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“IT IS I—BE NOT AFRAID.”

"Ta eventideo—a little bark
1 torsing on the stormy deep,
Icr crew are tolling in tho dark,
Tho course they would they cannaotl keej.

Alone upon the mountain side,
By thema unseen, their Master prays,
Yt ag they struggle 'gainst tho tide,
{5 watchful eye thelr tofl spurveys.

e tarrles t night’s darlcest hour,
Then ealmly walking on the wave,

Huy comes to them in love, In power,
To soothe, to succour and to save,
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im‘, and if we love Him, if our hearts, our souls, ' lessons I caught from iis sermons and his teach-
lour whole beings are His, then have we passed mngs 1n the Bible class have been to me an anchor-
‘from death unto life, then, if we question ourown  chain in many an hour of danger.—Selecled.

iselves, we shall find that we love the brethren also, ‘, . e e
_Ethat we bear that sign of life of which S. john JULIUS HARE IN HIS GARDEN AT
ispeaks. Gop above all and all men in Him, all | HURSTMONCEAUX.

who were created in His image, all for whom | ) _
!Christ dicd.  Those words of our Saviour will be . We are utterly unable to bring forth anything,
iforever cchoing in our hcearts: the Jeast of fhese i whether in thought or deed, that shall be pcrff:‘ct
imiy brethren.  We shall see Him in the poor, the :in the sight of Gon—as unable as we are to build
jafllicted, the oppressed, in - those whom the world |up a sky with our hands, and to launch a fleet of
passes by | And His image in ourselves will be- | stars across it.  Hereby we betray a secret cor-
come more and more manifest, so that for thuse | ruption of our nature, the tamnt of which spreads
who are to us cold and loveluss, or it may be . through our whole lives.  We betray that we have
factively hostile, we shall learn to feel the love !touched the dead body of sin. Think, what an
‘most nearly rescmbling that which cried “Iather, |enormous  difference therce 1s, In constquence of

They know I1im not when He draws near,
Yet will Ie not withhold His ald,

But whoen they cry aloud for fear,
Says, *It {u I, be not afrald,”

He guins the ship, the wind 1s stilled,
The angry billows sink 1o rest,
Tlue mariners, with wonder filled,

Llorgives them, they know not what they do.”
From death to life indced, to be thus drawing
nearer and nearer to Him, Who is the Way, the
‘I'ruth, the Life,—it is to have entered upon the
way leading straight onward and upward to the
jcity of our Gob, itis to be learning more and
;more of that truth which hereafter in full measure

Ithis fatal touch, between man and the other parts
'of creation. When a tree is healthy, what a nun-
ber. of leaves does it bring forth, cach one perfect
!in its kind-—unless there be some blight, or some
“nipping blasts, somcthing not in-itself, but from
(without, to injure them: Now man is made to e
Hlord over the trees ; and the llord should of right

Thelr Iord, the Son of Gob, confast

Lord grunt we may the lesson learn
Whleh for our good Thou hero dust trace,
For in this history we dlscern
A record of thoe life of gruce.

Embarked upon lite's stormy sca,
Left to ourselves we strive in vain
1o reach the shore, apnrt from Thee,

The longed-for rest we cinnot galn.

We know pot that Thy watchful eyo

s mwurlked the way that we have gone,
To us it scerus Thou art not nigh,

Thnt we are feft Lo tol] zlone.

We deemn Thee near when sll [s bright,
When ealm our sen and clear our sky,
We look not for Thue in the alght,
Nor know Thes when Thou driswest nigh.

And should'st ‘Thou in the storm uppear,
Our foolish hearts are sore disinay'd,
i1l woe nhove the tempest hear
Tho words **Tis I, be not afrald.”

Gront us, dear Lord, in good or i,
In storm or calm to feel Thee nigh,
With Thine own peace our bosoms i,
Jesus, Thou Son of Gan Most High,

THOUGHTS FOR SLCOND SUNDAY
AFTER TRINITY.

( MWritten for the Church Guardian, )

Ws know that we have passed from death unto life, be-
eause we love the brethren,

What stronger expression could be used to en-
force the infinite importance of the command—
LOYE ONE ANOTHER ! T'o have passed from death
unto life—from that state of coldness and dark-
ness, wherein, though we may have “the namce”
that we live, yet are we dead, where we are wwe/4-
sut Gop, into the regions of light and love and
heavenly comfort! To Anow that we have thus
passed from death unto life depends upon our fove
Jor the brethren.  Does this scem strange 2 But
why strange? Is not Gop the Gop of Love?
what but His Love, immeasurable, eternal, could
have led Him © give His Only Begotten Son to save
us from the just punishment of our sins?  What
but His Love could lead Him to bear with us day
after day? ‘To wait year by year for the tardy
fruit which we may Dring forth to His glory?
What but His Love has laid up a crown of life
for His faithful, though imperfect servants, and
prepared for them such things as pass man’s un-
derstanding, joys never ending in the heavenly
mansions?  If, then, Love is the attribute by
which our Gop chiefly displays Himself to His
creatures, if Gop s Love, must it not be that
what is most pleasing in His sight is that
we reflect in some measure that attribute?  And
must not the absence of Love be what 15 most
hateful to Him? It is as when the Sun, the cen-
tre of light and heat for our material world, pours
forth his fertilizing rays on rock or arid sands
which remain barren and unresponsive. e
lowe Him, says the Apostle, because

shall be made plain, it is to be riviNg members
of that body which is the spouse of Him Whom
i to know is Life Iternal.

{be better than that he rules. Yet when will man
[bring forth good thoughts, and good words, and
fgood deeds, as abundantly as the tree brings
Horth its leaves P—Whereas, if man’s nature were
tsound and healthy, surcly the lord of the ecarth,
‘he who was made in the image of God, and was
__iendowed  with the mighty, tceming  powers of

Onw more word and I am done. [ have said 'thought, and spuech, and desire, and affection, and
something about the means of the work, but let iaction, ought not to be thus surpasscd by creatures
those of you who are Sunday School teachers [yithout thought or feeling.  Or think, again, of the
also bear in mind the importance of the qualifica- | heautitul Howers, each perfect in its kind, which a
tion of fldelity in theservice, for I know ofno grace | garden brings forth in spring and summer, and
~more needful to the Sunday School teacher than 'then tell me where are your flowers which Gop
(the humble grace of fidelity that marches steadily Enppointcd you to bring forth?  Where is their
ron - sunshine and rain, when no banners are %m‘cctncss 5 Where are the living seeds in them ?
waving,_ and when there is no music to _chccr YOUr | Nav, what ljowers, how many, have you brought
weary fect, no crowd to applaud you, simply bent ; o,th 2 'Fhink well; have you done anything to
s upon duty, loyally true— that is one of the grand-"swhich you can give so fair a name?  If not, can
Test quahtications for a Sunday-school teachier, 1t it e ri'gm that vou alone in the universe snould
ibrings grandeur of character and  brings about . ytierly  fail in fulilling Gow's purpose.  Again,
glorious results, ‘what rich ears of corn has this autwmn ripened !

Down in the lower part of the city the oldsmith | how full they have been ! how Leavy the grain
keeps hammering away at the cable-chain,  He | Have our decds been dike those cars of corn?
could make ten more links a day by skimping his | Alas ' no; none of us can say this of himself—
iwork ; but each link must be truly wrought, so he L Surcly, then, we must all be unclean ; for cvery-
“hammers on, in and out, through the long days. | thing we do has a rotting taint of uncleanness.—
cuntil his work is finished and he passes away and | ﬁ)-t,;,j 2 Vs Lerbarinm. V.

Hies under the green sod in the church-yard. The !
" chain, too, passes until it is found upon the deck
;of a noble ship, coiled limp and rusty around an |  — ]
janchor, and the passengers march up and down, | I shall never forget as long as I Live that day
ispurning it with their feet as they pass, foritscems, when in the glow of the eventide, as the sun was
[to be in their way.  But the duy of sunshine goes ' sinking, and as the mists were creeping over the
‘by. The night comes on. The wind whisties in land, I walked with onc of our native brethren by
'growing fury, and the mad waves leap like mount- | the river side; and saw a light in the dim distance,
rains.  The yards snap, the masts give way, the  when he said to me, “Yonderisthe only Christian
vessel is driven a waif on the raging sca until in the tin all that great town.”  Ten years ago he received
Uight of the morning dawn o howling reef looms, | Christ into his heart ; his father and mother turned
i before which the vessel drifts, a hopeless wreek. : him out; his [ricnds forsook him, his ncighbors
{ Little bower anchor, great bower aregone. “Stand # persceuted him: and all these years he stood his
‘by, men; let go the sheet-anchor ! Out it falls | ground, scarcely getting food o cat. During all
rinto the seething surge. still limp and listess as it | those ten vears he maintained his Christian char-
runs out, Gll at last the vessel 1s brought to bay, facter unspotted in the midst of the heathen round
bwhen the limp chain staads out in the tempeststff jabout him, and the native brother sad to me,
jas an iron bar, so taut it scems to ring a song of | “Now his business is reviving, because people say
itriumph. It s the old Dlacksmith  fighting the fhe sells the best things, and always means what ke
storm. Clink, clink, clink, he hammers on, till j<avs.” 1 entered his humble bamboo hut, and sat
out in the night it is one man against sca, wind, down upon the ground by his side, and as [ dis-
and storm, and one man wins because Nidelity is %courscd about his loncliness and his sadness, the
his.  The storm passes by, the skics are clear, and | tears sprang into his ¢yes, and he said, “No, I am
three hundred men gather to sing thanksgiving to jnever lonely ; for as Christ was with the Hebrew
Gonb for deliverance.  Think you the old black- ! children, and as He was with Daniel in the liens'
smith hears anybody quete some other man as | den, so all the years has He been with me.”
rearning the mecd for his faithful work?

Teacher, day by day in faithful work you are
forging a chain that holds somcthing more precious
i than the noblest vuessel that ever toated at sca—
{the human soul; and by and by, when there comes
tsome {urious storm of temptation with its mad rage
“to drive the soul on eternal ruin, that wiich y(ju
Jhave  wrought—your laithful work—is .\‘[!'Ollgrl‘%

i

THE GRACLE OF LiDELITY.

g -

A SCENK LN INDLA.

! “Lonely, dear Lord ! how can [ be

: With Thy sweet presence here 2

i Thy strength in weakness to make strong ;
! Thy hand to wipe each tear?
{

|

|

Lonely, dear Lord, I only am
When wandering from Thy side,

And heaviest erosses light become
11 in thee abide.

‘;tlmn cable-cham with links of steel to hoid that:

rsoul steadfast in its hour of trial, and when it is

csaved, something of the victory is vours.  "To-night |

“there sits near my side a vencrated father who was |

O blessed Saviour, faithful friend,
When carthly friends forsake,

Thy presence lights life’s darkest hour,
And carth a heaven doth make,”

He first loved jmy teacher in my youth, and 1 thank Gob that the | —ZFrom a Speech by A. [ Baynes, Esy.



