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meute lof religious m-orship. The facuities wblch
qualif), thcir psmsesor for the pleasurce of timte

-wmuîen:mhle liivu to tiake deliglht !l art or
nature, lit poetry or paintlng or iiiu8ic, ln scenic
ell(ete or drainatic exihitioiis -ere idcutivai
wit h those whiel an elaborate and poc: ic rîtutal
calis luito plaîy. The sotîl that le ulovoid of truc
reverenco tow-ards (GoD may bc rapt into a spii-
rnus elation, whiie in i cli and eolinn tor.ee
the loud-voiced organ ;ieads forth M41 praise.
The heart, titat îucver feit one throb of love te
CHRIST may thèrili %% itli an estasy of sentiment-
ai tendernesq. whie sort Volces, 110w bieuding,
now di viding. in combîned or respotisive strainas
celebrate the glories4 of Ilcdeenîiig Love. n
flot seldonu the uîost sensual and .',tiigPte of
mn havo ow-ned to iliat strange, indietlnic-4,
yet delicous feeliuiç of awe andmieeation that
steals over the spirit in soine fair adorned tent-

' l o hluh aIl the resources of art have been
Pavi.hed.--whiere soft liglit floods thke air, andi
mystie 8]hadowe piav over pillar and aruhi ant'
vaulted roof, ai-dthe hushed and solepin stlii-
nees ie broken only by the v-olues of prayer.or

ra'se. Christian thoght ai feeling îay. lui-
edappropriate to itsown highi use -the(se otiter

ihinge. Ai) that le noble in taste and beautiful
in art it may lay lîold of. and, by the inner trans-
fç miing po% wr of devotion, ennobie and spirit-
iialize. Still, it shou Id never be forgotten that,
if largciy introduced iinto the act oif religiouÏ
worship. the retinenuents of art rny becuxue to
multitudes, not the niesus, but the end. luistead j
of waiking by the ljghît you kinulie, nîanv, gaziug
on the bcauty of th'e iauhp, wvili stuinhe in the
Christian îîath. For one that wiIl take hohi of
the angei's band, there are multitudes who ivili
content thcxnseives with gazing artislically on1
the splenidor of IÛ7, î-cst tre. Itijegsy touitrire
the stieaen of the sappliire thronle. while we leave
iLs giorious Occupant unreverenced and unre-
cognized. Botter that the world shouid stay
away, than join CHsi,îss ranks on taise pre-
tentes ; better that the hearts of imci shouid
reniain utterly cold, than that, warmned by spu-
rious feeling, *they sbould deein thenîseives in-
spired by a pure and hoiy fianie."

POETIC GENS FOR1 YOUNG AND OLD.

FIRST IN AUTOG;rÂPR ALBUM.

98 days their fleeting rounds record
Ou every page orf nature's ehart,

So run thiese pages weil bc stored
W Wthbreathinits freeli froni friend-

Y

I long for household. volces gonc.
For viinimhed sinilles 1 lolig:

Blut ;Ol t hlld uity (eur unces on.
And lie eari do nu w-rong.

1 know nlot %vlt theb future bath
Of inarvel or surprise,

Assiuredl a loue that life and deatbi
I-ie iuiervy uitduriies.

No offéring of nîy own 1 have,
Nor work s îxîy faitît to prove

1 cati but g, Ve la gîfts IVe gave,
And piead Hie love for love.

And se heside the >-ilent ýSea
1 'vait thec initticît otr;

No barrît friiit Iltin eut coine to nie,
On ocean or on shtore.

1 know ijot where Ilus i-slande lift
Their frondedt,( pailis mli air;

1 only kuiow 1 cannot dlrift
B1e) £t xd Ili love and eare.

WIIrIER.

AT bMY FATHEIt's CR.PVE.

Icoîne biaîf vuluetesse hure, and brinit
The sorrowv that 1 (lare not sing;
A grief .4ut eve(ritiore iipart
Iu the veiled cbiliber of iny beart,

Blis niolderiug duet clin never hear
TIhe ttntlurust tootelejis- drawing ixear;
But fiur bcyond our tinite % iewv
Mise ipirit walks the boundcess bine.

Anti though I cannot sec hini stand
WiVthin ilie soui's illuiiîr>ed landI
Yeî soxuewliere bv Go c' rysiai sea,
I know rny fatier iv ails for niie.

WILLIAM Il. H.%YNF,

Oft in the woods 'vo long delayed,
WVhen hours wîere minutes ail too brief,
For nature kncw no soiunti of grief;
But overlitcagi the breezes played,
And in the dank grass at our kcee
Showed pearîs of our green foret sea,
The star-w'lite tlowers of Lri ple leaf,
'Vhiuh love arotind the brooks to be
W'itbin the irch and mnbaple s4hade.

-Lord Lorac's llven &-a Qebec.
suip s uiear".

,,.-Though brush and scuilpt ure often fail LOVE ME NOW
Mlind's choicest pictures te, outline;

Yet may 1 bere on you prevail Lovwe me aow! Love bas such a littie minute,
To drop a word at frieadship'e shrine. Luay crowds on day with swift and noise1cs"

tread,
Write not alone a page £0 1111, Life's end cornes on ere fairly we begin it,

But keep a beaveniy end in iew; Pain jostles joy, and hopegives place to dread,
Thy lines tmay lasting good dietil, Love mue now!

And garland rnemory's thoughts of you 1 It will bc £00 late when we are dead!

-r oNB Tio AK Love me now! Wbiie waetili are young together,
While giad and beave the sun shines; overhead

T13E ETERNAL GOODNE.SS. Hand iocked ini band, la this blue, emiling
1 dlmly gues from bleesings known weather,

Of greater out of sight, Sighlng were sin, and variance iii bestead.
And wlth the chstened Pealmist, own Love me aow!

Hie judgmnta to0 are right It wiil be tea late when you are dead 1


