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to let down the mainsail for?> I said: IlWe have "IThe dreami of home possessed, and ail horne's gladne8s
been praying for a breeze, and it is coniing directly, o I3eoyoiid these unknown bills;

and he oone weare ead forit he btte." olace, aftcr earth's sore days of stranger-sadness,
and he oone weareread fo itthe ettr." Beside the eternal nuls.

Withi an oatlî hie said lie would ratiier see a breeze I Lf' xl at ilti t rknso
than hear of une. As lie wvas speaking, I iristint- Night, death, and evil gone;
ively looked up, and noticed that one of the sails Thbis miore than Egypt-shamne exclianged for Cans.an.glory,
wvas quivering wvitlî the cunîing breeze. Said IJ: jAud thie briglit city won!
IlDon't you see that the corners of the royals are "Corne then. 0 Christ! earth's Monarch and Redeemer,
already shaking ? My dear fellow, there is a good Thy glorions Eden bning,
breeze corning, and we had better be ready for. it" Whr1,e, ,a at o oeatebigdemr
0f course, the mate wvent to wvork, and soon the Sha -oIllhev wn . O hriaiz Weekly.
sailors were trampinîg over the deok. Before thie4 .

sals were set, the wiîid ivas dowil upon us. The
captain camne up to see what wa; tixe matter. Hie

Andi I, in~ this far- land, a %imid stranger.
RoStiig 1hy lim.e's lune Streamu,

UÀc drc.mxingc hour lsv bcur. 1eset mit h nig}î: an,] tlance«.

saw that our prayers hiad been answered ; and we
didn't forget te pi-aise God for su signal a deliver-
ance fi-cm the perils te which we were exposed.
We have been permiless in the interior cf China;
but we simply turni te this book, and draw a check,
and it is always honored.-Rev. Ivxkon Taylor.

HORATIUJS BONAR.

The poetry of Horatius Bonar is usualiy thouglit
of as being siîuply religious. There is a religions
tone to it ail, and yet soine of his pieces show that
lie is observant cf nature, and skilled in depicting
naturai sceixes. In this lie resemibles K-;e.ble more
than Watts ani Wesley) who rarely take cogn-1i-
x:ance of the natural wvend. The foilowving poeui,
called "lThe Stranger Sea-Bird," wvill illustrî.te
both qualities in his v'erse:

"Fan fzom his bree7y hoine of cliii a.nd biilow,
X'on sea-bird folds biswi

Uîion the trenînlous bough of t xis streamn-bladinlg willow,
He stays bis wandering.

"'Fmîned by fresh leaves, and soothed by biossomns
ciosing.

His lulsby the stream,
A straxîge, in bewildered loneiiness reposing,

He dicamns bis ocean-dream.

"Ris droam iof ocean-hauints, and oocan-brigbtne-ss,
The rock, the %rave, the foam:

The bine ahc've, beneatx, the se%-cioud's t-ail of %vhite-

His uxforgotten home..

"4 Andl be wvould fli, but cannsot, for thce shadtaws
0f night have barred his wav:

How couid bc scarch a path across thesoe %voods &id
imcadows

To bis iar se& bc.nics spray~

<'Iark miles oi t-hicke:, suwmp, and molanif drearv,
Forioîd bis hopeless fiigbt:

With phnae~ieec ,Iim, hoartiafint, and u-ing ail

He waita for sun and light.

As von grow ready for it, somewliere or otJxer
von will find w-bat is medy for yen in a book. -

THE DARK CLOSET.

Rev. Asa Bullard, in lis autobiography, recently
published by the Cong. S. S. & P. Society, relates
the folioîving, whîch wiil awaken a hearty i-e-
sponse in the iiiinds of ail who are accustomed te
go tu the sanie place, miontlî after month, for their
secret devotions :

After I hecame inmterested in religion, in seeking
aplace for retirernent for my secret devotions, 1

thouglit of a large closet out cf the spare chamber.
That closet wva the place where my mother kept
ber blankets, z-oiforters, and various kinds of bed-
clothes. it was larg,,e, and without a window.
Wlien the door was shut it was total darkness ; no
eye but that cf Hum who Ilseei h in secret'>" could
behold any one 'vIe there souglit retirenient f£ronm
the world.

In that cioset 1 erected nxy altar for secret
prayer. It was my Bethel ; and nene but Ccd can
ever know the Bethel seasons 1 there enjoyed in
comnîuning with the Savicur in tlîat tinie cf mny
tii-st love, and until I left nxy hume te prepare for
the wvork cf the gospel ministry.

In une cf my visits te my dear old home, years
after 1 had left it, as I was'I "conpany," I occupied
at niglit the spare chamber. Inx the morning I
liad a desiýre te visit thec dark closet, and see how
it would seeni te shut the duor, and pray te mny
Father Nvhich is ini secret, as I was wont to do inx
my young days. 1 opened the door, and what a

'scene greeted nxy eyes 1 There in the centre of
the closet stood a chair. and before the chair there
was a cushion in which there were deep pijt
Nv-beie scîonen e'-idemtly, w-as accustomed te kueel
ini secret. w-cis, ip. And w-ho could it bel Whc
but my own blessed mother, w-li had prayed al

'lber ten cihildre.n- into the kingdom ? What a hal-
lowed ýspot did it seeni te me! A thi-ili cf sacred
awe came ci-ci nme, and a voice almost sccmed to
sav, as it did to Moses at the burning bush, "1Put
off thy shoes f'Lrein off thy feet, for the place w-here-
on t-hou standest is holy ground."


