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employ; parents on their children ; friends on friends. Even when wc do not
design to influence others, when we are not thinkirig, in the least degree, of the
effeet of what wvc do, when we are unconscious that we have any influeiice at ail
when we do flot wish our conduot or way of life to affect any but ourselves, our
nianner of life, our conversation, our dceds are ail the while havingr weight some-
where or somehow; our fect le ive their impression, though we May nut look be-
hind us to see the mark.-Smoits for C'krîýstian& &Sasonsl.

TnE WORLD'S CIÂGS-estep along yon busy street with the teining mul-
titude. It seems like a wave upon the rcstless sea, heaving and moaning unward
ever. Look at the care ia each man's ficce-the busy, troublcd cyc, and zu.îXXouS
glance: -.- e how hurried are our fcllow mnen, as thougli they were cngaged in a
contcst with tixnc, and it was outstripping theni like a racer, on the course. See
how changing la everything. Peiv ycars may bave elapsed since ive last looked
upor- that scene, but at cvery step we sec somnething new. Old landmaris swept
away; the familiar places of our earlicr days, have iven room, to novelties. W e
look upon the honmes whcre those we loved once iived, but they are gorie. Strangc
faces that stare cold ignorance iato our eycs give us no wclcome niow by the
hearth that was our chidhood's home, and consecrated with its tendercst remem-
brances. Our fathers, whiere are they? our friends, wherc are they ? Is time
writing its wrinklcs upon evcry brow ? and death stretching its hand over every-
thing we love ? and change laying its sharp scythe to the roots of ail tic early
blossonis of our hope? So it is; there is, nothing permament: we feel that the
very earth beneath us is moving, changing, restlesa, and trembling under our feet
to enguif us as it soon -will ; wu Look above us, and the flceting clouds arc sailing

over s, no dark no lit, but passing ever; and we _exciaini,"Wlnthg
rest? wvill nothing stay ?-e.J. C0. . BelIeic.

Do IVE KNOIV 1101V TO PR&Y ?-T!ie Rev. Dr. Hlamilton, of Leeds, while solcmnly
enforcing on the church its dluty in reference to the conversion of the wvurld, asks
the following significant question : "And has flot the church almoEt to learn
,what is thiepower of praycr?, What conception have wveof believiigpraycr-, %çhieh
opens heaven? What of peverinzy paycr, wvhich catuses us tostind concinually
upon the w~atchtower in the daytime, and which sets us in outrv.ard wholc nigits ?
What of imlportii7ate prayer, which storms heavea witli its 'violence and force?'
What of unitcd prayer, ' gatheri'ng us together to ask lhelp of the Lord?' What
of consi-stent prayer, whicli regards no iniquity in our hearts? What of Pie ctical
prayer, which fulfils itself ? Let such prayer ho undcrstood, let our spirit but
' break with such longing>- and the expectations of our bosonis shahl not be de-
layed. 'And it shall corne to pass, that before they call, I will answer; and while
they are yet speaking, I will hear.»

1101w TO IIEAR TIIE GOSP-PL.-Rrwland.IJill païd a visit to an old friend a few
years before his death, wh-- said to hlm, " Mr. 11111, it is just sixty-Jive years since
I heard you prcach, and I remember your text and part of your sermion. You
told us that some people were ver 'y squeamish about the delivery of ministers who
preached the ame gospel. You said, ' Suppose you wcre attending to heur a
will rea.d, whlere you cxpccted a, lcgacy Icft you, would you cmiploy tie tume in
criticising the manner ia whiclh the lawyer rend it? No, you would not; you
would be givin g aIl car to hear if anything Nras left to you, and how nuuch it was.
That is the way I would advise you to hear the go.spel." Good advice-well Worth
remcmbcring for six:ty-fivc years 1

BLESSEDNESS IN SoRitow.-There are times wçhen sonue great sorrow lias tomn
thc niind away from its familiar supports, and laid level those defences whlich ia
prospcrity seeni 80 stable--when the xnost rootcd convictions of the reazson secm.
rottenness, and the blossonis of our heavenward imaginations goes up before that
b]ast as dust--when our works and joya, and hopes, with ail their multitude, and
pomp and glory, seeux to go down together into the pit~ and the soul la left as a


