The Presbyterian Review.

R T T

o The &abbath.

Homeward we go l:)_l}:':«r—n-;_'.;t—lh'm«;nfvlnn
The harvest-gathering of the heart.~-Whittler.

“FROM ABOVE."”
BY MAHRION BOYD ALLEN,
A 1ittle chlld, unkempt, alone
Amld the dull dizorder of a street
Withiln whose narrow depth no sunlight sweet
Upon the baby footsteps shone,

Bent low bestde his gathered store
Of bits uncouth, from out,the Wusty drift
Drawn caretully, and then, with futile theife
Set out In earnest qtiest of mote.

A passer-by, half-pausing, gave
With geatle handd the Mly that she wore,
Fresh from the winding 1iver's reedy shore,
‘The childish face, absorbed amd grave

Before, Jit nithy lhc.my's light 1

A wmoment lingering In shy surprise,

He hastened homeward, holding fast hia prize,
His dusty hoard forgetten quite,

And will the growing Lite one duy
Loolk up and cast the sticks and straws aslde,
And, trustful, tuke the higher things untried,
So turning from the past away ?

And, like the blossom, radiant, white,
Beneatl: its welght of troubled waters decp,
Still struggling, climbing up the | sthavay steep,

Press through the darkness to tha Light ?

DI AND DRINK.

I wonder If all of you Iiave lieard the story of the sailors who
wera it & ship off the east coast of South America when thelr
water gave out. Nothing more terrible can happen on hoad
ship, except fire.

‘e men made all sall they could. and steered duo west, ‘Thelr
thirst became flercer every hour. ‘I'he hot, tropical sun beat
down upon the decl until it blistered their bare feet to walk
unon jt. ‘Lhelr throats became parched, and when tho second
mon&hlg of this dreadful suffering dawned they could barely
speak,

Suddetly once ot the crew, staggering to the bulwarks, pointed
and crled lioarsely, * A sail 1

Oh, how they watched that speck of
Jarger and larger. ‘Lhey lioisted their
signal of distvess.

At last the strangoe ship came near enough to speak to them,

# What's she matter 2’ called out the captain of the new-
comer, when he had thrown his vessel up into the wind to stop
fts headway. |

‘I'he poor, thirsty, dylug fellows could not answer. “Lhey tried
In valn with thelr swollen tongues to call out * \Water{” ‘Lhey
could only show by desperate :motions of their hands to thelr lips
what they wanted. .

And then — how cruel it seemed I— the othier ship bLraced her
yurds and filled away on her course again, But as she passed the
stern where the starlng, despalving sallcrs were gathered, the
captafn called out once more, pointivg downward to the sea as
le did so:

“Dip and drink ! "

It sounded lke terrible mockery, Drink the salt sea itself!
Cne of tho sallors, with a bitter laugh, let down a bucket, and
drawing it up full, placed it recklessly to his lips.

Then what = cry of joy he gave! ‘I'he water was as sweet as
that which used to come dimpling up from the mossy well on the
old home farnr ‘I'he otheis crowded around, hauled up gallons
of the glorious danclnf water, and drank agaln and again, until
life, and strength, and lope came back.

Without kaowing it, their ship had brought them into the
mouth of the mli;hty Aniazon, so wide that its baunks were out of
sight on elther liand, like the shores of the ocean. The fresh
water was all around them, and they were saved.

So do people fiad themselves weary and distressed and per-
plexed in this life, vntil God calls to them:

leawming white, growing
ag ‘“ unfon down,” asa

o~ o

" Puorlittle child I My love [a what you ate thirsty cur! ‘The
happiness of kuowing you ave my child, and of doing my will, is
what you need. Lo, {tis all about you,  Whesoerer will, let him
take of the water of life freely.””

Aud then we liear the sweet words of Christ echolng duwn
through all the centurles :

* Whosgever drinketh of the water that I shall give Iim shall
never thirst ; but the water thot I shall give him shall be in him a
well of water, springing up into ecerlasting life. — W B. ..

HIS MOTHER'S SONG.
Beneath the hot midsumnmer sun
Tha men had marched all day,

And now besldo a vippling stream
Upon the geass they lay.,

Tirlng of games and llls josts,
As swept the hours along,

Thoy called to oue who mused apart,
*¢ Come, frleud, give us a song.”

e answered, “ Nay, I cannot, please ;
‘I'ne only songs I know

Are those m?r mother used to sing
At home, fong years ago.”

' Slng one of those,” a rough voice eried,
“ Wao all are trute men here,

And to each mother's son of us
A motlier’s songs are dear.”

Then sweetly sang the strong, clear volee,
Amid unwonted ealm ¢

“ ¢ Am [ asoldler of the cross
A follower of the Lamb 2°°

The trees hushed all thelr whispering leaves,
Tha very stream was stilled,

And hearts that never throbbed with fear .
1Vith tender memordes thrilled.

Ended the song, the singer said,
As te his feet lie rose,

“Thanks to you all ; good night, my friends ;
God grant you sweet repose.”

Out spoke the captain : *“ Sing one more,"
‘I'he soldier bent his head §
Then, smiling as lie glanced around,
“ You'll join with wme,” he sald,

“ In singing this familiar alr,
Sweet &3 a bugle-call,

* Al hafl the power of Jesus’ name,
Let angels prostrate fall.”

Won'drous the spelt the old tune wrought 3
As on and on he sang,

Man after man fell into Xne,
And loud thelr volees rang,

The night winds bore the grand refrain
Above the tree tops tall ;

‘The ‘“cverlasting hills? called back,
In answer, ¢ Lord of all.”

The songs are done, the camp Is still,
Naught but the stream Is heard ;
But, ah ! the depth of every soul
By those old hymns was stirred.

And up from many a bearded lip
Rises, In murmurs low,
The prayer the mother taught her boy

At home, long years ago.
— Mrs. E. V. Wilsap,

GOEDEN &HOUGKHEG:
I sny, the acknowledgment of God In Chrls®,
Accepted by thy reason, solves for thee

All questions in the carth and out of it.
— Browning.

Sorrow and silence are strong,
And patient ondurance is God-like.
— Longfcllow,
‘I'he enrnestness of life is the only passport to the gatifaction
of life,.—Parker, o’



