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to let down the mainsail for 7”7 Isaid: « We have

been praying for a breeze, and it is coming directly,

and the sooner we are ready for it the better.”

With an oath he said he would rather see a breeze |
than hear of one.  As he was speaking, I instinct-|
ively looked up, and noticed that one of the sails:
was quivering with the coming breeze. Said I:;
“Don’t you see that the corners of the royals are
already shaking? My dear fellow, there isa good ;
breeze coming, and we had better be ready for it.” |
Of course, the mate went to work, and soon the|

sailors were tramping over the deck. Before thet

sails were set, the wind was down upor: us. The
captain came up to see what was the matter. He
saw that our prayers had been answered ; and we
didn’t forget to praise God for so signal a deliver-
ance from the perils to which we were exposed.
We have been penniless in the interior of China ;
but we simply turn to this book, and draw a check,
and it is always honored.—Rev. Hudson Tayior.

HORATIUS BONAR.

The poetry of Horatius Bonar is usually thought
of as being simply religious. There is a religious
tone to it all, and yet some of his pieces show that
he is observant of nature, and skilled in depicting
natural scenes. In this he resembles Keble more
than Watts and Wesley, who rarely take cogni-
zance of the natural world. The following poem,
called “The Stranger Sea-Bird,” will illustrate
hoth qualities in his verse :

*“ Far from his breezy home of cliff and billow,
Yon sea-bird folds his win

¢‘ The dream of home possessed, and all home’s gladness
Beyond these unknown hills ;

Oi solace, after earth’s sore duys of stranger-sadness,
Beside the eternal rills.

Life’s exile past, all told its broken story ;

Night, death, and evil gone ;
‘This more than Egypt-shame exchanged for Cansan-glory,
Aund the bright city won !

¢« Come then. O Christ ! earth’s Monarch and Redeemer,
Thy glorious Kden bring,
Where i, even I, at last, no more a trembling dreawmer,
Shatl fold my heavy wing.”
—~Ill. Christian Weekly.

[

THE DARK CLOSET.

Rev. Asa Bullard, in his autobiography, recently
published by the Cong. S. 8. & P. Society, relates
the following, which will awaken a hearty re-
sponse in the minds of all who are accustomed to
go to the same place, month after month, for their
secret devotions :

After I became interested in religion, in seeking
a place for retirement for my secret devotions, I
thought of a large closet out of the spare chamber.
That closet was the place where my mother kept
her blankets, comforters, and various kinds of bed-
clothes. It was large, and without a window.
When the door was shut it was total darkness ; no
eye but that of Him who “seei h in secret ” could
behold any one who there sought retirement from
the world.

In that closet I erected my altar for secret
prayer. It was my Bethel ; and none but God can
ever know the Bethel seasons I there enjoyed in
communing with the Saviour in that time of my

Upon the tremulous bough of t%){s stream-shading willow
He stays his wanderning.

>

¢ Fanned by fresh leaves, and soothed by blossomns
closing,
His lullaby the stream,
A stranger, in bewildered loneliness reposing,
He dreams his ocean-dream.

** His dream of ocean-haunts, and occan-brightness,
The rock, the wave, the foam :
The blue above, beneath, the sea-cloud's trail of white-
ness,
His urforgotten hone.

** And he would fly, but cannot, for the shadaws
Of night have barred his way :
How could he search a path across these woods and
meadows
To his iar sea home's spray *

“* Dark miles of thicket, swamp, and moorland dreary,
Forind his hopeless flight : i
With plamage soiled, eye dim, heart faint, and wing all
WCATY,
He waits for sun and light.

*¢ And I, in this far land, a 4mid stranger,
Rosting by Time's lonc stream,

Lic dreaming hour by hour, beset with night and dancer
The Charehs Patnisa dreaca b -

.

tirst love, and until I left my home to prepare for
I'the work of the gospel ministry.
In one of my visits to my dear old home, years
Vafter 1 bad left it, as I was “ company,” I occupied
‘at night the spare chamber. In the morning I
thad a desire to visit the dark closet, and see how
1it would seem to shut the door, and pray to my
: Father which is in secret, as I was wont to do in
!my young days. I opened the door, and what a
iscene greeted my eyes! There in the centre of
‘the closet stood a chair, and before the chair there
:was a cushion in which there were deep prints,
where someone, evidently, was accustomed to kneei
“in secret worship. And who could it be? Who
*but my own blessed mother, who had prayed all
"her ten children into the kingdom? What a hal-
lowed spot did it seem tome! A thrill of sacred
‘awe came over me, and a voice almost seemed to
.say, as it did to Moses at the burning bush, “ Put
-off thy shoes from off thy feet, for the place where-
;on thou standest is holy ground.”

As yon grow ready for it, somewhere or other
you will find what is ready for you in a book.—
George MacDonald.



