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It was a valable piece of gold, but it was
given so ill-temperedly that the sable secretary
answered again, " No, dat won't do yet. It
may be according to de first and second reso-
litions, but it is not according to de last," and
lie was obliged to take up his coin again.

Still angry at himself and all the rest, he sat
a long tine till nearly ail vere gone, and then
Saine Up to the table with a smile on his face,
and very willingly gave a large sui to tiht
treasurer. " \Very well," said the courteuis
but dignified official; " dat will do; dat accord-
ing to all de resolutions."

BY THI-I CROSS ANI) PASSION.

"Good Lord, delaser us.'
T il. Cross is raised on Calvary, and therc
*rhe tender holy bo>dy is laid bare ;

'he gentle hands, su uften .stretched to heal
And ie'er to wuand, arc there outstretchedl tu feel
Thle tearing iails; and the dear sacred fecet
rhat Mary late anointed with tle% sweet
And priceless uintinen*ît, lu: the), tuu,, trc turit,
And oser thec d)ing ha ld, it ,corn,
They write Ilis blewed Namne, with jecrinig ,inlt,
"Jesus of Naz'reth King of Jcws," the while
Slle-God's own Christ-all unconplainingly

Suffers thrce hours of untold agony.
Aye ! on the cross, three ncary hour., ILe hang..
The while; not c'en the worst of all Ilis pangs
Moves Ilis pale lips to utter one wcak word
Of pain or plaint. Nay, the dear, dying Lord.
lending cain cyes of pty on the crow d
Who muock at Ilini, with curses deep and loud.
Speaks tend'rest words of loving, plcading prayer
To God for every murd'rous sinner there:
\1eels with forgiving looks the dying cycs
Of the poor thief, and grants him " paradic:"
.And truc to Mary, t the motrnful end
Leaves her the solace of Iis gentle friend
Then desolate of God Ilinsclf, the cry
Comles, of Ilis passion's deepest nystery.

Oh ! patient, suff'ring Saviour, dying Lord,
Write on our sinful, straying souls cach word
IIcard fron Thy cross, and give it grace and poer
To shield our soul. in dark tenptation's hour
Teach every sinner that li is forgiven
Through the rich powcr of Thy last plea vith I leaven
Give every sinking soul the swift belief
And caln retose of the repentant thief
Ant plead with every carelcs, heart the ci)
Of Thy nystcrious, lonely agony.

-- 'anner of' Faith.

THE CHIMES OF LONDON.

The chints, the chines of mnotler-land,
Of England, green and oid,

That out from thane and ivied towcr
A thousand years have tolled ! "

OFTEN thought of Coxe's beautiful ballad
whven, after a day spent in Waterloo Place,
IIhavelistened, on my way homeward,tothe
chimes of Marylebone Chapel sounding

sweetly and clearly above the din of the Strand.
There is something in their silverv vibration
which is far more expressive than the ordinary
tones of a bell. The ear becomes wearied of a

continued' tol-the sound of sone bells seems
to have nothing more in it than the ordinary
clang of metal-but these simple notes, follow.
ing one another so melodiously, fall on the car,
stunned by the ceaseless roar of carriages or
the mingled cries of the nob, as gently and
gratefully as drops of dew. Whether it he
morning-and they ring out louder and deeper
tlhrougli the mist or aindniglt, vhen the saL
vcean of leing beneath theia surges less noisd>
than is wont, they are Ilike fusll of neludy ard
poetr

I have often paused, deep an the night, tu
hear those clear tones, dropping down fromn tl
darkness, thrilling, wvith their full, tremulous
sweetness, the still air of the lighted Strand,
and winding away though dark, silent lanes and
qolitary courts, till the car of -the careworn
vatcher is scarcely stirred with their dying

vibrations. They seemed like those sprit
voices which at such times speak almost aud-
ibly to the heart. How delicious it must be to
those who dwell within the limits of their sound
to wake from some happy dreani and hear thu:u.
chniiies blending in their mnidnight fancies, lke
the musical echo of the promised bliss! I lovt
these eloquent bells: and I think there nuist
he iany, living out a life of misery and suffu
ing, to whom thcir tones cone with an adnrst
htiman consolation. The natures of the vert
cockneys, who never go without the horizon of
their vibrations, is, to mny mind, invested nith
one hue of poetry.-Bayard Taylor.

ARCilDEAcoN FARRAaRsays ofmissionaries: "Is
it nothing that through their labor in the trans
lation of the Bible the German philologist, in
his study, nay have before him the granimar
and vocabulary of 250 languages ? Who cre.
ated the science of anthropology? The mission.
aries. Who rendered possible the deeply lim-
portant science of comparative religion ? The
itissionaries. Who discovered the great chain
of lakes in Central Africa, on which will turn
its future destiny ? The missionaries. Who
have ben the chief explorers of Oceania,
Ancrica, and Asia ? The missionaries. Who
discovered the fanous Nestorian monument in
Tingar Fu? A missionary. Who discovered
the still more famous Moabite stone ? A mis-
sionary. Who discovered the Hittite inscrip.
tions ? A missionary." This important aspect
of the case is frequently lost sight of.

Tuli.Ri.. is no possibility of standing still on
the pilgrimage to God's leavenly Temple.
Each day that passes over our heads makes us
botter or worse Christians. If I ani not at the
end of the day more heavenly-minded, there
is only one alternative-I arn more earthly-
minded. He who finds that le is not going up
may assure himself that he is going down."


