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When Summer Comes.
DY FRAN: IN'HALE BARNARE:

Ot skivg, Wil Sutmmer ever come
And bring us fairer, sweeter days?
Will frozen earth be over numb,
And has the sun uo warmer blace
‘T'o hieat the still ground nte lifo
And wake the air with murmur’s rife,
Which ray, **The earth that Jong was dumb
A thousand busy tongues has found,”
While ceantless rustling wings will hum,
When mingles many a «rowsy soumd,

But now, at morn, like tangled ropes,
Tha fairy woven skeins of frost
Are meshed the faded earth ncross,
Reminding me of some dead hopes
Which all their warmth and joy bas lost;
Yet lic across nur loubting hearts,
A blighting presence, which imparts
To us no beruty but of ice.
And when, again, to hope we dare,
The chilling mem’ry will arise
Of dreams which died, tho' once most fair,
A calil net woven from life's frost
To keep joy down, is each mess crossed.
My heart, I speak to thee at last,
i‘or thee will Summer ever bloom ?
Canst thou forget the fuding past,
Emerging from the Winter's gleom
To {;lorious life, bright skies above
Which tells theo thou art ruled by love?
Oh, will thy mute chords ever wake
In music, "neath a tender touch,
Which thrills thee, and the stillness break
To murmur that thy joy is much?

Oh, longing heart, contented be;

The present has some glorious days,
And thou canst all around thee see

The beauty which alone cun raise
Thee up to higher, grander things,

If thou wilt take the proffered winga.
Faint heart, in realizing this

Before the crystal hours are gone,
I know that thou canst never iniss

The Summer, tho’ it may not dawn,
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Christ Welcoming Sinners,

WE are {old that in stormy weather
it is not unusual for small birds to be
blown out of land to the sea. They
- aro often seen by voyagers out of their
reckoning end far from the coast, hover-
ing far up over the mast on weary
wings, as if they wanted to alight and
rest themselves, but fearing to do so.
A traveller tells us that on one ocea-
sion a little lark, which followed the
ship for a considerable distance, was at
last compelléd through sheer weariness
to alight. e was s0 worn out as to
be easily caught. The warma hand
was 80 sgreeable to him that he sat
doewn on it, and burying his little cold
feet in his feathers, and locking about
with his bright eye not in the least
afraid, and as if feeling assured that he

had teen csst amongst good, kind
people, whom e bad no ccension to bo
50 backward in trasting. A tonohing
preture cf the soul who is aroused by
the Spirit of God, and blown cut of itg
reckoning by vhe winds of eanviotion
and the warm recoption which the little
bird received at the hands of passengers
conveys but a faint ides of that wel-
come which will always greet the worn-
out sin-sick souls who will commit
themsolves into the hands of the enly
Saviour.—C. I, Spurgeon
bt -t

Alone with God,

OxnE Sabbath night after discoursing
on & very tolemn sutject which had
stirred my own roul, I to k a walk
beforo going home. It was a clear
starlight without any moon, and the
heavens lookcd down upon me with sl
their sublimo impressiveness, I found
myself, unconsciou.ly, walking in the
direction of the mill. 1 had not gone
far when I mebt my senior colleague
and friend pacing slowly up and down
by the side of the stream near his
house. As soon ag I ecame up he said :
“Man, I couldna gang hame direct
frae the chapel the nicht,  Aftor hearin’
your sermon I wanted to bo alane wi’
God ; and T never feel His prosenco as
much a8 when I am oob in & nicht like
this, Ye were spenker’ about death,
D’ye ken I never think o’ death! Iv's
aye like thet fille my mind. As long
as I gee sich a sky as that abune me,
and hae a grip of Ohrist within me,
DP'm sure that death is swallowed up in
victory. I am no sae sure, as some
folks seem to be, that heaven wi!l be
sae different from this worl, When I
wasg a laddie I used the Bock of Revel.
ation frae beginnin’ to end on Sabbath
afternoon. And on a Monday morning
when I guuv up to herd father’s coo,
just as the sun was risin’ and spreadin’
s glimmer owre the lift, the bits of
birdies praising God wi’ all their might,
and the lock at the fit of the field like
a picture &’ peace, I wonder if Revel-
ation and natur’ were na’ a ane, and
sometimes thocht that ¢ the new heaven
and new earth’ jist ment that when
we woke up on the resurrection morn
we would find ourselves in the same
place with this differ: that sin aad
sorrow had fled awa’ as the nicht was
passin’, jist like mist frae the braes.,”—
Scottish Magazine.
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The Sweetest Joys.

VEry many of the sweotest joys of
Christian hearts are songs which have
been learned in the bitterness of trial.
It is said of a little bird that he will
nev or learn to sing the song his mastor
will have him sing while it is light in
his cage. Ho learns a snatch of every
song he hears, but will not learn a
full separate mel:dy of his own, And
the master covers the cage and makes
it dark all about the bird, and then he
listens and l2arns the ono song that is
taught to him, until his heart is full of
it. Then, ever after, he sings that’
gong in the light. 'With many of us
it is as with the bird. The Master has
a song He wants to teach us, but we
learn only a strain of it, a note here
and there, while wo cateh up snatches
of the world’s song aud sing them with
it. Then He comes and makes it dark
about us till we learn the sweet melody
He would teach us. Many of the
loveliest #ongs of peace and trust sun
by God’s children in this world, they
have been taught in the darkened
chamber of sorrow.—Clhristian Weekly.
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Book Nctices.

Siege of Lowisbury, 1745, By David

Hickey, Methodist Minister, To-

ronto: William Briggs, 78 & S0

King Street Kast, ‘

‘We are glad to welcome another !
volume from our Publishing House.
We ave also gratified that the author is
one of our own ministers, and is a
member of the Nova Scotia Conference.
We congratulate him on his firsb i
attempt at authorship, of which he has 1
no cause to be ashamed., The book
may be designated a religious novel,
but is not deserving of a place in the |
Index Expurgatorius, !

The acene of the story is Louisburg,
Cape Breton, a portion of our own
Dominion, of which all our readers
should be glad to receive further in-
formation. The siege of that famous
fortress is graphically told. The per-
sons who ave the chief actors are
delineated in a fow life-like touches.
Our youthful readers will be especially
intorested in t'e career of William and
Mary, who are the most conspicious
persons in the narrative. The volume
will repay perusal. Its doctrinal teach-
ings are orthodox. Our Sunday-school
friends should by all means give it a
place in their libraries,

f

My Aunt Jeanette. By Mrs. 8, M.
Kimball, New York: Phillips &
Hunt. Toronto: William Briggs.

This is one of the most delightful
books that it has been our privilege to
read. The style of the book is per-
tpicuous, The different persons who
are mentioned are described in a fow
paragraphs or sentences, which give
the reader a good iden of their respee.
tive characteriztics, while at the samo
time thers does not scom to bo any
attempt at exaggerati n.

Aunt Jeannctte, who is the chief
personage with whom the authoress
makes us acquainted, was a noble
Chrigtian maiden lady, who lived in
the State of Maine, not far from the
City of Portland. She does not scom
to have dreaded either poverty or
riches. Her means were amplo for her
own wants, and still she had something
to spare for charitable objects. Her

Prison,

assisting young people, pmiticularly.
William and Mary ; A Tale of The those of her own sex, how to become!|

useful.  Ier's was cheerful piety, and:
she was never so happy as when en.’
gaged in schemes to make others
happy.

This venerable lady wag a member
of a Congregational Church, but was
always ready to co-operato with mem.
bers of other denominations in works
of faith and labours of love. 1In evan
golistic gorvices or in the temperancs
cnuso she was eover ready to lend 2
holping hand, and not a few wer
undor great obligation to her for the
benefits they received from her zealous
labours.

It will be scen that the bLook is
largely autobiographical. Mrs. Kim-
ball was left in possession of all the
literary productions of her distinguished
relative, and in preparing the volume
for publication, she has done little
more than select from the journals, and
add a fow well choson sentences as
connecting links, Hor part has been
done with good taste, and we are much
mistaken if the volume does not become
a general favourite, especinlly with
young people. It descrves an extonsive
circulation, '

A TRANSCENDENTAL preacher took
for his text, “Feed my lambs.” As
he camo out of the church a plain old
favmer said to him, * That was a very
good text; but you placed tlie hay s0
high in the rack that the lambs couldn't
reach it, nor the old sheep oither.”

A TRAVELLER visiting a Mexican
cathedral was shown by tho sacristan,
among other marvels, a dirty opaque
glass phial.  After eying it some time
the traveller said, “ Do you call this a
relic?  Why, it is crapty.” ¢ Empty!”
retorted the sacristan, indignantly.
‘¢ Bir, it contains some of the darkness
DMoses spread over the land of Egypt.”

Axoxa the Chautauqua graduates
are two ladics who aro totally blind.

These ladics bave had the entire course
read aloud to them,

A SUNISTER suddenly stopp-d in his
sermon and sang a hymn, *If tho
members of tho choir aro to do the
talking,” he explained, * thoy cortainly
will allow me to do the singing.” And

life was one of gcoduess, Sho lived to
help others, and took great delight in

then things in the neighbourhood of
tho organ became more quiot,
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