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Many a lad and lass got somothing in this way lodged in the
momory that is food for thought for a lifo time. To many again,
it is the opening of the door upon tho light, that draws thom into
followahip with tho noblest epirite. To many too, it is an intro-
duotion to a world of which thoy formerly had no conoeption : &
world of great and truo men, who sympathize with every move.
mont of tho heart, and evory sorrow of the sorl.

Thoso put them in a Columbus® ship that
a greater world,

Tho late Doan Alford, whilo at school makes somo intoresting
entries in his diary, such ag, * Roso at eix, learnt Wolsey's lamen.
{ation on his groatness,” * Learnt the story of Lavinia in
Thomson.” * Learnt a plece of Wharton's Pleasurcs of Molan.
oholy."” And years after writiog & lotter to his sister Faony ho
quotes & beautiful pamsago from Cicero's troatiso on Old Age,
and tells her that ho was roading Plato on the Immortslity of the
Soul and that he might have a qaotation from that for her e’er ho
finishod tho latter. Aund then ho says in justiffioation: “ You
csnnot think bow beantifal it is to sclect and udmire the finest
parts of the classioal Philosophers and Poets, and then to find
parallel passages in Boripture, us may almost always be done, and
comparo them, not to destroy the beaunty of the firat, but to exalt
and to bring into light the Divine sublimity of the latter.”” This
quotation shows us how tho mind acts, it gathers its material by
gelestion. F. W. Robertson in ono of his letters speaks in this
way : "' I¢ is vory surprizing to find how little wo rotain of a book,
how little wo bave really made our own when wo come to inter-
rogate ourselves as to what account we can givo of it, however wo
may ssem to have mastered it by understanding it. Huudreds of
books read onoe have passed as completely from us a8 if we had
nevor read them ; whereas the diecipline of mind got by writing
down, not copying, an abstraot of a book, which is worth the trouble,
fixes it on tuo mind for ycars, and besides, cnables one to read
other books with more attention and moroe profit.”

Thero too in the abstract wo have what has strack so many
thoughtfal people. Cicero the great Roman Orator opens his
treatiss ** On Friendebip " in these words that bear direotly on
our subject: * Quintus Musiune, the Augur, ueed to relate many
things of Caius Sacelics his {ather-in-law, from memory and in a
pleasant manner and did not scruple in every diecourse to call him
& wiso map.

Moreover I mysell, aller assnming the manly togsa, was intro.
daced by wy father to Scwvola, in such a way that, as faras 1
could, and it was pormitted me, I nover quitted the old man’s side.
Acoordingly many sagacious discassions of his, and many short
and apt sayings, I committed to memcry and desired to beoome
better informed by bis wisdom."” Such has boan tho practise, to a
Iarger or smaller extent, of every scholarly map. Dr. James
Hamilton of London bad volumes of such nuggets,—thonght
nuggets—treasnred up under the titlo of ** Bibline."”

Southey’s commonplace book was ecmething of this sord
carricd out extensively, Dr. Ncrman AMcLeod writes rapturously
to bis intimate friends of someo fresh beauties discovered in the
peemms of Wordsworth of which he was specially fond.

Choice selectionz are hko diamonds, very precioas, and very
compact. They are charged with thonght, and opou up to the refloc.
tive mind far roachiug vistas. They throw back the dark clond
curtains and lay bLare tho star.spaces, whers infinite worlds roll,
A volume of them liko ** Beechor’s Lifoe Thoughts’ and ¢ Watch
words for tho Warfare of Lifo,” from the Works of Martin Luther,
are magazines of farnishing for tho mind. Thoy give us thoaghts,
views of things, pictares and images, in such vivid coloring that
wo aro moved by them to exerciee onr intelloctual powers, and so
to grow strongor and broader and fuller. Thoy ate repositorica
of wisdom within a compsss which is easily managed. Do wo not
liko to listen to a discourso, or read & book, that has in it quotations
or references that open like bow windows on a piazza ous of the
main rcom into the fragrant garden, or mnsical aloove of the
birds, or on to tho grassy lawn that leads away to tho plantation
of tress, whore slender sircams meandor in tho shado and cover
the stones with moss, and scent tho air with swest odors. I
think we do. For as tho proverb has it variety is the apice of lifa.

oovers a new and

The oldest and wiscst of us may be as little children in our
commaunion with & prayer-boaring God. No errand to thas meroy
seat is too trivial to lead our foos.stepa thither. We may conneot
all the issuos ol lile with the oontrol of that ovor-ruling mall. Wao
may pus our hand in that patoroal hand, no matter how narrow
tho chasm, and look trustfclly and hopelally fur that availing
guidance. Ah, it wo could learn this leason of filial trast at overy
step of our way along our earthly pilgrimage, no matter how atoep
or rough ur obsours the path, it woald guide vs safaly and surely
hoxo to our Father's houss.

The Harvest.

'Twas the music of tho reapers, mang tho yellosw waving corn,
That awoko the drowsy sleepere, at the {)relking of themoin

Oh mouy hairsts hac como and gano, since first I saw the licht
But the gloamin noo is fa'n fast, and mirk will bo the nicht.

Anco morry was the harvest time, the days wero never lang,
And quickly spod tho evening hours, for blithely reapcr’ssang.
Bat noo, tho harvest muno is dim, aye clruded owro the rim,
Or olse, my sicht is failing fast, my ecu are growin dim.

But its gloamin, aye, iis gloamin, and I'm lying here at rest
Nao nmiair for me the harveat days, and may be it ia beat,

My sorrows noo are owre, and I thceht some micht bo spared,
WVhen a my bonny boys weroe laid, within the lain kirkyard.

But they're sleepiog there, sae sounly, O sac peaculu’ is their rert,
And n'er a worldly thooht, or care, disturos the youthfu’ breast,
Whilo I hao acen aunother year; another birthday gano,
Aye, o theso things I think o’ ; while I'm lying here alane.

I care na tho’ tho nicht be mirk, it canna aye be licht,
And when a body’s eon aro dim, the sters are no in sicht

And may bo I'll aleop sounly, and nocht will hear or fool
Whkile the angels bare me gently to tho land o’ the loal.

In Presbyterian College Journal. L A Auwvew.
Thanksgivin,

Anothor year repleto with God’s goodness bhau been given uc,
As houscholds and commmunities it is mect we should respond to
tho cellof the Psalmistand * comeintoGod's presence with thanka-
giving and make a joyful voice unto Him with psalme.” The

tessings of henlth and penrce ; the security of our homes, the
plentifulness of our tables and the continuance of family order and
affection ; the blessings of good neighborhood, and all the kindly
amenities and aympathies ot social life; the stability of our
national life and the supremacy of law ; our schools, our churches,
and the banner of the cross upheld and the word of the Gospel
everywhero preached in tho land—as we arc called to contemplato
theso things 1ot the sacrifices of thankegiving bo offered and glad-
ness fill the heart.

Itis a pleasant dnty to which the thanksgiving scason calls us,
Thankfulnoss is quito the same as joylulness. It implies delight
and gladnoss of heart. It isa simploand very intelligible duty
too. Even a child can experienco the sense of gratitnde. Ons of
tho first thiogs tho little cne learas to say, is ** Thank you.” Auny
one who is ablo to appreciate tho Lard's gifta is qualified o join in
the sontiments of thanksgiving time.

And yet can wo say thero is no need of remindor and call o
thig most befitting duty ? Is thanksgiving genersl? Is it spon.
tancous ? W feel our wants beforo the groat Gives and ave bold
in making koown our requests. But do we give thanks in the
samo moasure that we offer up our desirest Lurnest prayer camo
from tho ten lepers unto tho Lord Jesus as ho was entoringa
certain village. Thoy woro humble and most respectful, as stand.
10g afar off thoy lifted up their voices for Hismoroy iu their misery.
But after Jesus had healed them all, thero returned bat one of the
ten with tho sacrifice of thanksygiving. Alas! for all time how true
is Mra. Browniog’s plaint—

“ And lips say ‘God be pitiful’
That ne'er said ¢ God bo praised'.”

Weare to ‘' give thanks always in all things,” sayathcapostle,
that is, in every situationaand overy kind of cicsumstanco, bo found
¢ praisiog Him.” Rightly apprehonding God as govercign Giver,
and ourselves as depondends without a claim, we can concoivo of
no situation where tho offering could bo untimely or inappropriate.
Thero is often a latent skepticism just bere. When after & loog
courso of unintorrupted and abundant favor thero occasionally
comes somo deviation from that tido of good providence, then
arisos tho unworthy thought that the claim upon our gratitude
bz been forfeited, or at least tho call to thanksgiving has lost its
suitability. Thers can come no time however calatsitous, no
personal experiences howover bitter, but that the devout heart
may still realize causes for rejoicing an gratitude.

Wo oan always find in tho midst of hard lots not only tomper.
ing influences and ‘¢ silver lining within tho clouds,” bnt also
resorve bloseings, which have been untonched. It is wrong and
unjust to God to imagine wo are dostitute of good unless wo have

every object of desire, and that ourcup of mercies does not oall for
epecial montion unless it {s mado to ovorflow. It is a spirit of
selfishnoss and presamption $o look, as it were, upon $ho tender of
only a half loal as someshing unworthy the giver, if not discredit.
ablo to the recipient ; and the gift, if not rejected in soorn, is yet
not acknowledged as a claim on. gratitnde or an ostoppsl of
complsaint. Like tho peacook in Esop's fable, which, forgetling
its gilt in beauty of form and plumage, murmured before Juno
toocsuse it was nos also ondow ad with the awoet song-voioe of the
nightingale: so now, what should be onr note of praise for the
measure of good Lestowed, we often turn to peevish Iamontation
and oriticism that oar gifts bave nos been larger and more
various,—Afid Continent.



