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gUligxons gfattllmtg,
“ My Claw for Jeeua.”

My preoioot elm for Joins,
Who did so much for ms—

Who psid lbs pries which justice olsimed, 
In hours of sgony.

Tis little, O, my Ssviour,
Thet my week hind ean give i 

0,1st ms win these thoughtless ones 
To look to Thee end life.

My whole deer elsss for Jesus 1 
Now in their youthful bloom,

Ers shadows Us across tbs path—
Dull sickness and the tomb :

While life is in its morning,
And bright things cluster nigh,

M.y these immortel souls ley up 
Their treasures in the sky.

My whole deer class for Jesus !
O, let not one be lost,

When Calvary was the fearful sum 
Their wondrous ransom cost.

One littls step may sever 
The parting veil swsy,

And forms that now ere glad sod fair, 
To-morrow may be clay.

For Jesus ! O, for Jesus !
The time is fleeting fast :

The holy Sabbaths hasten by—
Soon, soon will corns the list.

O, teachers, toil lor Jesus 
As ne'er ye toiled before,

That each may bear a precious shell 
To yonder shining shore.

—Sunday-schoel Teacher.
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Conquering Faith.
But two instances are recorded in which Jesus 

pass.d en approving judgment, end looked with 
an admiring regard upon the faith of those who 
came to him ; end It is remarkable that they 
are those of the two Gentiles—the Roman cen
turion and the Syro-Phenicianwomen, “Verily” 
•aid he of the one, •• I have not found so great 
faith j no, not in Israel ! ” sUhiman," said he 
to the other, “ great is thy faitMf

Great faith was needed in those who were the 
first to fuice the barrier that ages had thrown up 
between Jew end Gentile, end greet faith in these 
instances was displayed. Of the two, however, 
that of ths purely Gentile woman was the high
est in its character and the noblest in its achieve
ments.

The Roman's faith was in the unlimitedneee 
of Christ’s power—a power he believed so great 
that even as he said to his soldiers, " Go ! ” and 
they went ; “ Come ! ” and they came ; “ Do 
this ! " and they did it—so could Jesus say to 
disease, and life, and death ; curing a distance ! 
saving, by the simple word of hie power I The 
faith of the Canaanite was not simply in the un
limitedness of Christ's power. Hie power she 
never for a moment doubted. He had no rea
son to say to her, Believest thou that I am able 
to do this P But his willingness he gave her 
himself some reason to doubt. Thousands 
placed as' she was would have doubted—thou
sands tried as she wee would have failed. Which 
of us has a faith in Jeeua of which we are quite 
sure that it would come through such a conflict 
unscathed P In ber it never seems for a moment 
to have faltered. In front of bia mysterious, 
unexampled silence , of the explanation given of 
that silence that appeared to exclude ; beneath 
the sentence that assigned her a place among the 
dogs ; ber faith lived on, with » power in it to 
penetrate the folds of that dark mantle which 
the Lord for a short season drew around him— 
to know and see that behind the eesumed veil of 
coldness, silence, indifference, repulse, reproach, 
there beat the willing loving heart, upon whose 
boundless benevolence she casts herself, trusting, 
and not afraid. This was her confidence, that 
there was more love in that heart to her than 
the outward conduct of Jeaua might teem to in
dicate. It was that confidence which sustained 
her from first to last. It was that confidence 
which carried her over all the obstructions 
thrown successively before her. It was that 
confidence which sharpened her wit and gave 

“tier courage to snatch out of Christ’s own band 
the weapon by which ber last snd greatest vic
tory was won. It was that confidence in him, 
in spite of all adverse appearances, which pleased 
the Lord so much—for he likes, as we all do, to 
be trusted in—and which drew from him the 
unwonted expression at once of approval and 
admiration, u O woman, great is thy faith ! "— 
It is the same kind of simple truat in Jeeua 
that we need : and in us too j if we but had it 
in like degree, it would accomplish like blessed 
results. What the silence and the sentences of 
Jesus were to that entreating women, crying 
after Jeeua to have her poor child cured, hie 
ways and hia dealings, in providence and in 
grace, are to u« crying after him for the healing 
of our own or others’ spiritual maladies. We 
cry, but he sDSweri not s word ; we entrent, but 
he turns upon us s frowning countensnce ; when 
be apesks, hie words seem to cut off from com
fort snd from help. But dtel ss be may with 
us, hide himself as he mey, speak roughly as he 
may, let us still believe that there bests in that 
heart of the Redeemer a love to us, upon which 
we can et all times cast ourselves in full, un
bounded trust.

“ Woman, great it thy faith ; be it unto thee 
even ss thou wilt. And her daughter wee made 
whole from that very hour.”

On Being the Lord’s Prisoner.
^ These lines will- meet the eye of some to 

whot^^j^ title will apply. God has laid his 
arrest upon them by sickness, or accident. It 
is s source of sorrow and perhaps of great in
convenience and trouble. The writer being 
himself ill, can appreciate this, and begs to 
suggest that to be the Lord’s prisoner should be 
an occasion for happy thoughts. "

Noah was the Lord’s prisoner. “ And the 
Lord shut him in." Happy man ! Many s 
dying eye rested on Noah’s prison-house snd 
deemed it then the best place on earth.

Jonah was the Lord’s prisoner. How safe he 
was. He became the most remarkable of navi
gators as to deliverances in the perils of the sea. 
Jonah had some good thoughts ; some sublime 
and beautiful thoughts, when at last his mind

l

had grown eslm. Read bis prayer. How be 
testifies to tbs goodness of God. Strange that 
he did not improve more by the being in such 
custody. Some one of God's whales may have 
swallowed us up : some sickness or sorrow mey 
be plunging us about from one deep to another. 
But we are safe. God created this great fi«h 
for us, to serve this very purpose. Let us re
solve that we will do better than Jonah did when 
we find ourselves landed.

Jeremiah was the Lord’s prvoner, in s fearful 
pit. A man of hia temperament must here suf
fered beyond expression. So one who reads 
these lines may be suffering under some mortifi
es lion or stinging injury. Better men then we 
have suffered from this source. Here is one of 
the cells where God sees fit to imprison those 
who He perceives need exactly this confinement. 
Jeremiah had great communion with God in hie 
“ low dungeon.” Read hie •' Lamentation ” 
there.

Daniel was made prisoner of the Lord, with 
the lions. Was there ever probably, a happier 
night than be spent, with God’s angel ? What 
would induce Daniel now to pert with the ex 
perience which he had in that den ? Our situa
tion in life mey be extremely trying. It msy be 
s scene of temptation. It mey be exposure to 
worldly wickedness, or to herd grinding covet
ousness ; or to some cruel neglect, or injustice. 
“ My soul is among lions," mey be our frequent 
exclamation. But the Lord is keeping us just 
here for some good end. ” The Lord is thy 
keeper.”

We often meet with good people who seem to 
us to be the Lord's prisoners unawares. One is 
a mother with s family of six little children, 
who occupy all her time. No granite, nor iron 
wells or fences, could more effectually confine 
her l#one spot. Inventing amusements, quell
ing disagreements, applying remedies or correc
tions, watching for the return of some snd 
sending others swsy ; heed, hands and heart 
constantly full,—a proposition that looks toward 
recreation or absence seems absurd. For a good 
purpose, providence has thus imprisoned many, 
end they should regard it thus, end not feel that 
they are merely prisoners to circumstances.

There ere minister» who are the Lord’s prison
ers. Some He detains from a pantoral charge. 
They feel able and willing to work anywhere, but 
are not celled. Others are where they would 
not be and they long to change their place. All 
efforts to this end are in vain. God is keeping 
them where they ere, and they will do well to 
consider it in this light. It is not the worst 
thing to be the Lord’s prisoner, if we ere His 
children. Hia mercies are great. Hie prison- 
fare is good. His visits are many and benefi
cent. Ilia metes and bounds are far better than 
our unguarded liberty. When Hie lime comes 
to set us free, we probably shall have become 
accustomed to our confinement, and so submis
sive, that release will rather surprise us. This 
will be the end which He designed. But if 
trial becomes intolerable, a good prayer is :— 
“ Bring my soul out of prison, that I may praise 
Thy name j thy righteous shall compass me 
about ; for Thou shslt deal bountifully with ms.” 
—TV. Y. Observer.
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‘ Booted and Grounded in Love.’
How does a plant grow in earth ? Is there any 
affinity between the delicate petela that embody 
the aunahice and breathe out the fragrance of 
heaven, and clay, sand and gravel from which 
they spring ? The plant, like the Christian, is 
in the earth, but not of it. Its roots wind 
through the most unpromising sterility, and find 
there the hidden source of life, the seme elements 
that glow in stars sad sunsets and falling dew 
So a Christian requires no specially favorable 
spot to find out the secret of the life ‘ hid with 
Cbriat in God. A living soul is no exotic, needs 
no bot-house, shelters snd tending. It grows 
healthily in the midst of evil things, as the white 
lily springs from the muddy bed of the lake j 
while the spirit into which decay has orept, ab
sorbs from the same elements only foulness and 
everhastening corruption.

Did not the Messiah himself seem to men like 
a root out of dry ground ? Yet was snd is He not 
the Tree of Life, transplanted from tbs forsaken 
Eden, snd making this desert more desirable 
than paradise itself. All true believers are off
shoota from tbs divine Root ; they live the same 
life ; they absorb the same spiritual essence ; 
they spring up to scatter joy and gladness over 
the wastes of humanity, to make the wilderness 
bud snd blossom as the rose.

The mystery of growth, the beauty and the 
glory hourly evolved from the asms unseen 
source within, is the wonder we can never fa
thom. It is what constitutes the «harm of the 
bud, and of tbs magnificent forest-growth of 
centuries. Leaf and blossom only illustrate the 
root. And Love Divine is at the root of all ho
liness and virtue, their indispensable and unfail
ing nourishment.—It is by bringing forth fruit, 
by filling the world with Hie freshness snd fra
grance that God is glorified ; for all that is grand 
and lovely in human character, bloiaoma end 
ripens from Him.

The Christian character ia no parasitic growth 
Each for himailf reaches into the Divine Heart, 
refreshes his own life with immortal vigor. Some 
there are who choose to borrow their piety 
from tbs opinions and sentiments of their neigh 
bora, rsther than to feed upon the simple eter
nal truth. These are blown too and fro by every 
wind of doctrine, unstable snd sickly. Holy im
pulses throb faintly within them, and the little 
strength they have is won from the weakness of 
other lives. They add no true beauty to the 
garden of the Lord.

So too, there are holiday Christians,—cut- 
flowers, that make a brief «how, and then fade 
forever ; and others, broken, faded bought, thet 
only tell of a tree that once flourished. But the 
life of the true believer is grounded in love. 
Trials cannot ahake the spirit thus firmly fixed. 
—It finds health in the stern blasts of misfor
tune. To it, indeed, no real miafortene can 
come. The tender vine may be torn from its 
earthly support, but still lives and grows, and 
adorns the earth with its sweet humility. In 
darkness snd perplexity the fibres feel after God, 
and find their atruggling way to Him, who is 
not far from sny of ue. But the strong roots 
run deepest The great soul that Is to be Truth’s 
waymark in the world for ages, often passes 
through years of silence and doubt, unknowing 
that thus alone is a firm

; breadth and depth, and at last, in the height of 
hie being.

j Soul, bow unfaltering should be thy taith ! 
Every moment the roots are fed from that invis
ible, ir.fi -ite ocean of love, which is God him
self.

• Then bless thy eccret growth, nor catch 
At noise, but thrive unseen and dumb ;

Keep clean, bear fruit, earn life, and watch 
Till the white-winged reapers come.'

—Cor. Zion's Her.

The Collier and the Love of Christ.
We make another extract—no more unique 

than impresaiva—from a sermon by Richard 
Weaver, the converted collier, iu Si. Mania’s 
Hall, London :

Suppose I could be privileged to go to heaven 
to-night, and tell them I wanted to know what 
the love of Christ is, that I might coma back 
snd tell poor sincere in St. Martin’s Hall about 
it. Suppoie I asked Abel, “ Abel, thou hast 
been here thousands of years. Canet thou tell 
me what the love of Christ is?” He would 
lay, “ Richard Weaver, thou poor, blood- 
washed sinner, I cannot tell thee what this love 
ie ! But God commendeth Hia love toward ua, 
in that while we were yet sinners, Christ died 
for us ! ”

Then, if I turn and say, “ Noah, thou wert 
saved in the ark, esnet thou tell me whet the 
love of Christ ie ?" "No,” be would reply,
“ I cannot tell thee ; but it is deeper than the 
waters that carried me upon their bosom. And 
yet God commendeth Hie love toward us, in 
that while we were yet sinners, Christ died for 
us ! ” 1 gu to David and ley, “ Thou sweet 
Psalmist of Israel, canst thou tell me the mea
sure of the love of God ?” ” No,” eeye David, 
“ Hia loving kindness is better thin life, my 
tips shell praise Him ; but 1 cannot Jathom tha 
love of God.” And then I go to Solomon. “ O 
Solomon, who epakeat of trail ; from the Cedar 
of Lebanon, to the byieop on the wall, thou 
couldat show thy wisdom to the Queen of Sheba ; 
canat thou tell me what the love of Christ ia P ” 
“ No, I cannot tell thee ; it is beyond all my 
wisdom ! ” And then my guardian angal says, 
“ See, here is Ezekiel, may be he can tell thee ” 
And I say, “ Well, Ezekiel, thou didst see 
visions and dreams, and the spirit lifted thee up 
to behold the glory of God ; tell me how 1 can 
make these sin-blighted people in St. Martin’s 
Hall understand the love of God ! ” “ Come 
along with me, “ I’ll show thee something about 
it I ” and be brings me to a river aide ; the water 
just covers my ankles, but it rises higher and 
higher. “ Stop, Esekiel, the water ia up to my 
kneel I “ Come along,” says the old prophet, 
“ don’t be afraid ! ” “ Oh but Ezekiel, it'a a 
river up to my loina.” On we go a few steps 
farther 1 “ Hold, stop Ezekiel, I've lost my 
footing, I'm altogether out of my depth ! ” “ Yes, 
Richard Weaver, it's water to swim in, a river 
that cannot be passed over ! ” But here comes 
the loving disciple. “ Now, John, thou who 
didst lean on the bosom of thy Lord, thou man 
whom Jeius loved, what hast thou to say about 
the love of God ?” “I cannot tell thee how 
great it is, but herein ia love, not that we loved 
God, but that He loved ua, and sent His Son to 
be the propitiation for our line !” But no doubt 
the Great Apostle of the Gentiles, who was 
caught up into the third heaven and heard un
speakable worda which it is not lawful for aman 
to utter, can tell na something about the love of 
Christ. “ Now, Paul, what have you to say 
about thia love ?” 11 I cannot tell the height, 
and length, and depth, and breadth of the love 
of Christ.” ” But I want to go and tell the 
•innere in St. Martin’s Hall what the redeemed 
in glory know about the love of God ?” “ Tell 
them we cannot tell what it ie.” “ I will go and 
tell them.” “ Stop,” crie» Peul, tell them the 
love of Christ passeth knowledge ! But God 
commendeth Hie love toward us, in that while 
we were yet sinners, Christ died for ue ! ” Ah, 
glory be to God, that ia it ! May the Lord help 
us to think about it. The love of Christ passeth 
knowledge I

Reflections on the Lord’s Sapper.
BY BEY. VV.E. SPEAK.

“ This do in remembrance of me ”
The practice of parting friends of giving to 

each other a small present, as a keepsake or 
memento hia been common in all ages and na
tions. To keep in memory great men and great 
action», the most costly and durable material» 
have been procured. Monuments, pillars, arches, 
and pyramid» have been erected.

The monument of our Saviour'» dying love ia 
none of these, but a feast spread at copvanient 
intervals by a succession of friends sud ser
vants. Many costly monuments are still stand- 
ing, but time has wiped out the inscription, so 
that their purpose» are no longer understood, 
and the deeds of noble dating they once pro
claimed are now buried in the ocean of oblivion ; 
but the monument of s Saviour’s love stands aa 
firm as at first, and its purpose» may be read *» 
easily aa ever. His descent from Heaven, bia 
childhood, youth, suffering, death, and resurrec
tion, all pass in view when the table ii spread. 
Not only so, but it ia a pledge that he ahall come 
again. He finished our salvation, and has now 
gone to prepare a place for ua He came to 
prepare us for a place of happiness, and has 
gone to prepare a place of happiness for us.

Probably the mansion for some of ue is nearly 
in readiness ; then he will come to wipe the 
tears from our eyes and sorrow from our hearts. 
He will come with crowns of glory, robes of 
righteousness, and palms of victory. He baa 
promised to bring all hia ange la with him—all 
who died in the faith and infancy. A thousand 
charma cluster around the sacrament of the 
Lord’s supper. Many hopes are inspired within 
ns when partaking of it. Our faith is strength
ened, snd our minds are directed to our home 
in heaven. It brightens up our prospect for ths 
better world, and gives us e healthy growl 
grace,

The fields are while, the harvest is great, and 
there is work enough for all. Reaping is work 
for the strongest man, who fills his bosom with 
grain at one sweep of the sickle ; the feebler can 
reap a little, and now and then gather a sheaf. 
Boss can go forth among the reapers and direct 
them in their toil, and even Ruth can follow after 
to glean the scattered stalks, and find some 
handfuls dropped to encourage her in her work.

There ii work to do—but who will do it P It 
is not forming resolutions, joining societies, or 
making a great ado ; but it ia putting your own 
shoulder to the wheel. If you want a thisg done 
right, do it yourself. The way to do a thing ia 
to do it ! L-t every man begin at home, build 
against hia own dwelling, and live in humble de
pendence on the Lord, look to Him for guidance 
day by day, and standing ready to do all hia 
blessed will.

There ia something for alt to do. One can 
bake a loaf of bread ; another can carry it to a 
starving child. One can make a coat ; another 
can find a shivering form that needs it. One can 
give of Lis substance ; another, who has nothing 
to give, can go to those who have and assist 
them in their distribution. One can devote a 
day ; another can give a dollar. One can speak i 
another can listen and obey. One can preach ; 
another can get the people out to hear him. One 
can visit the sick j another can comfort the sad. 
One can say kind worda j another can give good 
counsel. Oae can comfort the mourner» ; an
other can weep with those who weep. One can 
pray for bleninga ; another can say “ amen" to 
thia petition. One can teach a child to read 
God's Word ; another can instruct a claaa in 
Sunday-school. One can do plain work and select 
worker» ; another can execute the enterprise 
that has been planned. One can go forth into 
the ” region beyond” to spread the glad tiding» ; 
another can sound out the worda of the Lord 
while he remain» at home. One can edit a pa
per ; another can get subscriber! for it. One 
can write a tract s another can pay for printing 
ten thousand copies. A hundred others, who 
msy have neither ability to write, nor money to 
print, can take thxm and distribute them in ten 
thousand families in different localities. Oae can 
go forth for Christ’» name sake, taking nothing 
of the Gentiles ; another can help him forward 
•' after a godly aort.” One can “ whisper a word 
in aeason” to some friend whom no one else can 
readily approach; another can write a letter 
which may bear the message of salvation to the 
lost. One can apeak to the wayfarer the worda 
of everlasting life ; another can drop a tract in 
ths path of a stranger, thus sowing seed for 
the final harveat day. One can do this, an
other that. All can do a little, and aome can do 
much. God alone can give the increase, and 
that He waits to do.

Tha greatest thing, the first thing, the last 
thing, the moat important thing, we can all do 
—we can all pray. Let ua do thia as a prepar
ation for every other duty, snd God will hear 
and bless. “ Go work '.’'—Missouri Presbyterian.

Etltgions Intelligente.
The Dean of Carlisle on Ritualism.

The Dean of Carlisle preached a sermon in 
the cathedral of that city i n ritualism. At the 
close of his srgunient the l).-an said if he bad be
lieved with tome fund and foolish people that 
the division» of the Church of England were 
only a slignt tquabble about a little decoration, 
about a little more music, a little more singing, 
a little more dress, he should consider it ss 
“ hey, straw, and stubble," not worthy of con
sideration ; but he believed in the depth of his 
heart that this thing meant more. He believed 
that the nature of it was deep-seated in the arti
fices of Satan, in the mysteries of iniquity end 
corruption. He would not say it was a work of 
the Clutch of Rome, but of the dark ages ; and 
whether it be a part or a whole—every fragment 
of drapery, every unusual bowing or crossing of 
the hands, the taking ot the Lord'» Supper in 
the hollow of the hand, or bowing to the altar— 
it was down right idolatry. Why would a man 
going down the steps of the Communion-table 
bow to the table ? He must believe there was 
something there. What was it? It was lie- 
cause he believed the elements of bread and 
wine hat been turned into the body and blood 
of Christ ; it was because he thought a a aerifies 
had been offered there. He believed that in all 
these things which appeared to some childish, 
there was a certain thrusting cut of a bud, which 
would by-and-by lead to a flower and to fruit ; 
and the seed of superstition and darkness must 
be the result. These men were causing a “ di
vision among us.” Avoid them ! Don’t go 
near them ; don’t go out of curiosity to aee their 
bedisened altars and their gorgeous vestments. 
It ie all superstition and idolatry, the whole of 
it. He condemned no men Individually ; but 
inasmuch aa those who represented thet system 
reviled Proteilanlimn—told them that their Pro
testant martyre were merely political offenders— 
laughed at the Protestantism by virtue of which 
Victoria ait» upon the throne, and by which he 
occupies that pulpit—he solemnly declared he 
believed ritualism to be a deep-seated heresy, 
proving itself to b; so by ite stretching out ita 
hands to ita mother Rome, and to its sister the 
Grecian Church, while it turned away from Pro
testantism. Protestantism was a protest againit 
the very thing that ritualists wished to introduce. 
They asked for liberty ; liberty to do what ? Lib
erty to introduce Popery into the Church of Eng
land. They should have no such liberty so far at 
all honest ministère of Christ could oppose them, 
by fair argument in open court, and by every 
means which God had given them. He had been 
watching them for these forty years, he bad never 
ce seed to do so, and with hia dying breath he 
should do io still.

David’s Bible and Oars.
In the days of King David the Bible was a 

acanty book, yet he loved it well, and found daily 
wonders in it. Genesis, with its sublime narra
tion of how God made the world», with it» 
glimpses of patriarchal piety and dark disclo
sures of gigantic sin ; Exodua, with its glorious 
marchings through the great wilderness, its me
morial» of Jehovah's outstretched arm, and tbs 
volume of the written law ; Leviticus, through 
whose flickering vistas Uevid’e eye discovered 
the shadows of better thiegs to come ; Num
bers, with iu natural history of the heart of 
man ; Deuteronomy, with it» vindication of the 
way a of God ; Joshua and Judges, with their 
chaptere of providence, their etirring incidents 
and peaceful episodes ; the memories of Job, eo 
fraught with spiritual experience ; and the do
mestic annals of Ruth, which told to her grand
son inch a tale of divine foreknowledge, and 
love, and care, all converging in himself, or 
rather on David’s ion snd David’s Lord—these 
were David's Bible ; and, brethren, whatever 
wealth you have, remember that David desired 
his Bible beyond his riche». So thankful was he 
for such a priceless possession, that he praised 
God for his righteous judgment seven times a 
day. But you have got en ampler Bible—a 
Bible with Pealme and Prophets in it—a Bible 
with gospels and epistles. How do you love that 
law? How often have you found yourself clasp
ing it to your bosom as the man of your counsel ? 
How often have you dwelt on iu precious pro
mises till they evolved a sweetness which made 
you marvel ? How many times have you praised 
the Lord for the clearness of its light, the eanc- 
titv of ita truth, and the sureness» of its immor
tality ?—Dr. James Hamilton.

A Sharer with Christ.
It is a sweet, » joyful thing, to be a aharer 

with Christ in anything. All anjoymenta where
in He ia not, are bitter to a soul that loves Him, 
and all sufferings with Him are sweet. The 
worst things of Christ are more truly- delightful 
than the best things of the world ; his afflictions 
are sweeter than their pleasure», hie “reproach” 
more glorious than their honors, and more rich 
than their treasures, aa Mosea accounted them. 
Love delights in likeness and communion, not 
only in things otherwise pleasant, but ia the 
hardest and harshest things, which have not any
thing in them desirable, but only that likeness. 
So that this thought is very sweet to a heart poa- 
eeased with thia love. What does the world by 
its hatred and persecutions, and reviling! for the 
sake of Christ, but make me more like Him, 
in that which be did so willingly undergo for 
me ? " When He was sought for to be made 
a king,” as Su Bernard remarks, "He es
caped; but when he was brought to the cross, He 
freely yielded himself. And shall I shrink and 
creep back from what He calls me to suffer for 
his sake ? Yes, even all my other troubles sod

REV. T. L. Cuyler sketches this scene at a 
late Christian Convention in Brooklyn : “ The 
Convention oloaed by joining hands and singing, 
‘ Say, brother, will you meet us ? I saw one of 
Dr. Storra’ deacons, and a Quaker, and a Metho
dist standing with clasped hands, and flanked by 
a Bapliit and a Presbyterian clergyman. It re
minded me of the time when we college etadente 
standing thus in the chemical lecture-hall, the 
electric current leaped from the charged battery 
through the whole circle in an instant.”

Central Utisttllang.
The Drifting Boat.

It bad floated away from the beech and bay, 
Out of light of tower and town,

An empty end a battered boat.
And that boat would not go down.

The morning rose on the wetere wide,
And the night felt cold and dark,

Yet ever on with the wind and tide 
Drifted that battered berk.

The sail bad passed from its broken mast, 
And ita painted pride was dim ;

The salt sea-weed clung round ita hows, 
Which had been so sharp and trim.

Were were the merry matee and free 
Who bad gone with it afloat,

We never learned ; but the world’s wide sea 
Hath livea like that drifting boat—

Live» that in early atorma have lost 
Anchor and rail and oar,

And never, except on Lethe's thorp,
Can come to moorings more ;

Out of whose loveless, trustless days 
The hope and the heert have gone—

Good ships go down in stormy seas,
But those empty boats drift on !

They had hearts to rail in the wind's eye once :
They had hands to reef and steer,

With a strength that would not stoop to 
chance,

And a faith that knew no fear ;
But the years were long and the storms were 

strong,
And the rainbow flag was furled.

And they that launched for the skies have 
grown

But the drift-wood of the world.

foothold to be won.

sufferings I will desire to have stamped thus, 
How dare the professed followers of thia conformity to the sufferings of Christ,

in the humble, obedient, cheerful endurance of 
them, and the giving up my will to my Fether’a. 
Archbishop Lnghion.

Jeaua neglect this important privilege and duty ? 
Thank God for the inatitution of the Lord’s 
supper. Deer Christian friends, let us fully

Little Cares.
These fall much within a woman’» sphere of 

duty, and are of almost daily occurrence to her ; 
yet they are often of eo trifling a nature, that one 
feels ashamed to mention them, or even to allow 
that they art cares. I would make a distinction 
between little cares and little annoyances ; for 
the latter, if disregarded and cheerfully borne, 
generally disappear; but our little cares cannot 
ao easily be dismissed, end sometimes arise eo 
much from constitutional causes, that they re
quire the exercise of religious principle and trust, 
to keep them within due bound». To all who 
feel the tendency to •• be anxious and careful 
about many things ”—who have a Martha’» apirit 
—the gentle rebuke of our Saviour may still be 
applied ; for does not an earnest heed to the one 
thing needful, make ell little earthly carea taka 
their subordinate pace in our esteem ? But 
what 1 would wish to impress upon my readers’ 
mind ia, that we are warranted, I tkiak, by the 
word of God, to carry all our carea, however tri
fling, to Him, to cast all our burdens, however 
small, on Him who hie graciously promised to 
she tain us if wo do so. Our great care must of
ten aeem small in the eyes of Him who “ taketb

up the ielee ae a very little thing;” end cur smell lion could not be given to one mai, and aoou
! carts will be beneath the notice of Him, by whom he wes discouraged, feint hearted. Hu claw 
the •• very haire of our head are cumbered.” was abandoned after a few months’ labor.

^iong with thie, I think that a methodical If put on a committee, and not ita chairman,
; distribution of time, letting each duty and occu- he droop» l’he » sensitive plant. There ie no
tation have its appointed time t > be a'tended to, thing then to inspire him ; unleee, indeed, the 
does much to keep down thet absent, anxious chairman happen» to ray, “ Now, brother Coax- 

j spirit which little care, are eptto produce We ley, you are the man to do thie buemeee ; you 
! cannot well seek for sympathy from others as a understand all about it ; you know juat how to 
i resource, for sometime» those trifling c ires put it in ehepe ; you draw up a report and read 
would anoy those we wish to pleeee ; eomttiroes it for the committee. The report will he forth- 
we feel that they would not be care, at all ex- coming, and very good too. He was once elect- 

i cept to ourselves ; but by resolutely doing each ed superintendent"of the Sundty-school. Of 
I duty as its time occurs, by resolving tha', ex-1 course, he was gratified. The pastor and bre- 
cept when necessary, we will not l-t our minds! thren used their endeavors to launch the enter- 
dwell on them, (for truly •' suffeient for Ihc day | prise. Attention was called to thia effort ; com- 
i, the evil thereof,”) and by trustfully c-mmit-1 mandatory notices were given from the pulpit ; 
ting our wey unto God, we mey relieve our »peei»l effort was made to increase the school, 
minds of many of our little care., and in .otne Everything « seed on the flood-tide of ptoepe- 
case. get quit of them altogether. 1 allude chief- rtty, Mr. Coaxley wai exhilarated ; he worked

dey and night ; be really did ably and well.ly to iuch as are almost inseparable from wo
men’s duties,—the charge of servants, knd the 
care of children ot of the sick ; and I would also 
include those oarcs which may exist chiefly in 
our own oter-anxious and nervous tempera
ments. But there is a class of little annoyance* 
if 1 may ao call them, which 1 would dispose of 
in a different wey; I mean such as we make for 
ourselves by a fretful or fastidious spirit. There 
are some who make such a fuss about trifles, 
tormenting themselves and worrying others by a 
perpétuel fault-finding end die content, and all 
pleasure ia spoiled by their presence, and firry 
trifling evil magnified to u mountain. It is a 
good rule in little things, as well as great, 
that “ what can't he cured, should be endured,” 
and endured cheerfully, l am not advocating 
slovenly and careless endurance of little annoy
ance» tbit may he remedied. Let them be set 
right by all means, and the murvquietly, ae well 
ae quickly, the better ; hut I have observed per
lons who took such things easily enough, most 
ludicrously discomposed by trifles neither they 
nor any one else could remedy, end which should 
have been overlooked with a smile, if noticed at 
all. I remember hearing of one lady who pro 
felled great lore for the country, and summer 
after summer left town and established herself 
in country quarters. It was remarked, however, 
by her friends, that she never went twice to the 
earns place, and that though at first her praises 
of new quarters were enthusiastic, yet when she 
returned to town she had always some reason 
against returning to that place. Never did any
one seem to be so unfortunate in smoky chim
neys, disagreeable neighbor», and disobliging 
landladies, till at lilt it was shrewdly suspected 
the fault lay ia the lady herself. One summer, 
however, a perfect place was found ; months 
went on, and no fault «. erned to be discovered, 
and it waa hoped that now the fastidious lady 
was pleased, and that her search for country 
quarter» waa at an end. But what was the 
amassment and amusement of ber friends to find 
her, when winter brought her back tu town, as 
determined ae usual not to return to her little 
paradise of the preceding summer. What could 
he the reason ? Simjtly because a pea-hen used 
to come eometimei to the garden-wall, and 
make such a noise ! There era many people, 1 
feu, who find pee-hene everywhere.

It it really ludicrous to hear the gravity with 
hich some people will allude to the fact'of the 

road being dusty, even alleging that as a reason 
for not going a walking; others are as much 
afraid of a abower ; others of sunshine; acme 
are terrified at the idea of being ovetheated, 
while others tremble et the notion of taking cold. 
There ie no end to these idle fanciee and fears ; 
if laughed at, they think you unfeeling ; if sym
pathised with, they multiply and inoraaee. Let 
ue all beware of making much of little annoy
ance» ; let ue learn to laugh at them, remem
bering how very annoying iuch freaks are to 
others, ae well as inconvenient to ourselves. A 
cheerful spirit, that will not see trifles or be 
put about by them, soon ceases to feel them ; 
while to those who seem to find a perverse plea
sure in dwelling on and being daunted by them, 
these little diecomfcrte will actually become real 
carea, and will eat out half the comfort of their 
live».—From “ Little Things.

Six
weeks he held out But two stormy Sabbaths 
intervened ; the pastor was absent twice ; or
dinary vexation» arose ; and the new superin
tendent wns discouraged. He resigned. A 
suitable «mount of nursing, calls, explanations, 
encouragement!, pledgee of sympathy and si J . 
induced him to recall hia resignation and " try 
it again.h Three months Mr. Coaxley kept on’ 
it a hulling pace, elated and depressed alter
nately, and then resigned again. Thia time bia 
resignation was accepted.

A good man is Mr. Coaxley, but it takes too 
much power to keep him in working mood.— 
From Watchman and Sc/Ustor's Pen Pictures

The Benefit of Going Barefoot.
A letter hia been addressed to the committee 

of the Ladies' Sanitary Association, 6, Pond 
street, S. W„ by the Comtesse de Noaillee, on 
the benefit of going barefoot. There is a great 
deal to be laid in favor of thia plan, whether we 
regard development, temperate, or clennliaraa. 
Look st the magnificent gsit of a barefoot High
land girt, and the elastic play of every muscle, 
and compare her feet with those of girl» who 
have been tortured in boots, too abort, or too 
narrow si the toe», the object of which wens» to 
be to comprrei the foot into one unshapely and 
inelastic mass, like a boot-maker’s ' last.’ Aa 
to warmth, it ia pretty certain that boot», aa they 
are, quite aa often make the feet cold ae warm. 
If people have good stout boots to walk out in, 
and change them when they coma in and lit 
still, it is very well. But ae for the poor, this, 
leaky, half-worn boot* of poor women and chil
dren, they are but a sham ; they do not keep out 
cold aqd wet ; end it ie needless to eey that peo
ple wht> have no boots at all cannot ’ catch their 
depplffby silting indoors ia wet boots. As for 
cleanliness, the thing epeshe for itself. Feet 
freely exposed to the sir are not offeneive, end 
if toiled by a walk woeld be weehed or wiped 
aa a matter of oourae. ‘ The emell in e eloee 
school-room,’ rays Madame de Nooillee, ' of eo 
many unwashed feet, carefully iucloeed in atill 
dirtier stocking» and shoe», it very unwhole
some,’ whereat ‘ no one ever felt diageeted at 
the little brown feet of the Italien peeeent chil
dren,’ the thing ie eo rational that it only needs 
be set going ; and the benevolent authorefec sug
gests to her aristocratic fellow-sanitarian that 
they should set an example by allowing some of 
their own children to go barefoot in the park. 
Probably a simple sole, worn as a sandal, would 
obviate some difficulties. It would allow of free 
aeration and free play of the muscles and would 
necessitate cleanliness ; it might be elegantly à 
ted on, after the antique, and it would ensure tht 
sole of the feet from injury end from coo toot 
with disgusting dirt.—Medical Timet and Oa- 
teUe.

Mr. Coaxley.
Mr. Coaxley ia a peculiar man. It may, per

haps, be said that all men an peculiar. But 
Mr. Coaxley ie very peculiar. He ie a good 
man ; everybody that knowe him says he it a 
good man—in hia way. But then, if any one 
ia good at all, it must be in hia own way. Good- 
nett ia personal. A man cannot put on hit 
virtue» as he would bia cloak ; for then 
hie goodness would not be his own, but bis 
neighbor’s. Mr. Coaxley is kind, gentle, gener 
cue. He ie devout and liberal. He paye hie 
pew rent, aid give» to the poor ; has family 
prayers ; listens attentively to preaching, and 
•peaks ill of no one ; loves hia pastor ; reveren 
encea the deacons, and works in the Sunday 
achooL But he has one fault,—fortunate man, 
that he has no more,—one fault, or failing. He 
need» to pe nursed like a lick child, to keep 
him in tune.

He alwaa thinks he ie not appreciated. Aa 
long aa the eyea of the’people ere on him,end he 
hears their worda of approval, he will work like 
a hero. He will do, endure, and sacrifice, if he 
ie not overlooked. But if he believes himself 
forgotten, hie energies wither, even in the midst 
of hie best endeavors, and the hands of hie faith 
hang down, as if amitten with paralysis. He ie 
one of thou machines, well made and well work
ing, but which require more power to run than 
the running ie worth.

Hia pastor must call often at his house ; must 
confer confidently with Aim on important matter»; 
muet tell him how much he thinks of his opin
ion, end of hie aid ; must be aura to ahake hindi, 
in a vary hearty manner, every time they meet, 
and aay, “ How do you do, my dear brother ? 
your presence ie such ap eno-rangement to me. 
If absent from meeting at any time be must be 
inquired after, or some one to cell to aei 
if be ie lick. Then he knows be ia not forgot 
ten. They think of him they appreciate him.

Once Mr. Coaxley wai teacher of a Bible 
class. Hia pastor, to help on the work for 
time, used bia j eraonal efforts to aid him. He 
brought pupils into the dira, would aometimea 
sit down with them ; spoke of hia gratification at 
the progrtss they made. Mr. Coaxley'» face 
was radiant with delight He wee so happy 
hat he wee it hia peat of duty, and could do 
• aome little good m the world." But ell atten-

The “ Old Oaken Bucket.”
The •’ Old Oaken Bucket * wee written by 

Semuel H. Woodworth, while yet he wee ejear- 
neymao printer, working in a office on the corner 
of Chambers end Chatham streets, New York. 
Near by, in Fraokfort-atnat, waa a dainklag- 
houae, kept by one named Mallory, where Weed- 
worth and several particular friend» need to re
tort. One afternoon the liquor was pronounced 
super-excellent. Woodworth itemed Inspir
ed by it, for after taking a draught, be eat bin 
glees upon the table, end smeeking hie lips, de
clared it that Mallory’a eau de vie was superior 
to any he had ever tailed.

“ Ne," raid Mallory, “ you are mistaken ; 
there wee une which in both our estimation» far 
•urprated thie »• » drink.”

“ Whit was that?” A iked Woodworth du
biously.

“ The draught» of pure, fresh, spring water 
that we used to drink from the old ask bucket 
thet hung in the well, on our return from the 
labors of the field, on a sultry day in summer.”

The tear-drops glistened for a moment in 
Woodworth’s eye. “True! true!” he replied, end 
ehorly after quitted the piece. He immediately 
returned to the office, grasped » pen, and in half 
an hour the “ Old Oaken Bucket,” one of the 
most delightful compositions in out language, 
wes ready in manuscript to ba embalmed in the 
memori-s of succeeding generations.

> Food for Old People.
Is your fat, good-natured old grandfather liv

ing on fet beef and pork, white bread and but
ter, buckwheat cakea and molasses, riee sad su
gar, till he haa lost all mental and physical ener
gy, and deairea to lit from morning till night 
in the chimney-corner or at the regieter, raying 
nothing and caring for nothing ?—change hie 
diet, give him fish, beefetake, potatoes and un
bolted wheat bread, or rya or Indian with one- 
half or three-quarteri of the carboniferous arti
cle» of his former diet, and in one week he will 
cheer you egeio with his old joke», and will 
call for hia hat and cane.

It be lean, and cold, and restless, and irrita
ble ’—give him the fateat meat», with tbs beat 
of butter, and aa much auger and molaasea as he 
desires, not taking away entirely food for the 
brain and muaclee, but adapting them to hiaeir- 
cumateacee. Ferbepe hie brain haa been over
worked, and exhaustion and fitful action follow. 
If so, he needs aome form of phoaphatic food

which he haa not been accuetensed, as oat
meal porridge, oat-meal cakes, with milk or a 
diet of fish, and pear! barley, or pea-eoup. Or 
perhaps hia restlessness come from inactivity of 
the bowels—if ao, he need» fruits, vegetable»,


