, just

And I would not have cared to-night, | 88 truly the victim of a drunken fit of

Charlie,
How poor the gift or small,

his father as if he had been strangled
by his father. When ' the coffin lid

Had yon only brought me something to | .} .+ over niy second child I blessed

show
That you thought of me at all.

The merest trifla of any kind,
That I could keep or wear,

A flimsy bit of lace for my neck,
Or a ribbon for my hair.

A pretty story of lovers trus, -
Or a book of pleasant rhyma,

A flower or a holly branch, to mark
The blessed Christmas time.

Bat to be forgotten, Charlie!
*“Tis that that brings the tear;
And just to think that I have been
Your wife bat & single year,
Y — Phoebe Cary,

God for that merey, for the child was
an idiot, struck before its birth with
the curse of ite father's sin. Despair
‘over these losses seemed to make him.
desperate. Then came a little daugh-
ter—came to waste away of maras-
mus through months of patient suffer-
ing. After this the judgment changed
its shape. We had a son, a child as
beauiiful and buoyant as ome of the
or sober, your father the child,

of his sight. Hal was an idol; to me
he seemed a glorious compensation
for the past, a promise for the future.
When he was sixteen months old you
were born, also healthy and promis-
ing. By this time it was evident that
neither love for wife or child, zeal in
his profession, nor terror of poverty
could deliver your father from the
awful spell that had bound him. Our
physicians assured him that he could
not survive many more attacks of de-
lirious fary. My future seemed fo
strétch away in same humble retire-
ment where, living on my small
dowry, I could rear my two children
in the peace denied to my wedded

unrest and madness, and that, calm
and penitent, he could enter into some

the rest? Your father weould have
his baby son in his arms after dinner,
sitting to drink his wine. One day
he drank very deeply, and delirium
began to overmaster him. With the
last effort of reason he eame to bring
the boy to me as I watched by your
cradle. As he entered the door of the
long bed-room, the child clutched to

opposite wall and shrieked ‘Satan!

the child tighter, he might crush him
to death. He scieamed, ‘Dewmon!
take everything else, take me, take
my soul, but spare my son "

“ He held him closer and shrieked
and foamed in his eonvulsion of agony.
I rang ‘wildly for the servants. They
were at dinner in their room, but pre-
sently we heard their feet along the
further ball and stairs. This aug-
mented his malness; hé » raged,

Satan, you surround me; yeu bring
armies to steal my child—you will
burn him—you will devour him !
Help!" His eyes fell on me, and his
Jost brain transformed me to an angel
coming to his aid. He raised his
lovely babe above his head, and howl-
ing, ‘ Angel save him !' he hurled him
toward me, and, striking against a
great marble table, the darling of our
eyes lay on the carpep limp and dead
—killed as by a stroke of lightening.
The servants who saw the deed stood
still in a shock of terror; the sight of
death froze the fever from the father's
brain. I stood as if changed to stone.
He staggered forward, turned the
little lace-robed body gently, saw the
stamp of death on that adored baby
face, and drawing a pistol from his
poeket, deliberately shot himself over
the corpse of his son. Joyee, you do
net wonder that after that tragedy I
was all unconscious when in one coffin
the bodies of that unhappy father and
his murdered boy were carried out of
the door. T did not know wky my
household went to wreek around me,
when all<bur servants were scattered,
when our home treasures went under
the auctioneer's hammer. I came
back at last to knowledge of events,
and you were creeping around this
floor, and 1 was sheltered by my
mother's step-son in this home in my
childhood. Joyce, to-day 1 see you
standing where I stood ‘before 1 was
made a wife. Daughter, I cannot see
you make my fatal mistake. Joyce,
have mercy on me, and do not marry
a man who is not strictly, totally tem-
perate.

Joyee had been sobbing bitterly
over her mother's story. She liftgd
her pale face. “O mother, Cuthbert
is so different, so kind, 80 gentle, and
I will make him temperate.”

“Bo was your father gentle and
kind; so I dreamed I should have
power. But, child, to marry a man
who drinks is not to save him—it is
only to enlarge the possibility of evil
for hind. It is to give him power to
wreck a man's Jife, to ruin the minds
and bodies of.his children; married,

. .

may rasp & brain half eonseious of its
eruelties and its crimes, may goad
into passion the piekings of remorse.
The married man draws down two-
fold the wrath of God-—in that he
sins as & husband and a fathor, and
that in the multiplication of his
duties and his possibilities his sins
and short-comings are multiplied.
Joyce, for Cuthbert's sake, for your
own sake, for my sake—and I have
endured so much—I conjure, marry
no man who drinks "

“ Mother ! mother!” wailed the
poor girl, “ why did yeu net tell me
this before 7" AWr .

“May Heaven forgive me!” cri

life. I used to hope and te pray that |the tortured mether. “I forgot the

when the hour of death came on, your | little girl was growing
father's mind would be set free of its | woman. We had been all and all to

into the

each other, and 1 did not see that the
hour drew near when mother-love

future lying hid in the great merey of | Would cease to satisfy. Oh! I have

e e

God. How, my ehild, can I tell you | been blind. To me you were still the
little child who but yesterday laid by

your dolls, My girl, my little girl,
have T lost you through my ignor-
ance 7"

. P dale Back - Deks: Ak

chair and sobs shook - her. Joyce
knelt before her, and the two faces
grew strangely like as something of
the conquering strength the mother

the constant presence of his family ||

his breast, I saw the flame of insanity had learned in her tribulations spread
in'his eyes. Heé fixed them on the |OVer the soft features of the child.

“No, my mother,” she said, “ I will

fiend ! you cannot have my boy ! I take for my own the lesson you
dared not move, lest, wildly holding | learned for me “at such a terrible

price. You shall not re-live in me
the horror of those bitter years. 1
shall not marry any man who takes
one drop of liquor—no, not even
Cuthbert.” Her voice became low
and plaintive over her lover's name. -

“God bless you a thousand fold !”
sighed her mother ; *“ and if this self-
renunciation is a& martyrdom, my
child, it may be the price of his res-
cue,

“ And, mother, this is better known
and ended now, If I tell Cuthbert
this be may plead and argue until I
will not know what to say. You
must tell him mother. Tell him that
I cannot marry anyone who touches
one drop of such a poison. Tell him,
mother, not to persuade me, for this
is a resolution that must never be
changed.” ,

She rose from her mother's knee
and turned away. Already the liligd
pcrown was fading, and the roses
thrown on the carpet were breathing
out their fragrance in death.

But before the lilies of the fourth
summer had bloomed and faded, the
master of Verdeck was master of
himself, saved by that mother's story
and by that child's obedience. Broken
the snares that in his early manhood
had caught his waundering feet, he
was an exemplar and deer of good
among his tenantry, and often said
that his wife had saved him from
destruction by refusing to marry a
man who drank.—National Temper-
rance Advocate.

Valuable Facts For Home Use.

If your coal fire is low, throw on &
tablespoonful of salt, and it will help
it very much. A little ginger put
into sausage meat improves the flavor.
In icing cakes, dip the knife in cold
water. In boiling for meat soup, use
cold water to extract the juices Il'1
thaymeat is wanted for itself alone,
plunge it into boiling water at once.
You can get a bottle or barrel of oil
‘off any carpet or woolen stuff by
applying  buckwheat plentifully,
Never put water to such a grease
spot, or liquor of any kind. Broil
steak without salting. Salt draws
the juices in cooking; it is desirable

in a pot. After taking up, make a
gravy of the pint of liquor saved. A
small piece of charcoal in the pot with
boiling cabbage remeves the smell.

Clean oilclotks with milk and water;
& brush and soap will ruin them.
Tumblers that have had milk in them
should never be put in hot water. A
spoonful of stewed tomatoes in the
gravy of either roasted or fried meats
is an imprevement. The skin of &.
boiled egg is the most effieacions -
remedy that can be applied to a boil
Peel it carefully, wet and apply to the
part affected. It will draw out the
matter, and relieve the soreness in &
few hours.—Springfield Republican.

A Grecian Legend.

When Bacchus was a boy, he jour-
neyed through Hellas to go to Naxia;
and as the way was very long, he
grew tired, and sat down upon a stone
to rest. As he sat there, with his eyes
upon the ground, he saw & little plant
spring up between his feet, and was
8o much pleased with it that he de-
termined to take it with him and
plant it in Naxia. He took it up and
carried it away with him; but, as .
the sun was very hot, he feared it
might wither Lefore he reached his
.destination. He found a bird's skele-
ton, into which he thrust it, and went
on. But in his hand, the plant sprout-
ed so fast that it started out of the
bones above and below. This gave
him fresh fear of its withering, and he
cast about for a remedy. He found a
lien's bone which was thicker than
the bird's skeleton, and he stuck the
skeleton with the plant in it into the_
bone of the lion. Ere long, however,
the plant grew out of the lion's bone
likewise. Then he found the bone of
an ass, larger still than that of the
lion; and so he put it into the ass's
bone, and thus made his way to Nax-
ia. When about to set the plant, he
found that the roots had entwined
themselves around the bird's skeleton
and lion's bone and ass’s bone, and as
he could not take it out without da-
maging the roots, he planted it as it
was, and it speedily grew, and bore,
to his great joy, the most delicious
grapes, from which he made the first
wine, and gave it to men to drink.
But behold a miracle! When men
first drank of it, they sang like birds;
after drinking more they became vi-
gorous and gallant, like lions; but
when they drank more ‘still, they be-
gwn to behave like asses.—Ez,

Mistakes Concerning Alcohol.

Alcohol, whether given in the form
of beer, wine or whisky, bas in every
case, the same destructive tendency.
[ am well aware that some physicians
claim a power for alecohol which it
does not possess. They preseribe it
as a restorative, and assert that in
wasting diseases, it is useful in arrest-
ing or preventing waste of tissue;
neither of which effects I am positive
it possesses, and for thess purposes it
is futile to prescribe it; I am quite
sure that in a state of health, there is
not a single organ or tissue of the
body that derives any benefit from
its use; and quite as positive that it
is a most destructive agent to ¢
organ and tissue of the body either in
a state of health or disease Most
mistaken ideas have long been enter.
 tained of the efficiency of aleohol jn
‘many diseases of the system, and its
general effects upon the human body ;
but actual experiment have mwned’
several of the ablest and most pro-
found thinkers in the medieal prp.
fession, that it has always, ang in
every form, proved itself to ., the
most pernicious agent thag e
mechanically or otherwise, ;:g
therefore, satisfied that. its use in g
state of health is never necessary, ang
in & state of disease it js mo.;{.,
jlrhul;lhnﬁrymm,“_,
ishel its use in the asylum.—
Dicson. : %
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