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The Stars are in the Sky all Day.

Tux stars are in the lk{ all day,

Kach linked coil of Milky Way,

Aud every planet that we know,

Behind the aun are circliug atow ;

They lwee}), they climb with stately tread,
Venus the falr and Mars the red ;

Baturn engirdled with clear light,

Or Jupiter with moons of white,

Each knows his path aud keeps due tryst,
Not sven the smallest atas is missed

From those wide fields of desper sky

Which glcam and dash mysteiiously,

As if God's outatretohed fingers must

Have sowr. them shick with dismond duet ;
i | There are thag all day long, but we,
Sun-blinded, have no eyea to see,

The stars ara in the aky all day,

But when the sun has gone away,

And hovering shadows cool the weat,

And call the aleepy birds o

And heayen grows softly dim and dun—

Into it darkness one by one

Steal forth those starry shapes all fair—

Wo say ateal forsh, but they were there !
| There all day long, unseen, ungu

Climbing the sky from east to west

The angels saw them where they hid,

Aud 8o parhaps, the ugln did,

For they can faoe the shar sun-ray,

Nor wink, nor need to loo away,

But we, blind mortals, gazed from far,

And did not sea a single atar,

| 1 wonder if the world is full
¥ | Of other secrets beantiful,
1 Aslittle guossad, xs hard to ses
| As this sweet starry mystery ?
| Do angels veil themselves in anaoce,
| And make the sun their hiding-place?
{{ Do white wings flash c.s apirite go
| On heavenly ervands to and fro,
g | \Vhile we, down-lookiug, never guess
How near our lives they orowd and rress?
It %0, at life'’s get we maw
Into the dusk steal noise ly
Sweet fances that we nsed to know,
Dear eyes ke atars that softly glow,

- -

And deem the night more fair than day.
~—Congregationalict,

A Huge Wave,

THE White Starline steamer Gor-

RE| Mmanic encounterod a teriific wave in a
| 88le about 500 miles from the ooast of
| Iroland on her way to New York,
M| April b, and was obliged to put back,
®| Had sho not been  staunch vessel she
%ould never have been heard from
*38in,  Capt. Kennedy gives the fol-
lowing thrilling account: “The air
| 38 8o filled with flying spray that I
could not see & hundred yards. When

| tho water appeared like a wall as high
j| 35 the tops of our smoke-stacks, right
In the course of the ship, it was not
Wore than & hundred feet away. We
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Dear hands strotohed out o point the way—-

P

pointed right into if, and the
hoat was buried from stem to
atern. Tha winch for hointing
was wronchod out and dsshed
down through the deck., It
woighs a ton, and stove & big
holo in the deck. A mailor was
washed overbosrd. Tho life-boats
wota swept away, and the fron
railing around the deck was torn
up aud twisted like twine, I
was in the wheel-house when it
wag atove in, and was unoon-
scious for a minute or so, The
vemiel wax trembling =ii aver
when I recovered, but was riding
the sea well ; but my oompasses
were gone, and the ahip was
stripped. Heavy seas were atill
running, and it took three hours
to get turned round and pointed
to the shore. The cabin was full
of water, waist deep, and many
passengors and sailors were hurt,
If the bulwarks had been solid
inatead of railings which let the
water off more rapidly, we should
have been swamped,
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** Good Enough for Home."

“Lypra, why do you put on that
old forlorn dress?” asked Euwily Man.
ners of her cousin, one morning, atw;:
she had spent the night at Lydin's
houese,

The drees in question was spotted,
faded, old, summer sick, which only
looked more forlorn for its onoe fash-
ionsble trimmings, now crumpled and

frayed, i

“0, anything is enough for
home!” said Lydia, hg:a‘:?ly pin‘;sing on
s soiled collar; and twisting up her
hair in & ragged knot, she went down
to breakfast, .

“ Your hair is coming down,” mid
Emily.

0, never mind; it'’s good enough
for home,” said Tydia, oarolesaly,
Lydia had been visiting at Emily's
borce, and had always appeared in the
prettiest of morning.dresses, and with
neat hair and dainty collars and cuffs ;
but now that sho was back home again,
she meemed to think that anything
would answor, and went abont untidy
and in soiled finery. At her uncle’s
she had beou pleasant and polite, and
bad won golden opinions from all; but
with her own family her mauners were
a8 carcless an her dress, She seemed
to think that oour esy and kindness
were too expensive for home wear, and
that anything would do for home.,

I BAvE found it an interesting thing
to atand on the edge of a noble, rolling
river, and to think that, although it
has been flowing on for six thourand
yosrs, watering the fields and slaking
the thirst of a hundred generations, it
shows no signs of waste or want, And
when I have watched the rise of the
sun as he shot above the crest of the
mouatsin, or, in & sky draped with
golden curtains, sprang wp from his
oosen bed, I have wondered to think
that he has melied the sanow of so
many winters, and renewed the ver
dure of 0 many springs, and painted
the flowera of s0 many summers, and
ripened the harvests of so mavy au-
tumns, and yet shines ss brillisntly ss
ever, his oye not dim, nor his natural
strength abated, nor his floode of light
lees full, for centuries of boundiess
sion. Yet what are these but
1mages of the fulness that is in Ohrist?

your hearts! For when judgment-
flames havo licked up that flowing
utream, and the light of that giorious
sun shall ba quenched in darkness, the
fulnees of Obrist shall flow on through
ofernity in the blisy of the redoomed.
Blessed Saviour, Image of God, Divine
Redeemor ! in Thy prosence is fulness
of joy, at Thy right haod thero are
pleanures forevermore,— Qxikris,

BARBARA HECK

A STORY OF THE FOUNDING OF
UPPER CANADA,

BY THE EDITOR,
CHAPTER III.—OLD COLONY DAYS,

OAPTAIN WERB was merving as bar-
rack-masler at the quaint old town of
Albany, where there was a considerable
body of British troops, when he first
heard of the little band of Methodists
at New York. He sought an early
oppottunity of aicing, by his presenco
and influence, the struggling religious
community upon which the more aris-
tocratic portion of sociéty looked down
with a haughty disdain, In his soarlet
ooat and sash and gold epaulettes, he
often stood behind the little wooden
desk that served as a pulpit, and laying
his sword across the open page of the
Hible, preached with an energy and
au cloquence that msoon crowded the
Liouse,

Bo greatly did the congregations in-
crease, tbatyit shortly became necessary
to seek a larger room, An old rigging
loft in Wi(lliiam Eltmt was tl;erefom
en and roughly fitted up for wor
.hi‘;.ga'.’rhe nakesd rafiors o!p the roof
still remained uncovered, A somewhat
tarry amell clung to the walls, An
old ahip's figurehead—a * gypsy king "
with gilded crown, supposed to repre-
sent one of the Exriern Magi—sup-
ported tke pulpit and formed au excel-
lent reading desk. When Captain
Webb stood behind it in full regi-
mentals, he looked not unlike an ad-
wiral standing in the how’of his ship,
ot & warrior riding in & triumphul car,
This unwonted state of affairs was the
oooasion of n0 small comment in the

goeniping old town. ‘

Lot that feed your hopes, and cheer

“They do say,” suid Squirs Dlake,
the rather pompous Custorn House
officer of the port of New York, to
Oaptain Ireton, a Boston skipper, for
whom ho was writing ont the cloarance
papers of the good ship * Betay Jane,”
bound for Barbadoes—*They do may
that an officer of the King's army
proaches for those Mothody pecple up
there at the Rigging Loft. Well!
woll! Wonders will never cease, 1
must go and hear for myself; though
I would hardly like to be seen encour-
aging such schism if it were not that
the presenco of an officer of Oaptain
Webb's well-known loyslty really
makes it quite ble,”

“ Well, neighbour,” replied the gal-
lant skippsr, who had imbibed the
democratio notions which were even
then floating in the atmosphers of
Bunker Hill, “if the thing is not
respectable in itself, all the King's
horses and all the King's men won's
make it s0,”

‘ Perhaps not, in the atstract; but
for all that it makes a good deal of
difference to loyal subjects wheiber
this new-fangled religion is prosscuted
by the bailiffs or patronized. by geatle-

Kin},: livery ;

men in the " and here
the worthy Oustom House officer smiled
somewhat

imly, as if the skipper’s
speech weregtl'\lalf treason.

“The King may want some more
active service than that from his offi-
cers before Jong, if all I heac in the
port of Boston is trus,” replied the
akipper, picking up his papers.

“They always were a stiff-necked
st of rebels in' Masachusetts colony,
I will say to your face, oyen if you do
hail from there. T hope this is no new
treason they are hatching.”

“ Ok, I'm pot in any of their secrots,”
Anid the honest captain; “bmt you
know that these absurd Na.igation
Laws haniper trade sadly, and there
are loud murmurs at all the sea ports
about them. I'll venture to say that
unless our ships get & better chanoe to
compete for the Wost Injy -
there’ll bo flat rebellion or wholesle
smuggling before long.”

“Have a ocare, Skipper Ireton,”

answered the Tory officer, shaking his
head with an air of mensce. “The

-
3
—
o
—
-
a—m .
A———
N ed
AR
A —
m—
—
———
m——
.
f— 3
—
e
-

n
. /4

i |
///

OLD JOHN STREET METHODIST CHURCH, NEW YORK,
Ficst Mothodist Charch in Amersion,
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