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such feelings passing through his mind,
Phavonir put to Jacob the question,
~«How old art thou?” Laymg nside
the formal words of staté,-and sondos-
conding to tho languege of familiny
converse, tho King wonld hear from
his own lips some particulars of his
oventful life, o alrondy knew that
Jacob nud his sons were syorshipers of
the one living and true God, and-to-
wards this religion many recont eiroum-
stancos may have tmmed the attention
of the Xing, and gained fov it a favorable
consideration, Then ho wanted still
further to leaxn the secret of that won-
derful cheerfulness and joy that beamed
m the Patrinerhs countenance, notwith-
standing his exceeding age, andthow he
was sustained in looking forward to the
end of life,

If mevo curiosity prompted the ques-
tion, the King must have been sadly
disnppointed in the answer. Jaeob un-
deorstands well how seldom, in all pro-
bability, he would stand in the presence
of royalty, and how enxnestly he should
improve the present opportunity, He
would endeavour to impress upon the
King the shortness of lifo, even though
extended to n hundyed and thirty years,
and the vanity of nll humen possessions
and enjoyments, He would help him
to realise that existance here, when
most lavishly enviched with every
comfort and Juxury that ean fall io the
lot of man, ig after all but a pilgrinage
of sorrow that leads to the grave. Nor
are these solemn reflections only thrust
ab the King. With admirable tact and
prudence, and in & manner abt once
solemn and unaffected he replies :—
“Thedays of the yenrs of my pilgrimage
are one hundred .and thirty years; few
and evil have the days of the years of
my life been; and have mnot attained
unto the years of my fathers in the days
of their pilgrimage.”

How strikingly do these few sentences
photograph as it were the life of Jucob!
“Tew and evil” is the graphic descrip-
tion of his years, e had not attained
the average duration of life in his ances-
tors, but suffering sufticient for the;
longest life had been his portion. Every
néw stago of his existance scems to
have added new force to the Poet’s
words, that ¢ Man wasinade to mourn.”
His enrly and hurried flight from home |
t0 escape the vengeance of his brother |
Esau; the hunger, and thirst, andj
sleepless nights that doubtless marked |
his pilgrimage ; the long years of ser-
vice, and the frauds and trechery of
Laban, practiced under the gauh of

his soul. And so it is with every

or passed the ago of munhood. Youn
mon of forty pr sixty, whose hipads
begin to be wintened with the frosts of
ago, does it not seem but yosterday
since yon gamboled with companions

on the greon and in the fields, and;
Janghed and danced the hours away, |
“from \flowy morn titl dusky eve! The, L ¢

géions that remmin of theso enrly ( velled in impure desives and indulged in

mpre

days aro allbut sraperceptible. Aname,n L
place, n countemance, risos wp from | not for the world have revenled to their
ut the | nearest and denvest friends, Does not

amid the shadows of the pnat,

years have glided from the vision as the | the question * ITow

clouds -of the passing summer. And
what of the years of riper age, in which
hopes and foears in alternate round

were born, and ripened, and died?|

years in which love was plighted and
the househoid lighted up by the smiles
of pura affection, that have been since
reaped in death, Iow little of all
the gladsome or sombre expericnces
can you gather up from tho tablet of
memory ? They have vanished and
gone forever as the drops of dew in the
morning sun, leaving behind them in
too many eases the bitterness of mem-
ory and the anguish of despair. Some
alas can appropriate these sweet but
touching lines of England's great Hu-
morist as they think of the past s

I remembor, I remembeor

The house where I was born,
The little window where the sun
Came peeping in at noon.

He never cameo a wink too soon
Nor brought too long a day,
But nore I ofter wish the night
Had borne my breath away !

T remember, I remember

Tho fir trees dark and Ingh,

I used to think thar tender tops
Wero close ngainst the sky.

It was a childish ignorance,

But now its little joy

T'o knowe, I'm further off from heaven
Than when I waz a boy !

Following up such a train of thouglit, ’

]sibility of an envly
reader of these linos who has renched  They are conscious,

and sudden death,
notwithatanding, of
many secret and opon_breaches of the
Jaw of God, It takes but fow yearsin

i shilled in wickedners—to sear the eon-

!
life to become an expert in crimo nndg
f

scienee and stain the comparative purity
and innocence of childhood. Young in
onrs, such-arp old in fransgression,
They have clierished evil thoughts, ve-

secret and open sin, which they would

old avt thou' bring ‘
up before the mind, years of folly and
shame, thathave passed to thebar of God
withtheirdarkand damningrecord ? The
name of God blasphemed—n Saviour
despised—theBibloneglected- -Snbbaths
profaned and the sanctuary forsaken!
Loving parents wept and prayed over
you and wrestled for yoursalvation. On
their bended knees, they commendeded
and committed you to the cave of
heaven, and left the world, in the glor-
tous hope that with them, you would
share the unending folicities of heaven |
If not hardned heyond measure, such
memories, as these, must flush the
check and alarm the counscience.
«How old art thou?” Old enough
surely toretrace your step. Old enough
to know by sand experience that the
way of the transgressor is hard, and
that the steps-of the profligate lead to
perdition, Old enough to understand,
that the longer you delny, the more
diflieult, if not impossible, is a sincere
repentance.  Old enough fo die, to stand
before the dread tribunal of judyment, to en-
ter upon an eternity of remorse! To
reckon upon coming years is foolish.
Death makes no compacts with mortals
and grants to none a certain lense of
life. The present moment is all that
yon possess, the rest is beyond your
knowledge.

To others who read these lines, the

M}uema Artivles,

SATURDAY NIGHT.
Placing tho littlo havs all in & row,
Roady for chiurch on the morrow; you know,
Washing wee faces and Uttie black fists,
Gotiing them roady snd it to bo kissed;
Trutting thom Into clean garments and white;
That 18 what mothors.ars doing to-night.

Spying out holes in tho little worn hoso,

Laying by shoes that ara worn through tho tooe,
T.ooking o or garmenta 5o fudod and thin—

Who but » wothor knows whoro to bogin?
Chenglng a Lutton to makotit look right—

That {8 what mothors axo doing to-night.

Calling tho lttle onos all 'round hor ohatr,
Hoaorlng thom Hap: forth-thelr soft ovening prayor,
Talling thom stories of Jesus of old,

Ivho loves to gather tha lambis to his fold;
Watching they Msten with childish delight—
That is what mothers aro dolng touight.

Creeping 8o softly to take a Inst peop,-
Aftor tho littlo ones all are naleop;

Anxlous to know {f tho ehildren aro warm,
Tucking tho blanket round ench littie form,
Kissfug cach littlo faco, rosy and brighte-
That {5 what niotliers are doing to-night.

Kneeling down gontly besido the white bed,
Bowly and mockly shebows down her hond,
Praying as only a mother can pray,

-God guldo and keop therir from going nstray.”

DR. CUYLER ON GLADSTONE.

On Tuesday morning I spent ainost
interestiig and delightful  half hour
with Hon. Mr, Gladstone, at his resi-
dence in Carlton House Terrace. The
Premeir lives very handsomely in &
stately old mansion, well adorned with
paintings and sculpture,  He receives
his gueste with much of the affable
dignity of Danicl ‘Webster. I wish
that I daved to report the noble utier-
ances of the great statesman during his
conversation on the unhappy contro-
versy now raging between the two
nations. It was not onlytheutterance of
a true statesman, butof atrue Christian.
I have had the good fortune to converso
freely with some of the most eminent

we see the beauty and force of Sexip- | question +* How old art thon™ brings a
ture when speaking of the brevity | cortpin measure of hopefulness as well
and awful uncertainty of human exis- | 4q olduess. To such it may more ap-
tance. “Tor what is your life? Ttis, yropriately be presented in its higher
even n vapour, that appeareth for & | spiritual liearings, than as it relates to

little time and then vanisheth away."  (Jerr, term of existence in the wi){rld. { warm heart, withal, and large, loving
ow

How striking the illustration!  Asthe  « How old are you in grace?”
mist or fog evidently and yeb imper- | Jong since you were born mto the King-
coptibly passes out of sight, so dowe | gom of God's dear Son? Ilus the
silontly recede into the dark shadows |

of cternity. *My days are swifter | qyanced in_propoxtion to the yenrs of

; liest.

growth of piety in your soul, steadily |

than a post, they flee away, they see
no good, They are passed away as the
swift ships; as the cagle that hasteth
to his prey. My days are swifter than
n weavers shuttle, and ave spent with-

friendship ; the dissentions of his wives,
and the quarrels of his childven ; the

out hope. O remember that my life
shame of Dinah his only daughter ; the | is ruined; my life shall no more see
horrible wickedness of Reuben his first | good.” ¢ Beholdthou hastmadomy days
born, and the loss of his beloved son { as an hand breadth, and mine age is as

1 notthing before thee; verily every man

Joseph, forcing the aged patrinch to ; !
e " S at his best estate is altogether vanity.”

exclaim, “I will go down into the' LS P b
o s Mine is departed”” “says thegood King ;

grave nuto my son mourning.” These ( ;
are but specimens of the trials that had | Hezekinh, - tandis removed from me as
o shepherd’s tent.” ¢ The days of our

saddened his days. Was it any won- .

der then that Jacob should at times | yewrs ave threescore and ten, and if by
have taken a gloomy view of God’s i Feason of streugth they be_four score
providence, and in the anguish of his | YOS yet is the strength iabour and
soul have felt that *«all things were | 5010w, for 1t is soon cat off and we fly
agninst him " away.”  «All flesh is grass and the

!
t
- . . glory thereof as the flower of the field.”
If onestly put, there is no question | % 1¥e ypend our years as atale that is
f

'
i

Ll
susceptible of greater profit thun that | 500, Tuwman cxistence is thus com-
mott(?wof this article, *How old areuredto the purest things in nature.
thou ?” and yet there is no question we , )¢ hitening leaf, the fading flower,

care less to answer. It would almost !
geem s if men imagined, that by allow- !
ing their years to pass unreckoned,
they prolonged their existunce and de-
layed the approach of death, 'To rea-
lise that we are growing old, that our
strength is daily decreasing, that the
memory is less retentive and the step
is more languid and feeble,—in a word
that we are no longer capable of the
efforts our of younger days, andare rapnd- «
1y approachfng second childhood, 1s of i
all knowledge the most distasteful.
Instend of calculating how many sands
of the glass are run, and anticipatmg an ,
early, and it may be sudden summons ,
to the eternal world, we fondly mdulge .
the hope that life shall be extended to
jts utmost limit, We call up before us
the names of friends still living whose |
age is far in advance of owrs. We,
flatter ourgelves that we have come of a
long lived ancestry, who bravely battled «
with the King of Terrors, and only
yielded when resistance was in vain,
Thus we begin new projects and lay the
foundation of new enterprises, when in
the estimate of our fellow men, tae only
investment that vemains for us isa few
feet of mother earth, and a stone to
mark the resting place of our ashes !

The pertinency of such a question
will appear when we refiect for a mo-
ment upon the oft repeated statement
that'life is short, even when extended
to three scoro years and ten. No
veaders of these lines will ever yeach the
age of the Patriach Jacol, when he stood
in the presemee of Pharoak. One hun-
dred and thirty years liad already pas-
sed over his head and neatly twenty
years morve were yeb to run ere he
showld be gathered to his fathers. And
et in Jacob's estimation this was a
rief existence. When & child in hiy
fathers tent, innocent and happy, with
no cares nor anxious forethonght to
disturb Diis dveams or shade his joys, :
his estimate of life was very different.
The hundred and thirty years, that now
agemed but a few days,in retrospect,
would then seem immensely long, mnore |
than enough to satisfy every longing of .

the vapour, the shadow, the shuttle.
From the cradle to the grave it is but a
step !

The brevity of human life is surely ,

your life ?  Have you reached any mea-
sure of maturity in faith, in knowledge,

these graces as evident to the world as

they are sensiblo to yourown experience?

The stages of piety in your sonl, should

keep pace with your earthly jsojonrnand |
the flight of time. As we draw near |
the end of life, we should increase in}
strength and beauty of Christian chara-
cter.  What corresponding efforts, let
me further ask, have you put forth, and
what saertfices have you muade for the
good of others? What results lhave |
Gods offlictive deahings with you produc-

| in patience, in joy and peace, and are ;
|
|

every day, that you are but a pilgrim
and o stranger here ? wathout home,x
und possessions, exposed to danger and
peril, and are your satistied with tlus

men of Britain and America; but no
one of them ever so impressed me by
hig simple grandeaur of bearing, of
speech, and of purc moral purpose as
did Willinn  E. Gladstone. He has a

sympathies with the poorest and low-

Some {ime ago a poor street-sweeper,
while sick, told his minister that he
had been ¢ visited by Mr. Gladstone I”
« What Gladstone?” enquired the rec-
tor. “Why," replied the sick man,
«the only Mr. Gladstone. I used to
sweep lis crossin’; and cae day he
missed me, and he hesrs that I am
sick, and so he Scomes rnd sees me and
prays with me.”  With seel ¢ man we
can safely trust any negocintions on
any great question of moral right.

"Phis morning I had thel.onourof break-
fusting with the Premier; the other
gitests being the venerable Dean Ram-

of Edinburgh, and the Rev. New-

sny
ll'llll,l Iall, and Prof. Talbot, of Oxford.

impression was deepened when I saw
the gieat statesman in the fmnilinr!
freedom of his lappy home. He un-
bent into the most lively plnymlness,l

meals at cither breakfast, dinner, or
suppor ave uaually plensant occasions,
I suspeot—indeed my brother and his
wife havo satd 5o, that they made it o
divact cbject at which they aimed. Tt
did not como of itsclf, In some families
the mealtime is the oceasion for settle-
ing up the gcores of the previous six
hours, A boy ‘has been delinquent,
forgotten somo errand ; o gixl has beon
carcless, and the garment she hedjto
look over lies just as mother leftit in
her room; a nother has been teasing a
gistor, and she has been ¢ taking his
things and breaking them.” The meal-
fime Drings the parties face to fuce,
and gives & capital opportunity fo make
and answer accnsations, So the father
hauls the boy over the conls, and the
mother the daughter. The faulty ones
eannot escape, but must eit and hear.
Harry has lus talo of wrong to.tell as.
soon as father and mother have pansed,
and Carrie must take this opporiunity*
of unfolding her grievance, and tell how
“mean” Tom has been, while Tom
stands on his defence, and tells what a
seurvy trick Cmarie played on him.
And the mutual atteoks and defences
are nol left to sepnrate parties; the
current sweeps in the whole cirele.
Have you never seen how it works ?
Father finds fault, and from the other
end of the table mother moves up a
batallion in aid of an attack. Tda
makes o flank movement, and opens
with a volley, while small Charley.
catching the enthusiasm of the moment,
comes in on the rear, and so poor Tom
is overwhelmed front and rear, and on
either side. Scolding is contagious
around & table, especially if you have
fresh in mind an illustrative fact to set
forth Tom's fault more strikingly.

Now all this does not especially add
to Tom's enjoyment, or positively in-
crease his appetite; and, indeed, I
imagine does not materinlly assist the
digestion of the group.  After having a
senson of general ¢ pitching into” one
another, the {able usually grows silent,
not with exuberant smiles or mirth,
When this has been repeated for a while
and has grown into a habit, the hour
wlen the call summonses the family to
the table awakens the opposite of pleasur-
able emotions. Each son and daughter
instinetively asks what music they will
have to face. and are sure that, while
it may be lively, the chances are many
that it wil not be full of the best har-
mony.  They think of the possible
scolding in closo connection with the
enting, like that poor little fellow who
was 50 accustomed to being punished
just before he went to bed, that, one
night as the sleepy time came on, he
said, ** Mother, I'm slecpy, please whip
me and send me to bed.” ¢ Come to
supper and get scolded,” would be the
idea awakened in many =« child’s mind
at the supper call.

My brotirer and his wife tell me that
this halt of seizing imenlties for
fault-inding, is so natural and easy

red? Do yon renhse more and more; The impression produced in my first | that they unconscionsly found tlhem-

selves fulhng into 1t. No dayor buta
few days could pass in a family as large
as theirs, without something going
wrong, and something being done that

seene of change and trml, wntil you | and u cosicr chat I never enjoyed ; yeeded to be reproved or corrected, and

find repose m that cty which hath

foundations, whose maher and bullder | fast came in  the ofticial dispatches , it up a» all were together.
15 God 7 It canuot be very long till the

enll shall come and then farenell to sin
and sorrow i

* Yet peace, my heart; and hush mv tongue;
Be calm, my tronbled breast;

then a fitting theme for meditation. It , Each restlesshouris hastening on

is the dietate of wisdom, to number our
days and apply our hearts to wisdom ;

to redeem the time seeing that the days |
j ave evil.  We may numberour daysand ;

reap no profit by the exercise. It may
benothing move than amere sentimental
reverie, destitute of all manly re-olution
and decision for the future.  Merely to
confess the shortness of existance and
Lemoan onr mortality, is a profitless
cmployment for any immiortal soul.  To
uumber our lays, by putting the ques-

tion « How old art thou, "impliesaxight *

appreliension of the objeet of life,—n

determination lionestly and zealou .y to |

discharge its duties, and to be always
prepared for its close. Thus and thus
only do we apply our hearts to wisdom.,

That man is wise, according to the,
world s opinion, who inbusiness matters

15 shiewd and keen and clever; who

kuows how to make a bargain ; who can

mateh and over reach lus neighbour;

. who succeeds by unrighteous and dis-
honest speculation, and wins the goal |

of popular applause. The patient,
plodding, cautious, and honest merchant,

who values conscience more than eoin,

and character more than eapital, 1s stig-
matized as stupid and ignorunt and
altogether behind the age! But is it
really so? Were there no eternity in
prospect , Were mehnere animals , werc
annihilution our certnin doom beyond
thie present, it might be wisdom for ench
manu to gratify his sensual tashs. DBut
isitso? Canitbeso? Doesanyman
believe it to be so?  liter deatlt comes
the gdyment, 1s the united testimony of
seripture, rease  and conseience—end-
Jess weal or woe. The question then

« How old art thou,” in viewof the ter- .

rible coiitingencies and awful realities of
the future is the most pressing and im-
portant question of the hour.

Some perchance, who rend these lines | the arm that draweth the bow is par-
have never seriously considered the pos- | alyzed.” ‘

H
i

Thou knowest that the time, thy God
Appoints for the, is best.”

RELIGION OF THE DAY.

|
|
The everlasting rest : ;
!
i
'
|
H
1

That noble wau of God, Rov. A\,
Bouar, of Glasgow, Scotland, discorrses |
thus .

¢ The religion of the day is au easy- .
mnded rehigion, witheut couflict, or,
self-demm], or sacrfice ; without the
pangs of the new birth as its commence-
ment and the despurate duily struggle
which makes one long for resurrection
deliverance and for the Lord's return,
It is a seccond-ate religion, in which |
there is no power, no sclf-devotion, no
all-constraining love. It is 2 hollow.
religion, wmarked by « fair extevior, by
exeitement and activity. or by respeet- |
able dnliness; but betraying an aching, .
unsatisfied heart, a conscience not at
peace with God, and a soul not at rest.
It is o feeble religion, without bones and
sinews, without the much-enduring
heroic clements of other days. Itisan.
uncertain religion, not being the over-
flowing of u soul assured of pardon, aul
rejoicing m the filial relationsiip with
God, it is not, canuot be xoted on cer- |
tainty. 'The question of personal ne-
coptance with God bemg still an unset-
tled shing, there 1 working for life, not i
from Iife. There is no liberty of ser#
vice. All is bomlage. There s speak-
mg for God, but with a faltering tongue ;
there is lIaboring for God, but with fet-
tered liands ; there is obedience to lis
communds, but it is with a drag on the
limbs : -there is n going to church, but
it is to quict conscience and for duty’s
sake. Sueh a religion eannot tell upon
others, for it is little influentinl upon
I one's self, so falls short of the mark, for

around a brgnkfnst-table. After breah- |

it seemed the very best time to bring
So, before

and said to me, ' Everything looks |
well. 1 do not see what can possibly
hinder the happy settlement of all our’
difficulties.”

i

Mrs, Gladstone is not only a lady of {
most genial and attractive manners,
but is thoroughly devoted to labours of |
love among the poor. Her “pet” in- |
stitution of charity is a hospital for
convalescents near “Woodford. This'
she visits every week.,  She often goes |
to sec the poorest sufferers in the old
“¢ity"-end of London, sometimes leav- |
ing fresh tlowers as well as material
aid, in the room of suflering. From
no woman in Iugland have I heard
more noble ntterances of devout and
tender Bible religion than from the
wife of the British Premier. They
have a large family, one of the sons
being an Bpiscopal Clergyman. AsI
left the mansion this morning I met
the Duke of Argyle in the hall, paying
his usua] morning visit to the head of
the government. Tho real ruler of
England is not in Windsor Palace. e

i

is in Carlton House Terrace, and God ,

grant that he may long be there !—iV.
Y. Observer.

SCOLDING AT TIIE TABLE.

1 do not wish to hold up my brothers
family as & model, and you must not
thinlk me merely partiai becanse I talk
sometimes about it. 1 see more of it
than of other famihes. I come and go
in it as I please, having a sorteof non-
diseript relation there. They do not
consider me “ company” and so are
not on their good behaviour. At the
same time I am not so intimately con-
nected with them as to feel that I am
talking about myself, whon I am speak-
ing about the way things are done
there.

I like to be at their table. Itisa
good and cheery plac., I do not pre-
tend'to say that it is mever anything

olse, but I" am  piotty giite that their

[ - m 9 101 ¥ '
l fiom Geneva, The Premier read them, | ey were awaie, each meal threatenedto

become n time of tronble. Reprover
and reproved alike were made wncom-
Jortable, and the enjoyment of the
family was destroyed. They determined
to make an end of it.  Now, howevern
child might have been delinquent, the
fault is not brought up at imeal time
neither by father or mother, and nomat-
ter what the grievance is Dbetween the
children, they are not permitted to ex-
hibit it then or there.  John says that
to lave one's food do him good, the
mind ought to be as comfortable as pos-
sible at the table and immediately

tafter it; so he does not propose to

spoil his digestion by getting into an
ill-humounr, nor make what his boys or
gitls have eaten unwholesome cither by
anger or sorvow. Ife says that he and
his wife now keep their reproofs for
some times between meals. They in-
tend that every one, if possible, shall be
in » good humour while eating,  They
carcfully enforce the iden. The other
evening when Famny seemed very full
of some wrong that Tom had done to
her—Tom is one who is more apt than
any one clse to get into trouble—and
miust lel out her compluint, her father
looked up quietly, as she begun, and
said, *Fauny, T guess we won't talk of
that now ; some other time!” Then
he asked some question of one of the
boys about his school, and soon the
table was alive with pleasant talk.—
Christian Weekly.

One reason that the world is not re-
formed is, beeause everybody would have
others make the beginuing, and thinks
not of himself.

A good, finished seandal, full-armed
and equipped, such as circulates in the
world, is ravely the production of a
‘single individual, or even of a single
coteric. It sees the light in ome; is
rocked and nurtured in another; is pet-
ted, developed and attains its growthin
a third, and receives its finishing touches
only after passing through a multitude

of hands.—Sclected.
]




