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The Sabbatb.

LED HOME.
IY MATE AVET VANDFORIFT
Cab ot NYacmin, (&8,
By nany Hifferent ranle tha wenry
foct
U trod 8 1rue fusioners find thefr ion o
at fa«t.
Hew plad mnat he their welcome ; how
o tnte
ST Y BT I, Wha thrangh
therr past
Hae (ad themr, as a Guide thiough des-
orte vaat .

Trie Salillor of the Crose, whose brave
Licart Bunedd

W tove fur T, Wy teader and 'y
AMight,

I'eu, to whom all true hearts of sol-
dlers turned,

Tinougl differing cieeds, and differing
codres of 1ight,

Hast found thy home, led by the kindly
Light

ITHE MASIER'S PRESENCE.
Lo ! amid the press,

The whiil and um and presure of wy
day.

1 hear thy ganments sweep, thy scain-
less dross,

And clo<e beslde my work and weariness

Inuscern Thy graclous form, not far
away,

But very near,
bless,

O Lord, to help and

The busy fingers fly, the eyes may see
uniy the glandng needle which they
hold,

But &1l wy life 1s blossoming mwardly,
And every breath is liko a litany ;

While through each labor, ke a thread of gold,

Is woven tho swecet consclousuess of "I'hec |

—Susan Coolige.

GOLDEN THOUGHTS.

The Father of Lights is the father of every weakest little baby
of & good thought In us, ns well as of the highest devotion of
matty rdom.— Gee. MacDonald.

Make thou my spirit pure and clear
As are the frosty skles,
Or this tirst snowdrop of the year
That In my bosom Hes.— Tennyson.

Who ean weigh circumstances, passions, temptations, that go
to vur good and evil aecount, save One, before whose awful wis-
dom we kneel, and at whose mercy we ask absolution 2 —
Thaeke rday.

A e which Is hnlf o truth {s ever the blackest of lies,
I'hat a hie which 14 all a Ho may be met and fought outright,
But a tie which i« part a truth is a harder matter to fight,
. ~George Eliot,
Men may tlse on stepping-stones
Of thelr dead selves to Ingher things,
— Tennyson.

REDECOA AT THE WELL.

The Presbyterian Review.

(From the Engraring by Gustave Doré.)

The Samaritan who rescues you, most likely has been robbed
and bas bled in his day, and it is a wounded arm that bandages
yours when bleedlug.— Thackeray. .

The voad to the next duty Is the only straight one,.— Geo.
MacDonald.

When death, the great Reconciler, has come, it is never onr
tenderness that we repent of, but our severity.— George Eliot.

How do you grow good 2’

 God is always trying to make me good, and I try not to hin-
der him."’—Gco. MacDonald

All common things, each day's events,
That with the hour begin and end,

Our pleasures aml our discontents,

Ave rounds by ~hich we inay ascend,

Countless ages of stars may he blazing influitely, but yon and I
have a right to rejoloo and believe in our little part, and to trust
In to-day as in to-morrow.— Thackdéray.

For sho's one o' them things as looks the brighteston &
1ainy day, and loves yon Lest when you're most in need on’t.- -
George Eliot.

Bethink thieo of something thou onghitest to do, and go and do
it, if it be but the sweeping of a room, or the preparation aof a
weal, or a visit to afriend. - Geo. Mac Donale.




