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Our Home Circle.

THE BOEDER LA ED.
In fleshly weakness a» abed I lie,

And through the casement catch the gentle 
swing

Of emerald boughs against the sapphire try,
And list the sweet wild birds their reaper» 
sing.

I hare no wish but my tired soul to lay 
Upon the bosom of the Good ar.d Great ;

To fold my hands in meek content-and say. , 
“ Well if thou bid st to come, well U to wait.

One word, " Forgive," embraces all pwt years. 
With praise for present gift» my heart rnns

While through the mist of silent tranquil tears 
Ol earns the far vision of » golden door.

Stands it ajar for roe this Summer night ?
To greet me there are my lost angels met f 

Am 1 so soon to share their pure delight?
Hark ! a soft voice responsive saift, Not yet

Ge back once more a simple child to school— 
The world’s wide battle school of toil and heeti 

Follow no law but Christ’s meet loving rule,
And bring each day new trophies to has fleet;

Some selfish aim subdued, dark passion slain, 
Some sweet forgiveness of a bitter wrong,

Some tendei solace of a brother’s pain,
Some sorrow bravely borne in duty strong.

And aye the more you wrestle on to know,
And knowing, walk the path the Master trod, 

Your all of hope in lowlier homage throw 
Upon the mercy of the perfect God.”

Ah, yes ! When sickness unto death goes by,
Tie border-land should be a holy place—

A glorious mount of pause ’twiit earth and sky, 
Whose finer airs give souls a deeper grace.

So be it mine henceforth in chastened mood 
To wear my lengthened years, forgetting never 

The l’isgah height where I this night have 
stood,

And glimpsed afar the home beyond the river I 
-Good Word*.

of double, perplexities and tribulation, 
let us ever seek to find the pathway in 
the sky. And that one course, over 
which beams the light of heaven, and 
above which gleam the stars of blessing 
and of hope, is the eaf e path for us to 
tread. “ The path of the just is as the 
shining light, that shine* more and 
more onto .the perfect day.—The Way• 
tide.

IN-

ORIGIN OF LYNCH LAW.
In Campbell county, Va., on the 

Roanoke river (then called Staunton 
river), during the old Revolutionary war, 
when there were some Tories of obnox
ious character still remaining in the 
county net reachable bv any statutory 
law, Col. Charles Lyueh, supported by 
Capt. Robert Adams, bis brother-in-law, 
both farming on adjoining plantations,
and'-----Calloway, determined to rid the
country of such dangerous enemies, 
seised, on different occasions three of 
the worst of them, tied them to a tree 
and flogged them so severely as to 
prompt an unceremonious departure 
from the State, as they were ordered. 
This sort of procedure on the part of 
Lynch and bin friends proving so effect
ive in Campbell was quickly followed in 
other eodntien, where loyalty to King 
George sometimes provoked summary 
punishment, and it was called “ Lynch 
law,” and has been to our day.

The snatch of an old song of the time 
is still repeated in the neighborhood :
Hum» for Captai» Bab, Colonel Lynch and Gallo- 
Never letV^ory res; ’till he crie» ont liberty.

John Lynch, the brother of Charles 
Lynch, Vas the founder of Lynchburg ; 
only a few of their descendents are now 
living—none in Virginia—bearing the 
family name, so far as is known—the 
last of the males, Charles Henry Lynch, 
and his brother John Pleasant, having 
died in Campbell county since the War 
of Secession. Their sister, Mrs. Bear
ing and hm daughter, Mrs. Faunt La 
Roy, now occupy the old homestead, 
where still remains the stump of the 
walnut tree to which the three Tories 
weie tied and whipped. Life was never 
taken.

Webster,in his unabridged dictionary, 
says of “ Lynch law,” that it was the 
“ practice of punishing men for crimes 
or offences by private, unauthorised 
persons, without a legal trial. The term 
is said to be derived from a Virginia 
farmer named Lynch, who thus took 
the law into his own hands.” *

THE COST OF A BELLE."
One day on a Pennsylvania railroad, 

the daughter of a wealthy lumber mer
chant was travelling in the same car 
with an old eiliaatu* her native town 
and a gentleman from the West. The 
latter had been talking to the belle, but 
as night drew on, he gave up his seat 
to her and placed himself beside the 
Pennsylvanian. The latter began con
versation by pointing to a high mount
ain, peat which they were whirling, and 
said : “ Yon see that mountain ? Six 
or eight years ago it was covered with 
a fine forest and worth $10,000 and up
wards. Now, without a tree, covered 
with stumps, the land is scarcely worth 
a continental The net produce of that 
mountain lies over there in that seat,” 
and he pointed to the recumbent belle. 
‘‘It has absorbed all of that lumber which 
her father owned to educate the girl, 
pay for her clothes and jewelry, bring 
her out m society, and maintain her 
there. Some young men, if given the 
choice between the mountain yonder, 
as it now stands, and the net produce 
on that seat, would take the net produce ; 
but as for me, give me the stumps.”

But oh, what a loss 1 when not only 
material wealth, but soul, mind, heart, 
hands, and prospect* of present osefol- 
ness, and glad hopes of future immortal
ity are engulfed in fashion, folly, world- 
lineee ana sin 1 When minds unsown 
with heavenly seed, exhibit only the 
rank growth of pride and vanity and 
every fleshly work, and when souls that 
should have been royal temples of the 
heavenly king, become holds of fool 
spirits and dens of every unclean and 
creeping thing. May God help parent# 
to teach their children the fear ef the 
Lord whiehj* the beginning of wisdom, 
and save from so sad # eonditioe and 
so terrible a doom, souls for whom 
Jesus Christ shed his blood.—The 
ChrUtian.

•I .

THE PATHWAY IN THE SKY.
A lady* travelling through a dense 

forest in a Southern State, was benight
ed, and after journeying some time her 
colored driver found he had lost his way. 
Dismounting from the gehicle he start
ed to find it, and she noticed to her 
surprise that he went among the trees 
looking upward to the sky. She asked 
him why he was looking upward when 
he was trying to find the road beneath. 
He continued gazing up to the heavens, 
and said :

“ If I can tipd the path in the »ley
I can find the road on the ground.”

He knew in that dense forest the only 
plaoe where he could see tbe blue sky 
above, was where the road hud been cut 
through among the trees ; where there 
was clear sky overhead, there was a 
plain path under foot. The lady learn
ed a memorable lesson that night ; and 
we may learn the same. We tread a 
shadowed path ; sometimes we find our
selves beset with dangers, and often 
our course is overhung with gloom, and 
in the midst of the deepening shadows, 
we feel that we have lost our way. 
Sometimes we despond, at others we 
turn wildly hither and thither to find 
the path we have lost. Cag we not learn 
to look upward and seek the pathway in 
the iky Over the path of divine ap
pointment shines the light of divine 
blessing ; over the way in which God 
wtmld luvc us go, beams the calm bright
ness of Lis smile. If we will walk in 
that way, we may walk confidently and 
■walk safely, fearing no evil. If we turn 
from that path we find ourselves involv
ed in snares and dangers. In the midst

AN IMPORTANT LESSON.
A correspondent of the Church Union 

makes the following impressive and too 
true remarks, with regard to the com
mendation and encouragement of our 
fellow men, Who are often so coolly 
treated while they are living and able 
to be benefited, and so greatly regretted 
add mourned over when they are be
yond the reach of either praise or blame. 
We cannot too strongly enforce the 
teaching of this article upon all those 
who may peruse it :

“ How might this man's life have been 
prolonged,” made more useful, cheered, 
refreshed, rounded out with joy, had 
the due praise bestowed at bis death 
been given in his life ! Not only this 
departed one but millions more of the 
blessed dead, could they but speak, 
would doubtless say, “ Anoint the living 
and not the dead only with the precious 
ointment of recognition of their person
al wortb, gifts and graces, for doing 
good, and of fellowship, fraternity, kind
ness and love for their enlargement, 
development, and growth in the know
ledge and grace of our Lord Jesus Christ. 
Fear not of making them proud and 
vain; but few are shipwrecked thereby 
compared to the multitudes who go 
down because of discouragement and 
the hardness of the way. Say to them, 
Be of good courage ; go forward. Fear 
not to recognize and even honestly 
praise that which is good, while you de
plore and reprove what is ill. Many 
hearts are yearning, and bleeding and 
breaking, for the want of sympathy and 
fellowship.” “ Comfort ye, comfort ye, 
my people, saith the Lord.” “ Bear ye 
one another’s burdens.” ** Be kindly 
affectionate one to another, and so ful
fil the law of Christ.”

The article is concluded with the ap
pended quotation, which, though we 
have met with it before, may be often 
perused with profit, and should be heed
ed by all : 

«• Do not keep the alabaster boxes of 
your lovg and tenderness sealed up un
til your friends are dead. Fill their lives 
with sweetness. Speak approving, cheer
ing words while their ears can hear them, 
and while their hearts can be thrilled by 
them. The things you mean to say 
when they are gone, say before they go. 
Tbe flowers you mean to send for their 
coffins, send to brighten and sweeten 
their homes before they leave them. If 
my friends have alabaster boxes laid 
away full of perfumes of sympathy and 
affection which they intend to break 
over my dead body, I would rather they 
would bring them out now, io my weary 
hours, and open them that I may be 
refreshed and cheered. I would rather 
have a bare coffin without a flower, and 
a funeral without a eulogy, than a life 
without the sweetness of love and sym
pathy. Let us learn to anoint our 
friends before-hand for their burial. 
Post-mortem kindnesses do not cheer 
tbe burdened spirit. Flowers on the 
Coffin cast no fragrance backward over 
the weary days.”

A CASE OF PERSONAL
fluence.

The biography of Dr. Bushnell con
tains a passage concerning hi# Method
ist grandmother, written by himself. 
Going to live in a neW^y settled port of 
Vermont, near the end el the loot cent
ury, she became at ooce interested in es
tablishing Sunday worship, and meet
ings were held in her own house ;—

She put it on her husband to offer 
prayer ; and she selected a young man, 
about twenty years of age to read the 
sermon. She had no thought of his be
ing a Christian, and be had as little of 
being suehhimeet?. She only knew him 
as a jovial, hearty youth, with enough 
of the constitutional fervor in him, as
she thought, to mekee good reeder, and 
that determined her choice. He read 
well, and continually better, as he had 
more experience, till finally her prayers 
began to find large expectation in him.

Advancing in this manner, she by and 
by selected a sermon in which she hoped 
he might preach to himself. He read 
with a fervor and unction that showed 
he was fulfilling her hope. When the 
little assembly broke up, she accosted 
him, asking him to remain a few min
utes after they were gone. Then she 
said to him, having him by himself, “ Do 
you knew, my dear young friend, that

Jon have God’s call upon yon to be a 
lethodiet preacher?” “No he an

swered promptly, “I am not even a 
Christian. How can I be called to be a 
preacher ? ” “No matter for that," she 
replied ; “ you are called both to be a 
Christian and a preacher ; and one for 
the sake of the other, even as Paul was ! 
I think I say this by direction. And 
now let me request of you, on your way 
home, to go aside from the path into 
some quiet placé in the woods where

Jron will not he interrupted, and there 
et this matter be settled before God, 
and He will help you.”

The result was that he reached home 
with the double call upon him both of a 
disciple and a minister of God. And 
thus began the* public story of, the greet 
Bishop Bedding, one of the most tal
ented end grandly executive men of the 
Methodist Spèeopsl Church—led into 
his work «némBoe, we may say, by the 
counsel end prayers of his woman-bish
op guidé.

FAMILY RELIGION.
There is danger in the great rush of 

the preseht that even in Christian fami
lies the spititol worship and devotion 
may> be ia great hart shut out by the 
exciting habits oL private and publie 
life. To maintain religion In the family, 
its form must be observed. Prayer, 
song, and reading of the Scriptures are 
all delightful forms of worship, and 
they will enter into the custom of 
every well-regulated family. The home 
altar is the fountain of all moral and 
spiritual power to a great degree in the 
church. We remember its influence in 
our own childhood, and its memories 
come back fragrant with the blessings 
of parental piety that led oar childish 
feet to the divine footstool to wait in 
reverence before the father of families. 
The Christian family is God’s little 
sanctuary. It is very near the celestial 
Land. No shrine like this in all this 
pilgrim world. That professed Chris
tian father who fails to be the priest of 
his own household, in leading the wor
ship of those entrusted to his cere, 
comes far short of his high duty and 
privilege. He deprives his own soul of 
one of the richest means of grace, and 
hie children of the greatest helps to a 
life of piety and devotion. Fathers, 
you may learn the highest path of 
honor and blessing in fidelity to your 
position. It will be blessed when your 
active work shall be done, and nothing 
but memory shall remain, that there 
shall be the power of a life-long ex
ample of prayer and duty to those who 
shall love to think of you and recall 
the tender and blessed scenes that made 
the home circle a place of delight.

Happy the household whose altar 
burns with daily sacrifice, and fora and 
spirit of worship that elevates and edu
cates the immortals whom God hath 
bound so s weetly together. How blessed 
to go to heaven by families I How to 
ses ore a more general attention to 
family religion, is one of the most 
serious questions of our time. Pulpit 
and press cannot enforce it too much.— 
Banner of Holine*».

in their memories of us. How in a de- 
quately does money represent one, when 
compared with one’s self! The trite 
truth that it is not what a man hat, but 
what he it, that measures him, never 
seems less trite than when one think» 
what be will be to bis friends when he 
has been ten years dead !

And so a man who has no property 
to devise, should not be unhappy. “ I 
give and bequeath to my dearly-beloved 
wife a good name.” Isn’t that a good 
start to a last will ? If a man can 
honestly and proudly write that, and 
then descend to possessions that are 
expressed in figures, so much the better. 
But there is the beet authority for giv
ing the preference to the intangible be
quest. And if in his inmost soul the 
GiKa. feels that fr»nong tbA unenumer
ated legacies, each dear one left behind 
will have a memory of him as kind, 
loving, tender and true, how dare he 
think that be shall die poor? These 
are treasures that no heirs quarrel over, 
and that require no probate outside of 
the heart They are veritably “ laid up 
in heaven.” Why do the errors of the 
old spiritual materialists still keep men 
looking beyond the stars as the place 
where “ their possessions be T'—Gold
en Rude.

I do not knows more beautiful sight on 
tbe earth than a man who has served his 
Lord for many years, and who, having 
grown grey in the service, feels that in tbe 
order ol nature be must soon be called 
borne. He is rejoicing in the first fruits 
of the Spirit which he has obtained, but 
he is panting after tbe full harvest of the 
Spirit which is guaranteed to him. I 
think I see him sitting on a jotting crag, 
by the edge of the Jordan, listening to the 
harpers on the other side, and waiting till 
the pitcher shall be broken at tbe fountain, 
and .the wheel at the cistern, and the spirit 
shall depart to God who gave it. A wife 
waiting for her husband’» footsteps, a child 
waiting in the darkness of the night till 
its mother comes to give it the evening 
kiss, are portraits of bur waiting. It is 
pleasant and a precious thing so to wait 
and so to hope.

Our Young Folks.
WJSTIB& TOM TATA.

In the pi ornant sunset hoar 
At the doss ef day.

When my little blue-eyed girlie 
Wearies of her plsy,

Tnpr she lightly down tie pathway 
To tie eutruae» gate,

For her father’s hessewesd coming 
There to watch and west.

all

, jd in 
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LEFT NOTHING TO HIS FAMILY.
How often is this said of a man who 

dies owning no property ! How often 
in their ignorance are good men sadden
ed by the thought that, having no money 
whatever they can bequeath nothing to 
their children. But every child iean heir, 
and his inheritance is indefeasible. 
First of all are his memories of his par
ents and home. Ah ! if men and women 
could dictate to their lawyers on paper 
or parchment what memories they shall j 
leave behind them, how differently l 
would the record read in so many cases ! 
But memory is a record not open to 
amendment, nor subject to obliteration 
by another’s will. We shall be remem
bered chiefly for what we are—happy 
if there be even one who will think of 
what we wished or tried to be. Every 
da? and year, therefore, adds to the 
possessions of our children and friends,

High abort tie head so golds» 
Stretch tie gats pert» tall.

But against the rails she pnasis ” 
Dimpled brew and cheek,

At hr down the mad the blue eyes 
For “deer pep»" seek.

One by one the sunbeams vanish 
From the earth end sky.

One by on* the wandering birdies 
To their sang nests fly 

But when senses tie fsth—
Though the hour be late.

Still be hade his own bright «wheats 
Watching at the gate.

Mabt D. Bun.

THE BOY WHO WOULDN'T BE 
WHIPPED.

I may as well tell the hoys now that 
my mother was a widow, and a woman 
of great fineness and decision of char
acter, and of deep piety. When she 
said anything she meant it, and yet the 
was just as gentle and tender as a 
lamb. One time in the fall of the year. 
I was out in the yard trying to move a 
heavy stick of timber. I asked my 
brother, then twelve years of sge, to as
sist, bat he stood stock still, and laugh- 
ed at me, while 1 almost strained my 
eyeballs out of my head. At last I lost 
my temper, grew hot, got mad, and 
picked up a switch, and gave brother a 
whipping. That was one thing mother 
did not allow—she did not permit one 
child to whip another on her place. 
When she heard the row, she came out 
of the house and gave brother a good 
thrashing, and made him help roe put 
the timber in place, and then said to 
me :

“ Now, my son, I am going to whip 
you for whipping your brother.”

I had not had a whipping for a long 
time, and had begun to feel like a man. 
In fact, I waited on the girls now and 
then, and some white, down) -looking 
stuff had begun to grow upon my lip 
and shin, and I felt large over the 
prospect of beard at no distant day. 
The feet is, I had “ gotten too big 
for my breeches, and needed to be 
taken down a button or two-” I had 
no idea of taking a whipping—none in 
the world. I had violated one of my 
mother’s rules, but the provocation had 
been a great one to a boy. True, if I 
had gone five steps to the door, and told 
mother she would have adjusted mat
ters and made brother do what I want
ed him to do. Instead of this, I had 
assumed authority, and had done what I 
knew my mother did not allow.

I said, “ Mother, yqu shan’t whip 
me.”

“ But I will d# it, my son,” she re- 
plied, and started toward me with a 
purpose in her eye. I got out of her 
Wav, and, bad boy that 1 was, I turned 
my back upon my borne and my moth
er, and went off about four miles, and 
hired myself to a clever, thnftv, well- 
to-do farmer for five dollars per month. 
1 told him what had occurred, and how

I had been outraged at home, and that 
too by my mother. He told me I had 
done wrong, and that I ought to w> 
back home, and he proposed to go with 
me and intercede for me. I had too 
much of my mother in me to yield just 
then. I went to work, but was not hap
py. I lost my appetite and could not 
sleep. I grew worse and worse, but 
hoped all the time that mother would 
send for me, and take me back “ scot, 
free,” bot I heard nothing from her. I 
began to fed that I needed mother and 
home more than mother and home need
ed me—a lessen most boys do not learn 
until it. is too late. At the end of the 
week, or Saturday morning, I told my 
employer I wanted to go home. He 
approved my purpose, and kindly offer
ed to go with me, but I preferred logo 
alone. He paid me for my week’s work 
but I hated the money. It feh like’ 
lead in my pocket, and grew heavier and 
heavier as I got nearer home, till final
ly, I pulled it out and threw it as fer as 
I could send it into the woods. I dida’i 
go home in a hurry. It was four miles, 
and I was four hours on the way—and 
mortal hours they were. I hesitated 
and turned back, and resolved and re- 
resolved. The better thing in roe said 
“ go home, and Yield to your mother 
and obey her but some other thing 
said, “ I’d die first.” Those who 
have never been in tbe shoes of the 
“ Prodigal Son” do not know what an 
effort that trip home cost the poor boy, 
nor how long he was making it. When 
1 felt that I could go no farther,I would 
kneel down and pray. That would al
ways help me. I felt firmer after
ward. The last hundred yards before 
I got horns seemed to be a mUe long. 
If it bad been night and no lights burn
ing, so mother could not see me, hew 
g led I would hove been; but there it 
was, a beautiful sun-bright day in the 
calm, cool November. Ohow black the 
bright light makes a guilty heart lock 1 
The last hour before day is said to be 
the darkest hoar; When I got near 
enough to beer, mother was singing—

Jesus, lover of my soul,
Let mote thy bosom fly.

Ah! thài ,soBg ! what, mingled feel
ings it stirred, io at; heart, oad bow ap
propriate teams. Hope and shame had 
a great struggle, hut thank God, hope 
prevailed just as I rtitthtd the kitchen- 
door, where mother was setting the ta
ble for dinner.

“ Good morning, my eon,” she said, 
just as -pleasantly a» I had ever heard 
her say m all my life—” Oetne is,” she 
continued, “ have a Sent,” setting a 
chair for me. “I hop* yon are well 
toy eon ?” That worn ** son,” how it 
hurt me. I was not worthy of it.

“ Very well, I thank you”—I did not 
venture to say “ mother.”—Are all well 
I asked.

“ Well, I thank you, my son,” and 
she went on chatting away jnst as pleat" 
santly as if I had been a neigbor called 
in. I wanted to tell her my' sin and 
shame, bet did not know where or how 
to commence. Dinner was soon ready, 
and mother asked me to dine with her 
with all the politeness and deference 
due a visiter.

When seated at the table, mother 
said, “ Will yon please say grace for 
us ?” That was awful The words 
choked me, though I had been accus
tomed to asking a blessing for a year or 
two. I could not eat ; I was too fall 
already. Mother hoped I was well I 
told her I was.

When dinner was over, I said, “ Mo
ther what work do you want me to do ?”
“ None at all my eon ; ( do not expect 
visitors to work for me,” she answered.

But, mother, I have come home, 
and I want to go to work, and quit this 
foolishness,” I said.

She replied firmly, “ Well, my son to 
be candid with you, if you will bow take 
a whipping, you ean stay, but if not 
you can tote your clothes and leave.”

I jumped up and pulled eff my cost 
and vest, and sat down with, my face 
toward the book of the chair, and my 
hack toward mother, and said :

“;WeU, mother, I will take the whip
ping, and stay at home with you.. So 
get your switch and give it to me."

Just then mother burst into tears, 
caught me in her arms and said :

“ That will do my son. Let us pray.” 
She led. O that prayer, that prayer !
It lingers yet like thé refrain of some 
old song, grand wita the melody of 
heaven. I then bad a home and a mo
ther, and was just about as happy 18 
boys ever get to bo in this life. Now 
boys, I am ashamed of my sin till tbi* 
day, but I am so proud of my mother I 
thought I would toll you this story. 
Nashville Advocate.

Lying with the rmosa.—A little boy, 
for a trick, pointed with his finger to the 
wrong road, when a man asked him woicb 
way the doctor went. As a result the man 
missed the doctor, and his little boy died, 
because the doctor came too late to tale a 
fish-bone from bis throat. At ti e funeral 
tbe minister said “ that the boy was killed 
by a lie which another boy told with bis 
finger.” I suppose that tbe boy did not 
know tbe mischief he did. Of coarse no
body thinks be meant to kill a little boy 
when be pointed tbe wrong way. He only 
wanted to have a little fun ; but it was tun 
that cost somebody a great deal ; and, if 
be ever beard the results of it, be must b»ve 
felt guilty of doing a mean and wicked 
thing. We ought never to trifle with the 
truth.—Illustrated Christian; Weekly.
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about 25 miles nort 
heir, on the west ofl 
Euphrate» with th. j 
were, according to 
people whose empir 
rod, B. C. 2586, in 
tbe regio® around 
Golf. To go into th 
country, generally 
to tbe land of lerae| 
t-ame unto Horan. 
on the banks of a 
which flows into th<| 
miles south of tbe * 1 

Now the Lord 
St. Stephen tells 
most likely from tb| 
that God appeared 
was in Mesopotaml 
Charran.” Unto 
pounded of father 
high, i. e., an emi^ 
progenitor of a 
thy country. Abr 
the head of a new 
was ; hut with thiu 
world is not takes 
only left out, left I 
ways. Abraham aj 
to be separated to 
hope and bolinesi 
with God.” We ebij 
ed him by separatij 
arations. This is 
ham’s life. fro 
father's house. It 
ties,—country, kind 
he Vas to go tty fa> I 
were hie country ar 
bouse, be was the 
at God’s direction, 
roue. He is chosl 
new family, and a| 
There is many a « 
was, whose duty den 
the party with wh 
worked, to act again 
way that those who 
shrink from him. 
when it must be so 
that I wilU show tt 
all, and to go be knj 
he been told it was 
milk and boney, an 
put in possession 
faith would have I» 
not even tell him b<j 
land, but merely ski 

I will make of 
serve the twofold : 
given by God to 
temporal, partly spj 
says that all Chrijil 
seed, and heirs of tl 
all Christian nation^
filment of this proi 
blessing. The pro| 
dantly fulfilled ; f" 
ness which the woii 
hereafter possessed 
tally to Abraham] 
Through them we hi


