554

Pastor ano Peopie.

EVENING SONG.

Whan all the weary flowers,
Worn out with sunlit hours,
Droop o'er he garden beds
Their sleepy heads,
ay dusk on quiet wings comes stealing ;
Anund, as the 1ight Jdescends,
The shadows troop their friends
To bring them healing.

The ...

So, weary of the light
Of Life too full and bright,
We fong for night to (all
To wrap us from it all;
Then Death on dewy wings draws near and hokls
us,
And, like a kind friend come
To children far from home,
With love enfolds us.

But, when the nipht is done,
IFresh to the morning sun,
Their little faces yet
With night's soft dew drops wet,
The tlowers awake to the new day s new graces.
And we—ah ! shall we, too,
Turn to a day-dawn new
Qur tear-wet faces.
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THE INNER CUHAMBER.

BY REV., JOSE’H HAMILTON,

It seems to me that the house where
death has entered for the time is hallowed
ground. It reminds me of the Jewlsh tem-
ple of old. You know that the temple had
three grades of sacredness. There was the
outer court of the temple where everybody
might go. Then there was the boly place,
devoted to sacrifice and worship. Then
there was the Ipner shrine, the holy of
holies, where only the hight priest migkt go,
and where God’s presence was visibly re-
vealed., So the outer premises of the houss
where death has entered seem to me like the
outer court of the temple ; the house itself
islike the holy place ; and the inner chamber
of the dead is like the holy of holies. In
that holy of holies we come very near to the
divine. In tbat chamber of death two
worlds meet. It is the border-land of the
seen and the unseen. In that sacred cham-
ber the rude noises of the world may well
be hushed, that we may hear the voices
that speak to us from the unseen and the
eternal. We may well feel there as Moses
did when that solemn voice was heard that
made him pause, ** Put off thy shoes from
off thy feet, for the place where thou stand-
est is boly ground.”

Mimico.
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TRUE RELIGION.

LY RRY. EDLDWARIDY ANTON.

There Is an inestimable blessedness in
true religion. It is indeed the most joyful
thing that bas ever coms to the heart of man-
kind. It putsits possessor in full harmony
with the divine order of things on earth and
in heaven. True religion brings a map
peace with God, and into graclous relation.
with his fellows. It is rooted in the deepest
convictions of one's own moral and spiritual
imperfection. Nay, it begins in a startliog
overpowering sense of the exceediog frailly
of our nature. With this there is a strong,
sincere desire to be what in our best mo-
ments we wish to be and what an unbiassed
conscience tells us we ought to he. And
then there comes in faith the bellef that in
Jesus Christ all sinoers have arefuge, the
belief that there is grace in Jesus Christ to
keep us from failing, that the Boly Spirit
can give us the grace of self-control, so that
the man with true religlon in his heart will
not be carried about by every wiod of pas-
sion, envy, lust and pride. Blessed are tune
people that know the joyfulness of such a
religion as this ; they shall indeed walk, O
Lord, in the light of Thy countenaoce.

All the same, all who koow the infinite
blessedness of true religlon will be most for-
ward to dencunce and decry religion as It
existsin spurious forms. Religion in false
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and uareal forms is no friend to the welfare
of the men who are swayed by its influence.
If there be dead formality, heartless tndif-
ference where there ought to be real feeling,
quick and true, then our religion is one of
our soul's greatest encmies, The exposure
of all forms of unreality makes one of the
strongest claims upon true religion. Re-
liglon in its reality, sincerity and depth is
one of the greatest blessipgs that can be en-
joyed by any Hving soul. But religionism,
the spurlous and bastard form of the genuine
article, is the direst {foe to human progress,
and is deservedly exposed te the ridicule
and contempt of men. We may say with a
robust writer who never minced his mean-
lng :
** All hail, religion : maid divine,

To stigmatize false friends of thine
Can nc'er defame thee.”

One feature of a true and bappy religion
is well indicated in the second verse of the
cighty-nioth Psalm, where the writer de-
clares ** thy faithfulness shalt thou establish
in the very heavens.” 1In the very heart of
all true religlon, there lies our keeping in
counstant, daily, coosclous, living relations
with the living God. There can only be
true religion when one endures from day to
day, as seeing Him who is invisible, The
Lord God, says the DPsalmist, is a sun and
shield. He is Indeed a daily sun and shield
to every soul that locks up to Him. To
many persouns, a day without a sight of the
sun does not give thema moment's disap-
pointment or regret, DBut thereisa line
of life in which thousaods and thousands of
souls find a living shield from harassmeant,
apxiety and care in a daily sight of the sun.
To the masters of the thousands of vessels
that are every hour making their way across
thetrackiess ocean, between the hours of ten
and twelve, there comes more or less of
aoxiety until they successfully take the sun,
The conditions under which this is done are
not easy. Sometimes, the masler cac see
the sun, but not the horizon. Sometimes
there isa clear horizon and no sup, some-
times there is neither for days. Without a
sight of the sun, its exact height above the
horizon at a given moment oftime, no
master can be sure where he he is. Hels
always more or less in doubt and in aoxlety
for the welfare of hisship. Notto see the
sun, not to have the belp of the sun, each
day, as a shield from the many grave
dangers of the ocean is a distress, and
may become a disaster. Aund herein is an
important lesson for earnest and truly
serious souls, We know that there are
thousands around us who never make it
their daily concern to find out where they
are and how they are by a look of faith to-
wards God, They steer their bark without
any daily reference to the living God.
Rocks, icebergs, dangerous sands mean
nothiog to them. But do wwe who arein-
dentified with Christ’s Church, do e see to
it that we keep a daily corre- jondence with
heaven ? Many, alas, too souu forget their
first love, and allow thamselivas to live, not
one day but many days, without sight of the
light of the countenance of God. Yet that
daily sight of God's blessed sun is a daily
shield from daily care to every child of God.
When be knows where he is, he is the hap-
piest and most blessed of men. A daily
sight of God’s own blessed face as we see it
in the gracious face of His dear Son will be
to each one a daily shield from daily care
and anxiety, from fear end danger. That
daily 2djustment of our ccurse with the un.
changeable Standards of heaven will bring
every living scul the greatest possible con-
tentment and delight. There can then be
no doubt as to where we are in right doing,
and thinking, and feeling, and if we have
fallep away from the truest course, it can
only happen within twenty-four hours. God
only requires us so to steer our daily course
as to do justly, love mercy and walk humbly
with Him, and this can be done by 2l those
who daily see to it that they bave a sight of
God’s graclous face. Such a daily vision is
necded, and for each day God will give grace
and glory ; no good thlng will He withhold
from those who walk uprightly.

PRESBYTERIAIN.

Surely there are in these simple consid-
erations reasons and an inspiration for the
cultivation of adally walklng with God.
This is the secret of a happy, ioyous religi-
ous life. Many are the trials through which
we have to go. Distress in our business
and death in our homes make sad havoc of
our souls, Still, let us through all see to
it that we aro in constant and right relations
wlth the liviog God, that we never tet a day
pass without asking a sight of His face. In
this we shall find our only true and suf-
ficlent shield from the slings and arrows of
outrageous fortune, from stormand strife,
from sorrow and pain. May nothing disturb
our deepest conviction and loftiest faith that,
in the words of one who sloned deeply and
wrote so bravely and well,

A correspondence fix’d wi’ Heaven
Is sure a noble anchor.

Merrickvitle, Oat.
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A RESTING PLACE FOR
SOULS.

WEARY

BY REV. JOHN BURTON, B.D.

—

The excitement ol tne general election is
past, the chagrin of defeat has settled down
to the work of opposition (not factious it is
to be hoped), new hands at administration
are preparing for work, and the general
public are awaiting, not without a tinge of
impatience io their expectation, the advent
of “the good time coming.” Meanwhile
the dog days are upon us, and what summer
recreation can be snatched from business
and from houschold cares must now at once
be takeo or forgotten. This is no time for
beavy thinking, the heart and mind are
craving rest. Yet to the live sonl, listless-
pess is oot rest ; even while swinging in a
bammaock under lealy shadows, beside rip-
pling waters, thought will wing its fancy
flight or dream its mystic themes, May we
venture a sober, quiet theme, a resting place
for weary souls?

¢ There is a stream whose gentle flow
Supplies the city of our God :
Lifte, love and joy, still gliding through,
Aund watering our divine abode."”
Or, gentle reader, do you prefer the more
rugged and strovger :

A river is whose streams do glad

The cily of our God,

The holy place wherein the Lord

Most High hath His abode.”
Either or both as you will, with an old Eng-
lish rendering to boot : ** The rivers of the
flood thereof shall make glad the city of
God : the holy place of the tabernacle of the
most Highest ;” and this latter rendering
has its own suggestiveness. The raging
waters, the swelling floods, have no terror to
those whose refuge is the Rock of Ages; the
very streams which from those torrents flow
shall make glad: “ Thy rod and thy staff
they comfort me.” Jerusalem, the clty of the
type, bad no living stream. Oge only
fountain there was, brooks whose sum-
mer courses were dry, and cisterns sup-
plied the rest, The force of the figure of
our Psalm in is the contrast ; our Jerusalem
bas floods of boly influences ever flowing ;
even the mountain torrent ministers there-
unto. Unlike Siloam, a half stagnant, in-
tenmittent pool, or the rock-cut reservoirs
whose stored up waters foul ; or the Kidron
rivalet bemired with the city’s §ltb, and dry
i summer months; our city has a per-
eanial source of sparkling water, streams of
refreshing from even the tempeast’s overflow.
Much more surely than Hotspur could pluck
safety from the nettle danger can the Chris-
tlan find vest in the midst of life's worry
and frequent disappointments.

True, too many of us have but intermit-
tent stzeams in our Jerusalem ; some, alas,
have cisterns broken ; with maay the waters
are sluggish and dull; but, as a recent
writer observes, no Christian has a right to
go below par in his spiritual life. What a
strange heaven if the angels rousd the
throne did not feet up to the singiog or ser-
vice mark, or the hosts to feel the chill of
ncglect. We have a river, abiding there we
need never be without the water-springs, and
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Christiau service languishes simply becagy
we turn from the living fountains 1o 3, B
desert of mere earthly wastes and follow it
mirage phantoms of our own devices. W
age more needs on the part of those wp
bear the Christian name than this, to ke g
close 1n all our living to that river whoy [
streams gladden. We (oo forsake the livieg 8
strenms and hew out to ourselves clstemsd,, ’
and brrken where no water is. a

¢ O Thou who keep'st the key of Love,
Open Thy {ount, etetnal dove,
And overflow this heart of mine,
Eolarging as it fills with Thee,
Till in one blaze of charity -
Care and remorse ate lost, like motes in iy B
divine,”

INFIDELITY AND POVERTY B&

A man who had charge ot a sort of 1. 48
fuge or shelter for the homeless in Bosin, i
told me that be had abont three thousapi i
such persons pass through his hand ig ool
winter, about eighty a day. ]

*How many Christians did you 6448
among them " I asked. "

‘* Not one,” was ihe answer. .

Among the wild theorists who cry oot tx B8
land, and wish to confiscate property, yo; BB
find few Christlans. Why? Because Cory, 3R
tlans usually have all the land they gy BB
and can get more if they want it, as othey R
could, if they would break their boui
throw away their pipes, seyve the Lord, a:i g8
live soberly, righteously and godly in iR
present evil world,

The principles of Christianity g
adapted to the clevation and improveme:
of the poor. Athelsm and infidelity io 3/
forms tend to produce poverty and cros BB
the poor. -

The late Bishop Thompson, in b8
“‘Moral and Rellgious Essays,” gives 288
account of an influentlal, inteligent, a:i 38
strong-minded infidel in Obio, who gather: {8
about him a community of unbelievers whos \\
religious views corresponded with, and wer B
largely moulded by his ows. He took 2§ N
in his benevolence and kindness toti: g
poor. vl
Soon the drafts on his liberality becames Ji
numerous as to awaken the inquiry : “Hor}
does it happen that this community is bs g0
comiog more and more thrifiless, whi: ik
prosperlty abounds among people wholin
near " o

Prosecuting this investigation thorougt- 9
ly, he discovered thatin homes wheretht
Bible Is found, and well used, there wasz: 8
want, but where the Bible was abseoth: S
found present or approaching poverty. Soca 3
after an itinerant preacher came to bov i
services in a school-bouse, and when “leri B
follows of the baser sort” sought to breako;
the meeting and drive away the minist, 8
this champion ot infidelity defended him a:: i
said to his Infide! neighbors : o

‘¢ { have been abroad among you, 2:iJ%
find that you who revere the Bible live n 58
prosperity ; you who despise it are 3 g8
proachiag pauperism, if not actually in dv i
teess. 1 amalarmed at what I have doct: B
1 have made you infidels, but in doiog G
have I not ruined you? Many of you 2t}
young men of good minds. I have a fami] i
of daughters, but I would rather follow thea g
all to the grave than see them upited ) gl
marriage to you. Henceforth I will b1 JE
fricnd of the Bible ; it is the instrumeotd S8
good."—Hastings. Ve

[

A blind and cowardly spirit is forever &
ing you that evil things are pardonable, 2:} g
you shail not die for them, and that g3
things are impossible, and you need oot lirt S
for them. . . . Al thiogs lovely »ig
righteous are possible for those who belier: B
in their possibllity, and who determine thijN
for thelr part, they will make every daf -
work contribute to them. Let every dari g
of morning be to you as the begloniog 58
life, and every setting sun be to you asts B8
close. Then let every onc of these shotfy
lives leave its surc record of some kindf§R
thing done for others—some goodly sirenyt 3R
- or kpowledge gained for yourself.—Ruskis 358



