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" OW T wish,” said Roao Lovell one morning, *that I

could be n missionary,” At that moment tho was
hemunng a kitchen towel. Her mother, sitting opposite her,
was Lasiing work for the machine, and her coustn Lu was
copymg wusic for her teacher. ‘The evening before they had
all attended a farewell meeting in their church. It was given
to two Jadies, who wero going far away to India, to tell tho
story of the cross. Roso was full of admiration for these good
wothen, and longed to do aa they did.

 You can ho a missionary right hero, in this house, if you
like, Rose,” said ber mother,

“] don't see how,” answered Rose.

«A missionary is a person sent on errands of good. You
can do Christ's errauds here, if you want to, as really as you
could do them by crossing the sea. I was thinkiog a while
ago that somebody ought to find a mission in Aunt Margaret’s
100m.

# How is she to-day % asked Cousin Lu.

¢ She is just as usual, sweet and patient, but she hus wany
weary hours. Her cyesare of very httle use. They look
bright, but their sighs ia very dim. She can veither sew nor
read, and she used to be so fond of readiog. I try toentertain
her, but I bave very little Teisura.”

Rose tinished her towel. Then she went up-stairs and
tapped at Mrs Grabam's door.

 Come in,” said a pleasant voice.

# Would you like me to read to you a while?” asked Rose.
The inquiry was answered by a bright smile, and the fuce of
Aunt Margaret faiily beamed with gratitude.  Firat, of course,
she asked Rese to chovse one of the *“‘sweet ol chapters”
from that dear Book, which is always a lamp to the feet, and
alight to the parh, even though the bodily feet and the bodily
eyes have grown insufficient for thei¥ work. Then she took
from ber table-drawer a hitle volume of poetry, which 2 friend
had sent her, and while Ruse mn reading paused now and then
to rest, she Jistened aud criticised in a way which was quite a
help to Rose, who received some new ideas forher composition.
Cumposition day was the hardest one in the week, but talking
over the subject with Aunt IMargaret greatly lessened its
terrors.

By degrees Rose fonud out that her mission was to take up
the nearest duty, and periorm it faithfully, Many an evening
hoursbe spent with her aunt, the latter perhaps knitting wiile
the readivg went on. A deep, tranquil happiness pervaded
the heait ot the unselfish girl, while she thus gave a helping
hand to ime who needed it. It is always much wmore blessed
to give than to receive, aud though it i3 only love and kind-
ness we cau give, if iv be for Christ's sake, wo are sure to feel
that He 1s pleased.—M. E. S,

SONG AND SILENCE.

“YWhen the song’s gone out of your Iife, you can't start another
whils its a-rimging 1w your cars, but it s vest to have a bit of sitence, and
out o ruat nay be i psalu ‘1l come by and by. *

Waen the song's gone out of your life,
That you thought would }ast to the end—
That first sweet song of the heart
‘That no after duys can lend—
The sonyg of the birds to the trees,
‘T'he song of the wind to the flowers,
The song that the heart sings low to itself
When it wakes in life’s worning hours ?
** You can start no other song,”
Nut even a tremulous note
Wil falter forth on the rupty air ;
It dies in your sching throat,
It is all in vain that you try ;
For the spirit of sung bas fled—
The nightiugale sings no more to the roxs
When the beautitul flower is dead.
So let the silence softly fall
Ou the bruised heart’s quivering strings ;
Perkayps from loss of all you may learn
Tte song that the serapk sings ;
A grand and glorious psalm
I'hat will tremble, aud rice, and thril],
And il your breast with its grate ;. yeet,
And its lonely voarnings still, ™

Tranacript,

NEGLECTED WARNINGS,

DY THE LATE DR. GUTURIE.

“ Gray huirs ate hicre and there upon him, yet he knoweth not.”
—llosea vir. 0.

IT i3 one of the innst beautiful and Leneficent arrangements

of Piovidence, that children, if sensible of their helpless-
ness, a1e not ashamed of that which awakens our love and
sympathy ; it gives them no pain. Nor less kind on Gud's
part 18 it that our minds are formed to adapt themselves to the
circuwstinces of advancing years. Indeed wo o'ten ghde so
geotly, souraduaby duwn thedecline of Life, as to bo littlo dis.
trbed with the prewmonitions of its elose. L remember tho
saying of a venerable lady, who had scen the chavges of four.
scare sumiers : ** Let nooue trust to thes, that they will tuen
to God, and seck a Saviour when they feel olid 5 1 dou't frel
old.” And though the youug perbaps will hardly credit it
wen with furrows in their brow, and gray haits on their head,
aften find it difficult to remember that they sre old ; to believe
it ; to realise the approach of their end ; how near they aro to
the grave. Death seems to flee boture us, hke the horizon
which we ever see, and never reach. The river that springs
liko an arrow from its rocky cradle, to bound from crag to
crag, to rush brawling through the glen, and, like thoughtless
youth, to waste its s.rcogth iz mere noige, and froth, and foam,
tflows ou smoothly, slowly, almost unperceptibly, as i1t ap-
proaches its grave in the husom of thesea,  And so is it often
with man, ‘Thenearer we draw to our end, through a natural
callousness or otherwise, the less scusitle we grow to the evils
and approach of age. And wheo a man has nut left his peaca
with God to seck 1 old age, his grestest work to a tune when
he is Jeast fit to do it ; when a man, having made his caling
and clection sure, has lefo nothing for a dywmg hour but to
enjoy the comforts »nd peace of piety ; in such a caso it is a
wost blessed thing that old age dees not make our hearts old,
or bevumb our feelings—that gray hairs are on ue, and yet
wo koow not.

But where, in such a case, is the hope of those who have
trusted to turning religious when they turn old, and atteading
to theconcerns of a better world when they have ceased to
feel any intetest ju this? Death and a man, so ruws the
story, once made a bargain--the man stipulating, lest ho
might be taken unawares, that Death should ecend him so
many warniogs befcre he came,  Well, one day, years there-
after, to his great amazewent, the King of Terrors stood befure
bim. He bad broken the bargam, so sad the other, who
clung to life, Death, be alleged, bad sent hun no warnings,
No warnings ? His eyes were dim ; his ears wero dull ; his
gums were toothless ; and spare and thin were the hoar locks
on his bent and palsied head ; these, Death’s leraldy, had
come, not too late, yet all in vain.  Awd warnmgs, but un-
noticed or despised, hissalvation was neglected ; us soul lost ;
gray hairs were on bim ;and, so far as avy pracuieal effect was
caoncerned, ho knew not. Literally, or nos, they are on us.
Every setting sun, and every nodding hearte, and every pass-
ing Sabbath, warn us that diys of durkaeess come, aud oppor-
tunities of salvationgo, Be up, therefore, and dving—askiog
yousselves such questions us these : Am Isaved 2+ Have [ been
born again? Havel embraced the Saviour? 1fnot, Oh, seize
this flying hour!

He taught a solemn truth whoe painted Time as an oid man,
with wings on bis shouldirs, scythe avd hour-glass in his hauds,
and on his wrinkled forehead one lock of hair. All bald
behind, and offering us no hold when it is past, let us seize
Time by the forelock. Be saved this hour! That hoary
preacher addresses you, as he shakes a glass where the sands
of some of ug are well-nigh run, and pmnts his finger to the
grave which, a few years hence, shall have closed over al
this living assembly. Like other preacters, he shall die.
Death himself shall dic; but we never, Blessed or cursed
with inuworrality, we shall live to wish we had never lived,
or to rejoice that we shall live for ever. And, whether they
fall late or early, happy then aud happy now, such as, uob
ignorant that there were gray hairson thum, guilt 1 theirhives,
and sms on their consciences, songht salvatinn in Jesus Christ
—washing their stains away in that atoning blood whicb buth
cleanseth from the vilest sius, and is freec to the worst of
sinoers !—From ¢ Speaking to the Heart.”

None but Christians underatand the divins philotophy of

trying dispensations,—Cecil,



