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privilegzes and advantages. Knox was a!
practical reformer.  No fine apun theories, no |
vesting in notions with him 3 he made Church !
and School go together, and elevated the:
community; got Bibles introduced into house-
holds, and transmitted wholesome rules. He'
was o man for the times, and why should we .
let drop the good work hie begun?  Reforma- -
tion is yet nieded, and is a practical work, in
eur houscholds, in our Churches, and in our
community.  Can we nat set our hand to any
useful reform that others may be the hettered
thereby ? 1 plead for no work out of our,
sphere, and for no controversy, but can you
el ageing 1o mission among ragued childrern
or clothe no naked ones, or get to the Chureh
or Sabbath Schooi none from the highways
and hedues —~but why should 1 particular-
ize? Whoever has an eye to the useful can-
not fail of henefitting, temporally or spivituai-
iy, his fellows, and whoso neglects 1o do so
i1s & poor child of reform. Your doing so,
mare than vour attendance here this day, my
friends, will prove you to be worthy sons and
daughters of the Reformation. )
*Now let thy work and pow'r appear,
thy servant’s fuce before,
And show unto their children dear,
thy glory evermore.

And let the beauty of the l.ord,
our God be us upon,

Qur handy-works establish thou,
establish them each one.”

O

FOR THYE MONTHLY RECORN i
Tho Goodly Fellowship of the Pro-.
phets Praise Thee. !

_ KING DAVID.

A SUFIHERD ROY in Bethlehem's land, '
(GGod ealled him for his own,

Greing unto his tuneful hand,
A harp of charmed tone;

‘The evil spirit to dispel,

AVhase awful shadow darkly ell,
Around Saul’s heart and throne,

jlis shepherd staff ho laid aside,
Where ilashed the seldier’s sword,

When Gath’s great champion defied .
‘The armies of the Lord; :
Not then hie battle armour took, !

A sling and smooth stones from the brook, |
Fulfilled Jehovalh’s word. !

Called and beloved, he still obeyed,
Though persecutions fire.
3iis valiant spirit oft dismayed,
And quenched love's strong desire ;
The king who shewed him favour first, !
Now sought his life, and strangely cursed :
Ilis path, by envy’s ire. !

Yet faithful to his own decree,
God kept His chosen one,
‘I he royal root of Jesse's tree,
The Heuse of David’s Son; 1
In death’s dark vale, by waters still, i
Ife led him on victorious still,
To Israel’s mighty throne.

Crowned and anointed from abiove,
Blessed with life's richest part.

Sought out and honored by such love,
One after God's own heart :

Could David sin, cxalted thus ?

Alas! for him as well as us,
‘The tempter tried his art.

And Israel's royal monarch fell,
Long had the archer striven,

By wmany & strange, seductive speit,
To lure his soul from heaven:

Blinded. his dooming voice began,

When Nathan's worde, ** Thou art the man,”
Unleosced what sin had riven.

Fven then, his God forsook him nent,
But wrought deliverance still,

His truth and mercy unforgot,
On Zion’s holy hill;

And David’s heart, by sorrow ren,

Sore humbled, strove its punishment,
In meeknass to fulfil.

God's hand lay heavy on his throne,
Still heavier on his heart,

When Absalom, his goodly son,
Assayed the rebel's part;

Stealing men's hearts, as there he sate,

Judging their cause in Judah's gate,
By Hebron's erowded mart.

Until he grasped his father's crown,
‘Then Israel's leaders rose,
Where crested Olivet lonks down,
And Kedron's water flows s
Parsuing on through Ephraim’s wood,
Where lofty oaks luxuriant stood.
To death their flying foes.

There Absalom fell by Jouab's dart,
Bencath the great oak tree,

S+ill rings this wail f-om David's heart?
Adown Time's hoary lee;

0Oh! Absalom, my son, my son,

Would God before this deed were done.,
‘That I had died for thee.”

Thus through a baptism of pain,
He found the narrow way,

Took up on Judal’s hills the strain,
And saw by faith the day

Of him who here the winepress trode.

‘I'he Prince of Peace, the Mighty God,
Deliverer, King for aye.

1is advent fired, wrapt David's soul,
How woke his glorioue lyre,

Blending In one immortal whole,
Hymns touched with living fire;

Like hosts who bear victorious palms.

From age to age those glorious Psalwe.
The Church’s heart inspire.

We breathe them when our souls are wrung,
By sorrow and by sin:

We ring them where our harps are hung,
Amid earth’s toil and din;

We chant those noble sougs of praise,

When we to Gogd vur voices raise,
His holy house within.

A priest by virtue of the rite,
From Sxmuel’s holy hands,
A XKing renowned for strength and migit,
O’er Israel’s fruitful lands;
By tuneful harp and hallowed lip,
Among the goodly tellowship
Of prophets, David stands.



