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WS on my day of life the night b falliog.

And, 1 the winds from unsammed spaces blo wn,
1 heac fa1 voices out of darkness calllng.

My feetto paths unkncwa ¢

Thag who hast made my home of life o pleasane
Lewvve nob its tetiant when itg walls decay ¢

O Luve Dlvine, O Helper ever present,
e thou iny streagth and stay |

B¢ near me when all clee It from me diilting,

Faub, shy, home's pletuse, days of shade and shine
And Lindly faces to iny own uplifilng

The love which answers mine.

[ have but thee, O Fathert  Let thy ypuht
e with me ihen 1u comfon and uphold §
Nu ate of peatl, no branch of pale [ merl),

Nor street of shinang gold,

Suthee [t if—my gyod and §I} unrechonead,

And toth rghven thuwph thy abounding grace—
I tind myselt Uy hands familiar bechoned,

Unto my titing place,

Some humble door among the many mansions,
home sheltering shade where sin and siriving cease,

And Hows fureser through heaven's green expansions,
The eiver of thy peace—

Thete, from the music roard me stesling,
1 tain would teatn the new and holy song ¢
And 6nd at last, beneath thy trees of healing,
The hfe for which I long

Jo G Whittrer sn Atlantie Monthly,

THE LORD'S CALL.

TuE following are the concluding words of Dr.
Somerville's closing address as Moderator of the
Free Church Assembly, Bdinburgh i

One thing required cf us al), ministers and etders
is that we hold vurselves at the Lord's disposa), and
if Hisvoice in providence be, “* Whom shad I send,
and who will go for us?" that we be ready to re-
spond, " Hero am [, send me.” By this we must
Indicate that we are willing to go, to act, to suffer
orto surrender, as the Lord may cequire,

Let me say to the younger nten among us, that
much is expected of ther, and that the talent of
youth, which rapidly welts away, is 1o be prized
and utilized. Joseph, who shelteted the entire
Church of Godin Eé”a”' and saved a great nation,
was ayoung man. Lhe half million warniors who
crossed the Jordan to conquer for Lsrael the Lord's
inhentance,were,withtwoexceptions, altyoung men,
Aud was [t not & youth who, with the sling and the
stone, broke the tyranny of the Philistine and de.
tivered the people? Shadrach, Meshach and
Abednego, who shook the entire_ empire of Baby-
lon, and who are shaking the world at the present
hour, were young men.  All Christ’s Aportles were,
at the me of ther calling, young men. Calvin
wrote his ¥ Institutes, ' which have moulded the
minds of myriads,when he was twenty.six, Patrick
Hamilton, the proto-martyr of the Reformation in
Scotland, was a youth of twenty-four, George
Wishart, the martyr, was comparatively & young
man, Joha Livingston, of the famous Kitk of
Shotts, was & young man, Hugh McKail, Richard
Cameron, and James Renwick, who ylelded thelr
lives for the crown tights of Christ, and whose
nanes are emblazoned on the fAag of Scotland's
spititual liberties, were young men. In our da
William Burns, Robert McCheyne, Alexander Do
{when be began his work in India}, were all young
men. At the present moment the religious move-
meats going on all over the country, that are cheer-
ing out hearts 80 much, are in & measure due to
the encrgetic action of young men.

May the Lord fire our young men—ministers,
atudents, and thote of all professions—with fresh
zeal for the Master's cause and kingdom. Shall
some of our younger Silases, Timothys, and Lukes,
who are present in this Assembly, not be willing,
like tho Apostlo’s companions, to embark and pass
over into the lands of tho heathen?

From the simultancous stir in many minds on
both sides of the Atlantic about the evangellzation
of the world, we may aimost anticipate that an era
of universal missionary activity isupon us. Should
the Sﬂirit of the Lord come mightily on Hus
Church, 1t is quite conceivable that a rush of an
impetuous tide may suddenly take place. Tms is
the age of great surprises. In whatdirection, and in
what channels the flood of blessing may take its
coursc, whether in the quickening of churches,
in the increase of organizations, in the proffer for
service for the foreign field, or 1n an unupual te-
solve of individoals to consecrate their substance
to the Lord, we cannot teli.

Aund now, once again let me recall to you that
-the century Is hastening to its close. Do we not
see ume, awift winged, with his keen cye, holding
-toward us in his hand the great sand-Zlass of the
century. Mutely he points to the tawer bulb of the
glass so nearly filled, and then motions ue to look
at the rapidly diminishing grains in the upper bulb.
Shall we allow these last sands to cesse to run,
without an effort to utilize the fourteen years that
~Jemain, a3 we have not hitherto done? It is plain
that theee 13 not one day to be lost—not one day !
L=t all our committeer, presbyteries, synods,
chucches, and the masses of tbe Christian people
& vake at once, and call on one another to speed to
tae work.

Much may be done. It our own timne have we
n : seen the great wall of religious intolerance that
had stoud for centuries and which shut off Spain
from the gospel, even as her Pycenccs separate her
from the rest of Europe, fall in one dayto the

round? Have we not seen a simidar wall enclos-

og ltaly fall also in one day to the earth? Has
oot the massive wall of the Japancss opposition
euddenly comedown? Did not one night serve to
take out two and a-hall millions of Israclites from
Egyptian bondage? Did not one night suffice to
bring about ancient Babylon's fall and st the cap.
tives free?  And hae not the Scnﬁture said that
the mighty Apocalyptic Babyloa shall be brought
down in *“one day?" nay, as if thia were not
cnou%‘h. has 1t not thnice declared that In “one
hour™ st shall fall? Fourteen years| What may
not be accomplished in fourteen yeara? Frons the
dark hour of the death of George Wishart—butned
at the stake of St. Andrew's—1ill 1560, when the
first General Assembly was held in this city, and
I'rotestant truth prevailed over Scotland, was just
fourteen yeats. Shall not then the entire churches
of Scotland, and all that will associate with them,
fixing their eyes on the Lord’s promised inherit-
ance uy. like Caleb, when he stilled the ayitated
people in the wilderness, * Let us go up at once
and possess i, for we are well able to overcome it.,,

A GRNIUS IN HUMBLE LIPL,

We find In the Glasgow Christlan Leader the
following interesting aketch:—A lately deceased
Sccession elder, Mr. Peter McKenzic, of Plean, In
Stlehingshire, was & remarkible man-—=3 genye
ine specimen indeed of contecrated genlus in hum.
b'e hte.  Mr. McKenzie was born st St. Kinfans,
and continued a¥l through his protracted career a
worhing gardencr. At an carly age he manifested
an intense love of nature, and cmbraced every
means of increasing his knawledge of natural hise
tory, It was no uncommon thing to seo the vet.
cean with his vasculum and gelogical hammer wan.
dering ameny the Campsle and Ochil hills ; and he
made many long journeys to gratify his master.
pastion, even croum§ the Border and spending
some time §n England for this purpote. Ile was a
frequent contribulor to natural history magasines,
and his papers brovght him (nto correspondence
with many eminent botanists, amongst others the
fate Prof. Batfour. Yet ﬁ:catly as Mr. MoKenzio
toved betany, his sympatbles and wntings were by
no means confined to that subject, 1llo ook a
deep interest in everything affecting the wellbeing
of society, and especially 1n Christian work, Some
years a0 he pained ono of the fint prizes for an
essay on the Sabbath, the competition being open
to all tho wotkingmen of the United Kingdom ; and
ths prize hie had the honour of recelving from Lord
Shaftesbury's hand in Lxeter hall. While liberal
in hus sympathies, ho was strictly orthodox in doc-
tnine.  Mr McKeniie was one of a few kindred
spints who founded the United Presbyterian
Church at lannockburn, and had attained his jubis
lee as an elder,

THE DYING TEACHER'S CLASS.

. MR CuarLEs 8. INGLIS, of Edinburgh, who has
justretired from the office of agent of the Sabbath
School Mission of Scotland, in a retrospect of his
work, relates the following beautiful little story 1=
\When passing a cottage one Sabbath on my way to
a schael, 1 found eight or nine children sitting on
the ground along the wall, As [ came near [ saw
that they all had Bibles on their laps. Stopping
to speak to them, [ asked if they were not goingto
the schnol ; but they all hung their heads, unﬁ L
could get no reply, " Passing on, I told the super-
intendent what [ had seen,  He gave this explana.
tion .—These f,lrls belonged to the school, their
tescher was a lab wrer’s daughter, and was lyingin
that cottage dylng of consumption, No one could
be got to take the ¢class, but the glrls came of thelr
own accord to the opening exercises of the school,
then went every Sabbath and ranged themselves
along the wall of the cottage, repcated to each
other the paalm and texts, read the Bible lessons
which their teacher would have been giving them,
and then, before they parted, had a short prayer
for her who w30 s00n 10 leave them,
ettt e g g

ONLY A HUSK.

Tou Daxrcy, yet a young man, had grown to be
a very hard one. At heart he might have been all
right, {f his head and his will had been all right ;
but these things being wrong, the whole tachine
was going to the bad very fast, though there were
times when the heart felt wmelhlni of Its own
truthful yearnings. Tom had lost his place as
foreman of the great machine shop, and what
money he now catned came from odd jobs of tine
kering which he was able t0 do here and there at
privaie houses, for Tom was & genics as well as a
mechanic, and when his head was stéady enougl
he could mead & clock or clean & watchk &8 weil as
he could set up and regulate a steam engine, and
this latter he could do better than any other man
cver employed by the Scott Falls Manufactur.
ing Compa_llly.

One day Tom had a job to inend a brokin mow-
ing machine and reaper, for which he received five
dollars, and on the following morning he started
out for his old haunt, the village tavern, He knew
that his wife sadly needed the money, and that his
two lLittle children were in absolute suffering for
want of clothing ; and that rnomin? he held a de-
bate with the better part of himself, but the better
part had become weak and shaky, and the demon
of appetite carried the day,

50 away to the tavetn Tom went, where for two
or three houts he felt the exhilamlnf effects of the
alcoholic draeght, and fancted himself happy, as he
could sing and laugh ; but, a3 usual, stupclacation
followed, and the man died out. He drank while
he could stand, and then lay down in a cotner,
where his companions left him.

It was Iate at night, almost midnight, when the
landlord's wife came to the bar-room to see what
kept her husband up, and she quicl:lr saw Tom.

“ Peter,” said she, not in a pleasant mood,
“why don't you send that miserable Tom Darey
home? He's been hanging around here long
enough.”

Tom's stupefaction was pot sound sleep. The
dead coma had lefi his brain, and the calling of his
name stung his senses to keen attention, He had
an insane love of rum, but did not love the jand-
lord. In other years Peter Tiadar and himself had
toved and wooed the sweet maiden=Ellen Goss—
and he won her leaving Peter to take up with tle
vinegary spinster who had brought bim thetavera,
and he knew that lately the tapster had gloated
over the misety of the woman who had once dis-
carded him. *

“Why don't you send him home " demanded
Mrs. Tindar, withan impatient stamp of her foot.

“ Hush, Betsy ' He's got money. Let him be,
and he'il be sure to spend it before he goes home.
I't} have the kernel of that out, and his wife may
have the husk 1’

With a snip and a snap Betsy turned awa
shonly afierwards Tom
his elbow.

Y Ah, Tom, are you awake? ™

“Yer”

“Then rouse up and bave a warm glass.”

Tom got upon his feet and steadied bimself.

“No; I won't drink any more to-night.”

¢ It won't hurt you, Tom—just one glass.”

“1 know it won't!” sald Tom, battoning up his
coat by the solitary button left. *'I know it won't.”

And with this he went oat Into the chill air of
midnight. When ho got away from the shadow of
the tavern he atogg@d and looked up at the atars,
and then he looked down upon the earth,

Y Ay,” he muttered grinding his heel (n the

ravel, ¥ Peter Tindar is taking the kernel, and
Fenin;h poor Ellen the worthless husk—a husk
more than worthless! and [ am helplng him to do
jt, 1 am robbing my wife of joy, robblng my dear
children of honour and comtort, and ro

and

bing my-
seif of love and life=just that Peter Tindar may
have the kernel and Ellep the husk. Wd'll see |”

#Well sec!” he said, setting his foot firmly
upon the ground; and then be wended his way
homeward.

arcy lified h!mnlf’:;p on) g

On the followlng morning he asid to his wife ,
‘" Elten have you any coffce in the house

" Y'es, Tom! Shedid oot tell him that her slster
had given It to her. She wasglad to hear him
adk for coffee, Instead of the old, old ¢cider.

“1 w.Ea.h you would mako me a cup, good and
strong.

Thete was really music in Tom's volce, and
e wife set about her work with a strange Natter at
her heart,

Tom drank two cups of the ntro_nﬁ. fragrant
coffee, and then went out—went out with a resoluts
step, and walked stralght 1o the great manufactory,
where he found Mr. Scott n his ofiice,

“Mr, Scotty | want to learn my trado over
again.”

“Lh, Tom ! What do you mean

“I mean that ['s ‘Tom Darcy come back to
the old place, alkinr'lomlvcneu for the past and
hoping to do better in the future,”

*Tom,"” ¢tied the manufacturer stanting forward
and graaping his hand, ** are you in earnest? Is it
really the old Tom i*

“[t's what's left of him, !
whole and stradg very soon,
atwork,”

“Work! Ay, Tom, and bless you, too, There
is an engloe to be set up, and tested to day, Come

r, and we'll have him
i you'll only set him

PAITHIUL.

1 cAN remember bLut four times in my life,”
once 3aid an English divine, * when 1 felt the Joy
of belleving, or was certalnthat God had heard 1ny
prayers "’

“\Yhat do you do then ¥ exclalmed his dismayed
hearer.

#1 goon praying,” was the calm reply,

Oflike spirit was the alian, who, fighting under
Garibaldi, was lamed in both legs, and henceionh
could render only hospital service, \Vhen reports
of defeate and victories came In, Qazzoti's eyes
would fill with tcars, and then glisten triumphantly,
* Bul 1 otill can scrape lint)” he would say,

Ivis not granted 1o every man to feel the fire,
the ¢fan, the joy of effurt, In the noble efforts of life.
There &re wiany men who scldom In their whole
llves heve proved the enthusiastic glow with which
vthers lead a worthy cause, or have tasted the rap.
ture {n faith which some Christians know. These
are the rewards of duty well done. They come,
to0, to men of Impassioncd, imaginative tenipera-
ment,

But it §s granted 1o every man to join in the
noble eifort 1o go on wih the steady duty which
God has sct before him.  The rewards sre not ab.
solutely promised for this fife. The one reward
which we can mako certain of here iathe assurance

with me."
Tom's hands were weak and unsteady, but his
hrain was clear, and under his skilful supervision
the engine was setup and tested ; but it was not
petfect, There were mistakes which he had to
correct, and It was late in the evening when the |
work was complete,
“How is it now, Tom I'"" ashed Mr, Scott as he
came into the testing-house and found the work-
men ready to depart.
“ She's all right, sir, you may give your warrant
without fear.”
“God bless you, Tom! You don't know how
like sweet music the old voice sounds. Will you
take your place again
"“Wait till Monday morning, sir.
offer it 1o tno then, 1 mill take it
At the little cottage Helen Dlrc(v‘n flutterin
heart wag sinking.,  That mom!nf. alter Tom ha
gone, she nad found a dollar bill in the coffee cup.
Sbe knew that he lelt it for her.  She had been out
and bought tea and sugar, and Aour and butter,
and a bit of teader sieak | and ail day long a ray
of fight had Leen dancing and shimmering before
her—a ray from the biessed light of other days.
With prayer and hope she had set out the tea
table, and walited ; but the sun went down and no
Tom came. Eight o’clock—and almost nine.
Hatk! The old step! quick, strong, eager for
home. Yes, it was Tom, with the old gnme upon
his hands,and the odour of oil about his garments,
[ have kept you waijting, Nellie.”
“Tom !l!
“[ didn't mean to, but the work hung on.”
“Tom! Tom! You have been to the old shop.’
'(;Yu,"and I'm bound to have the old place,
and—
¢ Oh, Tom !
And she threw her arms aroud hmis neck, and
covered his face with kisses,
* Nellie, darling, walt a little, and you shall have
the oid Tom back again.”
* Oh, Tom | I've got him now, bless him | bless
him! m{l own Tom } my husband ! my darling !”
And then Tom Daccy reatlised the full power and
blessing of a woman's lave.
L~ 1t was & banquet of the gods,. was that supper—

of the household gode all testored—with the bright
angels of peace and love and joy spreading their
wings over the board.

On the following Monday morning Tom Darcy
assumed his place at the head of the great machine
shop, and those who thoroughly knew him had no
fear of his going back into theslough of joylessness,

A few days latter Tom met Peter Tindar on the
street,

Y Eh, Tom, old boy, what's up.”

1 am up, right side up."

“ Yes, I see; but | hape you haven't forsaken
us, Tom ?"

“1 have forsaken only the evil you havein store,
Peter. The fact is, I concluded that my wile and
Litle ones had fed on husks long enough, and if
there was a good kernel left in my heart, or in my
manhood, they should have it."”

i“hA;l" you heatd what I sald 1o my wife that
night ?*

§‘Yu. Peter ; and 1 shall bs grateful to you for
itaslong as I live, My remembrance of you will
always he relieved by that tinge of warmth and
brightness.—=T4Ae Vest Shore.

If you will

ANARCHY.

DR TALMAGE hits the nall on the head in saying
that “anarchy means the abolition of tho rights of
propeety. It makes yourstore and yourhouse and

our money and your family mioe, and mine yours.
Yt s wholesale robbery. [t is every man's hand
against every other man. It is arson and murder
and rapine and lust and death triumphant. [t
means no law, no church, no defense, no rights, no
happiness, no God, 1t means Hell let loose on
carth and society a combination of devils Incarnate.
It means the extermination of everything good and
the coronation of everything infamous. Do you
wantit? Will you havest? Defore you let it
get agood foothold in America take a good look at
the dragon.  Look at Paris whero for & few days it
held away—tho gutters red with blood and the
walks down the sirect a stepping between corpies,
the Archbishop shot as he tried to quell the mob,
and every man and woman armed with knife or
pistol or bludgeon. Let this country take one

ood, clear, scrutinizring look at lntrcedy befors it
it admitted, and it will never be allowed to wet up
its reign in our borders."—N, Y. Independent,

PUT YOUR CAKES LOW.

MR. SPURGEON hits it thus:—I came acroes a
nice litle anecdote the other day. A child was
asked IF she would like to stay with her Aunt Mar
or her Aunt Jane; both aunts wore very ki
She said she would like to stay with Aunt Jane
best, because, though both aunts made some tarts
and takes, Aunt Jane always set them on a low
shelf, and she could easily get at them. Some
teachers have very good addresses and talke to
chitdren, but they are rather stylish—upon a high
sheif. Others are 30 simple that they can gett
cakes] and children like that. Mave you never
heard of the minister who used such big woeds in
ks sermon that one said to him : * [ thought your
Master sent you to feed sheep, hut (ou preach as
though he had seat you to feed girafles.” Very

that we are doing Qod’s work when we fulfil ouc
daily tedlous round, and ate His children as much
a1 thote who sing pszlmu with joyf:) hearts.

A homely story illustrates our meaning. A Qei-
man newspaper tells us that when the Cathedral of
Cologne was finished, a few years ago, which had
been four centuries in building, a poor iabourer
watched the grand ceremonial of rejolcing with a
radiant face.

“ Yes, we havo built & wonderful house,” he sald,
with triumph,

** And what did you do " asked a bystander,

“1 wet the mortar for a year,” was the reply.—
Youths' Companion,

DELICATZ PAINTING.

AN exchange tells of a visit to the house of &
miceoscoplst, who thus describes sonicof hus treas.
ures :—

“1 have several little things to tel) you that are
not known except by microacopists, Hereisa slip
of glass, for instance,” he conunued, as he picked
up a narrow glass shide, “which contains the rep.
resentation of a heautiful bouquet of flowers, The
representation, when looked at with the naked eye,
can scarcely be seen atall. [t simply looks like a
smafll spot.  The bouquet, when you looked at it
through the instrument, contains, ns you can dis.
cover, eighty-two distinct flowers of vatious shades
and colours; and each Is as perfect as it would be
]}ouible for an artlst 1o represent it on canvas.

he entlre bouquet, including all the flowe
leaves, ctc., was made from the scales and hlirro"
Brazitlan butterflies. The dust from the wings of
the butterflies was picked up and placed in position
Ig Henry Dalton, of London, who is now dead,

slton, with the aid ol 2 microscope, picked up
one particle of the dust at a time on the end of a
hair, and adjusted it to tho slide in such a manner
that, when his task was finished, the bouguet as.
sumed Its present beautiful and petfect form.”

r—t i Srr———

ARE YOU RICH TOWARD GOD?

Ir you gave ten per cent of your income to the
Lord’s work when your income was $t,000 have
ou been careful to increase the per cent, as your
ncome as increased? Did you ever think how
casy [t was to do that? Ten percent of $1,000 is
$100. In that case you had $gocto live on, Now
suppese your income has increased to $2,000, and
you give twenty per cent. of that, how does the
account stand? The Lord gets $300 and you have
$1,600 to hive on. Don't you sco how casily and
beautifully it wotks? 1 the income were $10,000
you could giveﬁnyrr cent,, or §5,000 and yet have
a comfortable and even abundant competence.
\Ye wonder whether our well-te-do Christlan men
realite that thelr twenty and thirty and fifty per
cent. does hot equal the r man's ten per cent.
Yst they get lasge credit for gifts that are really
small in compatison with those of their leas pros-
pered brethten, A man's benevolence is, after all
more accutately estimated by whut Ae Aas /22 than
b{ what he gives. We wonder how the Master
will adjudge our stewardship when our accounts
pass under His eycs at the judgment seat #=
Words and Weapons.

WHAT IS SCHISM ?

PROFESSOR HoDGE deals with the whole sub}ect
of Christian Union, and Insists on the vanity of ex-
pecting ons comprehensive organization. Refertin

also to tho charge s0 freely brought by Papists ans
Anglicans agsainst ’resbyterians of being schism.
atics, he boldly carmes the war into tha enemy's

camy.

U 'Fhe sin of schism,” says he, * is unquestion-
ably very common and very heinous. In fta es.
sence it is a »in against the unity of the Church,
tf this unity wero external and mechanical, then
all organic division or vanety would be schism
But slnce the principal of unity is the immanent
Holy Ghost, bindiog all the members in one life to
Christ jts source, schism must conaist it some vio.
lation of the ties which bind us to the Holy Ghost,
ot to Christ, or to our fellow-members."”

And then he proceeds in trenchant language to
specily some examples of the sin. Among these
be names “ all denial of the body of Catholic doc.
trine common to the whole confessing Church—all
sin againet the Holy Ghost—all exclusive church.
ism=all claim that the true Church is identical
with a certaia form of organization, or with & deli-
nite external succession—all denial of the validity
of the minietry and sacraments of iny bodies pro-
fessing the true faith and bearing evidence of the
presence of the Holy Ghost,”

This s the proper attitude lor Presbyterians to
take up in view of tho arrogant claims of those who
would unchurch us because our ministers have not
been ordained by prelates. We ought to throw
back the charge of achism, 1t is not we who break
the unily of the Church, but partics who lay down
the monstrous doctrine that the sacrements were
oot validly administered by M'Ch ne, but are so
by every curate who has had a bishop's hand lald
upoa his head.—Presdylerian Messenger.

HOME.

An saz that walts lo catch

A hand upan the latch g

A siep that hastens fts sweet rest {o win ;
A world of care without,

A world of mtife shat out,

A world of love shut (n.

L3

lfew of our children are giraffic. Put your cakes
ow.

Dorg Fermavll,



