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VANTED—A PASTOR,

BY H, M. G
He snust be young in years, in wlidon oll;
His hoard transmutod into purcat gold «
Forvent in proyer, ealin, earnost, modost meek,
Yot over bold the gonpel truth tospeak,

folonin, yet aoclnl; thoughtful, yob wrbane,
His diguity most caroful to malntain g

o wult the sldere ho must bo “*truo blue,”

To plonse tho young folka must Lo * jolly” too,

His preaching must Yo brilllant, yot profound;
Thicelogy, tho soundest of tho wound;

Must prove his doctrine back from Paul to Moses,
Phen down to Calvin, ove Bin serinon closes,

e muat be trained in apeaking extempore,
Yot ne'er repeat his phrases o'er and o'or;
And whent wo want o writton sormon—then
Must wield & graceful and & practised pon.

while hurling forth the thunders of the law

With honeyed sweetioss must bo skilled “draw:”
Must bo & potent inatrumentto use

u filling up & score of empty pews.

afust prench two rousing sennons every Sunday,
Aud feel the frosher each succeeding Monday;
Must bring to every Wedncsday evening meeting
A burdened heart, yet cheerful Chiristian greeting.

Trompt ever to suppose unchristian schisins,
Quick alwayat doetect unliransed ‘isms,

Ho must reserve the hardest of his knocks
To hurl againat the rank “unorthodox.”

His henrt roplete with every saintly grace,
A holy caltn must rest upon his face;
With soul exalted to the sacred skies

He must bo plannfugto® iz0,”

And e'er he break to us the bread of life

Ho must be furnished with a comely wite.

For children ho should thank the grasious Giver,
Yot not be burdened with too full & quiver.

1, Rev'rendl Sir, this scrap shiould meet your oye
WWhile looking for a pulpit, please apply:

For, sotlo voce, we'll confess to you

We're sore perplexed and know not what to do.

DEATH OF LITTLE PAUL.

One night he had been thinking of his
mother and her picture in the drawing-
room down stairs, and thought she
must have loved sweet Florence better
than his father did, to have held her in
her arms when she thought she was dy-
ing—for even he, her brother, who had
such dear love for her, could have no
greater wish than that. The train of
thought suggested to him toinquireif he
had ever seen his mother, for he could
not remember whether they hadtold him
yes or no, the river rumning very fast
and confusing his mind,

“Floy, did I ever sec mamma?”

# No, darling. Why?"

«Did I ever see any kind face like
mamma's looking at me when I was a
baby, Floy ? "

He asked incvedulously, as if he had
some vision of & face before him.

4 Oh yes, denr.”

s Whose, Floy 2"

« Your old nurse's. Often.”

« And where is my old nurse 2" said
Paul. **Is shedead,too? Floy,arewe
all dead, except you ?"

There was a hurry in the room for an
instant—Ilonger, perhaps; but it seemed-
no more—then all was still again; and
Florence, with ler facoe quite colorless,
but smiling, held his head upon her
arms, Her arms trembled very much.

«Show me the old nurse, Floy, if you
please.”

« Sho is not here, darling, Sheshall
come to-morrow.”

«Thank you, Floy ! "

Paul closed his eyes with those words
and fell asleep. When he awoke the
sun was high, and the broad day was
clear and warm. He lay a little, look-
ing at the windows, which were open,
and the curtains rustling in the air,and
waving to and fro; then he said, “Floy,
it is to-morrow ? Is she come? "

Some one scemed to go in quest of
ler. Perhaps it was Susan. Paul
thought he heard her telling him when
he had closed his eyes again that she

would soon be back ; but he didnot open |

them to see. She kept her word—per-
haps she had never been away—but the
next thing that hnppened wag a noise of
footsteps on the stpirs, and then Paul
woke—woke mind and body—and sat
upright in his bed. He saw them now
about him. There was no-gray mist be-
fore them, as there had been sometimes
in the night. He knew themeveryone,
and called them by their names.

« And'who is this? Is this my old
nurse 2 daid the child, regarding with
a radinnt smile, a figure coming in,

Yes. Yes. No other stranger would
have shed those tears at sight of him,
and called him her dear boy, her pretty
boy, her awn poor blighted child. No
other woman would have stooped down
by his bed, and taken up his wasted
hand, and pub it to her lips and breast,
as one who had some right to fondle it.
No other woman would have so forgot-
ten everybody else but him and Floy,
and been so full of tenderness and
pity.

i« Floy! this is a kind, good face! »
said Panl. *I am glad to see it again.
Don't go away, old nurse! Stay
here.”

Hia senses were all quickened, audhe
hieard a name he knew.

“ Who was that, who said ‘Walter?'"
he asked, and looked ardund. ‘‘Some
one sa 1 ‘Walter.' Is hé here ? Ishould
like to ses him very much.”

Nobod, lied direotly, but his father
* 900R ﬁidytorg:mn. +Onll him baok; then ;
lot kite some upl” After & shotd pause

‘most

of expectation, during which he looked®
with smiling interest and wonder on liis’
nurse, and saw that she had not forgot-
ten Floy, Walter was brought into-the
room, His open face and manner, and
his cheorful eyos, had always mnde him
o favorite witfx Paul; and wilen Paul saw
him, he strotched ont his hand and suid
# Good-byl™

% Good-by, my child!" cricd Mrs.
Pipehin, hrrying to his bed’s head.
+ Not good-by ?”

For an instant Paul looked ab her
with the wistful face with which he had
50 often gazed upon her in hiscornerby
the fire. ** Ah, yes," he said placidly,
«good-by! Walter, dear, good-by!"—
turning his hiend to where he stood, and
putting out his hand again,  * Where is
papa?”

He felt his futher’s breath nupon his
check before the words had parted from
his lips,

# Remember Whalter, dear papul™ he
whispered, looking in lis fuce. **Re-
member Walter. I wus fond of Wal-
ter!” The feeble hand waved in the
air, as if it cried “ good-by !’ to Walter
once again.

s Now lay me down," he said, *mnd,
Floy, come close to me and let me see
youl!”

Sister and brother wound their-nrms
around each other, and the golden light
came strenming in, and fell upon them,
locked together. .

«How fast the river runs, belween its
green banks and the rushes, Floy | But
it's very near the sea. Ilienrthe waves!
They always said so ! "

Preaently he told her that the motion
of the boat upon the stream was lulling
him to rest. How green thebanks were
now; how bright the flowers growingon
them, and how tall the rushest Now
the boat was out at sca, but gliding
smoothly on. And now there was a
shore before him. Who stood on the
bank ?

He put his hands together, as he had
been used to do nt his prayers. He did
not remove his arms to do it ; but they
saw lim fold them so, behind her-neck.

« Mamma is like you, Floy. I-know
her by the face! But tell them that
the print upon the stairs at schoolis not
divine enough, The light about the
hend is shining as I go!”

The golden ripple of the wall came
back again, and nothing else stirred in
the room. The old, old fashion! The
fashion that came in with our first gar-
ments, and will last unchanged until our
race has run its course, and the wide
firmament is rolled up like ascroll. The
old, old fashion—Death.

Oh, thank God, all who see it, for
that older fashion yet, Immortality!
And look upon us, angels of young child-
ren, with regards not quite estranged,
when the swift river bears us tothe
ocean -—Churles Dickens,

THE STUDY OF NATURE AS A
MEANS OF INTELLECTUAL
DEVELOPMENT.

Some aftirm that the study of natural
science is fatal to the development of
our higher emotions, and tends towards
gross utilitaianism.  But who can
study the harmony existing in the
works of Nature, the manifest order and
design displayed in endless changes and
variety, and the immutable laws which
govern the physical world, without
having his thoughts and as pirations
lifted to Him why inhabiteth eternity,
the Alphn and Omega ?  * The heavens
declare the glory of God! Dayunto
day uttereth speech, night unto night
showeth knowledge 1"

Astronomy writes, in the motions of
the stars, poetry more glowing than hu-
man pen ever produced. Botany leads
us among the flowers, the most un-
pretending of which is arrayed in glory

eater than thatof Solomon andteaches

ivine goodness and love to every
thoughtful observer. Chemistry, un-
folding to us wonderful and mysterious
changes, excites not only emotions of
beauty but of sublimity, And what
shall we say of that marvellous agent,
vital force which still eludes the analy-
sis of the latest science? In autumn
it withdraws its power and all Nature
is clad in the habilliments of decay
and death, In the spring time, with
magic hand, it robes the earth-in living
beauty.

Adding, to a thorough knowledge of
any one science which might be chosen
as a particular field for research and
study, a knowledge of the most impor-
tan, principles of the others, we have
sufficient matter for the development of
the most susceptible and retentive

memory.

By constantly observing facts, draw-
ing conclusious from them, and verify-
ing these conclusions by observation or
experiment, we form the habit of correct
reasoning, and thus gain the same kind
of discipline which geometry or any
other abstract science affords. Noris
discipline alone the result of Nature as

-is often the case in abscluie sciences.

Nebure rewards her studenis not ouly
with ine but with knowledge the
' ical, pleasurable and profit.

CONBCIENCE IN WORK,

Rev, Lan Conurr recently delivered
# sointon in Chieago npon Conscience
in Work, in the course of which he
spid 1 —

We lhave had enough stule phrases

3.
_v:b

WESPMINSTER ABBEY—DEAN
STANLEY,

In one of his admirable letters from
England, Dr. Cuyler records his im.
pressions of Dean Btanley and the
place in which he preaclies in the fol-

about oapital and labor heing inter-
duyendeut and the Inborer being worthy
of his hire, Dut the truth is, meritor- |
ious work is everywhere, and espeeinlly ‘
in our land, readily appreciated and
willingly. compensated. It is not more |
work or less, that the worlil requires, g
but better, Fideliby will scll at npwe-!
mium in any market of tho world. I !
find in few men and few departiments of I
Inbor the sauetified and loly sim to do
one's best, but rather the demoralizing
scheming to get the highest pay for the
lenst lnbor. ¢ Shirkings” should be
the name of those unlawful and sedi-
tions movements we call ¢ strikes,” Tt
is sinply ths attempt to change nrbi-
trarily the cternal law of demand and
supply, and to get more money for less !
work, when no more work is requirved ;
but the best workmen ean command
their own terms,

Unfuithfulness is the rule all round.
I presumo there ave mwore, but I know |
of but one contractor and builder in*
this city, where we need xo many, who
puts religion into his work, and he is o
man who never puts it wpon exhibition
in public places.

The mistresses complain of thetrench-
ory of servamnts; and there is enough
of it, but not so much as their husbands
deal out every duy in their teaflics with
customers, in selling sugar or calicoes,
or these ladies themselves in socinl in-
tercourse with their ltdy friends.

We are rebuilding our city, aud.with
an unprecedented opportunity  for
genius, our architects have brought no
thouglit, no honest spirit to their work,
and our capitalists have to substitute
their money instend—nand n miserable
substitute it is.  Of all the great build-
ings now going up there are not more
than five in which theve is one.law of
proportion observed or of beauty con-
formed to, or in which there is a single
expression of spirit or distinct purpose,
There are business blocks of five stories
on which every window capping is
exnctly moulded or carved to match
every other, and on & surfrce of thous-
gands of square feet Dbroken up into
exact and set red brick and white lines,
and our rich peopla passing along bless
their souls in congratulation and say,
«What splendid buildings " A set of
uneducated and untrained mechanics,
without the least artistic spirit or tech-
nie culture, are the nrchitects who are
getting rich on the ignorance and stupi-
dity of our capitalists, And younger
architects of real spirit and education
are distrusted as either inexperienced
or adventurers. The man who contracts
to build one's liouse must be watched
at every driving of a nail lest ho work
the double harm of disloyalty to his own
soul nnd faithlessness to his work.

I conclude it is mot now demanded
that the pulpit should longer dilate on
the sanetity of individual opinion, bub
upon fidelity to duty—the enforcement
and enactment of the dictates of the
conscience in public trust and private
enterprise.

When Darius, the first of the name,
was on his death bed, his son Artaxer-
xes inquired of him by what policy he
had governed the kingdom for nineteen
years, as he wished to follow his exam-
ple. ** My son,"” snid Darius, * be ns-
sured that if my reign has heen blessed
with greater success and peace than
those of my predecessors it is because
in all thingsI hnve honored the gods
and done justice to every man.”

The great Greek orator whose three
speeches which remain to us are called
«the Graces,” though crowned with
honors for the splendor of his oratory,’
was accused wrongfully of having been
bribed to support the measures of Philip
of Macedon, was sorely aggrieved and
gnid, © Integrity is to be preferred to
eloquence.”

It was amaxim of Alexander Severus,
the Roman Emperox, that he who
bought an office would sell, and he
would never suffer any trust to be given
except upon personal merit.

Devotion to truth andloyalty to prin-
ciple must characterize the lowest as
well as the highest duty! and to this
end itis of first importance that at
home our children be taught that virtue
is better than gold, that honor is more
than fine gold. Love of money is
sweeping the stakes, and our children
see tﬁat %o this, and not to oculture in
the spiritual life and to high purposo
and steadfast integrity, are we bending
our energies. They feel that the father
is eaten up of gold and the mother of
cares and deceitfulness of fashion.
We must begin at the beginning, and,
if need be, mspire our chudren with &
nobility of soul that they shall esteem
the wealth of this world with disdain,
or at best as an accident, and not the
aim, of life.

1t is better now to make conscience
firm than free, or the liberty thai hath
builded the great su| cture of
State and society itself unoarth its
foundations, and we shall be crushed

i

beneath its -sud orumbling
“V"mr .‘ - 7 =

lowing terins :—My lust Sabbath

London was the wariest T have expenss
eneed heve, I attended the afteenoon
servieo in Westminster Abbey —Dean
Stunley having very kindly invited me
to come tu the Deanery and necompnny
his own fumily. This was nn especial-
ly welcome favour, as it ensured mo a
good place for hearing, and the Dean’s
voice is not u strong one. The choir of
the venerable Abbey aml tho adjoining
transepts were perfectly thronged.—
From the central seat assigned ime in
the chowr I could look down the whole
length of the magnificont nave, to the
point where the statue of William Pitt
stands, with commanding figure, above

mEpm—

preseure made the sleeper spring up,

much o the smazement of the boy, who

very naturally cried out, «All right,

siv," but received for unawer a flat con-

tradiction from a halfsawakened pas-
| senger, It is wot a1l right.”  Tho ox.
‘}ﬂmmtion‘crcutcd a burst of Inughter,

nit all cliance of any more of ¢ Tired
nature’s sweed yertorer ' was gone for
thut season.  Many s day after tho cry
of * 1t's not all right " lingered with us,
“nnd we thought of the Iarge wmount of
tenth which it contained,

We entered the churches of n Popish
oity, und felt mmid the mwnmeries and
idolntiies that *it was net all right.”
We thoughit of & Cliureh at home, which
has now beconie & Noal's ark, wherein
the unclean beasts are herded by sev-
ens, aud the clean suimals in twos ouly,
and we roflected that it was not all
right.””  We remembered threo or four
Presbyterian Churches, in which no
oye unnided by a Scoteh microscope can

the western doorway. The vich light
stremrmed in through the stained win. |

deteet n difference, and we heard loud
voices raging ngaiust a hopeful union,

{ dows, and fell upon the statues of Muns- * and we thought * it was not all right.”
i field, and Lord Palmerston, ond the, We considered the mowrnful fact that
t great Chatham ; to the left was © Poet's : pany English Noaconformists axe re-

Corner,” with the graves of Campbell, ; moving all the old landmerks, and

Dickens, and Macaunlay. i

In the midst of all these mighty rehes ;
of the past, Stanley, the historian, stood |
in the small pulpit attached to one of
the Gothie columms. It is as a his-:
torinn, and not as o preacher, that
Denn Stanley has won his wide cele-
brity, He wore his white surplice and |
s close velvet shull-cap, and looked
much older than he really is.  His teat
wag, * The Lord maguified Solomon," !
and his theme was the ¢ Uses of Great- .
ness.” The discourse was chaste, erisp, |
and vigorous in style, and ns o dissert-
ation on human greatness, was excel-
lent. But of Gospel there was noue;
and the *faithful saying” found no
place in a single line. I frankly told
my kind friend the Dean how much I
had longed to hear from him the grand-
eur of Redemption as the conswmmate
crown of our Divine Saviour's ¢ great-
ness.” The Desn as frankly replied
that * his rule is always to present one
thing at a time; and while lie agreed |
with me as to the importance of Christ’s |
atoning death in the Gospel and in;
sacred history, he did not think it rel-
evant even to allude fo it in that ser-
mon,”

Even granting the sufficiency of this
explanation, it still remaing an undoubt-
ed truth that Dean Stanley, with allhis
genius aud scholarship, is a latitudin-
arisn in his theology, and seldom

wrenclies the core of evangelical religion.

e lncks the very thing which gives
Spurgeon and Newman Hall their vast

rower in the pulpit; he lacks what I
ave been taught to hold as the * one
thing needful' in the soul-saving werk
of Christ’s ministry. As a historian,
he stands foremost; in ecclesinstical
scholarship he is unsurpassed; as o
man he is genial, courteous, and most
loveablo ; and to few men in Britain do
I feel a more grateful affection for his
many kindnesses than to the brilliant
Dean of Westminster, Would that his
impressive lips were touched anew with
holy fire! And that the old Abbey
rang again with the glorious truths
once proclaimed from the * Jerusalem
Chamber!”

«IT'S NOT ALL RIGHT.”

The following, from the pen of Mr.
Spurgeon, nyl)penrs in the Sword and
T'rowel for July :

« All vight ™' is as much Jolm Bull's
own word as ¢ Go aliead” is the es-
pecial voice of Cousin Jonathan, We
liear it every day, and scarcely notico
its eheerful significance ; but the other
morning the power of its negative fell
very forcibly upon us. Asleep in the
cabin of the good ship Orion, we were
dreaming in n happy manner when &
very emphatic voice startled us into
thorough wakefulness by asserting most
vigorously, * It is not all right.” A
sinking vessel, furious brenkers, and
bursting engines, like « battle, muxder,
and sudden death,” all rushed before
our mind. The hobgoblins which so
much alarmed Bunyan's Pil%:im were
all before us. When a man bears wit-
ness in the dead of night with a sonor-
ous voice that * It is not all right,” le
is clothed with the power of a Jonah,
and arouses all who hear him, whether
it be a trio in-w cabin or n crowd in a
city.

We do not know a more sure and ef-
ficient method of chasing sleep from
landsman's eyes than by shouting in his
ears, It is not all xight,” at three
o'clock in the morning, when he wakes
up not in his own cosy bedroom, but in
the little den wherein the steward las:
« cribbed, cabined, and confined " him.
After all, there was more reason for fun
than fear, for the prophetic voice pro-
ceeded from one of the companions of
our voyage, who, so far from intending
to warn us of some dread event, was
himself hardly conscious of having
spoken. Our friend was lying in the
berth beneath us, and the boy coming
in for the boots, which it was his office
to clean, not knowing that any liv}i;s

ing in the aforesaid berth, hi
‘f“ is hand on our friend's leg, sud

saned heavily thereon, while ke

soeking out novel inventions, and we
Jamented that * it was not all right.”

Then owr mind passed in roview the
hundreds of self-righteous persons, lov-
evs of pleasure, and neglecters of the
Gospel, with whom ¢ it is not all vight.”
We picture the dying beds, the resur-
rection and the judgment, of the men
with whom it is not all vight,” and we
felt that we had liere a great text for a
most impressive sermon; but, dear
reader, wo are not going to intlict a dis-
sourse upon you, and, therefore, we
drop our pen, only adding one prayer,
that none of us may have to exclaim at
the Inst It is not all right.”

CHANGE OF DIET.

Many cases of illness, mmong both
adults fud children, are readily cured
by abstinence tromn food. Head-
aches, disordered stomachs, aud many
other attncks, are caused often by violat-
ing the rules of lhealth Jaid down in the
May number, and in consequence some
part of the system is overloaded, or
some of the organs nre clogged. Omitt-
ing one, two or three meals, as the ca<e
may be, gives the system a chauce to
vest, and thus to gain strength, and
allows the clogged organs to dispose of
their burdens. 'Therr practice of giving
drugs to “clear the stomach,” though
it may afford the needed relief, always
weakens the system, while abstinence
secures the good results, aud yet does
no injury.

8aid n young gentleman to s distin-
guished medieal practitioner of Philadel-
phia, ** Doctor, what do you do for
yourself when you have & turn of head-
aclie or other slight attack 2"

“@Go without my dinner,” was the
reply.

«Well, if that will not do, what do
you to then ?”

« @Go without my supper,” was the
answer.

« But if that does not cure you, what
then ?”

«Go without my bLreakfast. We
physicians seldom take medicines our-
selves or use them in our families, for
we know that starving is better, it we
can not make our patients believeit.”

Many case of slight indisposition are
made by n change of diet: thus, if a
person suffers from constipation, and
as the consequence has headache, slight
attacks of fever or dyspepsin, the cause
often may be removed by ealing ryo
mush and molasses for breakfast, brown
bread, baked apnles, and other fruits,
in cases of diarrhea, for dinner. Rice
water, rice pudding, or jelly, will often
remove the evil,

LONESOMENESS.

A mother, busy with her household
cares, was obliged to go into an upper
room, and leave two little ones alone
for some Hme. So she gave them
books and toys to amuse them. But,
by and by, the house seemed to grow so
still and lonesome, they began to feel
afrard.  So the eldest went to the foot
of the staircase, and calling with a
tinid voice, said, * Mamma, are you
there 9"  “Yes, darling,” said the
mother, cheerily.  «All right,” said
the little one, more to herself than to
her motehir,  So shoe went back to her
play for n time. After o while the ques-
tion was repented, with the samean-
swer and the same result. Oh, how
often in our Jonliness and sadness, here
in the world, we forget that God is over
head! But we only send up our prayers
to Him, we shonld not fail to get &
comforting and quieting answer.
+ What time I am afraid I will trust in
thee-" You need not fear in the dark-
est night, or the wildest storm, for God
is still overhead. *‘ As one whom his
mother comforteth,” so the Lord will
comfort those sorrowing ones who fiee
to his bosom for rest.— Presbyterian.

Home should be madeso true that
the weary heart cAn turn toward it axiy-

on the floor for the shoes; the &

where on the dusty highway of life; sad
roo:i":tnugﬁl. - et
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