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Our Home Circle.
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If the Lord were to send down blessing» from Heme- 
en, es fast and as thick aa the fall 

Of the drops of the rain, or the flakes of the snow,
I’d lose and I’d bless him for aU ;

But tbe gift that I’d erase, and the gift that I d 
keep, if I'd only one to choose 

la the gift of a broken and a contrite heart, for that 
God will not refuse.

Why, what hase I done, perhaps you 11 say, that 
should make me fret and gnese ?

I didn’t wrangle, oi curse or swear, I didn t lie or

fm dearof cheating and drinking and debt ; veil 
perhaps, het I cannot say ; 

for some of these things I hedn t a mind, 
some didn*t come in my wsy.

And there’s many a thing I could wiah undone, 
though the law might not be broke, .
there’s many a word, new I come to think, 
that I could wish unspoke.

I did what I thought would answer the beet, and 1 
said just what came to my mind ;

J wasn’t so honest that I need to boast, and I m 
sure I wasn’t kind.

Bnt we’ll come to the things that I left undone, and
then there’ll be more to say ; ___ ,

And well ask fot the broken hearts tha: I charred,
and the teers that I wiped away ;

I thought of myself, and I wrought for myeelf- 
for myself and none other beside,

Just as if Jrsus had newer lired, and as if He hsd 
never died.

He’s taken this long account of mine, and 
has crossed it through and through ;

If he's left me nothing to par Hes giren me 
enough to do.

He’s shown me thing» that I nevet knew, with ell 
my worry and care,

Hings thet hare brought me down to my knee», 
and things that srill keep me there.

He hs* shown me the law that works in Him, and 
the lew that works in me,

Jjife nnto life, and death untj death, and He • ask
ed how these sgrre.

He has made me weary of self and of pelf,—yea 
my Senour has bid me griere 

for the days and tbe rears when I did not prey, 
when I did not love nor believe.

—Sunday Magasin*.

THE BATTLE FIELD.
Scattered here and there over the 

surface of the earth are fields memora- 
Lie from having been scenes of terrible 
oonflicts. On some of them the grass 
grows greener and the corn ie more lux
uriant, from the blood and carnage 
which years ago enriched tbe eoil. On 
others are erected coetly monuments, 
reciting the triumphs of the victors, and 
rfbove them wave tbe banners which 
Mind triumphant through the fight. 
Bat there are other fields where blood- 
lees victories have been gained, and 
where many a man hue proved himself 
stronger wan he that taketh a city. 
There may be no monuments to mark 
these spots. The historians that keep 
the record of fields trodden by fierce 
warriors and slippery with human gore, 
may find nothing m them worthy of 
their peri, hut the angels of God know 
tbe ylmcm where the legions of hell 
have been put to flight, and in the day 
of eternity there will be records of 
grander victories than earthly heroes 
have attained, which have been won by 
men strong in the Lord, and in the 
power of his might

Says a correspondent of the Christian 
at Work,—Years ago, while passing 
through Cbas. Street, Boston,in company 
with a friend, a thriving merchant who, 
though young, was famous for his suc
cess and liberality, at a certain point 
near the church where Dr. Sharpe was 
then the preacher, he paused suddenly 
and exclaimed :

“ Stop a minute ! Just here, ; once 
fought for my soul’s life, and by the 
grace of God, got it.”

“ Pray tell me about it,” I replied.
“ It happened in the time of my 

clerkship,” said he, “ soon after com- 
ing from my country home to the city.

“ I left mv room one Friday evening 
for a stroll by this Back Bay. While 
standing here a moment, I was hailed 
by a young clerk whom I hid often 
met in KUby Street. He was two 
years older than myself, smart, clever, 
with an air and manners that to me 
were verv attractive.

“ Looking toward ‘ the Hill ’ over 
there—then notorious for its haunts of 
illicit pleasures—he said : * I'm so 
lucky to have met you. Now come up 
the hill with me, we'll have such a nice 
time.’

“ Young and social myself, it seemed 
impossible to resist. How could I "r1 . 
Having taking a few steps towards ‘the 
Hid,’ all at once the sight of the chapel 
in the rear of the church reminded me 
of an indefinite promise I had made to 
an old friend, that I would join him i 
i sometime’ on Friday evening at the 
weekly meeting there. Bit I was mov- i 
ing 4 the other way.’ It seemed now as 
if I heard his voice of warning : • If you 
go yonder to-night, you will never again 
feel like going to the chapel. Which ; 
party will you join ? Answer.’

• It was the crisis of my life. Here , 
I stood where two ways met. The de
late was torture. I prayed inwardly, j 
Power came. I stopped short, mention- 1 
ed tbe pledge given to my older friend, , 
bowed off and hastened to the chapel.

“ What a welcome I had there ! I i 
soon found myself at home, and am at l 
pom» there yet ; in companionship with 
a band of young men, true fellow- 
workers, who are trying under the lead
ership of Christ. ‘ to make the world 
better for being in it.*

• The epitaph of this * good soldier* 
mav be found at Forest Hill Cemetery :

“To Nariianel Ripley Cobb: died

This was tbe roan who, when twenty- 
three years old, wrote these words

“ By the grace of God I will °6v*r 
be worth more than fifty thousand dol- 
ISTS.* ”“By the grace of God I will give 
one-fourth of the net profite .of my bus
iness to charitable and religious uses.

“ If am ever worth twenty thousand 
dollars, I will give one-half of my net 
profits, and if I am ever worth thirty 
thousand I will give three-fourths, and 
the whole after fifty thousand dollars.

“ So help me God, or give to a more 
faithful steward, and set me aeide."

He kept hie covenant ; and at one 
time on finding that his property had in
creased beyond fifty thousand dollars, 
he at once devoted the surplus, $7,500 
to charitable uses. This was the man 
who on his dying bed could say, ‘ 1 have 
been active and busy in the world ; 
God has prospered me ; I have every
thing to tie me here ; I have property 
enough, but how small and mean does 
this world appear when we are on a 
sick-bed. My hope in Christ is worth 
infinitely more than all other things. 
The blood of Christ, the blood of Christ, 
none but Christ.”

He being dead yet epeaketh ; and a 
correspondent of a religious paper pub
lished at Richmond, Va.,enclosing $500 
for missions, said, “ About ten years 
ago I began the world with what I sav
ed from my wages for tending store. 
About the same time I read an account 
of certain resolutions of a Mr. Cobb, a 
member of a Baptist church in Boston, 
and I concluded by the graoe of God, 
not only to follow his plan, but also the 
example and advice of Mr. Wesley, to 
• make all you can, save all you can, 
and give all you can.* ”

The soldier of the Lord wins no bar
ren victories. Angels wait and watch 
the mighty struggle between the powers 
of sin and righteousness ; and the vic
tory once gained shall send its influ
ence throughout the rolling ye»n of 
time to the remotest ages of eternity.— 
The Christian.

THE EARLY USE OF BELLS.

A writer in the Troy Timas gii
the

the 
early

if he must get himself out, he’ll be more 
careful about getting into trouble.’

It was another mother who, when 
her child wanted the candle although 
she had told him it would burn, let him 
bare his own way so that he should find 
out what ‘ burn ’ meant

To some their conduct would seem 
hard-hearted, but both understood the 
value of a little “wholesome letting 
alone.” The first boy mentioned is a 
good deal bigger now, and the same 
self-reliance marks him yet. Character 
is formed much earlier than we think.

The giving of the care of a child 
mainly to a nurse whose sole bnainess 
is to amuse him, buying all h<s toys 
readymade, instead of giving him the 
materials and teaching him to make 
them himself, giving him money to 
spend that he had not earned—this 
course followed through a child’s first 
ten years will go far toward making him 
helpless to think, to plan, or to execute 
for himself, or to withstand temptation. 
“ Killed with kindness ” is by no means 
a paradoxical epitaph.—Illustrated 
Christian Weekly.

M£jMPUS.
We scatter seeds with careless hand.

And dream we ne’er shall see them more ; 
Bnt for a thousand years 
Their fruit appears,

In weeds thet mar the land.
Or healthful store.

The deeds we do. the words we ear,—
Into still air the) seem to fleet,

We count them ever past ; »
But they shall last.—

In the dread judgment they 
shall meet!Aad we i

I charge thee by the years gone by,
For the love’» sake of brethren dees, 

Keep thou the one true w^y* 
In work end play,

Lest in that world, their cry 
Of woe thou hear.

following information about 
use of bells :—

14 It is evident that tihs earliest use of 
bells in ehurches was te summon the 
congregation ; but superstition soon en
list*! them into her service. It then 
became customary at their consecration 
to pray that they might be endowed 
with power to drive aeray devils and 
dipeipate thunder storms, hail and tem
pests. In the opinion of those who 
originated the practice, the evil spirits 
were the cause of foul weather, and, be
ing terrified at the saintly sound of the 
bells, they precipitately lied. In parish 
accounts of the fifteenth century, bread, 
cheese, and beer are charged for the re
freshment of the ringers during “ thun- 
derings.” So late as 1852 tbe Bishop 
of Malta ordered all the church bells to 
be rung for an hour to allay a gale. 
After the discovery had been made of 
the potency of bells in terrifying spirits, 
they were employed in all the matters in 
which fiends were reputed to interfere. 
It was the weapon with which St. An
thony fought the legion of demons who 
tormented him during his long hermitv 
cal life, and in the figures which were 
drawn of him during the Middle Ages 
he is represented as carrying a bell in 
his hand, or suspended from his staff. 
The passing bell which was formerly 
tolled for those who~were dying or pass
ing out of the world, as well as the peal 
which was rung after their death, grew 
out of the belief that devils troubled the 
expiring patient, and lay in wait to 
afflict the soul at the moment when it 
escaped from the body, and occasional
ly even to battle for it with guardian 
angels.

“ The Bishop of Chalons christened 
a peal of bells in 1822, and in a sermon 
which he delivered on the occasion said : 
‘The bells placed like sentinels on the 
towers watch over us, and turn away 
from us the temptations of the enemy 
of our salvation, as well as storms and 
tempests. They speak and pray for ns 
in our troubles ; they inform heaven 
of the necessity of earth.' ’ If this be 
true,’ says a writer, ‘ there is more vir- 

! tue in the clapper of a bell than in the 
tongue of a priest,”

LESSONS 'OF EXPERIENCE.

SIMPLE MEANS BLESSED.
Tbe autumn of 185» had been pass- 

ed at a emalk watering-place in the 
neighborhood, where daily intercourse 
with thehoneaVbrave sailors and ooast- 
guardsmen, on, tbe picturesque old 
wooden jetty, bed resulted in many a 
hearty friendship. i

We were enabled to meet? en Sunday 
evenings for rending the Bible and 
pnayer for a shot* time, after evening 
service in the efcurch, by the kindness 
o£ the harbour-mas ter who lent us his 
room on tbe quay for this purpose.

The time ot our stay at —— had 
j»et urawn to ite close. The last meet
ing wae over. On the following even- 
iug, whilst driving to the nearest rail
way station with two young friends 
wW b*d beerTpffAeut »t tnatWlpw™ 
reading, we were remarking on. the ear- 
neatness of the sailor»’ fine, frank coun
tenances, as they had listened- to the 
Word of life„and one inquired, “ Have 
you seen any fruit of this seed-sowing ? 
Has anv one been led to tbe Saviour 
by it ?”* j '

“ I know not of we,” was. the reply. 
“ But we wait upon our Godto give the 
increase.”

On returning home, we found a mes
senger had called to say that the cap
tain of a small vessel, who had been at 
the Scripture reading the night before, 
bad been seized with a sudden illness, 
and was believed to be dying. His wife 
had sent to entreat me to go to him 

I immediately.
The night was dark and stormy ; 

gusts of rain were driving before the 
wind ; and the *en was dashing at the

bid. 1334, aged 36, and daring a
dis- 
dol-

,’nercantil ; v i-eer of twelve years 
:-°na-d i p v;irl of forty thousand

A mother had taken her year-old babe 
with her on a visit. While she and her 
hostess were busy about something, the 
baby started on a voyage of discovery. 
He had managed to crawl under a table 
of peculiar construction and bad become 
penned in by its legs. His cries called 
the mother’s attention. She saw thatthe 
child was not hurt, nor in dangeF, and 
ment on with what she was doing, only 
remarking, *' He got himself into the 
scrape, and he must get out a^ain.” The 
child cried awhile, tillseeing thisbrought 
no one to his aid, nor did it release 
him, he stopped and set himself at the 
problem in earnest. He tried one way. 
That didn’t work. He tried another, 
that failed too, till finally by lying flat 
on^the floor and pushing hinself out 
feet foremost, he escaped and went on 
with hi» play. “Why didn’t you take 
him out ?” was asked. “ Because he 
must learn to look where he goes ; and

foot of the cliff. A young friend had 
volunteered to accompany me ; and 
with some difficulty, we found our way 
to the sick man’s house.

llis wife, who was anxiously watch
ing him, said that his head was affect
ed, as it had been apt to be at times ; 
since ten months before, in the midst 
of a storm, the falling maslt of his ship 
had struck him to the deck. But this 
iiuie, in place of delirious swearing, his 
one cry was, “ What shall I do to be 
saved ?” j

The wild, wandering eye, showed me 
in an instant that it would be undesir
able to encourage him to speak. So, 
kneeling by his side, I took his tossing 
hand, and repeated slowly and gently 
to him the inspired answer to the ques
tion, “ Believe on the Lord Jesus Curist 
and thou shall be saved and after 
commending him to that Saviour’s 
mercy m a few short words of prayer I 
saw the poor sufferer’s softened eyes opinion of himself 
till with tears; and then he laid hia thing you — " ■ 
head quietly down on tbe pillow, and 
soon afterwards fell asleep.

In a email, neat, sitting-room below, 
stood his eldest son, a noble-looking 
sailor, with grave, anxious countenance, 
waiting to hear what hope there seem
ed for tbe safety of his father’s soul.

“ For a man like him," he said, “sub
ject to attacks that may bring him down 
to the grave any minute, there’s nothing 
tor it—but to be ready.” jf |

“ Yes, indeed, wc majf well wish it 
fur him ! But what of vou, my friend !
You may die before him yet ! Neither 
you nor I know that we shall wake up 
in this world to-morrow dooming ! Are 
you ’r<ady’ if your call should come ?
Have yuU made your enqice for God ?”

In a low voice, trembiiog with emo
tion, he replied, “ Yes, I have !” “ Thank 
God for that! And how long is it since 
ou male this blessed choice ?"

• Since last nigut, at the reading in 
.he harbor ; anJ I hope He’ll keep me
t°lU , .

The stonn and the rain were forgot
ten in our gladness, aa we walked home 
after hearing such good news of the 
grace of God.

The following morning we heard that 
the father was better, and sleeping as 
peacefully as a child. In the evening 
we found that his consciousness had 
fully returned ; and that the awxioua 
questioning had been exchanged for a 
calm trust in the promise o# salvation 
through faith in-tbe Lord Jesus Christ.

A younger son, with a face as bright 
as his brother’s was earnest—a sailor, 
too, and with the same manly beariag 
—was waiting to- welcome us into the 
sitting-room, where their tws young 
wives and their babies bad been brought 
to make friends with us.

“ Is it a» well with yon,” I asked, 
“ as with your brother ? Have you 
given yourself up to the Lord Jesus 
Christ?"

“ Yes, I was the first of ne I—a5 that 
reading, last Sunday fortnight, abeet 
the son who- had made away with anl 
the goods bie-father had given him, sud 
then came back- and gat forgiven for it 
all, without a- word being thrown at him. 
And, said I,.I?11 arise too, and go to 
such a Father as that, and I hope Hë’s- 
taken me, and that He’ll hold me to 
Him for ever.”

The next night the whole family ga
thered round, the sick father’s bed, for 
their first “family prayers.”—The Has- 
en and the Home, by Miss Marsh.

CONSECRATED GROUND.
A correspondent sends us the follow

ing : “ On reading the recent debate on 
the Burials Bill, I was reminded of an 
incident which lends significance to the 
oft-repeated word ‘ consecration,’ as also 
the prominent importance and supernal 
reality attached to the term. The inci- 
deat was on this wise:: In a parish not 
far distant lived Jim. Jim had actually 
been twice uader the shadow of an 
ecclesiastical edifice ; once, it was said, 
when he was baptized, bat certainly at 
a wedding. It so happened that the 
said Jim loved, the liqgor, and freely 
used it. Moreover, he not only made 
■nee of the whiskey, bat he liked tbe 
girls, and occasionally » bit of a fight 
and sundry things of a kindred nature. 
Thus he was the ladies-’ lover, the vil- 
lag» bally, the Squire** butler, all in 
oi*i. There ieoo use blinking the mat
ter :: Jim, wae rather a notorious liver, 
and ‘ last of all he died also.’ And 
new. for the * burial debate* and ‘ conse
cration.’ From the e&e of the sham
bles up to the Squire, all resolved his 
should be no “dog's funeral.’ Arrange
ments were made, and. notice was duly 
served upon the Protestant priest, spec
ifying the hoar of burial ; but to the 
consternation- of many, the priest re
plied in direct and angry negatives. 
Jim- should have no ‘‘last ceremony 
no, not even a corner in the ‘ consecrated 
acre.’ At length the Squire interpos
ed.. He had bestowed the 1 acre,’ he 
bad built the synagogue, he had con
ferred endowment, and on these 
grounds he begged hard for the decent 
interment of his old and faithful ser
vant. Alastbe viear was inflexible. 
Argument and intercession could not 
avail. Jim had lived and died a sinner, 
almost as bad as a heretic. He could 
not be buried in consecrated ground. 
Look here,’ said the Patron of Sports, 
“ I will make a compromise. You 
need not attend, but for my sake put 
an end to tbe.e wakes and merry 
makings. Let tbe sinner be, buried’ 
and raise no row about tbe matter. 
But bis reverc-uoe remained immutable. 
He was the * custodian of consecrated 
ground,’ where an outlaw would never 
lie.’ ‘ Come, now,’ said the Squire, 
naively and warmly, ‘how deep drwu 
does your consecration go ?’ Tbe learn
ed divine was confounded with the 
mathematical element introduced, and 
he staggered at the novelty of the ques
tion. ‘ How man» feet deep wdtild yon 
think ?’ said the Squire energetically. 
• Well, said tbe cleric—‘ well, really— 
hem ! hem ! Yes, quite so. It goes, 
yes—yes—say ten leet down.’ ‘ All 
right,’ chuckled the triumphant chief,

before their eyes, unless with a pure 
intention to uproot sin. So may a mir
ror without a flaw never be prepared 
for you. In those things which we 
cannot help, may we ever be blind to 
our own short-comings. We are neither 
ugly, nor awkward, nor uninteresting 
to ourselves if we do not know it. A 
fool may have the wisdom of Solomon 
in his own conceit. Let him be, and 
the path to the grave will be easier for 
him to tread ; you will be worse, he no 
letter. Leave every man as much self
esteem as his conscience will all*» him 
to cherish. It mav be a pleasure to en
lighten people as to their faults of mind 
and person, but it is Certainly set a 
duty.

Our Young Folks.

SECRETS.
Tbe moment a girl has a secret from 

her mother, or has received a letter she 
dare not let her mother read, or ha» a 
friend of whom her mother dues not 
know, she ie im danger. A secret ie 
not a- good thing for a girl to have» 
The fewer secrets that lie in the heart» 
of women at any age, the better. It i» 
almost a test- of pnrity. She who ha» 
none of her own is best and happiest. 
In girlhood,, hid» nothing from your 
mother ; do nothing that, if discovered 
by your fathers wonld make you blush. 
Have no mysteries whatever. Tell- 
those who are aboat you where yon go 
and what you-do. Those who have the- 
right to know, I mean, of course. A 
little secretiveness has set many a scan
dal afloat ; and much as is said about 
women who tell too much, they are much 
better off than women who tell too little. 
A man may be reticent and lie under 
no suspicion ;.not so a woman. The girl 
who frankly says to her mother. “ I have 
been here. I met» so and so. Sueh 
and such remarks Were made, and this 
and that was done;” will be certain of 
receiving good advice and sympathy. 
If all-was right, no-fault will be found. 
If tbe mother knows out of her great 
experience that something was improp
er or unsuitable, she will, if she is a good 
mother, kindly advise against its repeti
tion. It is when mothers discover that 
their girls are hiding things from them 
that they rebuke or scold. Innocent 
faults are always pardoned by a kind 
parent. Yon may net know, girls, just 
what is right—juet what is wrong, yet. 
Yon can’t be blamed for making little 
mistakes, but you will never do anything 
very wrong if from the first you have 
no secrets from year mother.

“CAN THE LIKE OF US GET IN?"
Coming rather late, one stormy after- 

soon in November, to tbe place where 
a children's service was to be held, I 
wae surprised to find a group of little 
ones standing outside the door in the 
heavy rain ; apparently waiting for 
something. They were strangers to me,, 
but as I came up three of them ran to 
me, asking eagerly : “ Is there anything 
to pay to get in ?”

“ Nothing, dear children,” I said ;. 
and in the three ran at once.

But two little ragged ones, with bare 
feet, still lingered outside, till one of 
them shyly asked me : “ Can the like of 
us get in ?”

Glad I was to be able to say yes : 
“ O, yes; all are welcome;" and we 
all three went in together.

But I had learned a lesson from the 
children which I hope I shall never for
get. They had all been invited to come. 
They were cold and weary outside, and 
they wanted to get in. The door was 
open, and a kind welcome awaited them 

I inside. They kept* themselves out by 
| thinking the invitation could not be 
1 meant for them—that they were not fit 
to come in. Here, then, is my lesson; 
God has, in His infinite love, provided 
a rich feast, to which He freely and 
fully invites all. Before God could give 
you and me—guilty sinners—this full 

i and free invitation, His only-begotten 
• Son had to suffer and die in the sinner’s 
stead, in order that He might take away

I’ll plant him a dozen.”—Nonconformist, j the mighty barrier of gu.lt that blocked 
r i up our wav to heaven. But now there

LET THEM ALONE.
Never try to rob any one of hia good 

It is the most cruel 
can do. Moreover, it is 

by no means doing as you would be 
done by. Crush a woman’s self-esteem, 
and you make her cross-grained 
snappish

and

now
is “boldness to enter into the holiest 
by the blood of Jesus, by a new and 
living way which He bath consecrated 
for us, through th« veil, that is to say, 
His flesh” (H-b. x., 19, 20;) and in 
every outcast who enters Jesus sees of 
the travail of his soul and is satisfied. 

Jesus, then, wants you to come. The
Do the same to a man, and Father is waiting to welcome you. He

is not willing that any should perish, 
but that all should should come to Him 
and live. The Holy Ghost saitb : “Te- 
day, if ye will hear his voice, harden 

Women grow prèttyïn believing not yoor hearts.” And God’» messen- 
so and fine qualities often ; eers are sent out to say All things are 

• • ’ ready, come;’’“Whosoever w ill, let him

yon only make him morose. You may 
mean to create a sweet, humble creature, 
bat yen’ll never do it. The people who 
think best of themselves are apt to be 
best, 
tbev are
crop oat after one has been told she has 
them. It only gratifies a momentary 
suite to force your own unfavorable 
opinion of him deep into another’s mind. 
It never did any good. Ah ! it this 
world full of ugly people, and awkward 
people, silly people, and vain p,eople, 
knew their own deficiencies, what 
sitting in sackcloth and ashes we should 
have! The greatest of all things that 
a roan Can possess is a satisfactory iden
tity. If thaï which he calls “I ” please-» 
hiin.it is well with him; otherwise he | 
ia utterly wretched. Let your fellow- 
beings alone ; hold no truthful mirrors

come;” “ Whosoever,” that means you, 
you will never get a fuller invitation.

Do not think the invitation is not 
meant for the like of you. Do not let 
any thought, as that you are not fit to 
come in, keep you out. The like of you 

a may come in. Jesus “ came not to call 
the righteous, but sinners, to repent
ance ” (Matt, ix , 18;) and He has de
clared : “Him that cometh to Me I will 
in no wise cast ont” (John vi. 37.)

Reader, will yon accept the invitation 
and cume ju>t as you are ? And Come 
now.— Youwj Reaper.
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