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in the Secret of His Presence.

Ix tho secret of His presenco

T ankept from strife of tongues;
His pavilion is around e,

And within ave conscless songs | )
Stormy winds his words fulilling,

Beat without, but cannot harm,

Shakespeare at School.

Trovan Shakespenrys
purents were illiterate, they
know the valne of n good
education,  The free gvam-
marschool  had  beerc re-
founded a few years before by
Tdward VI, And althouga
there is no acturd record of
his school-days, we may take
it a8 cortzin that little Will
Shakespeare was sent to the
free-school when about sevon
years old, as we know his
brother Gilbert was, a little
later. The old grammar-
school still stands ; and boys
still learn their lessons in the
solf-same room, with the high-
pitched roof and onken beams,
where littlo Will Shakspearo
studied his “ A, B, C-book,”
and got his earliest notions
of Lautin ; but during part of
Shukespeare’s school-days the
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NTARIO FARM HOMESTEAD.

suddenly fuled away, and a corner of the old calico
apron went up to wipe nway a tear.
Then the eldest stepped forward and suid, ©* Are
you sorry beeause you haven't got any children ?”
@Y7 hed children onee, but they are all dead ¥
whispered the womnn, » sob rising in her throat.

T

Tor the Master’s voice is stilling
Storm and tewmpest in a calm.
In the secrot of His presonce
Josus keeps, I know not how 3
In the shadow of the Highest
1 am resting, hiding, now |

In the gecret of His prosence
All tho darkuess disappears ;,
Sor the sun that knows no setting
Throws o rainbow on my tears,
So the day grows ever lighter,
Broadening to the perfect noon;
Se thoe way grows ever brighter,
Heaven is coming, dear and soon.

In $he scerot of his presence
Novermore can foes alarm 3
In the shadow of the Highest,
1 can meet them with a psalm;
Yor the strong pavilion hides me—
“urns thoir fiery darts aside,
And T know, whate’er betides me,
1 shall live becauso He died !
In the sccret of His presence
Tn a sweot, unbroken rest 3
Pleusures, joys, in glorious fulness,
Making earth-like Eden bless
So my peace grows deop and deeper, .
\Videning as it nears the ses,
For my Saviour is my Keepeor,
K reping mine, and keeping me!
In the secret of His presence
Jesus keepe, [ know not how
Tn the shadow of the Highest,
I am vesting, hidiag, now !
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A Child's Heart.

-

Tae other day & curious old woman, having o
bundle in her hand and walking with a painful

cffort,

Avenue to cesh

sat down on @& curbstone on Woodland
She was curious becauso her gar-

mnents were neat and clean, though threadbare, and
curious because & smile crossed her wrinkled face as

children passed hor.

Tt might have been this smile

that attracted o group of three little ones, the oldest
obout nine. They all stood in a row in frontof the
old woman, saying never & word bnt watching her

face,

The smile brightened, lingezed, nnd then

«T am awfully sorry,” said tho little gir], as her
own chin quivered. “I’d give you one of ny little
brothers here, but I ain’t got but two, and I don't
believe T'd like io spare one.”

“(lod bless you, child—Dbless you forever!” sobbed
the old woman ; and for a full moment her face was
buried in her apron.

«But Tl tell you what I'll do,” seriously con-
tinued tho child; ¢ you may kiss us all at once;
and if little Ben isn’t afrpid you may kiss him four
times ; for he is just as sweob as candy 1"

Pedestrians who saw the three well-dressed chil-
dren put their arms phout the strange old woman’s
neck and kiss her were greatly puzzled. Lhey don’t
know the hearts of children ; nnd they did not hear
the woman's words asshe rose to go: ¢ Ob, children,
T’m only o poor old woman, believing I'd nothing
to live for; but you have given we n lighter heart
than Tve had for ten long yoars.”—Detroit Lree
Dress.

Dying in the Lord.

Prances Ripruy Haveroar, during her last
illness, while suffering intensely from a high fever,

He makes no mistakes.”

Bidding one of her physicians good-by, she
asked : Do you really think I am going 17

He answered: < Yes.”

- «'o-day?” she inquired.

« Probably,” was the reply.

Then she oxclaimed : ¢ Beautiful | Too good to
be true! .And, luoking up with a smile, added:
#Splendid! to be so near the gates of heaven!”

TLater, as the time of her departure came, she
nestled down into the pillows, folded her arms
upon her breast, seying: “There! It is all over!
Blessed rest !” .

Her countenance became radiant with the glory
seemingly breaking in upon her soul; and those
who watehed her thought sho appeared as if she
was conversing with the King in hig beauty. She
tried to sing; but, after one sweet note, her voice
failed, and she was gone to bo with her Lord.”

in sweet submission said z. ¢ God's will is delicious.,

school-room was under repair,
and boys and master—Walter
Toche, by name—migrated for a while to the guild-
chapel, next door. 'This was surely in the poets
mind when, in later years, he talked of a pedant
who keeps a school i’ the chureh.” All boys learned
their Latin then from two well-known beoks—the
« Aceidence” and the ¢ Sententiz pueriles;” and
that William was no exception to the rule, we may
see by translations from the latter in several of his
plays, and by an account, in one of his plays, of
Master Page’s examination in the Accidence,”~—

St. Nicholas.

Worth Wianing.

Tuere was o kay who “lived out,” named John.
Every weck he wrote home to his mother, who lived
on a small farm away up among the hills. One
day John picked up an old envelope from the
kitchen wood-box, and saw that it was not touched
by the post-master’s stamp, to show that it had
done its duty and henceforth was useless.

“The postmaster missed his aim thon,” said
John, “and left the stamp as good asnew. T'll use
-it myself.”

He moistened it at the noge of the teakettie, and
very carefully pulled the stamp off .,

« No,” said John's conscience, for that would
be cheating. The stamp has been on one letter ;
it ought, not to carry another.”

«Tt can earry another,” said John, ¢because, you
see, there is no mark to prove it worthless. The
post-office will not know.”

«But you know,” said conseience, “and that is
enough. It is not honest to u~e it o second time.
Tt is o little matter, to be sare, lmt it is cheating.
God looks for principle. It is the quality of every
action that he judges by.”

_“ But no one will know it,” said John faintly.

“ Wo onet” cried conscience. “God will know
it, and that is enougl: ; and he you know desirves
truth in the inward parts.”

«Yes;” cried all the best parts of Johi's charac-
ter; “yes, it is cheating to use the postage-stamp
the second time, and I will nov do it.”

John tore it in two and gave it to the winds.
And so John won & victory. Wasn't it worth
winning +—&ood Words.

Propry don’t grow famous in a hurry, and it
takes u deal of hard work even to carn your bread
and butter.
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