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taken a great stop towards the reunion of
Christendoin. The cielicate and difficuit
questions involved in the adaptation of the
"lHistorie Episcopate " n3ight ba renxoved by
friendly conference in the spirit of JESUS
CHRSTu'.

POETIC GEMS FOR YOUNG AND OLP.

1iiNE carthly Sabbaths, Lord, we love;
But tlccre's a 1101)1er rest above;
'e that our,%weary souls aspire

%Vt ardent pangs o! strong- desiro.
N \o more fatiguie, no more diptress,
Nec sin uer death shahl rcach Utic place;
No groans shall ni ingle with the songs
Whichi warble fromnt immortal tongues.

0, leng-expected day, bcgin!1
Dawn on these mealins of woo and sin!
Fain would we Icave this weary road,
And sleep in death te rest with God.

1 GIVE MYSELS' TO JESUS.
Thine for over! Ged of love.
lear us frein Tlîy Throne above;
Thine for ever inay wC 1be
haero and ia eternity.
Thine for evar! Lord of lite,
Shield us througli aur eurthly strife;
Thou the Life, the 'Iruth. the Way,
Guide us to the realms of day.
Thine for ever! oh. hmew blest
Thecy who tlnd in The-- their rest!
Saviour, Guardian, 11caveniy Friand,
0 defend us te tho end.
Thine for eyor! Saviour, keep
Us Thy frail and trcmbling shiep;
Safe alone boncath Thy care,
Let us ail Thy goodness share.
Thiiie for ever! Thou our Guide.
All our vwants by 'i'lie supplied,
-Ail our sins by Thie fergiven,
Lead us, LoJiDi, frei eartli te hecaven.

G001) MORNINO TO QeD.
By Jfrs. Hlanlin of Consstantinople.

'O 1 ain so happjy1 the litile girl said
As sho s~rn ik-a a lark frein the low trundleo
"'Tismonrning, brightmxorning! Good norning,

Papa,
O give me one kiss for geed merniag, Mamma!1
Only just look at my pretty eanar.y*,
Cliirpin,,g his sweat notes, 'God nhorning te

.,ary!'
Tho sunshino is pccping straight inte my eyes-
Geod merning te yen, MNr. Sunt: fer you risc
Se carly te wake up nmy birdie and mie,
And make usas happy as happyceau bo!"

" Happy yen xnay ho, my doar littie girl,"
(And tle mothor streked seftly a clustering

curi>-
Happy as eau be, but think of the One

Who awakencd this morning heth yen and tho
SUn."

The little ene turned hcrbrighit oes with a nod:-
Mammna. may 1 say, then, 'Geod inerning' to

God V"
"'Yes, little darling oe, suroly you imay,
As yeu knccl by yeur bcd cvery meriîîg, te

pray. P

'Mary kncît selemnly dowvn, with her eycs
Looing up earncstly inte thc skies,

.And twe little hauds tlîat wcre folded together
Gofty she laid in the lap ef hiec mothier.

God morning, dear Father in heaven," shie
said:

"I thank Tlîec for watching my sng little lied;
For tak-itcg goed care et mie ail the dark niight,
And waking me uip with the beauti!ul Ilifht 1
O kec p nic frein nauglitincss ail the long day,
lcst. .esus, whe tauglit little bldren te )raiy!

TEIE namna'S DELAY.
Swcct sister, beave mec, lot me inuse

A short space in our girllîood's bower-
Ont of tîme past I fain wvould choose

The sweiest, brightest, hîvppiest heour,
Te seal tîpen muy heart of hîcaris,

As baIn foc future timnes ef woe-
If there bce such-how mny hceart starts,

Now slow, 110w fast--uew fast, now slow.

Whiat was the gladdest heur et aill7
Dovn the long rank and file I mnove,

.Ail hearý a look of sweet content,
Ail 1icar the finger teuch et love,

But which is perfectest et al-
1 tain would lind anc seiung hast--

That I in tondcrness rnight onul
It forth ferever troin the rest?

WVas it that heur, cicar, calwr, and celd,
Our mnetier robcd us aillia white,

And at the chancel. white and gold,
MeT kncit for confirmation rite?

'Mougst ail Uhc row eftvlhite-roeied girls,
None knelt wvitii purer jey than 1;

1 thrilled whcn on my hoecd hicads curîs
Thora f cll tho blessing's rnystery.

Or later, -as itwhea wo met,
My love ad T, and throughi uy sell

There, fiashcd a soinething unknown yet
Se strange se sweat, heond cùnitr,,l?

Or was it wfîen he toîc ime ail
0f his great love fer nie, and I

FeIt ail nmy pulses risc and faîl
As te a happy mielody?

What was the swcetest? Hark! the chiait
0 f balls doth rousa the slumh'rous air,

.My w'%edding halls-ah! sweetest lime!
Ah!l music beyend aIl cempare.;

flefore the altar now lie stands,
I must away my love te grect,

Oh seon te ho United hands-
Did halls c'ec peul se elear and swcct?

Farewell, deai, shelter et the past,
Whiere aIl my qirlish dreains wecc spun-

Ail heurs are fair-but this, the last-
It is my lifc'à supreiost one0.

Yes. sister-have 1 pausod tee long?
Rand me tho hoek-lcad on the way-

The air seis fuil et i ght and song-
Oh happy houri Oh happy day!


