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DOE TH14 NXlrl THYNGE.

Froin an old EnghsBh Parsonage,
Down by thle sua,

Tliere camin the twilight
A message to Ille;

Its quaint Saxon legend,
Peeply engraven,

Hath, as i%. seems te me,
T£eaohing for hieaven;

Aîid on tlîrougli the lîoura
The quiet wvords ring,

Like a low inspiration:
"Doe the nexte thynge."

Many a questiening,
Many a fear,

Many a deubt,
Hath its quieting here.

Moment by moment,
Let down froin heaven.

<Pime, opportunity,
Guidance are given.

Fear not to-înorrows,
Child of tue King;

Trust clieni with Jesus:
"Doe the nexte thynge'i

Oh! Hoe would have thee
Daily more free;

Knowing the migh,
0f thy loyal degree.

Ever in waiting,
Glad in Hie call;

Tranquil in chaetening
Trusting thïrough al

Ceenings and «OhîliS
No turmoil nee~ bring;

Hie ail thy futurt:
"Doe the nexte thygne."

Do it imimediately;
Do it with prayer;

Do it reliantly,
Casting ahl care;

Do it with reverence,
Trating hie hand

Who hat p]accd it before thee
With earnest commiand.

Stayed on Omnnipotente,
Safe 'neath His wing,

Leave ail resultings:
"Doe the nexte thynge."

Looking te, Jesus,
Diver serener,

Working or suffering
Be thy demeanour.

ln the ehade of Ris presence,
The rest of His calmi

The light of hie countenance,
Live eut thy psahin

Strong in Ris faithfulness,
Praisc% humn and sing.

Then, as ha beokone thee,
"Doe the nexte thynge.'i

TRE HIDDEN CHILD.
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The air was vocal svitli iaughter
That camne like sweet mnusic te me;

Tho housQ, froni tlrcehold to rafter,
WVas ringing with innocent gice.

A face peoped out througli tho gloamning,
Than a vision of angois more fair,

With dark eyes that danccd at zny commngZ,
And a glory of golden hair.

But the music was huehed on niy entry,
The beauty hand vanishcd frein sight;

And ehe who had stood as a eentry C
To await me, had takeon her flight.

I called, but no voice came replying;
1 hunted the whole house o'er;

Till a soft laugh, tho silence defying,
Rippled eut throughi a half-closed door.

Like a chirp tellingw~here the bird hoveredl,
Was thie tinkle of love's sweet alarme;

And 1 found the darling sale coverý,d
In the nest of her mother's arme.

By the aide of a crib 1 linger,
Where a littie forin lies se etili;

But brow, and besoin and finger
Are inotionless, white and chili.

Nu cry of iny love cau wake her,
Re-kindling her eye's brigyht flame;

No kiss on those lips caun male her,
As yesterday, utter niy naine.

Oh niy nîurmuring spirit, hush theel
Be flot with despair oppresedi

God sonde net this sorrow te crus3h thee,
But thy love and thy faith te teest.

Your darling je only hiding
rIn another and brighter reem;

And thore in swoet siielter abiding,
Sho will wait until yeu shaîl cerne.

Her beauty and gentle behavior
Sha.l keep for yen all their charme,

And thore at laet with her Savieur
You shall find hor at rest in hie arme.

-Madison, Wis.

When all is bright and gay,
I will pray,

And foul the tempter's art,
Lest sunshine lure my heart

Frein the way.
Whon darkness follows day,

1 will pray;
And my tearful eyes shall see

* That love ie guiding me
On the way.

Lot life bring what it may,
1 wilI pray;

If I cannot undorstand,
I will hold my Fathor's hand,

Ail the way.-Mrs. M . F. BsutM


