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A SILVER LINING.

1E old proverb that ‘‘every cloud has a silver liniqg,"
T is strikingly exemplified in a littie book we have just
heen reading.  Under the title of ¢ Anasls of An Unquiet
Nuighbour]wod ” (Longley, ls:), Mr., \e:um:s very tellingly
parrates his ministerinl experiences in the East of London,
more especially in  conmection with the beloved Miss
MeCarthy. - . .

«The following,” says Mr. Yeames, ‘‘is the experience of
a woman who has for mauy years walked worthily of her
profession,  We give it as nearly as pussible in her own

rords:—

i ]t was on a Sunday morning that I was first made to
think about my soul. I Lad been selling in the street as usual,
when I heard a young man preaching at the top of Banner-
street, and I went and listened. While I listened I became
very wretched, and could not hold upmy head. Iwasrooted
to the spot and could not move, though I knew my husband’s
dinner was spoiling. “If all this is true,” says I to myself,
_“itwon't do for me to go on as I have been goin’ on.” 1 went
home and said to my husband, * Now it's no use your making
a noise, for T couldn’t have come home before, not if fifty
dinners had been spoiling ; no more would you if you had
heard what I've heard, and fclt what I've felt.” Soin the
evening I went to look for some humble place where T could
hear more about my soul—not a big church or chapel, you
know, but just a little humble place where nobody wouldn’t
notice me. I went down Chequer Alley, and there stoed our
old Jady (Miss MzCartby) at the door of the little old room.
“ Are you coming in to-night, my dear ?” she said, and so 1
says I was, and I went in. ~ But I felt worse than ever. And
in the prayer-mecting she saw how miserable 1 was, and she
came and spoke to me, and she seemed to know all that was
in my heart, she did. And she spolke so kind, and all- she is
the best friend I ever had—God bless her ! So afterwards they
invited me to the little class, and I went, but I felt it wouldn't
do for me to be selling in the street on Sunday mornings, and
going to class in the afternoon.

**One Sunday morning Miss McCarthy came and said,
“Now I want yon to go tochapel with me.” And I said,
“Why, you'd be ashamed to walk along the street with such
a one as me ; besides, my husband won’t let me go.” “Oh!’
she said, “*I'll make that all right? let me help you on with
yonr bonnet and shawl, and I'll go downstairs and ask your
husband.” ¢ But you’d better not,” Isaid, ¢ he's sure to abuse
you and swearat yon.” ** But,” said she, “I'm notafraid; God
shut the mouths of the lions when Daniel was in the den, and
Hewill shut his mouth.” So she weat down and asked him,
and he said, “Take her, and welcome—I don’t wanti her.”
We went to St. John’s-square Chapel, and Mr. Perks preached,
and my heart was more broke than ever. I went home and 1
said, “‘It’s o use, I must save my soul, and 1 won’t sell on
Sunday any more.” And soon I found peace with God, and 1
bless God for what He’s done for me.’

“She did not say, however—what was the fact—that she
promised to go without food on Sundays, if her husband would
not require her to sell in the streets.  She has still {0 endure
much. both of ridicule and annoyance, but once told me that,
though she were thrust out of doors, with only a truss of
straw and a crust of bread, she would never give up her
r.ligion,”

PRAY FOR THE STANDAR
BEARERS.

T is scwctimes the case that Chrislians ferget o pray for

those who really meost necd the help of their prayers.
El'hey leok upon them as strong, and as needing no assistance.
Blhey think of their talents and abilitics, of the works wineh
ghey have done, and of the :ntluence wkhich they wield, and
By, * Surcly they have no uced of any help from such weak
gunes as 113
B But greatness is no guarantee of goodness. Streng men
ghave strong passions ; great men have great faulte.  The man
Bho to-day scems adequate o every cmergeucy, carable of
Bnecting and confounding every foe, may, by the subtle in-
Mucnce of temptation, before another meorning dawns, bLe
Suitten, wounded, and destroyed. The fight rages most

fiercely where the banners wave above tho fray ; and those
who have been set forth in the providence of God, and by the
call of his Church to bear the standard in the fight of faith, of
all persons need the earnest, sympathetic, prayerful help of
all who love our Lord Jesus Christ in sincerity.

Many have fallen, and many now are trembling on the vergo
of overthrow. Pressad down with burdens, afllicted in various
ways, temipted, tried, flattered, and praised, unless God inter-
pose, it is a wonder that their_lives are not an utter failure,
and the hopes of those who love them wrecked in ruin and
despair.

Let Christians remember the standard-bearers—those who
lead the van, those who mouki and guide the opimions of
others, and who shape the sentiment which rules the hour.
Let them be faithful to God in all they are called to do, and
let us pray for them, that, fullilling all 1his will, they may be
accepted in His sight at last.— Christian.

WEAVING.

BY L. H. WATERHOUSE,

SIT in the loum of life and weave.  The Master stands by
and patiently tcaches me Low to thread the shuttle and
beat the threads in carcfully. 1 must not stop until the work
is finished, and the Master Las promised to be with me to the
end. I oneefretted at my work, and tized not to do it, but the
Master was tirm and patient, and now 1do1t cavefully through
love forllim. I once was anxious to weave in threads of my
own choosing, bat 1 saw what mtiful work I made, and now I
let the Master choose for me.

Even after I gave the threads into 1lis care, 1 wondered that
ITe gave me so many different kinds. Now 1 am satistied with
Uis choice for me.  Some of the threads are golden and somo
are very dark. Tears have fallen over some places ; my weary
hand has often almost dropped the sbuttle, but the Master
has winspered to me, ““Ounly a hitle longer, then rest.”

Some of the threads are very, very fine. 1 can scarcely see
them. 1 once scorned these, but 1 work carefully with them
now, for the Master has a use for them. Once 1 often asked
the Master when the end would be, now 1 am content not to
know. I am glad that I have learned that it s blessed to
weave. I once wanted the praise of those about me ; new I
ask, “*Is the Master pleased 2"

Sometime He will put His hand on mine and say, * The
work is done ; you reed not throw the shuttle any more.
Come with Be.” T shall come down from the Joom, He will
cut out the web of life, and I sball go with Him and rest.

THE RELATION OF THE CHURCH
TO THE SUNDAY-SCHOOL.

NIVE no countenance to the idea that the Sabbath-school
cffort is an outside affair, to be managed and conducted
apart from the Church, It is rather the Chureh, the people
of God, exercising their Christian activity m that particular
moie. The Church has its Sabbath-school, as one of the
means of training its own children in the doctrines and duties
of religion.  The children of the Church attend the school,
and then, as a matter of course, remain with their parents to
attend public worship. ‘This fact is a good basis of operations
for inducing the other children of the school to attend. Let
the teachers and let the Church authorities keep this aim
cver before their eyes. There is no way by which an irre-
ligious family can he so surely and effectually Lenefited, as
by inducing them to become connccted with a Christian
cengregation, and to attend statedly religious worship. Next
to a house to shelter their bodies, a family should have somo
religious Zome, a place in some housc of Worship which they
consider theirs, and in which they appear statedly on the
Subbath. There is no mens so effectual for sccuring this
end as an cfficient, well-ordered Sabbath.school. Teachers
and superintendents should accustom themselves more than
they now do to regard this as an important, indeed a leading
pat of their work. The Sabbath-school is an immense net-
work of influences, and it should be continually putting out
its feelers in every dircction, to see what cau ke done towards
reaching and bringing in these families which are without any
Church connections.—Dr. Hart.




