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THIE REV. PHTIIP SHANKS.

It is with unaffected sorrow that we
have lately heard of the death of the
Rev. Plîilip Shanks, an Alumnnus of our
College, and for several years l'astor of
the chitrch in Sarnia, and subsequenitly
for eight years Pastor of the clînirel at
Lanark Village. In botlî of tiiese
churches lie hias left iany earnest and
loving friends, who cherislh very lovingly
the renienibrance of his îuniforin kind-
ness and Christian courtesy.

Mr. Shanks was a man of unpretend-
ing address, sincere and warmiii i his
attachmieîts, nost unostentatious in his
acts of beneficence, liberal, tiioni dis-
criminating in lus giving, particularly
conscierutions in ail bis dealitigs; hie won
the esteein of ail who knew hiia, both in
hisown church, and thriuglicut thowliole

christian community. l3etween seven
and eight years ago, hie rernoved with
luis father ai-d sister ta Queensland,
Australia, where lie lias 8lflce laboured
ini the Master's Viîueyard.

In the auîtumn of last year, lie had
been for several weeks soniewhat indis-
posed ; no special anxiety was feit on the
part of luis friends, as lie luad neyer been
strong(I. Severe illness, however, set in,
acconipaniod with. distressing pain, whicu
continued for nearly two days ; as the
pain subsided lie rapidly sank, and on
the inoruîingr of Sitturdty, Nov. lst,
without a struiggle, "li fo fe on sleep."
0f luitn we inay write: blessed are the
dead wliich die iii the Lord, from hience-
forth, yea, saitlî the Spirit, that they
may rest from their labours, and their
works do follow themn.

Cf ont anlit1rd

FOR JESUS.

For Jess! for Jesus 1 the watchword of
love,

Moves the hearts and the tangues of the
ransoîned above;

And we, as we breathe the sweet accents
below,

Fmnd new joy in our gladness, new balm
for car woe.

For Jesus ! for Jesus ! Creation had birth,
And niorning stars sang c'er a verdure-clad

1 earth;
For Jeas!s for Jesus ! His people rejoice,
.And loud hailelujalis arise from ecd voice.

For Jesus!1 for Jeans !-the way may lie
rough,-

The cup that we taste may lie bitter
enouglih!

But we'l1 drink it up bravely, and boldly
presg. on

To the briglit land of rest where our Leader
has gone.

For Jesus ! for Jesus 1 the cross let ns take,
And cheerftilly bear it forH ha blessed sake;
The dear bleeding hands that were nailed

on the tree,
WiIl lighten the burden for you and for

me.

For Jesus 1 for Jesns !-oh, how cati we
grieve,

Or monrii o'er our lot, when in Huim we lie-
lieve?

Nay! welcome the trials that drive us
above,

And the sorrows which teach us how sweet
is lis love.

For Jesus 1 for Jeas! our watchword shall
be,

Till the face of our Saviour in glory we sec;
Then, theni, ail our sius and our sorrows

shall cease,
With Jeass! with Jesus !-our joy anud our

î,eace.
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