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Our Home Circle
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THE LAST DAY.

Were this the last of earth,
This very day,

How should I think and act?
What should I say ?

Would not I guard my heart
With earnest prayer?

Would not I serve my friends
With loving care ?

How tender every word
As the hours wane! *

“ Like this we shall not sit
And talk again™’

How soft the beating heart
That soon must cease .
W hat glances carry love—
What heav: nly peace!

Aund yet this fleeting life
Is one last dav;
How long soe'er its hours,
They will not stay.
O heart be sof and true
While thou dost beat ;
O hands be swift to do,
O lips, be sweet.
Mrs M. F. Butts.
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THE SKEPTICAL SHOEMAKER.

«1 have read,” said the shoemaker,
“ a good deal about the heathen gods, '
and I believe the account of Christ is
taken from some of the heathen wri-
tings or other.” )

“Will you abide by your own deci-
sion on two questions that I will put to

ou?” said the Biblereader. ‘“If so,

#ill freely do the same. I will abide |
by your own answers; by doing so we |
shall have much time, and arrive quick- |
er at the truth.” 1

“ Well, said he, ““ out with it, and let
us ‘see if I can answer; there are but
few things but what I can say some.
thing about.” .

“ Well, my friend,” replied the read- |
er, “my first question is, suppose all
men were Christians, according to the |
account given to us in the Gospels con- |
cerning Cbrist, what would be the state |
of society ?” i

He remained silent for some time in

|

deep thought, and then was constrained
to say, * Well, if all men were really |
Clristians in practice as well as theory, |
of course we should be a bappy broth-
erhood indeed.”

«] promised you,” said the reader,

¢ that I wouid abide by your answer;

will vou do the same ?”’ |

“ Oh, yes,” be readily replied ; *no
man can deny the goodness of the sys-
tem in practice ; but mow for the other
question ; perhaps I shall get on better
with that; you have got a chalk this
time against me.”

“ Well my next question is this, Sup-
pose all men were infidels, what then

would be the state of London and of

the world ?° He seemed still more
perplexed, and remained a long time
silent, the reader doing the same.

At length he said, “ You certainly
have beaten me, for I never before saw
the two effects upon society ; I now see
that where the Christian builds up, the
infidel is pulling down. I thank you;
I shall think of what has passed this
afternoon.” )

The sequel was that he was fully per-
suaded in his ewn mind to give up ali
bis infidel companions and follow the
Lord Jesus Christ. But the change
did not stop here. When first the reader
called he had to sit on an old, dirty
chair, with a number of balf-starved
children sitting in their rags on the
floor around him. neglected and un-
cared for; now they bave removed to
a better home in a cleaner street.—
Within, all is cheerful and happy.

The father, no longer faithless, de-
lights in the company of his wife and |

children, all of whom are neatly dres-
sed ; and his chief bappiness is to read
and speak to them of the things which
belong to their everlasting peace.

* Where the Christian builds, the io.

fidel pulls down.” Wby is this? The
fact cannot be denied. Infidel France
wrote, ‘‘ Death is an eternal sleep,”
above her cemeteries, and then tore
down civilization and quenched the
light of humanity in seas of blood.—
And-French communists in 1871, while
arresting ecclesiastics and describin
them as ““servants of a person calle
God,” dug down the foundations of law,
order, peace and truth, and with fire
and sword destroyed their fellow men
by thousands, and made the streets of
Paris red with blood.

_The fruits of Christianity are as pre-
cious as those of infidelity are vile.
Where the precepts of Christ have
sway, waris unknown; robbery, dis-
hopesty, intemperance, violence and
lust are forbidden; and under their
benign influence, property is secure;
life is sacred ; poverty is provided for;
sickness 1s pitied ; infauncy is nuartured ;
old age is revered; womanhood is
cherished; and manhood is ennobled.
Such are the fruits of true Chiistianity ;
—and infide]l virtues wnrostly spring
from Christian roots. Skepticism can-
not blot out a father’s godly counsels
or a mother’s fervent prayers. And as
a result there are often traces of Chris-
tian principle where there is no Chris-
tian profession ; as there are plenty of
peopu whe gracticc infidelity wkil»
they prof -s Christianity. Do unot bLe
d'euuvcd Y uames or professionc, —
Set ger ne infidelity and gen:ine
Christian v side by side, watch their
fruits, au . ake your choice.—¥».
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Ala ve Letthe cleak to make hen it
+"zins to rain,

|  “OLD PROBABILITIES”,

_ quently enacted down the bay fairly il-

| Less than three years after the fa-

As “ 0Old Probabilities,”” Gen. Meyer
was well known throughout the coun-

means of this system warning of ap-
proaching storms is sent by telegraph
to the regions that are to be traversed,
long before the violemce of the storm 18
felt. There is probably no class who
will so deeply regret the death of *“Old
Probabilities” as those 'who follow the '
' sea, and it will be hard to find a sailor
" either in the cabin or the forecastle,
' who is not familiar with the square
flags, the burgees,and the lanterns of i
the Signal Bureau. A scene that is fre- |

lustrates the respect with which mas-
ters of ships regarded “ Old Probabil- |
ities’”” danger signals. When the square
red flag with a black square in the cen-
tre is hoisted over the Signal Bureau
ships boutid out are run in under the
lee of the Horseshoe,and the masters
of vessels which have just hauled out
into the stream preparatory to depar- |
ture overhaul their ground tackle and
clear away their bower anchors. To

" such efficiency had Gen. Meyer brought-|

his bureau that last year the probabil
ities fully verified amounted to seventy '

| per cent. ; while those that were verified |

in part amounted to twenty per cent.,
and those which failed were only ten®per
ceat. The last Congress gave Gen. 1
Meyer what he had long desired, a full
urigadier General's comm:ssion. '
The causes which are said to havef
led to the organization of a weather bu. |
reau here are intcresting. In Novem- |
ber, 1854, while tbe Anglo-French fleet |
was operating in the Black Sea against
Sebastopol. the tidings flashed across |
the wires that a mighty tempest had |
arisen on the western coast of France,
aod was on its way eastward. The
despatch was sent from Paris by the
French Minster of War, and it reached
the allied fleet in ume to enable the
ships to put to sea before the cyclone
ba. travelled over the intervening five
hundred leagues. In an official report
the French minister afterward wrote :
“ It appears that, by the aid of the elec-
tric telegraph and barometric observa.
tions, we may be apprised several hours
or several days in advance of great at-
wospheric disturbances happening at
the distance of 1,000 or 1,500 leagues.

mous Black Sea storm there appeared
in an American paper a formal proposal
for the establishment of a daily weather
report by telegraph, and the transmis-

4 THOUGHT.

|
' When in the evening at my 'ﬂ? b."ghb!

'A_shedo:’;hynwh‘fhw“’ oo, and finds I am

try as the pioneer in the lyﬂtem’ h&""' H’ (s daray,
;A sllinrg. which is now em- ;:3" : . {oﬁ ,ﬁ*ﬁo‘m

og;torg sign »
ployed fiearly all over the world. BY | a0t 'i}:;t el bins myr ee oo ot

And yet be ceases crying, fof Be knows that Tam
near.

So, dearest Lord, in sorrow, when in pain to thee
I cry.

Forgetting ixl: my hour of grief that thou art always
nigh, .

Although ;f:y voice I cannot bear, th; face I canvot

see, :
O let me feel, my Father, that thy hand' is laid on

me.

Then will my sorrow end in joy, then will my
troubles cease,

For, with the laying of thy hand, will come eternal
peace.

Grace V. Abbott.
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PUTTING OFF.

A minister determined to preach on
the text, “ Now is the accepted time;
now is the day of salvation.” While
in his study thinking, he fell asleep,
and dreamed that be was carried into
hell and set down in the mudst of a
conclave of lost spirits. They were
assembled to devise'the means whereby

' they might get at the souls of men.

One arose, and said: “I will go to the
earth and tell men that the Bible is all
a fable—that it is not divinely appoint-
ed of God.” *“ No, that will not do,”

another said ; “let me go. I will tell !

men that there is no God, no Saviour,
no heaven, no hell;” and at the last
words a fiendish smile lighted up all
their countenances. *“ No, that would
not do ; we cannot make men believe
that.” Suddenly one arose, and with a
wise mien, like the serpent of old, sug-
gested, “ No, I will journey to the world
of men, and tell thém that there s a
God, that there is a heaven—yes, and
a hell too—but I’ll tell them there is no
burry ; to-morrow will do, it will be
‘ even as to-day,’ ” and they seat him.
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SHAKING HANDS.

Let us consider the value of our dig-
ital arrangements with referenoce to the
venerable custom of *shaking hands.”
The classification is numerically signi.
ficant of the varieties in the act itself.
First, there is the one-finger variety,
signifieant of extreme condescension
and high-mightiness. When an exalt-
ed individual permits you his forefin-
ger, he distingtly says, semaphorically,
that you must not presume on the
slightest familiarity. You are in the

' gion of storm warnings to the seaports
| of the American lakes and the seaboard.
Gen. Meyer established a series of
signal stations, extending from the
Mississippi to the Gulf of Mexico, and
thence northward and eastward, both

' inland and on the coast, taking in the
great lakes and the highest mountain
peaks. At each station he placed care-
ful observers whom he had bimself se-
lected. These persous were regular-
ly enlisted in the army as sergeants,

and the code which he selected for their ‘

guidance has proved thus far a buar to
carelessness and incompetency.

_———— c e——— — ——

THE WORKMAN'S DAY.

The Rev. Dr. Alterbury, of New York,
recently delivered a sermon 1n Detroit
on the Sunday question, closing with
the following truthful observations :

To return to our own country, said
' Gladstore, “the 16tn ceutury is the
century for workmen.” and of all
countiies, Awerica is the country for
workmep. Of all classes, workingmen
have the most interest in preserving the
| Sabbatb, Difficult political problems
are before us. How are we to assimi-
late the vast masses that are flocking to
. our shores ? The relation of labour and
' capital presents its perplexing problem.
- Take away the Sunday rest and you
| make it tenfold more difficult. The
Sabbath lays her hand of restraint upon
capital, and brings relief to the laborer,

while by elevating the maasses, it affords

. security to the employer.

And observe that as soon a¢ you make
Sunday a mere holiday, a day of amuse-
ment, you lose it altogether. This has
been the experience of Europe. Des-
troy the popular reverence for the Sab-
bath as & holy day of religious rest, and
the barriers of law and custom will
seon have tu give away. And if men
work for a pleasure on Sunday, they will
s0on have to work for a Living on that
day. To workingwen, especially to
those who come to usfrom the old world,
let we say, don’t girdle the tree which
sielters vou. You cowe to this land
b:cause our iostitutions promise you
greater prosperity than you could find
in vour European bowmes. Respect these
mstitutions.  They are what bave made
us free and bappy. Chief among these
isour Sabbath.  Leara that true liberty
15 to be foundonly in “liberty in law.”
Aud vou, Awerican citizens, guar . your
Suuday rest with zealous care. Re=p-ct
IL-in your own persou; respect the
eqaal right of others 1o 1ts enjovwment,
and obserée above all, that the true and
best beneiic of the rest-day is that
whicu eannot bé enierced by buman law,
but which comes frow loving obedience
to Him who said, * Remewmber the Sab-

| bath day, to keep it holy.”

presence of Augustus, and the delicate
little ceremony 18 intended to impress
'you with the important fact. Then
, there is the two-finger variety. This is
.. condescension also, but of a milder
type. It is leavened with a touch of
' kindoess. Still you must not presume.

! parsons and other venerable bygones to

' their parishioners and dependants, old |
uncles to their nephews and nieces, and |

so on, The three-fingered sort adds
another increment of favour, condescen-
. sion having almost vanished but not

| quite. Much, however, depends on the

| vitality of thetouch. If alive and con-
| scious, it may be almost friendly. If
' flabby, do not trust to it. Talking of
' flabby band-shaking seems slightly con-

tradictory, for no possible shake, not to

say shock, can come out of such a salute.
’ In its perfection the flabby sort consists

of all four fingers laid flatly together,
,and held forth with about the same
| awount of significance as the paw of a
| rabbit or the fin of a ‘sea-dog. = The
, correct way of meeting this variety is
| by accepting it in precisely the same
 style. Two flat four.fingered fins thus
- meeting each other must be thrilling in
 the extreme. But when the flat sort is
| moreover ¢lammy, it is the very abyss
' of cold-blooded formality absolutely in-
 sulting, not to say sickening, in its very
touch.— Social Notes.
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EDUCATION OF GIELS,

Nothing is more painful, to one who
" knows what mothers may do for their
children, or wives for their husbands,

than to see the idleness of young wo-
men who are not compeiled to work for
a living, and to find how empty headed
they are. This may seem a small mat-
ter in itself, but the moment a woman
is married she has to learn how to be
interesting in ber home to her husband,
and, as soon as she is & mother the
tralving of her children 1s the toremost
duty of the hour. In thesetwo spheres
of life which are essentially the goal of
woman’s existeuce everything depends
upou what the wife and motler brings
to her several positions, everything for
her own, ber bhusband's and ber chil-
drew’s happivess. Wouwen are perpe-
tually losing their busbands—because
they rely upon evan-scent personal
charms to upho!d aff crion, bat the
surest way to provide against the deeay
of the ear!y euthusiasw of married Life
is to cultivate those wmeatal and
woral qualities whicu wake wowen ai-
wa\ = cnarwing and attractive,
Nothinz s sarer to do this, aside
from personal wanners, than the 1m-
,‘provement of oue’s miud, the growth
of literary tasies, the interst in what
imports new and wholesome attractions

into one’s home. It may be the miczo-
scope, or French or German translatigh,
or botany, or English literature, or Bis-
tory or music, but, whatever it is, the
| stimulus of knowing onething thm‘il
ly is worth immensely more than the
' knowledge itself, because_ it gives one
| the power to know more and enjoy more.

These studies even in themselves, are
| refining, but, pursued in the genial at-

mosphere of home, they are more than
| simply refining ; they are agencies by
. which the spirit of the home is chas-
' tened, made moral, even made religious.
| Religion in one’s home is best when it

is least insisted upon, when its life is

' the uncoascious poetry of the house-
' hold, when it seems to be the natural
culmination of the amenities of life ;

and religion aad culture go together in '

the well-ordered life of -every woman.
' But it is when the wife becomes a mo-

ther, when the religion and culture find

a congenial sphere for development
' within the sanctities of home, when
' among children and among friends au ]
| among neighbors the tone is always uj-
 lifting and inspiring, that literary cul-
ture and the genial development of a
woman’s mind and heart seem to make
life sweetest and best. Fortunate is
the boy or the girl who has such a home.
It is from such quarters, be they the
log -cabin or the house with brown
stone front, that men and women go
forth with the idea that conquers the
world. Every leading person bas had
a start somewhere, and usually it is
traced to one of these mothers whose

parted to her bright children. Here is
the true importance of literature at
home. It pays for itself hundreds of
times Jver in its influence upon parents,
and in the early direction it gives to
their children.

——— e

A GREAT CHANGE.

At a revival meeting in Montreal not
long since, a rumseller related his ex-
perience. Hesaid - “I was a wholesale
and retail liquor seller. 1 scoffed at re-
vivals, hated evangelists, but out of cur-
josity attended themeeting in St.James
Street Church, where the Spirit of God
brought home the truth to me. I then
realized my lost condition, and after a
struggle of a few days I accepted Christ.
I then rolled my barrels of whiskey,
gin, and rum into the streets and knock-
ed the heads in.” Next pight his
friends were with him, holding a prayer-
meeting until one o’clock in the morn-
ing in the very room where for years

aroused the attention of the police.
The singing attracted the attention of
these city officials, and they came up

expecting to arrest a lot of drunken
gamblers ; but to their surprise they
found a few Cbristians singing praises
| to Him who bad redeemed them with

| ing a Christian lfe.
|

Our Young Foiks

HIDING SIN.

Mother was very rigid in her views
_in regard to the observance of the

Sabbath. Theolder I get the nearer

. 1 think she was right about it. Sbhe

:thought God's “Sunday law” was a

specific enactment made once for eve-
. ry age, race, and nation of the world.

' Being a widow she was the head of her

' family, and considered herself respon-
| sible for the due observance of the day

' on her premises, even by the stranger

that echanced to be within her gates.

| Her children knew the commandment,

| every word of it, and knew how mother
- applied it to all the duties of life. No-

| thing in the way of work or pleasure
| was done on Sunday that could possi-
| bly be done any other day in the week.

It was absolutely a day of rest in ber

house, and as far as in her lay it was
an holy day to the Lord.

| One Sunday afternoon, when I was

' about twelve years old, I walked out for '

a stroll in the woods. It was in the

month of June ; the trees were in their

glory of green, ani every feathered
' songster was as merry as laughter itself.
I had not gone far before I fell in with

two neighbor.boys, both just about my |
age. other did not think they were |

gcod boys, particularly in reference to
the observance of the Sabbath. We
strolled along together, chatting by the
way, just as boys are wont to do.  Pret-
ty soou we came to the creek, and un-
fortunately struck it just at the *“ big
hole” where the boys of tie neighbor-
hood were in the habit of going im bath-
ing. In.tautly my two comrades said :

»

¢ Let's go o batbing.

I entered myv sol-mn protest. It
was Sunday, and motier did- not allow
that., Toey plied me with argomeuts
and eutreaties, but T did uot yield to
them. Sow-thing inside of we said,
“You bad feter JACS) hom-."  Sowe-
tuinyg else said S'.il'\." '[‘;u')' l)—‘_;‘tu
to ridieule me auld laugh at mwe. Rudi-
cul: 1s 4 terrible weapon, and there are
few Loy who can stand before a laugh,
Tuere wers svniptomns of a fearfu! eol-
ipise in iy moral principles. I eltat
¢oming ou, aud ought to bave ran, bus
thought I could staud. The boys called
me a * Phansee.” Thuat did not hurt

native or acquired culture has been im-

gambling and carousing bad often |

the stairs and bolted intd the room,

much, for : did not know what a Phar"
' 1860 WAS. ey then called me a “ Me.
thgdﬂ” with a sheer. I was a Meth-
odist, #nd I was proud of it, but I diq
not like thﬂrsnper in connection with
that ndme, sltriled me a little. The
boys then said, “ You are a coward, tieqd
| to your mother’s apron-string. “I did
i not mind the “‘apron-string” part of
| this taunt, but that word “coward”
| stung me in my soul. There issome-
‘ thing in the word repulsive to human

sensibility. I did not see then as I see
' now, how real cowardly it was to sacri.
 fice my principles and my eounscience in
order to maintain my reputation for
courage with a couple of notoriously
- bad boys, who would despise me after-
. ward for the sacrifice of my moral boy-
hood ou so slight a provocation. Sp
to show the boys that I was uot a cow.
ard, I pulled off my clothes and waded
into the stream. The boys could swim
I could not. They wanted to teach me’
how, but I declined their help. The
fact is, I was doing wrong and I knew
it, and I was afraid they woull let me
drown, and I did not want to go before

' God that Sunday afternoon conscious
of guilt as [ was. I mounted a log ly. -

ing in the edge of the streant and was
floating about in the water onit, and
had begun to enjoy the spcrt, when lo !
a water-moccasin, about three feet long,
popped up on the end of the log and be-
gan to lick out -his tongue-at me. The
thought came, where from or how I did
not know then, that God had sent that
snake to bite me and kill me for my
sin. I rolled off the log into water ten
feet deep, and would have drowned but
for the assistance of my associates.
When I gotto the bank I put on my
clothes and struck a ** beeline” for
home, determincd to confess my sin to»
' mother as soon as I got into the house.
' It was a mile and a quarter home, and
, before I got half way something began
to whisper, “ I wouldn’t tell my wother
| —it will grieve her unnecessarily—you
' had better keep this to yourself—the
' boys promised not to tell on you.” But
my bair was wet and mother would see
'that. A lie or two was suggested by
" which I could deceive mother and hide
' my sin, It is strange how one sin calls
' for another, and that for still another,
| until in our efforts to hide our sin we
| are covered all over with sins. I stop-
ped a hundred yards from the house,
sat down in the sunshine, pulled off m
| hat, and began to dry my bair, I u
' my fingers instead of a comb. After
" all I thought my hair would betray me.
' After I got home I kept on my hat un®

-til mother made me pull it off, and then

| my beart jumped into my throat and
| almost choked me, I don’t think mo-.
| ther ever gazed at me so intently before
in her life. It seemed to me then that
' she looked down into the bottom of my
' soul. That ugly bump on my con-
' science seemed awfully big and black
' just then. Night came, but I had no

This variety is much affected by ag-d | p.." 0/ blood. That man is now lead- | heart to pray, as was my custom. The

effors to-pray seemed profane. The
words choked me. I could :ot sleep, 1
could not rest, could not even lie still,
"but tossed and rolled from side to side.
I asked God to forgive me again and
again, but every time I did so, some-
thing said, *“ Confess this sin to your
mother.” I would bave done, and did
do, every thing but this for peace, but
no peace came. I knew where the dif-
ficulty was—God bad showed it to me,
but I would not yield. I waated God
. to help me hide my sin from mother ;
' but God wanted me to confess it to her.
I desired darkness, but God loved light.
' This guilty fight continued one week—
 and wbat a week it was! I was intense-
ly miserable, but tried to be uncommon-
' ly cheerful. The shame of the thing
made me despise myself. O the du-
- plicity of the depraved humun heart,
even in small ciildren ! “Who can
“koow it ?” I tried to sing, but they

were all sad songs. The  joyous, mer-
 ry, raptarous songs found no voice in
my soul. There 1s hardly a better in-
 dex to the state of the soul than the
songs that people sing, Mother seem-
ed to be sad all the week, too. There
was not that tenderness, gentleness and
sweetness in her tone and manner that
was generally there, or I thought so.
“ The eyes are "’ said to be ' the win-
dows of the seul.” 1f this be true, then

. to a guilty soul all things may look

guilty, while to a soul at peace with
God all things may seem to smila.

Thue next Suuday before I started to
class-meeting [ took mother 1ty 4 side-
room and made a clean breast of the
whole matter. O how sad she looked
while I was telliug her about my sin.
The tears rained down on my head as I
knelt at ber knee and laid my soul open,
and every tear seemed to drop scalding
hqt upon my heart. When I ot :hrough
with wmy confession I said,

“Mother, will you forgiv: me ?”

She said not a word, but i(uat swmile

tol . the story, and she foldcd we to ler
heavt. It was enough, mother and God
for:ave me at the sawme 1ustant, and
our three bearts seemed to bear 1n uni-

sui, A boy who has sinn. d against his

wo her aud gotuwsn forgiveness kiows
solelhin s of the raptures of anew-born
sou . Oue sin destroys peace anl sep-
ara’cs botween Liearts that otucrwise
wouud v ome,  Unbosom yoarseif if

vol wan® to be hanupy. Do not hide
sin _in thine heart. God bless the boys.
— Nuashviile Advocalte.
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