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OUR HOME CIRCLE.

THE ETE EX IT Y OF GOI>.

o l.orl ! lilt lu'nrt is «ick—
Sivk ef iliis evt'tlaslitig change ;

Anti lit*' ru>;“ tfiliou'lv quick
TlirougL its unresting race and varied

C’iibinr* tinds no likeness , o it «vit in thee,
Ai.v. Wi iter, no echo in thy mute eternity.

Den- Lord ! mv heart is sick /
Oi this jiv.netual lapsing time,

So • 1* iv in gii. f. in joy so quick.
Vet to er casting shadows so sublime.

Time ot nil creatures is least liks to thee,
An.I i et it is our share of thine eternity.

Oh ! change and time are storms 
For lues so thin and frail as ours ;

Fur change the work of grace deforms 
With love that soils, and help that over-

Ai.d tune is strong, and like some chafing 
sea,

It reeius to fret the shores of thine eternity.

Weak, weak, forever weak !
We cannot hold what we possess ;

You' h cannot find, age will not seek- •
Oh ! weakness is the h-art’s worst wean-

Hut w akest hearts can lift their thoughts 
to thee ;

It makes us strong to think of thine eter
nity.

Th u liadst no youth, great God !
An Unlivgimiing KnJ thou art ;

Th. gUm in itself abode,
An l Still chides in its own tranquil heart.

No age can heap its 01 ward years on thee,
Dear God ! thou art thyself thine own 

eternity.
Without an end or bound,

Thr life lies all outspread in light ;
Our lives led thy life all around,

. our weakness strong, onr darkness 
ini : lit ;

Ye t i is ; either wilderness nor sea,
Dut t,h c.i m gladness et a tilll etCrnitx .

— 't it' <1.

is THE BIBLE TELE.
Y,, u li.'livvit in 11 tv l>i I' v, I

j,iuv ?” *:ii l a n an to his 
lei: \v :"1‘tioyr in the railway 
ini . •• Cei tainly 1 tit», was the
insutit teply. “ I presume you 
hviiwe in it hecattsc of your 
nu ■: net's leaching ?" said the 
th -I man, in a sneering tone. 
“ Pi vvi-ei V so,’ was tlie answer ;
-■ l üu lieiieve in the Bible lor 
th ii, among older good reasons.” 
“ I don’t sec,” was the reply, 
“l.o.v that can he a good reason. 
Si.jijo-v your mother had been 
bill'll a Hottentot, you would then 
have Ic'ieved in idolatry ; or if 
she ri, i been an Indian woman, 
vou woubi have had failli in Jug- 
gciiiaui.” “I probably should,” 
replied the oilier. “ I am sur: 
pi i. c'U to hear you own it. Ninc- 
teiilli.s of tlie people who believe 
in ,he Bible have no better reason 
lor their faith than just this ; 
id;c r fathers taught it to them, 
ai d iheir mothers made them say 
Un ir prayers ; and so they be
lieve in religion. I am indepen
dent. 1 don’t mean to believe 
any thing because somebody else 
(loc, so.” “Stop,” said the 
nr hi",- ; 11 stop right there, and 
lienr me a moment. 1 was 
taughtA the Bible by mother, by 
her life as well as her lips. The 
Bible made my mother the best, 
tlie sweetest, noblest woman I 
evil- knew. It was her strength 
in life, her comfort in sickness, 
11. r all in death. I saw what it 
did lor her, and I started with 
every presumption in its favor.
1 have .other, and perhaps they 
would be to you stronger reasons 
tor believing in my Bible. But 
let me tell you that for myself 
the strongest of ail reasons is 
that my mother, and she such a 
mother, taught me its truths. I 
had a Christian home. 1 have 
traveled some, and I know that 
tiuue is not a Christian home on 
tin- continent ol Africa, there is 
not one in Asia, a*ide from what 
ibis religion of the Bible has 
done within a few years just 
jin-1. In tlie but of a Hottentot, 
or in tlie tent of a Bedouin Arab, 
1 should have been taught in 
another religion, exactly as I 
should have been taught in 
another kind of astronomy, and 
natural philosophy, and geology. 
Wiial then ? Shall 1 think less 
of the true system of astronomy, 
because I was.edueated to believe 
it in Christian New England, or 
doubt tlie facts of natural history 
bee u-e Agassiz taught them to 
me in America ? Shall I believe 
Ic.'s tirmly the facts of science 
because 1 learned them under 
cii cu instances most advantageous, 
in places where they could best 
bo learned, and from the best of 
teachers ? And as for you, sir,” 
turning to the other, “ let me 
say just this : either you had or 
did not have an early Christian 
home. If you had a pious father 
and ]iraying mother, and were 
taught the Biblical truths, and 
now have turned away from the 
Holy Book, you arc, I am certain, 
far less of a man morally for it. 
E u > mi have not the sanctions of 
that Book when you do right ; 
Dir ils warning when tempted to 
do wlong. You arc not so pure, 
so strong in principle. Bight

and wrong, good and evil, are 
not words with so much meaning 
as they would have had if you 
had read jour Bible and striven 
to shape your life by its direc
tions. Or, if you had no Chris
tian home, if your parents were 
not devout people, then you 
started in life under a terrible dis
advantage, a disadvantage to 
your moral nature as great 
as it would bave been to 
your physical nature if you had 
been born without feet or without 
hands. And instead of reproach
ing mo for my mother’s religion, 
I am the one who should pity you 
for the terrible calamity under 
which you commenced life—the 
calamity of not having a Christian 
home. ‘ I do believe in the 
Bible, in part at least, because my 
mother did. And it is dearer be
cause it was her Bible, and my 
God is more reverenced because 
ho was my mother’s God, and 
Christ is loved because Ho was 
my mother’s Saviour, and Heaven 
is more precious because the 
Heaven ot the Bible is my moth
er’s heaven.”

And the skeptic was silent. 
What was there lor him to say ?

CAN I BE SA VED ?
A way on the western coast of 

England there stands a steep rock 
that is known to every body as 
the Lady’s Bock. At high water 
it is surrounded by the sea; the 
waves break about it, and fling 
themselves far up its side, though 
never covering it. But at low 
water it stands upon a sandy 
beach, and is easily reached.

It gets its name fiom an inci
dent that occurred some years 
ago. One Summer’s day a lady 
had walked along the beach as tar 
as this rock, and there sat down 
and began to read u book that in
terested her. She read on, in tlie 
pleasant quietness, forgetful of all 
about her, and never thinking of 
any danger, when she was sudden
ly startled by a loud shout from 
the cliffs. The c >a-t guard had 
seen her, and shouted across the 
bay. She looked up, and in a 
moment saw her peril. Between 
herself and tlie shore there were 
the curling waves and the white 
foam spreading over tlie sands. 
Her first look showed her nothing 
but certain death, for the waves 
were rising every moment, and 
as she stood Levitating, a huge 
breaker dashed its spray over her. 
Aixwe her frowned the steep 
black rock, and even tlie Usher 
lads could scarcely climb to get 
the sea-bird’s eggs ; there seemed 
to be no way of escape there. 
She looked across at the crowd 
that were gathering on the shore, 
but no bout could live in that 
tumbling sea. Then, as she stood 
with the waves creeping up after 
her, like wild bea-ts that chased 
their prey, she wrung her hands 
in agony, and burst into tears, 
crying, “Can 1 be saved ? Can 1 
be saved ?”

A moment before it was nothing 
to her: now it was everything. 
Wealth, luxury, comfort, pleasure, 
all thought of these was swept 
away. Her one anxiety was 
this,—O, to be saved ! Then 
across from the shore came the 
cry of the coast-guard again : 
“ You must climb the rock. 
Your only chance is to climb the 
rock.” She looked at it, hanging 
over her with jagged sides and 
steep, slippery front. How could 
she climb it? But as she delayed, 
a wave swept up and flung itself 
over the place where she stood, 
and close below her the waters 
surged and hissed. Then she 
grasped the rock desperately, and 
dragged herself up, and hung to 
the face of it, tremblingly feeling 
for a higher foothold, and rising 
little by little, until she reached a 
ledge from whi'di she looked 
shuddering on the waves below. 
The tide crept upward until again 
the spray flew about her. “Climb 
higher !” rang from the shore, 
this time from a hundred voices, 
for the tidings of her peril had 
spread to the adjoining village. 
Again she gathered her strength, 
and hardly knowing how she 
crept, little by little, hanging on 
with bleeding fingers, dragging 
herself through narrow opening*, 
pressing up the steep, slippery

F daces, until now within her reach 
ay a tuft of grass, seizing it, .«he 

fell fainting on the top, beyond 
the reach of the waves ; while the 
excited people cried with a shunt: 
“ She’s saved 1 Thank heaven, 
she’s saved !”

A story wild and strange, like 
the coast ; and yet it is true of 
every life,—true of you, reader. 
Slowly the sea is chasing you 
from point to point. The sea is 
rising about you. You can look

back, and see how it has driven 
you on from day to day, Horn 
year to year ; and yet you are 
unmindful of it. Taken up Wl 
a hundred things, you do not see 
it. It is the last thing you think 
of. You have time for every
thing else. You can think ot 
business, of pleasure, of politics, 
of the markets, of friendships - 
of everything else but this. And 
yet the time is coming when you 
will see the peril, when your own 
eyes shall look out upon the 
threatening danger ; and all 
these things of to-day shall bo 
nothing. Suddenly, all in a mo
ment, you will start up with a cry, 
What must I do to be saved ? 
Mark Guy Pearce.

A VOICE FROM THE FARM.
Yon say that my life is a round of toil ?

The stalwart tanner said,
That I scarce can wrest from the oft tilled 

soil
My pittance of daily bread ?

Well what you tell me in pirt is true,
I am seldom an idle man,

But I value the blessing of rest, as you, 
Wlio have much of it, never can

And surely, I have never worked in vain, 
From the spring to the golden fall ;

The harvest lias ever brought waving grain, 
Knougli and to spare for all,

And when in the evening, free fromjeare,
I sit at my farm house door,

My wife and little ones waiting there,
Oh, wliut has the millionaire more.

My children may never have hoarded wealth;
There livts n ay at times he rough ;

But if in lheir homes they’ve love and 
health,

They will find these riches enough,
The only land they will ever own.

Is tile land that the strong light arm 
And the patient f-arless heart alone 

Can till to a fertile I arm.
I have nothing hex ond my simple wants 

Am1 a little for cloudy days ;
But no'grim spectie my threshold haunts, 

«itch as silver and gold might raise, 
Around me are eyes that xvitk sparkling 

mirth
Or with placid contentment shine—

And no wealth clogged lord upon all the 
earth

Has a lot more blessed than mine.

SNUB BY PEOPLE.

There are some people who 
every noWand again appear ready 
to snub somebody. They count 
it a kind of royal thing to do and 
delight in it. They cultivate a 
kind of haughty, indifferent,super
ior bearing toward those theydo not 
like. Toward others they cast a 
cold, piercing1» snubby look, or a 
passing-by which lets them know 
that they do not wish anything to 
do with them. These snubbers 
imagine that those whom they 
despise have either done them 
great injury, or are about to do so, 
or would do so if they ould, and 
therefore they will let them know 
that they don't care anything for 
them.” It is not essential to the 
snubber that any real injury has 
been received. Imaginary- cuts 
are as great as real ones. The 
snubber is usually a worse person 
than the one snubbed. He lacks 
grace and manliness and charity 
and truegentlemanlincss. Ho is 
resentful and suspicious, and with
out confidence in his fellow man. 
He bas a sour spirit, which knows 
nothing of forgiveness and over
looking the faults of others. He 
would make others worse than 
himself, and turn the world into 
a forest of briers, destroying every 
garden of rosbs.

These snubbing persons soon 
manage to get rid of their friends. 
They can chill a church and drive 
out a dozen converts in a single 
season. Some of them have been 
known to take special pleasure in 
applying their art tc the preacher 
of the charge. They can make 
him feel that they do not welcome 
his ministration or visits in their 
families ; and then because he 
does not visit them as often 
as others, they can talk about 
him to those whom they 
think will be impressed by 
their high ideal of a pastor.

We never heard of Christ or the 
apostles snubbinganylody. When 
Jesus was reviled He reviled not 
again ; when He was persecuted 
He gave no threat. The sincere 
Christian cannot carry on the 
practice of snubbing people. He 
is not a hypocrite, but a real lover 
of men and one who forgives men 
their trespasses as he asks forgive
ness of God. Wo want a broader, 
purer spirit of love in all our 
Churches and in the family. We 
want a Christlikoness which de 
stroys t lie human tendencies of 
our fallen nature. Wo want a 
divinity which will molt out hu
manity. We wanta heavenly sun 
to shine on this icy nature of ours 
and thaw it through and through. 
We want a better, heavenly at
mosphere to breathe, and loftier 
and higher ideas to possess the 
soul. May the Holy Ghost des
troy all little meannesses and 
spubbishness from *he face of the 
earth.—Baptist Weekly.

THE SWISS LAKE DWEL
LERS.

Under the title “ Proto Helve
tians,” the Contemporary Review 
has an interesting article on the 
ancient race which inhabited 
Switzerland from 800 to 1,000 
years before the Christian era, 
according to some authorities.

The question has often been 
asked, why the Proto-Helvetians 
chose to live over the water 
rather than on the land ? Some 
investigators have suggested that 
they did live on the land, and that 
the huts or piles were used mere
ly as granges, shippens, and 
stables. But this hypothesis is 
disproved by the existence in the 
couche archéologique of so many 
weapons, and by the fact that 
none of these things, nor any 
other vestiges of pre-historic 
villages, have been found on the 
shores of Swiss lakes. The Proto- 
Helvetians had several very good 
reasons for living where they did. 
They enjoyed there full immunity 
from the attacks of wild beasts 
with which the forests of Central 
Europe in their time, and for 
many subsequent ages, abounded. 
They were comparatively safe, 
too, in their island homesteads 
from the hostility of the more 
dangerous enemies of their own 
species, possibly of their own 
race ; for the lake-dwellers being 
human, were doubtless at times 
quarrelsome, and the thought 
which they gave to the making of 
lethal weapons shows that they 
were warlike. Another reason 
why they preferred water to land 
may have been a desire to place 
themselves and their belongings 
beyond the reach of forest fires, 
which in dry- summers were pro
bably of frequent occurence.

Until the discovery-, eleven 
years ago, of a bronze bit at Moeri- 
gen, it was not suspected that the 
Proto-Helvetians added horseman
ship to their other accomplish
ments, and oven for sometime 
afterwards the find was looked 
upon as the product of a later 
age, which had found its way- into 
the lake by- accident. But the 
subsequent finding at Moerigen, 
Corcellottes, and elsewhere ot 
bits, broken and entire, a chariot 
wheel, and bones and skeletons of 
horses, put an end to all doubts on 
the subject. Some of the bits are 
remarkable specimens of métal
lurgie art. One of them is a sam
ple ot the type still in common 
use, both in England and on the 
Continent. The mouth-piece is 
jointed in the middle and twisted, 
the cheeks are furnished with 
“ dees” for holding bridle and curb 
chain ; and in shape and fashion 
the Proto-Helvetian bit differs 
hardly at all from the “ snaffle” of 
English grooms and harness- 
makers. But it is much smaller 
than the modern bit—a fact which, 
together with the smallness of all 
the equine bones that have come 
to light, points to the conclusion 
that the horses of the Bronze Age 
were little, if any, larger than 
Exmoor ponies.

As touching the antiquity of 
the lake-dwellings of Proto-IIelve- 
tia, there is very- little to be said. 
No medals, coins, or other relics, 
whereby the date of their erec
tion can even be approximately 
determined, have been found. It 
may, however, with certainty bo 
inferred, from the absence of any
thing Roman, that the Lacustrians 
vanished from the scene before 
the appearance in Central Europe 
of the legions of the Eternal City-.

A SAD INSTANCE.

Plain preaching is demanded. 
Wise observers are saying that 
the crying sin of the time is covet
ousness. Alas ! who has not seen 
professors of the religion of Jesus 
sitting complacently under the 
Gospel, and rejoicing in the free 
grace of the Lord Jesus, while 
their hands were stained with ill- 
gotten gain ? “ Covetousness,
which is idolatry,” says the Scrip
ture. And of all sins, idolatry is 
the most odious to God, and is the 
most certain to be overtaken with 
His swift judgments. It debases 
the Christian, and makes him as 
hard and unfeeling as the gold he 
woiship-. Those who heap up 
treasury.-, fur themselves, even 
when hwiii -iiy acquired, are con
demned by Scripture. How much 
severer judgment is theirs who 
defraud the widow and the father
less for tlie sake of gain. The 
following is an example of the 
plain dealing which ought to be 
exercised >m this point. Who 
shall say that it is one whit too 
plain ?

Dr. William Anderson, for more 
than fifty years pastor of a church

in Glasgow, had a somewha' 
pointed way of “ putting things,” 
as the following incident, related 
in the Weekly Review, will show :

“ He was once expounding the 
fifteenth Psalm, and had come to 
the word usury—1 Ho that putteth 
not out his money to usury.’
‘ Does that mean,’ he asked, ‘ tak
ing ten percent, or more ? Not 
entirely. It means, also, the 
spirit in which the ten per cent is 
taken. There was once in this 
church a poor widow, and she 
wanted twenty pounds to begin a 
small shop. Having no friends, 
she came to mo, her minister. 
And I happened to know a man— 
not of this church—who could 
advance the money to the poor 
widow. So we went to this man 
—the widow and I—and the man 
said he would be happy to help 
the widow. And he drew out a 
bill for £20, and the widow signed 
it, and I signed it too. Then he 
put the signed paper in his desk, 
and took out the money and gave 
it to the widow. But the widow 
counting it, said : ‘ Sir, there are 
only £15 here.’ ‘ It is all right.’ 
said the man, ‘ that is the interest 
I charge.’ And as we had no re
dress, wo came away. But the 
widow prospered ; and she 
brought the twenty pounds to me, 
and I took it myself to the office 
of the man who had lent it, and 1 
said to him : 1 Sir, there are the 
£20 from the widow.’ And he 
said : ‘ Here is the paper you
signed, and if you know any- other 
poor widow, I will be happy to 
help her in the same way.’ I 
said to him : 1 You help the
widow ! Sir, you have robbed this 
widow, and you will be damned /' 
And, my- friends', 1 kept my eye 
upon that man ; and before six 
months were over,God smote him 
and he died. That's your usury. 
God’s curse upon it !” We can 
still recall, after many years, the 
creep of soul with which we lis- J tened to the closing sentences, 
and the vivid glimpse wo got of a 
divine retribution falling suddenly 
on a bad man.

Hear tlie solemn warning of 
James, speaking by the Holy- 
Ghost : “ Go to, now, you rich
men, weep and howl, for your 
miseries shall come upan y-ou. 
Your riches are corrupted, and 
your garments are moth-eaten. 
Your gold and silver is cankered ; 
and the rust of them shall be a 
witness against you, and shall eat 
y-our flesh as it were fire. Ye 
have heaped treasures together 
for the last day.”—United Prêt 
byterian.

CHILDRENS CLOTHES.

No conservatism is more diffi
cult to deal with than that dis
played by a young boy in regard 
to any change in his apparel.

“ If I must wear these cuffs,” 
said an eight-year old boy on Sun
day morning, “ 1 am not going to 
church.”

The cuff's in question were en
tirely unobjectionable to the eye 
of man or woman. They were 
probably unnoticeable also. But 
the boy discovered a morbid dread 
of appearing in them, as they 
were not a usual addition to his 
toilet. He confessed in confidence 
to his mother as they walked 
along, that he dreaded the re
marks his Sunday-school class 
would make upon them. How 
little consideration is gener
ally shown for the feelings of 
children. How few parents rea
lize that the child’s world, only as 
John Brown of Edinburgh said, 
“ about three feet high,” has it* 
tragedies and' comedies, its fear of 
blighting, adverse criticism. So 
many times, when garments are 
chosen, when the question is not 
of expenditure, but taste, the 
children themselves might be al
lowed tochoo*e,within certain lim
its, what they will have. Who 
has not seen this sight : when all 
the happy boy-s in the neighbor
hood are wearing knee-pants, one 
small weary soul appearing in 
pantaloons the exact counterpart 
of his father’s, and reaching to the 
heels of his -shoes ? This life is 
made a burden to him, and then 
and there is begotten an uneasy 
consciousness of self that will re
quire years of thought and expe
rience, and of resolute care to 
overcome. The consciousness of 
being well and suitably dres-ed, 
so dear to the heart of woman and 
so conducive to her ease, is just 
as consoling to a child, and is no 
more likely to lead to a morbid 
fotidthess for dress than is the dis
comfort occasioned by the con
sciousness that there is something i 
wrong about his clothes.—N. Y. \ 
Evening Post.

OUR YOUNG F0LÉS.

A BOY SHOULD HAVE 4 
TR 1 DE.

What about tlie boy who does 
not take up with a trade or i,ro. 
fession ? Look around you unj 
the question is speedily answered 
He must cast his hook into any 
sort ot pond and take such tish as 
may bo easily caught, lie is a 
sort of tramp. He may work in a 
brick-yard to-day, and in the har
vest-field to-morrow. He does the 
drudgery, and gets the pay of the 
drudge. His wages are so small 
that he finds it impossible to lay 
up a dollar, and a fortnight ot idle- 
ness will see him dead broke. The 
other evening 1 saw a man drag
ging himself wearily along and 
carrying a pick on his shoulder 
“ Tired, John ?” “ More so than
any horse in Detroit.” “ What 
do you work at?” “I’m a digger. 
Sometimes I work for gas compan
ies, but oftenor for plumbers."
“ Good wages ?” “ So good that
my family never has enough to 
eat, lot alone buying decent 
clothes. If it wasn’t for my wife 
and children I’d wish for that 
street car to run over me.” “ Why 
didn’t you learn a trade ?” “ Be
cause nobody had interest enough 
to argue and reason with me. ^1 
might have had a good trade and 
earned good wages, but here I am, 
working harder for 88 or $9 a 
week than any man does to earn 
818.” And now, my boy, if men 
tell you that the trades are crowd
ed, and that so many carpenters, 
and blacksmiths, and painters, and 
shoemakers and other trade*, keep 
wages down, pay no atteniion to 
such talk. Compare the wages of 
common and skilled workmen. 
Take the trade which you seem 
titled for. Begin with a determi
nation to learn it thoroughly, and 
to become the best workman in 
the shop. Don’t bo satisfied to 
skin along from one week to an
other without being discharged, 
hut make your services so valua
ble by being such a thorough , 
workman that your employer can
not afford to let you go.—Detroit 
Free Press.

PLAYING STAGE COACH.
“ All wanting the same place 

makes a great deal of trouble in 
this world,” said mamma thought
fully. “ Shall I tell you a little 
story about it—some thing I know 
to be true ?”

“ O yes, do!” chimed the child
ren.

“ It is a very sad story, but I 
will tell it to you,” she went on, 
“ and the next time that you are 
tempted to be selfish stop and 
think of it. Once, long ago, there 
were four children playing stage
coach just as you have been doing 
now, and just like you, they all 
wanted the first place. Instead 
of playing on a log, however, they 
were in the spreading branches of 
a willow tree.

“ ‘ I want to drive,’ said Lucy 
getting in the driver's seat.

“ ‘ No, let me drive,’ and Harry 
climbed up beside her. ‘ Let me 
sit there.’

“ But Lucy did not move.
“ ‘ Let me sit there,’ repeated 

Harry, giving her a slight push 
and crowding his way on the same 
branch where she sat. ‘You 
must let mo drive.’

“ A moment more, a sudden 
crash, and they were on the 
ground. The branch had broken.

“ Harry was on his feet instant
ly, trying to raise his sister, but 
there was a sharp cry of pain, 
then she lay- very still. Mother 
and father came rushing out of the 
iiohse and gently lifted the little, 
fainting form, from which the arm 
hung limp and broken. There 
was sorrow and crying, but it was 
too late, nothing could turn aside 
the weeks of suffering and paiu 
that must be borne before the lit
tle girl could take her place again 
among the other children. I 
think they all learned a lesson 
of loving unselfishness in those 
weai y days, each trying who could 
bring the most brightness and 
happiness into dreary- hours. 1 
was that little girl, and I learned 
to appreciate little kindnesses as I 
had never done before. It was 
then that I learned something else 
too,—something 1 want you all to 
remember,” and mamma looked at 
the little group. It is, ‘ Even 
Christ pleased not Himself.’ ”

The Babbins enjoined the say
ing “ Amen” after any little 
prayer as a thing pleasing to God 
and profitable to men, comparing 
it to setting our name to an 
epistle written in another’s band, 
which then ecoraes ours when 
we sign it.—Dane.
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