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Kitgrary  Depantment.
NOT FAR.
Not far from the Kingdom,
Yet in theshadow of sin,
How many are coming and going, -«
Hew few are entering in !

Not fur from the golilen gateway,
Wiliore volces whisper and wait :
Fearing to enter in boldly,
Ho lingering still at the gate ;

Catching the stealn of the music
Flonting s nweetly along,

Knonwing the seny they ure singing,
Yet juiniog not fn the wong,

Seoing the warmth and the beauty,
The infinite love nud the light ;
Yet weary, amd lonely, and waiting,

Qut in the desolato night !

Out in the dark and the dangoer,
Out i the night and the cald,
Though He ix longing to lead them
Tenderly fnto the fold,

-

INTO SUNSHINE,

{Continned).

It was o wild night in autumn; the
distant roar of tho sca mingled with the
rugh of the wind os it swopl by the cot-
tage, shaking overything that it could
l:;y hold of, und honding low the heads
of the pino trees ns it passed, It was
full moon aguin, but thore wns something
icy in her oxcessive Lrighlnoss, and the
maasos of black cloud piled up around
her, the edgos of which ware touched
with a weird light as they approached,
looked like vast flonting continonts of a
chaotic world, Charlotte’s head rested
on her hand, hofore her lay her manu-
soript, the lnsl page written with the
samo scrupulous noatness that charnctor-
izoed it throughout. Tho labour of months
was over, and with n deop-drawn sign of
satisfuction she looked upon it, knowing
that sho had not failed. At the same
time, howover, tho strain which lad
onablod her tu rench the guol relaxed,
snd she folt that shoe had done too much.
Her hauds trombled as she sowod her
manuacript togother, hor checks glowed
with excitoment and fatigue. It was
pust midnight, but sho determined bofore
she went to rest, to propare the wmanu-
seript for postage to-orrow. It was
noatly and earefully put up, and nddress-
od to no loss u man than the editor of
the B—— Magazine. A short, simple
lotter was written and lnid beside it, and
Charlotty, at lungth oxhausted, but hap-
Py, leid hor hoad upon hor piliow.

The following day lotter and manu-
script woro posted, and Charlotte detor-
mined to follew har mothor's ceunsel and
givo hersolf more rest for the future.
Shoe would wtite nethiug more until the
fate of this first vonture was decided,
and in the mean time would put it out of
her mind a3 nuch as possible. She felt
languid and overwrought, but the fori-
nigflt‘s holidays waro apprenching aud
would sot hor right again. It might have
done so, and Charlotte beon spared the
dork dnys which she was to pass, but for
an cccurrance which took place about
this time. It was ong of the Inst duys of
Novomber, and the first of Charlotte's
holidnys, o day of unoqualled boauty,
calm and warm as a summor's day in
Lngland. The boys had insisted” en
thoir sistor’s walking with thom along
the shoro te a cave which they had leng
been desireus of visiting, and to which
thoy had been forbidden to go alone, as
from tho tormation of thy coast and the
sudden inrush of tho tide, it was noces-
sary to exercise caution in walking along
the sands. Tho cavo itsolf has a melan-
choly tradition attached to it about two
young lovers, who, having strolled alpng
the sands from Biarritz, had entored it,
and there, oblivious of all but cach
other, had lingerod until the pitiless tide
had rushed in npon them, and 8scapo
was impossible. Lho fellowing day their
lifolass bodies were discovered in the
cave, which, from that timo forward, had
beon designated * la chambre ¢'amour.”

Leaviug their mother with books and
work to while away the time of their
absonco, Charlotte and the children set
out on their expeditien. Tho beauty of
tho day, the gleo of her young brothers,
tho feoling of rest from wnremitting work,
all conspired to make Charlotte more liko
hersslf than elie had folt for weeks past,
and when they reached the sands and the
deligious sea-air mot them, soon brighten-
ing Charlotte's ohedks, she was .as merry
and light-hearted ‘as the boys themsolves,
'1!1% walked forward aleng * the level
sands, stopping te pick up shells and to
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look at the great waves in the distance,
for the tide wasfar out. The cave was
reached at length, and found, to the chil-
dren’s dinappointment, te be a small one,
and so choked by the accumulated sand
that they had almost to creep threugh the
ontrance. But the masses of boautiful
maiden-hair fern, growing in itsa moist
recesses, repaid Charlette, at least, for the
viait, and she filled one of the bey's sat-
chels with the carefully upreoted, delicate
feathery tufts, How plessed her mother
would be to plunt snd tend them. 'The
shore hers had changed its character, and
bold rocks took the place of the sandy
ineline, broken by patches of cullivation,
which had extended for some miles. Just
about the cave, these rocks wero of great
heightand very precipitous, and the sands
were scatiered over with huge blocks and
houlders, which had pnrted from the
mass and fallon forward. There were
fantastic forms among them. Some ro-
sambled sen monstors of uncouth shape,
others were like the ruins of some ancient
structura  Charlotte wandered amoungst
thoem, while the boys hunted for limpets

childlron can enly estimate.

They had brought their lunch with
them, and having done full justice to it,
Frank and Charlie recommenced their
investigations, while their sistor seated on
a fragment of rock full into a pleasant
day dream, only rousing herself to see
that the hoys were not climbing to peril-
ous places in their pursuit of trensures,
There was something so soothing in the
murmur of the appronching water, and
the quiet broathing of the wind, that she
might after a while have fallon pleasantly
asleep, had she not bogun to realize thai,
ore long, the tide wourid be invading this
little promontary, and that it would le
mdvisable, tho afternoon being somowhat
advanced, o sct off on their return. A
fow momonts more gazing out to seaward,
and she rose from her seat and looked
round for her brothers. Charlie was net
fur off ; seated on tho sand, he was watch-
ing, with earnest attontion, the movemonts
of a young crab which was making un-
gainly offorts at locomotion beside him.
Frankio was not visible. “Wo must go
homo,” said Cliarlotte, somewhat anxious-
ly, as sho bocamo awaro of the incrensing
noise of the waves ; *“whore is Frankie 1"

Charlie, unwillingly but promptly,
giviog up his engrossing empleyment at
iis sistor’s voico,roplied by looking round
in all directions and  shouting his
brothor's name. “Iam sure he was here
not ten minutes ago,” he said—* why,
what a fellow he is; yeu may Le sure
he has gone climbing up the rocks after
sea-pinks Charlette, ho snid ho would.”
“Run to the eavo and look thore,” said
Charlotte, n sudden sonse of alarm tak-
ing possession of her, whilo she herself
hutried in another direction, ropeatedly
calling her littlo brother. No he cer-
tainly wns not among the boulders, ang
the smallest object would-have been dis-
cornible upon the streich of yellow sand.
“Not in the cave,” shouted Charlio.
With a sickening sense of uncertainty,
Charlotte mised her eyes to the rocks,
precipitousgas'thoy were in sowe places,
in othors they woro more gradual in
their fall, and here and there was a sort
of natural pathway, terribly steep indeod,
but as it scomed from here not altogothor
impracticable.  With what spocchless
anxioty did Charlotte’s questioning eyes
rost ou first one then another of these
paths, but the little figure which she
sought was nowhere {o be discerned.
Again sho callod him, again she searched
among the dobris of rocks, but only
found herself rotracing hor steps to no
purpose. Charlie moan-time had made
a discovery ; hidden by a projecting
anglo of rock, thero was a roughly hewn
flight of steps, with an iren rail running
beside it, which deubtless formed the
most direct way te the summit of the
oliffs, and which Frankic must kave
discovered and made use of.

Charlotte was unutterably thankful.
Of courss, he must have ascended these
steps, was waiting for thom at the top,
most probably, little realizing, dear child,
what she had passed through within the
st fow moments.

“Como, Charlie,” she said, giving one
last loek areund, to jassuro herself that
sho was not mistaken, “wa” will go up at
once; in ten minutes move the waves will
havs reached this,” and the began the
liring ascent, helding by ‘the rail, and
pressing eagerly forward. ~ But the steps
were very rough and unequal, and when
Charlotte saw with what difficulty Chazlie
climbed them, that terrible anxiety once
moro laid hold of her. - Frankie was two
Years younger, and had neither the

strength nor the agility of his brother,

and othor treasures, the value of which[

They get on ‘so slowly, her heart beat
violently, and she trembled with anxiety
to reach the top, yet overy moment she
glanced down to the sands and marked
ow tho sea was encreaching upon them.
Up, up tho weary steps,—was it certain,
after all, that Frankie had climbed them?
But new they reached a littls level pro-
jection in the rock, railed round, for it
was a dizzy and dangerous spot. They
paused a moment. Charlis, leaning
agninst the rail, looked down, looked and
uttered a cry of consternation. “See,
Lottie, seo! He isdown there, afterall !
She looked ; and thero, behind a
boulder, g0 low that she had not thought
of geing round it, lay Ifrankie in the
warm sand, fast aslecp! Fast asleep!
and the sea, the pitiless sen, within, as it
seomed, a few yards froem the spot where
he lay, and which—in how many minutes
more7—would be covered deep by the
rolling, aeothing waters !
(To be C‘ontinued).

A MOTIIER'S POWER.

A moment’s work on clay tells moro
than an hour’s labor on brick. Seo work
on hearts befora they harden. During
the first six er eight years of child life
mothers have full sway,; and this is the
time to make the deepest and most en-
during impression on the human mind.

The examples of maternal influences
are countless. Selomon himself records
the words of wisdom that fell from a
mother’s lips; and Timothy was taught
tho Scriptures from a child by his grand-
mother and his mother.

John Randolph ef Roeanoke used to
say: “1 should have been a French
atheist wero it not for the recollection of
the time whon my departed mother used
to take my little hands in hers, and mako
me say on my bended kneos, ¢ Our Father
who art in heavon !’ ”

“1 have found out what you are,” said
& gentloman ono morning to President
Adams. “I have been reading your
mother's letter to her son.” Washing-
ton’s mother trained her boy te truthful-
ness and virtuo ; and when his messenger
called to tell hor that her son was raised
te tho highest station in the nation’s gift
she could say : ¢ (ieorge always was a
good boy-"

A mothor's tears drepped on the head
of her littlo boy one evening as ho sat in
the deorway and listoned while she spoke
of Christ and His salvation. “ These
tears made me n missionary,” said ho,
when he had given his manheod’s prime
te the sorvice of the Lord,

Some one nsked Napoleon what was
tho great need of the French nation.
“ Mothers,” was the significant answer.

“Yoman, has Gob given you the
priviloges and responsibilities of mother-
hood ¢ Be faithful then to the little ones.
You hold tho key of their hearts ncw.,
If you ouce loso it, you would give the
world to win it back. Use yeur oppor-
tunitios bofore they pass.

And remomber, little onos, you never
will have but ene mether. Obey and
honor her. Listen to her words, and
Gop will bless you day by day,—7%he
Christian. .

BLAMELESS, NOT FAULTLESS.

WE areto be blameless now. We
shall be faultless hereafter—*preserved
blameless, and presented faultless.” Such
is the blessed nnd glerious ideal which is
sot before the Christian, and which both
the ability and faithfulness of Gop are
pledged to make real. Itisto beasked
what practical difforence there is in such
a distinction. We mny take as an ex-
ample a little child, wheso heart is bent
upon ploasing her mother. Her first
littlo task of needle work is put into her
her hands.  But the little fingers arc all
unskilled, nor has she any thought of
the nicety required ; still with intense
pleasuro she sots stitch after stitch, until
at lnst she brings it ‘0 her mether. She
has done her best and does not dream of
failure. And her mother, taking it sees
two things ; one is a work as faulty as it
can well be, with stitches long and
crosked, and the other is that smiling,
upturned face, with its sweet conscious-
ness of love.  Not for anything weuld
she coldly criticise that work. She thinks
of the effort to please, and how little she
could expect iz s first attempt, It is the
child’s best for the: time - being. So she
commends her, and even praises the
poor imperfect work, and. then: gently
and most lovingly ‘shews her how she
may do better. - The: belioving, loving
child of Goo. may possess this blessing

reached, but as ons to enjoy nlong the
way. Only in this case thero will be
not a life more and more holy, _but.a
heart growing purer and purer in its
love.— Svuthern Churchinan.,

WAITING TO BE GRACIOUS,

BoME years since a family moved to
the Weat. They secured a piece of land,
and began to make them a home. As
yenrs passed, that home assumed shape
and acquired beauty, and the wild land
became a rich farm. Beyond their ex-
pectations even, they prospered in all
they undertook. .

Among the fow books takeu with
them from their former home was the
old family Bible. They had never used
it much hefore; they nsed it even less
now. It was kept on the stand at first;
but in the small house it proved to be in
the way, and was moved from place to
place, “1ill at last it was thrust on an
old shelf over the door of the cabim
When they entercd their “new house”
the Bible was put away with many other
things, “too good to leave behind, but
no: of much use.” .

Many years had passed, and oue of|
their children wns sick. For many days
they watched at the bedside. At last
the doctor said, “To-night will be the
crisis. As she passes it, so will she live
or pass awny " It wasa fearful ni.ght.
Most people know of some such a night
-—a night never to be forgotten. Hour
after hour those parents waited. Mid-
night had paszed, and the clock had
struck one. and still no change. At
length mother said ;

“I cannot bear it any longer. I feel
that we must pray and ask Gop to help
us,”

“But I have not prayed for years—
not since I wns a Loy at home. And
our Bible; I do not know that we have
any.”

“1 think I can find it.”

She went nnd sought the book, which
for years had been am incumbrance,
She brought it out, and they both sat
down and read it. O, how (ifferent it
seemed now! Passages they had learn-
ed when children now glowed with
brightness. How rich ! how comforting !
how wonderful it was! It scemed as if
Gop was right there with them, and
talking to them. For a long time they
rend on, and at last knelt down and
prayed as-they never prayed before.
They did not pray for the life of their
child, but for themselves, that Gop
would heal them. Avnd Gev heard
them, and that night of sorrow was
turned into n morning of joy. To their
bliss, their child awoke in the morning
refreshed, and from that began to re-
cover.

It seemed to me that the Bible illus-
trated the grace of Gop! How patient-
ly it had waited for its time to speak !
For filteen years it had been neglected.
It had been thrust from its place again
and again. There was not room forit in
the house. It was never spoken of but
injest. It was never looked at but to
find forit a more obscure place. Butit
uever murmured when thrust aside, and
when it was reviled it reviled not again,
At Inst its day came, the heart opened,
and it was ready to speak and bless.
How it waited to be gracious! How ever
after it blessed that home, filling the
place it had waited to fill these many
years >—Selected.

FAMILY WORSHIP IN AFFLICTION
“THE value and beauty of family wor-
ship in the time of bereavement are illus-
trated by an incident in the life of the
Rev. J. A. James, which has almosi a
touch of the sublime. It was his cus-
tom to read at family prayer on Saturday
evening the 103d Psalm. On the Satur

day of the week 1n which Mrs. James
died, he.hesitated, with the open Bible
in his hand, before he began to read;
but, after 8 moment’s silence, he looked
up and said, ‘Notwithstanding what has
happened this week, I see no reason for
departing frem our usual custom of read-
ing the 103d Psalm, “Bless "the Lord, O
my soul, and all that-is within me bless
His holy name.”’ What must be the
effect upon a household of such a scene !
What a picture is thus pressnted sf holy
resignation -and :-thankfulness! The
greatest sufferer recognizing, as- the head
of the family, the hand that. has smitten
his home_ and ' made :it ‘desolate, and in
the depth ~of his serrew blessing ‘the
name of the ' Lerd!"— Ohristian Home

of blamielessness, niet as oneto be finally

Life.

A HOLY LIrFE,
A wory life is made up
small things, Little words, not eloquent
speeches or Sermens ; little dee.lsl, 1-10‘
miracles, nor battles, ner olis "reat.
heroic aet, ar mighty martyrdom, l:mk;
up the true Christian life. T, littl
constant sunlbeam, not the lighmmg s the
waters of Siloah, © that @0 som\i” in
their meek inissien of refreshmen; not
the waters of “the river, ngJl,Qnd
many,” rushing down in torrent Ruise
and force, are the true symbels of 1 35
lifa.  The avoidanee of little evils, li:z]i
sins, litt.le incousistencies, littly, wrak.
nessos, little follies, little indiser.tjgpg
and imprudences, little foibles, littls i,
dulgonces of sell and the flesh—thq
avoidance of such little things
goes far to mako up, at least, the
beauty of a holy life.
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Childyen’s B?p?z?tmt‘;tt:

WHAT WILL YOU DO WITH IT}

Oxr Sunday evening Mr, Bath’s family
were in the sitting-room just before family
worship.

“Children,” said Mr. Bath, I w
ask you some questions.”

The children looked up at him iy
prise.  What was coruing?

Mer. l(%luth began: ‘“What ure yoy g0~
ing to do with what you got "to-L:
Charles 7" YO ot today,

Charles looked at kis father, then at his
sister, and then at his father agnin, «J
did not get anything, father.”

“What are you going to do with whay
you got, Mary?”

"The child looked at him. whi'e she play-
ed with her handkerchief, thought "
moment, and then said, “I do not know
what I have received, father. I an sure
I do not know what you ma=p 1

“Wicre were you both to-day 1"

“At Church, aud at Suud:iy School,
father.  Oh, yes, I did get somethine.”
said Charles. =

“So did I,” said Mary,
and & paper.”

“If thatis what you mean, futher, I
got just what Mary did,” said Charles, «T
also got this reward check,”

“This is only a part of what I mean.
Did you get anything at church 1

“What a question " said the children,
“Why, we mever get anything there,
papa.”

“Did you not get a sermon? Was not
that Gon’s Word? Did younot under-
stand part of it}”

Father waited for an answer. That
was & mew way of looking at the matter,
and the childron waited a little time to
think.

“In fact,” said he, “you got more
than books and papers in Sunday Sclool.
What was it 1”

“1 suppose you mean the lesson,” said
Ch(;u‘les, wondering where papa would
end.
“Yes,” the lesson is the main thing
you get at Sunday School. Boys and
girls generally think only of books and
papers which are there givon to them;
but yeu must know that they are of far
less account than the lessom, which is
Gop's Word of grace and love to man.
Never forget that this is Divine truth, as
it comes to us from Gop threugh tiose
whem the Holy Ghost moved to write
it for om instruction.”

“Yes, wo had such a gosd lessen to-
day about Peace with Gop.” said Mary,
“and our teacher made <t very plhin to
us all.”

“ Well, what are you going to do with
all this truth of Gon?”

¢ We must romemberit,” said Charles.”

“Yes, and toll it to others,” sid
Mary.

S0 far very good : but you must do
even more than this, my children; you
must lay it to heart.”

*“ How does one do that, father?

“Laying it to.heart means that you
not only believe what Gob says, but also
feel that Ma says it te you, and that you
try to use it for yeur own geod.”

¢ Now, dear children,” said Mr. Bath,
opening the Bible for worship, “I want
to press upen your hearts and minds the
solemn question which I asked at the be-
ginning, ¢ What will you de with what
you got te-day from Gopf You need
not answer it to me; but give answir to
Gop when you kneel down té pray avery -
day this week. e gives us all things,
and He holds us te account for whst He

ant to

SUr-

“I got a book

gives us"—Kind Words.-



