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Good Ohesr.
$E A4 N, Rxird:
w0 opan | Q.deax 1 'tia the fall o' the yoar 1”
Pid Wb x (if"‘ 0 autuing morn,
Anttipg in qu'n' low down {p thb mendow,
Where the larvesters pulted thoir corn.
And ho plped b over nb(* oter agaiu,

1! the heartd of the fiéld-folk echoed ths
strain:
#0 thé smow and tho bluw! Old Wisdter, I

know,
May clutch as us dby day;
The stublle they’re muwiug, the golden-tod's
going; .
Aud o\'cryib;n'(’q old and gray .
The last datsy fainted at wnceting Jack Frost,
Amllth:) primrose’s Lright yellow lantern is
o8

Then up the euti'a dphrrow begih
To twitter and: che‘l:ji and sing
“Ah, tweet | O how dweet such & bright dag
to greot |
Uld Autummn’s as merry as Spring ;
Red la'?\i'el in his ingers aud groat drifts of
gold
Under his footatcps o lusty and bold.

“Chip, chip, a:chee.ghiect there are bright
things to sce,
¢ the roses dtid dhisch havd fled?
The wuri is ktill euitling, nll sorrow begmiling,
And nothing {e-realty dtad ;
Thoe HloWcts will conie -buck) sad nobody's
unddue, :
As you'll see if you'h~ouly‘kocp fu the sun.”

ATIL}Q Fures fu tu sszxlxﬁx_clx \yithibcoe, i
g}v,% chorus gtarled, clear, strobyg, an
EholoHehrted - ) PRk
GRAsSopfrs, UHckbes, Aud chickailees :
“Al sdkonk 18- gdod, and have Lifts to be

M yde'll Seo it 'you tuly ket i the sun.”

The-Btory of o Hymu-Book:*
CHADTIER 1.
A LEAY FEOM GILLERT GUE fLING'S DLARY,

Novemser -3rd.~—A nionth to-day my
nother died. It is three weeks since 1
followed her. to,the gruve. Nuy,-tiot her ;
my wmotltr'g™ x’fih , saintly * spirit has
kuown nothing of the darkness of the grave.
Ssy; rather, three. weoks since I followed
themostal reuuains of dear mother to their
temporury  resting-place; for even e
pmcxoxlls dust shall be raised and clothed
with glory and.beauty. . ..

chr moth%r’;f "‘D?ﬂj fifty-four, and yet
a widow thurty, yodfs. Yow ttue to her
- husband and to her child] It wasasad
tour Jhat. DR ob&r, Kiterndon: Wheén I sawe
myThoshor’y éodik:1ald Beridehs dust of
wy father and my good old grandfather.
Now I have no one of my mother's family
17, “except my Uncle Clement, at ‘The
Hawthornd, tay thildhood's homo. HoW
unspbakably dénr is theold .firmhouss to
meJd .Jt, was there I was born; it was
thoro my. happy childhood was spent.
Heiis L LHAL, 17 Jodkitip bhek oifon thoso
arly: tines, 'm::npgwblm brilliant, Hnin-
tecrupted, -suushine 3 Memory takes no
note of winter nights Gr cloudy days.
There must have been seasons of gloom
ard sotrow.dten it boyhood's golden age ;
but.only the meinbry - of -what wak sweet,
-and »briiht,, and blossed, remains. 3fine
cwas & _'.jx_lip boyliood, though T lost my
fathadf ot Y khew him.  But, “then, T-ha
:cb afn_xothcr 1 Had, shallmirsay.? . Nay,
- have, b 1506 m) WeLALiBr will 1
It h}: wnnd work o go through her
“Every hm% coyigd so much:s part of her,
and brou fﬁ%g it 50 m;nyp;tc'amqribe.
My fzther's letters—those I never saw, -be-

fore. i Dut- {2 botow Jw ‘fatheer do¥-ab 1
zever know him, or thought to know him.
‘Locks of Hhair, faded xibbons, Ilctters
yelloW with $Rars;and the phle ik, ilinvet
. 100 fzint for the words writtes so Jong ago
10 by xoad now, -

Olady.tickets” ~what a éerics of them}
. My mother reccived her first when shis was
sy eloven years old. And she mnever

u&nﬂmg. ﬁ:;-mymx ‘
. My sovther’s - Bikie—beaning: tokens. of

T

Tbcn, nggirEj ug({ &ay as o holtday

o ~This .

LY BRI el

coustant use, duspute all hur care. How
somo pages Rovin to fall opon naturally, as
if often conned ! And the texts from
which sha honrd sermous all neatly marked
with the preachiers nwme snd thoe date.
Aud then her Hymn-book. Next to hot
Bible, the most precious of all hor
troasures ; hor daily companion, the mod.
ium of hor prayers snd praises, her psalter
and lituryy.

On these two books hor eyns restod the
vory day sho died ; thoy wore to hor like
tho rod and the ltaﬂ':{ the Shophend as ahe
passed through tho valley.

The sight of all thess preclous—may X
not say sacrod—relion haa brought up all
my lifo boforome. Theed dumb njemorials
seom t:; ]l;\\\‘l’ found :ﬁ v:lce. " AlhI sit har:
at niy desk, in my quiet rooby; they s
to mo. nud rohcnrat(‘l the story of the p“h

Ah. dem ald Hymm-book 1 1a tiot that
& walt witer atain on ti bneo bright red
twreeso of yourvover 1 And your pages—
they huve woen wet, to, with ocean brine
and mother's tdard, And ah, here! these
pages, “Tor Bellever Fighting," is ot
that the stain ¢f blevd?

O Hymn.bouk, if you could spesk,
what tales you tight ‘.el{! Buppose I lst
you tell your story. With tliuse lottors
and notes of my ihvther's, and the tecol.
lections that eothb croivding upon md as
sit at this burédd whoto sho so oftensat, it
would be nu very hard fask to find
matorial for a lifo story.

How many figures must find a place in
the cantvas! And how many and what
varied scones | Strange that a singlo and
ordinary life should embmeo such diver-
sified experiences ! The English village
and tho mighty prairiey and the streets of
Tondon and thy brosd Atluatic, the colege
hall and the Californin gambling-hell, tho
shipwreck und the battle-field—howstrange
that my mother's Hymn-book should have
known something of 41l thes#, and litore !

I will mend wy pen aitd trim my lamp,
aud lay out o clean fair sheet upoh my
blottinz-paud, and wiile the narmilive the
old Look may unfold.  Stay a momont,-
aunother coa{ on the fire, and the rattliug
window fastened )

Thore, dear old friend of my mother
and her sorrowing son, now I aln ready.
Speak !

CHAPTER I1.
THR L00K'S STORY BEGUN.

I Ax not going to begin m{ story accord-
ing to the old-tiino example of autobio-
graphers, who think it necessary to go back
Lo the very caliest recollections, and tore-
peat the traditions of thair eldors as to
tho unique infancy and remnrkablo child-
hood of themselves, the autobivgraphers
in. question. I shall novtake you back to
the dreadful days of ny *manufacture,”
when from so much “raw material - was
developed or evolved (is not that the
correct modern word 3), and become trans.
formed, by virtus-of vurious processes of
printing, folding, pressing, and binding,
from cold blank paper and. dull leather
into that most womyed’l;l of human pro-
ductions—a took.

But you may, perhaps, wish to know
somothing of my personal appecarance. 1
trust 1 &4 rot vawn, bud T néverthe-
lesa glad that I was strongly and respect-
ably clothed when X was sens into the
world, or I should never have entared tho
circles in-which I have moved, or have aur-
vived the experiences through which. X
havo‘w .

Well, then, I am s Mothodist Hypn-
book, "I think my style and titlo ars duly
registered in that Registry.Office-Gensral
of bookdom, Stationer's Hall, as *‘A
Collection. of Hymas for the use of the
Péopls called Mothodists. By tho Rev.
Jolin Wealey, MLA., sometime Fellow of
Lincoln College, Oxford. London , Pub-
lished by Jokn Mason, City Road.”
tifle-page boars no daht:i'; but-I am able to
tell you 1 was & Pyb_f od " (I.think that
is the word) in 1837.

In form and fashion 1 am not ngarly so
clegant as thoso youngor members of my
family with whom I sometimios. come in

in theds days.
A oot tofs and &

and contl 1 s rﬁ?ivw
H erein 1 am
gold and contly apparel; as 46 1he atract

Edectiy
[ 3 Eﬂ& L my young kifisfolk

i

of thin mwodern age are some of them qulet broast, and the last words she spcke
tiressod in watered silk nmurplo volvet, 40 were thoae on my 663d page (Hywn TH)
say nothing eof fvory ste and golden
clagpm |

I am short and thick, vory mueb liko at
littlo stout man awmong tho slim aund tall
Tho edges of my leavui are gilded, but 1
kaow nothng of the vanities of rod
berdoms, or corers ombosacd with gold.

But aftor all. it is tho charucter and uot
the coat that makes the man—** the rank In that oternal day,*
ia but the %uinoa stanp, a tan's & man for
8' that.” Bo with the bouk, It is not its Gllbert will prise hla wother's Hymn
dresd or ndorfubents, but ite aelf which iy book fop hls wmother's sake, but T am
sither beaitiful aud valuable, ur ugly and glsd do kitow ho will prise it for han own
warthless. saki, He i 1o strenger bo the contonta

For all, that however, T thiiik the ofwmy \:\g«. Indoud, T baye beun alinua
* Oollsction of Hymns ® is worthy of the a8 much with bin sy with hls mothor. 1
most diirabli and Asndsotne covering ; and  have known him through all the perieds of
hoxt to the prectous Riblo—froin which life, from infancy te manhood. 1 hav-
holy book, indoed, all I possess of grace beon the cotpanion of his Chnstian
or benuty 18 dorved—1 would mther b bilgrimego threigh jla various stagea of
s Wosleyan Hymn-book that aughi bossde, sxpetionce comuton lo Bellsyers, whuthes
Even wy excellent cousins, ** Pilgrim's  Rojoleing, Fighting, l’myin&, Watching,
Progress,” *Tiw Saint's flost," *The Working, Suffering, or Boeking for full
Rino and Progross of Roligionin tie Soul,” Redomption.  Qur hivtories are vory much
and the rest of themn, ars 1ot so froquontly  intertwined, and botweon my exporionces
#1id universally privileged to comfort and and his rominisconces wa may together be
instruct Christisn people, or to awd and ablo {o make a complety record. It ahall
pxpireag tho davotion of pious souls. Yus, be nujoint fmducuon. What shall it be
1 would rather bo a Himn-book than sny called?  The Story of a Hywmn book!?
other book but a Bible. My boloved No. lot the title bo a doublo onv, as the
biotherii of the Hymnal family, botween work sud intorests are mutual,
wlz_gm knd thyself tfw utwnost l.mrmc'nlymd (To be continted.)
unity exist, share with mo in privilegus
?n;id 1oppox"tunities tl{:t other hboo(;m ean Y-
1N aspiro to. 'o are the dearest . "
friends of childhood, and the closs com. TEE PICTURE “DEVELOPED.

I kxow a boy whe hus & caunorn and

o ok nte fato bix datk-

anions of youth., ‘Il noldier catries us
m his knn}mck. the sailor keops us {n his  takes pictures.
chest.  Thv factdry girl cons our pages as  yvoony the otlier day to vhow wme hote to
wo Yie opest upon her loow, and the mitor  devolop a plate.  He had Beah dowa to the
finds uegrightor than bhis **safoty Lanp”  Batlery, in New York, that afternoum. f't
amid the nturky gloom of the pit. Uur is not a baltery at all now, by a tittlo
melodies blend with marrmge chimes, our  park oft the tip end of Manhattau 1l -
luments and hopes tungle with dirgo antdl and hdd **anipped ™ w pictyro. 1o did
knell.  ‘Vast congregmtions roll forth onr  not tell 1o what' it wi- dnz to be, st alt
poesy in mighty velumes of harmomous 1 had to do was o e G S

raise, or little companies of camiust.souly, First 1o pouted clean wator into » timd,
in rude cottages and thatehod chapels, and then by the dim hela of & red lantern.
focbly and wnnclediously chant vur verse,  took a glass platy out of hiyszuaera. “Tho
Dyin; fingers lovingly press sur pases, picture s on that,” be .ud‘ ns bo shd it
and (fylng saints taky our munle with them  1nto the water tray,  Mag bé the pictdro
to the very gatea of heaven, until, step.  way thero; but v S wasa pane of
ping over the threshold | they exchango it gliss coated on onn de with soine stuff

¢{) what are all wy sufforiags bese,
If, Lond, Lhou count me meat

\WYith that esmptured hoss te appeas,
And wordhip at Thy foert

* Qive joy or g'rief. ive sass or pain,
Take lile or Irienda away ¢
i come to find them all again

for tho “‘new song.” that looked Jihe <. Winle the plats
I sometimes feed #3 if good Chnrles soaked, my bttle phovmspher was busy

Wesloy’s aspimntion had Ween more than  with his bottle and e v < mizing a
literally realized. Iissinglutongueseemed glassful of clear hgqmd that e called his
to hun all msutheent to express the aver-  ““duveluper.”

flowing cmotions of his soul,—and that “Now, watch,” he waruod nre, as ho
seruphic and melwlivus toague hes long  Lifted the plate foas Wt« “wth, and, placing
sinco been silent in the dust,—but how it b an aupty trey, peanag oo dueelopet
many thouyand teygites havo sung and  upeon it blank, crenny susface.  [watched ,
coutinue to mng, tn Churloa Wesloy's own  ne change yet. Mo was watching the tray

words, the intently, r :king the truy gently. Look!
there aro spots in the cream 6 uppor
* Great Redeener’s prawe, part of the platy I8 Jdarkening - >ky,”

The gluries of 1y God and King,

says the oporator.  The shade ceecpmnver
The tnwnphs of Lis grace!”

the luwer commiers. © Witer,” Lo niinners.
What 15 this 7 The creastny resenaut i tho
But to come back t6 my uwh tndividual  ceurral ficld is takatg £ Shader ooy
remuscences.  You gwo how pgarrulous v of while transverso He durk <ky A ning
old ago ; and though my years havenot yet of whito bewemes o vessel with spars and
reached half a contury, 1 am, § foel, grow  mgang, two massve stachs, Lour tewenng
g old.  Am Unot superannuated? My masts  The smoke pours fiom hor chim
ounger kinsman, ¢ Wesley's Hymna and nupy, » torrent of fuaw (o.t‘ns {ren her
.§ew Supplemont,” are now corryiuy on  prow and swévps bebad hor 1n s majosti
the sweet straus of song Y and my con- avenue. The blank cruam platy haa deve-
temporarics delyghted. to rawe.  But sy  luped into o perfect o turs of an Atlantis
owner and friend, Gilbort Guat- steamshi-p  The picture was-»ll on the
{‘ing.—and 1 taso known him frow a plats when we went uto the dyk roum,
baby,— has ot put mo away onthe shelf. but it touk the dovelupus 1o hnng it vut
No, L am tho daily companton of his hours I kaww a young iuan whe was rounsk
of devotion ; and I tlunk he loves me for able for his good lovks snd-zotal wanuers,
my owu. a8 well as for hus mother’s sxke. Ho was one of those feiluws whom vyery
And as Isce hinnmttaug nt his desk, with one bikes.  So far as his friends could see,
his diary before him, reviowing all the hus lifo was a8 cleat ag thal cecamy R'b:,m uf
way the Lord has led im, I thipk Iean my friend, the picture ihau. e the
help to complete thostory hie is cadeavour-  youtig wan is in Canads now, nnd it ia
ing to pen. _ aud that he wakey up in the mdilio of the
mg\'uri? forty yoars ago I first left the mght shivohing with Year thap tho poliee
shelves of tho warchomse. the °* buok- have eaught him at lestc  ** That eali’y W
room,” 0 cnter upon my public career  tho samo youny man,';nonf 2 Ah, bit
More than thirky-three years mnce | cathic to it is the very same, only he has boon
Gilbart’s grand{athor's house at (akshade *  the **developer.” Smouth as he seemiod,
Gilbert's mother was then & farr Christian he kad beos ekposed 80 temptatin an s
wniden, and I came to Qakshsdo as a  boyhood, and got in the habit of being s

reseut, for her on ber tweuty-Girst birth. quits honegt.  Nolody knew il Bat
ga . My dear mistross,—of wrhoso Jife- ono day he was in a *dark-room,” with a
history 1 have known o wuch, avd in  terrible temptation  and  thb  charmcter

wlioss joys aud soryows I bars had a con- which he been furining flashod owt,
o T (el o W B e? o Sl b T
eal the m_mﬁﬁw,hoﬂw’ stances will bring to light th‘gb}:! 1
r poge! k e frem uer uide you now Livo by, Do sure Ml the Lictuli
:‘{e her bands soress her  of your own cheracter comes ot wel

n they amoetl



