My Refuge.
BY FLLREN L. QOREN, A CUNVARIFD BRAN N,

In tho seoret of his presenee, how my sonl dl'hghh to hidol

Oh, how precions ate the lessons which I learn at Jesus!
wide |

Farthly ctires cabr never vex me, neither tiial= lay mo low,

For wlien Satan conies to tempt me, to the **acered place
I go,

When my soul is faint and thirsty, neath the shadow of
his wing

"Uliore is coal and pleasant she'ter, nnd & fresh and erystal
apring ;

And my Saviour tests beside mo as woe hold communion
sweob;

If I tried I could not utter what he says when thus we
meet,

Only this I know ; I tell him all my doubts and griefs and
fears ;

Oh, how patiently he listens, and my dicoping soul he
cheers,

Do you thiuk he ne’er reproves me? What a fulse friend
ho wonld be,

If he never, never told me of the sins which he ust sce.

Do you think that I could love Lim half so well, or as I
ought,

If he did not tell plainly mo of each sinful word ond
thought?

No! Mo iy very faithful and that makes e trust him
more 3

For I know that he does love me, tho’ he wounds e very
sore.

Weuld you like to know the sweotness of the seeret of the
Lord ?

Go and hide Leneath his shadow ; this shall then be your
reward ; °

And whene'er you leave the silence of that happy mceting

place, .
You mnust mind and bear the finage of yowr Master in your
face.

You will surely lose the blessing and the fulness of your
oy,

If you lat dark clouds distress you, and your inward peace
destroy,

You may always be abiding if you will, ut Jesns’ side ;

In"tho secrot,ef his presence you may every moment hide.
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Amiability.
BY ANNIE CRAWFORD,

WaaT a beautiful word it is! So suzgestive of
sweot smiles, soft tones, and pleasing phrases,  Yet
these are little akin to true aminbility, for, in all
cominunities, and in all circles, have we not:

¢ Courteous words for the stianger,
~Aund smiles for the sometime guest ;
But for our own the bitter tone,
Though we love our own tho best ?”

The very statement carries its own condemnation.
Tis pathos cannot but appeal to the heart of the
most. churlish, Yet dare we all deny it? O,
denying, offer the vindication of our lives? Not
that we would wilfully and wuantonly adopt * the
Litter tone ” for the beuefit of our nearest and dear-
ost,—common-sense forbid!  But rasher, presuming
upon the knowledge that true love beaveth all
things, we throw acide the mask imposed by the
eal, impartial ciiticism of the stranger, and reveal
our true selves, in all their petty intolotancy of the
slightest opposition, their weak yielding to every
impulse of annoyance, unmindful of the pain such
fault-finding oceasions to all around.

"True, our reproofs are supposed to be instigated
by u desive for the improvement of thoese about us,
who ought to Be taught better than to do “Thus
and So.” But is the motive pure? If no impulse
of personul spite; no desire to give vent to the little
ugly tempers that rise within ourselves, mingle with
our truly philanthropic effort for the improvement
of our friends, (even at the expense of making our-
selves insufltrable), will 1ot our method be studied,
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i nob always jdicions, and omr wanver alwava
kimd? For know wr net tha, Linduess woe n
widening way whete eold consoriononess finds 1o
entiance, but excites only contemp.

But onr annoyanoe at the lmpetections of onr
fiends might be welified by directing a little of
our attention toonr own fobles. W all have them.
Little points und angles, small and {nslgnitieant
themotves, yet acting upon other hves like so mmy !
ting thorns, prereing the more keenly the moveo !
patiently and uncomplainingly they wre bYorne,

In whot does the happiness of o domestic civele
lie? Not in costly furmiture and Juxurious fare:
but rather in the sweet, kind face of wife, or
motlier, or sister ; wlo, in tasteful toilet, at o dainty
table, manifests to the home civele nloving courtesy
and forbearunce not to be won by any chance
nequaintance.  And to those whom we call the
gentler sex, yet whom we sometimes treat with a
roughuess never offered to men whose regatd we
would retain—in what lies their jovt In the
sympathetic tendorness of manly sirength, in the
kindly forbearance which they too need, being
human and faulty. Sad the heart of a woman, and
great the loss of a man, when her idol falls, shattered
by some small, ungencrons word or deed. Will
she ook up to him again? Fousibly, should he, by
not repenting the offence, allow hor to forget it,

“Pill seventy times seven,” said the Master,
must we forgive and forbear. *He that hath not
the spirit of Christ is novo of IIis.” Actyated
by his spivit, and without the momory of pust
unkindness to shame us by its hint of inconsistency,
how much easier would we find love’s expression|
Because of the bhardness of our hearts, the iucon-
siderateness of our lives, we moan?

“ We love them and they know it ; if we falter

\With fingers numb,

Among the unused strings of love's expression,
"T'he notes are dumb,

We shiink within ourselves ih voiceless sortow,
Leaving the words unsaid,

And sidoby sido with those we love the deavest,
In silence on we tread.

¢ Phus on we tread, and thus each heart in silence

Its fate fulfils,

Waiting and hoping for the heavenly musio
Beyond the hills.

The only difference of the love in heaven
From love on earth below

Is : here we love and kuow not how to tell it,
And there we all shall know.”
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Keep Up witn Your Children.
BY MARY R.

BUR'T,

Ir is & sweet.remembrance, that of a quiet, old
farm-house, where & tired mothet—after a hard
duy's work—gathered her seven children about
ber, her knitting-needles keeping time to the
measures of the verses read Ly oue of the group
from a gveat poot. The poetry which she knit
into the lives of het boys has outlusted all the
stockings, and crowned her memory with a halo of
poetic recollections.

The boy whose niother ¥ would not go to bed
until she had finished veading *Pepacton’” with
him, is more to Lo envied with his poor jacket
than the elegant lad whoso mother, with no time
to read, takes time to consult the Intest fushion-
plates that he may be handsomely attired.

There seems to be a settled conviction in the
minds of many, that children must make intel-
Jectun]l progress beyond their puents, who are
fated to lose out of theit own lives any iunterest in
books ; and we often see stories of toil-worn
parents  who — having educated their childven
through mury sacrifices — ave pushed aside, and

kept behind the scenes because they are not up
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with s tiue Investications wil) donbtless show
vint such pties hove had thae 1o gussip abune
dantly whide  Yocatng their childven, ond Jinve
shite B sebves away trom thewr childien’ mental
life through wilful peefi teace,

It = not probabls that wany parenis who sre
Shebind Hie tiwes,” ar do not keep up with their
ehildren. desovve uny sympathy  Children crave
intefectnal  comsadeshup,  and  the parent who
enters into intellerta u companionship with his
ehild witl not get *bhohind the times,”

An unedueated workman, deploring his lack of
early advautages, was in the habit of taking his
littlo son on his Iap nt night to hear his lessons,
1o followed the boy thiough all of his high-school
work, and iz today un clucated man through
giving the ehild continued sympathy in his studies.
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Bits of F‘um
—Small boy—¢ Papa, has plums got legst?
Papa—*No, you silly boy. Why1”
Small boy—%Then I have swallowed & beetle.”

—Loafer—*How are you! Just thought I'd
drop in a while to kill time.”

Busy man—*¢ Well, we don’t want any of our
time killed.”

—Nothing so helps a newspapor as the imparting
of useful information. * Iow shall I keep ants out
of the sugar-bowl?” asks a correspondent. “Fill
the sugar-bowl with salt.”

—The publisher— Don’t you think these patent
wedicines kill many people” -

The dealer—* Perhaps they do, but look at all
the newspapers they keep alive.”

—DPlease, ma’am, can you help a poor man who
is out of work?” T

«1 dare say I ean find something for you to do”

“Thanks. If you could give me some washing
to do P'll take it home to my wife.”

—Ofice-boy (Lo Boston editor)—"’l‘here’s a gent
outside, sir, with fiiuge on his pants, what says he

sants to see the editor.”

Boston Editor—¢ Never say ¢gent’ or ¢pants,’
James: and tell the gentleman we don’t want any
poetry.”

—DMiss Uppercrust {who has been waiting out-
side in the coupe)-—* What keeps you so long,
maminn?  Couldn’t you match the braid{”

Mrs, Upporcrust—* O, yes. But I inadvertently
put my pursé into my pocket, and it tov’, me nearly
half an hour to find it-again.” C

—Major Jones~-* See here, Rosy, you’ve brought
me up one button-boot and one lace-boot. How is
that 7"

Rosa (a fresh importation)— Faith an’ they’s a,
mistalie somewhere, sur, but not a bit do Oi know
wheve it is. Shure an’ the other pair down slitahis
is in the same fix.”

—A London bishep had gone down inta the
counury to visit a oltaritable institution inta which
poor lads had been drafted from the east snd of
London, and, in addressing them, he congratulated
them on the delights of theiv new residence. The,
boys looked unaccountably gloomy and downeast,
and the bishop kindly asked,

« Are you not comfortable? Uave you any cotn-
plaints to make$” -

Al last the leader raised his hand.

+'The milk, my lord.”

«Why, what on earth do you mean? Tho milk
here is tenfold bettur than you ever bad in Tondon,”

«No, indeed, it ain’t!™ crvied tho boy, *In
London they always buys our wilk out of w hico
elean shop, and here— why, heve they squecres i
ous of n Leastly cow.”
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