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Cbe ,fainih ly ircle.
l'I£ OLD l'JvLIÀNi-T.

%Whcn theI jId mnau itir , die à%wing vl. bis Luit
To the fi w of lais favorite lune,

&ad he licars the voice of the long aga
lIn the rajîpiles o! sweeî Il Buanat Duan,
And hîs pale checkb I1IIýh wiîh, a rusici gluw
Likc: tht clouds of a fli alterna in,

There's a plaintive wai tu tht rhvîttnie flow
0i tut dear oid songs that our mo-htr. know
Litre the iovang cruon %,dien tht àun ib luiv

0>1 a dove in the month af June.
%Vhen his ingeaâ ibrum tht forgoiteri stzlags

Flir tht lunes bis grandiathet îilaytd,
Vail the poor aId tarmented violin sings

The strains af tht Il White Cactrade,"
AXnd tht sangs that iloat an thet bluebsrd's wangs

In bias cItai tars wartie arnd fade.
Trîîre's a thrili lin the graylieard's touch that

brdnzs
rate ciasp of tht waist an tht waliz ahat flinies
l'bc blojil tu hi% heatt lure tht kai thaL clingS

Tc the lips al an ainorous maid

%Vberî ho lips the bridge ta bis lisiening car
Foi the chords that swing therean,

And bho feels a kiss on bis thin white liait,
For bis II' Jh lab nderson,"

AndI tht fiost nietts out ai tht abusses hte
Tht winters ah lit hiave spun,

Thtre's a tender dreana in the swett aId air
Of a rush or lips whto chtecks wtt e fair,
Like adcash ai stn whtn f-elds are bare

Anl parched in tht a.uamr. 3uf.
%Whea hîs haie oid hrainiwings ct. and [tu

Like tht trunir ofla swaying pint.
AndI the ftiends of bis bayb ,od corne and go

Tc tht notes afi AulcI Lang Syne'
And bis corcrabe à cali is a wcak hallei

That taais ta a laieu-cil sign.
Thert's a touch on tht stzings as sjft as snow
lIn tht soughing pines where tht sliado%çs grow
Wnten ta clysug eu:s tht night trînds biow

Tht main of tht shveerinr riait.
-E.ixa,'J S. h'ini 711dçe

O.YLY A MUS~IC 2'EA CI ER.

Mi 5iiS 'A C VARSN.

Caroline Hanter was a faitbfil attend-
ant ai the church af St. Stephen's. Na anc
spoko ta ber or even noticed ber. Suoday
afior Sunday she would return ta ber scat
iu tht galiery, and bumbly gather up and
mrasure tht wards ai counsei and admoni-
tin that belh frora the laps af tht eloquent
preacher, Dr. David Rutherford.

Dr. Rutherford tas mot aniy cu claquent,
but a gadiy mtan.

Has speech was roogb at tianes, atmost
fierce, Sben tender and implaraog. His
mîiisîry tras haokcd upon as cmiucoîly suc-
cessful. Tht roll of communicants reacbed
as higb as eight buadred.

Sunday citer Sunday throngs crawded
ha ta eujoy bis claquence, ta smile a hattle ait
bis strauge carnestness, ta retura hata the
lashionable world tram whicb they came,
and farget aIl about il, but Caroline Huoter
would listen wt behating beart aud îbrob-
bing pulse, and afier receiving the blessing
with bowod head, would go forth strang ta
fight tht battît ai lile.

Caroline bad waudcrcd tbmnugh the
opta doors witb the uncousciaus simpliciiy
ai a country girl ihat first loncly Suuday
alter ber am.ival ha tht chîy, and tht im-
passiaued eloqueuce ai tht preacher, the
swtet thrilling voice ai the bigb-priced
teor bad hrougbt ber back., until naw it
badl grawn ino a uocesscry habi-:hbe toast
af ber soui fram teck ta teck, tht refresh-
hug shotrer abat fell upon ber young lite,
causing At un blassom forth auo fragrance
=nd beauty.

Blut Dr. Rutherford tas mot thinking ai
tht loncly ý.ack-robcd figure lu the back
seat ai the gallery as ho del&vcred bis [anm
ans discoursus bu: rathor ai that quiet,
composed multitude iu tht cnsbiooed pets
wbDse faces woto ever Jiîted totrards bain mn
nbrokea sreouîy.

Thes faces tort famîllar ta bain; mea
auidwomon's baces-mnembers ai bis hlock
bc knew tht laves ai is brillianî wornen, ils
tboughttoss Young girls, lis busy merchauts
andbokriusuoneacsyrcls-
IV, giving na ibought towardthaî hîgbcr spiri-
tuailaile for whtcb bis sat yeamned, and lor
wbicb in the flash and ecstacy. ai youth hc
bad rcnauncedl a distiguisbed carcer.

Thus month aflier month the deep bill-
ows oi bis nature wauld risc in grcat waves
and beat themselvcs azainst this wall af
apatby and indffercnce. When ho returned
ta bis place ho would baw bis hcad in bis
bands and cry out ini the agony of bis spirit
*11 How long, 0 Lord, how long 1 i and

then bowing bis head aven lower ho wauld
groan-"1 It is retributian 1 I andl as the
pleading, thrilling valce ai the bigh-priced
tenar rase and (cl, it semrnd ta firn in these
moments that the waters of Marah wero
s- ceping aver bis sou].

The owners af the rustling dresses wauld
wbisper anc ta another-" 1isn't it toucbing
ta see bim pray as he daes afier the sermon;
sa effective, sa picturesque 1 I

But bis twa daugbters, quiet, sad faced
girls, in deep mauraing, wauld sigh and
raurmur-" ýPoar father 1 He is thinkio)g ai
brather Edward."

Thero woro rumaurs afloat that shartly
aiter the death of the minister's wifé, the
anly son bad disappeared-extravagance
and garnbing debts had came ta light-
there bad been na mather's gentie vaico ta
interfero.

It was the old story-wards spokzen in
anger by the justly irate father, a praud
bitter reort fram the hîgh-spirîted, san, and
thon the boy bail gane aut inta the storm,
vawing neyer ta raturn. Sînce thon, two
Yeats aga, na tidingsl.,had reached thýým.
The maotberless girîs-their Yaung faces pro-
maturely sad-mot their father morning
alter marniog with brave cheerfulness.
They noticed the feverish anxioty witb which
ho sarteà aver the loîters, the quick sigh,
and the look af quiet despair that finallv
setled int the agany af an ever-present,
unspaken sorraw.

Tbraugh this gnawing, seii-accusing
heartache the heart of the pastar, the father
of bis flack, grew more tender, bis exhorta-
tions mare earnest, positiveiy vihrating vith
the tbrill af h uman sympathy, oaly called
forth froa the deep sounding chords af
self-suffering and seii-knawledge.

Again and again, as be glanced into the
sea af faces upiitted ta bis, waiting for the
first word, a pang shat throuZIh bis beart as
be recalled that Young bovish facc, the face
af bis anly son, that h bail flot soon for sa
many weary manths. Haw proud, hoiv
bandsame, how maniy it badl looked that
starrny Docember night, as with head thrown
back and lips drawn and quivering hc had
said-

IlFather, 1 bave donc wroDg. 1 have
asked your fargiveness ; yau will mot listen
ta me.. You are cruel, unjust.'*

And then the lad bad leit, and when ho,
the father, bad held out bis armns and said,
"My son, returo," it was toa lato.

Cruel 1 Unjust 1 Ho had nover forgot-
ten thaso words. They bail sent bis lad out
into the world witbout maney, withnnt
friends, without borne--and since thon the
burden af bis cry-ihc pause in bis prayer-
the quiver in bis voice as ho blessed the
knecling multitude, was avel: the znuttered
"My boy, niy boy 1 carne back ta ma 1 "

Dr. Rutherford was ab>out ta close the
little meeting held once a week in the side
chapelai thegreat church. Ascorear more
ai carancsi workcrs were gatbered togther-
the cherlshed lambs af bis flock. Ho kuow
them-zeaaus, nobie-hearted, self-sacriflcing
Christian mon and wamen. What should
bo say ta thorn? ho ask-ed himself in bitter
burniliîy. Urge thera ta grcater zeal ? But
as ho gianced about hian, ho naticcd the
presence ai strangers-women with placid,
cxprcssionless, vain counltenancets. As usual
bis hcart burned within him, and with that
tire which they called cloquence, and which
had the power ta picae even if it dia flot
star thcir cairn pulseç, ho spoke ont in bis
raugh, foerce way ; ho looked stright muao
thosc: praud, cald oves, and spoko ta aillas if
ta eachanc ajonc; ho nrged themtoa aake
train their apaîhy, ta use their wealtb, their
culture, their rtfinr-mnt ta tht glary af Goa.

IYom ail passes somao gift, soa talent.
1 dauît know what t as ; Von do, Gad
docs 1" ho crizd in passionate vebecacace,

cg and ai that talent an the great reckaning
day He wîll demand a strict account. Pre-
sent it ta yaur Gad. It is His most preciaus
gi. Plant ai, cbcrish it. Somoe day it vrll
bring forîh fruit mccl for the Master's use."

" What cati 1 do ? 'Wbat shall I do ?" re-
peated Caraline Hunter as she weaded ber
îvay ta the crowded street on the East Side,
whore shc bad ber horne. IlAlas, 1 havc no
git, fln talent Il'

'W bat was she ? 0ony a poor littie music
teacher .'rang ber daily bread among the
ricb. HI.r stary was a simple ane. Wben
ber father, a man ai mare than ordinary
talent, was stricken with paralysîs, it falhow-
cd, as a mattor ai course, that Caroline wlth
ber sweet frosh vaice, whaso swetness and
freshness were sa aveou known tsatit b ad bc-
camne camman praperty in the village, should
take the burdeu af the camman support
upon ber shoulders, by toaching music and
singing in ber native village and the neigh-
bouring toms.

The earnost, cansciontiaus teachor, with
ber firm yet geutît manuer, bcd a number ai
regular pupils at theogreat fashlonable hotel
during the season, aad when a year ago the
great blow came and ber belovcd failler 1ýas
laid away, what more natural than that, iu
ber first terrible loneliness, she should listen
ta anc ai ber patrons and decide ta follow
ber pupis ta the city, whcre ai least a living
tras seccred and old tics were scvered. That
was a year aga, and she isad livcd a Ionoly,
busy life and yet cantcuted, comiug and
going amang ber pupils, gahuing strengtb
and courage fir, the great. preacher's pas-
sionate speech-offering ber solitude, ber
tears, ber vague aspirations on tbe aItar ai
ber Christ-ber pure and beautiful fioe risiog
fair and spoîlcss as a lily amhdst the turmoil
ana sin ai the great city.

In the ovening she would sit at ber little
old-iasbionod piano and play tht music
taugbt ta ber hy ber father-the mnaster-
pioces ai tbc great masters, Beethoven,
Handel, Mozart. That evenhung, citer îaking
off ber bat and cloak, she kneit for a mo-ment by the side af ber snowy bcd aud
breatbcd a prayer that ber talent migbt be
revealod ta ber. As she arase, she looked
across ai the crowded tenement, at the care-
less, laughing faces at the windaws-the
street was s0 narraw she cauid sot tht child-
rea la thse dima larplight playingon thse floor,
the fathers with tankards ai frothlag ali the
mothers laughiug and taikhing loudiy. Ou
this beautifual day af carly summer bad ane
ai thora îhought af God? WhVat tras ber
talent? Was it ta overcome ber timtlaity, ta
plead tb these raugis-voiccd mon, these
bard-vhsagcd women? Wauld îbey under.
stand ber laltoring speech if sbesaid ont af
tbe fulness af ber grateful hear-" Seek
God, love Him, praise Him, serve Hîra.
Heis javand rest and poace." Wauld îhey
mot mock ber simple words? Na,c:; she
possesscd no glir. " Sing 1 Caroline Hun-
ter, Van cau sing.' Sho sîarted anid hid ber
face in ber bauds as thongh a vaice bcd
spoken. Yos, she could siug, but site isad
flot liited ber voice in sang sauce ber father's
deatb. Conld that ho ber talent, ber li:tle
gift ta be used for ber Master-tho voice ber
fathor bad loved and trained, the vaice that
bad lulicd him ta sleep I cgYour voice will
nover ho great, Caroline," ho bcd said, Ilbut
it wilI rcach buan cbarts, and that is
botter."

"Vocs, 1 wiil sin£ ta-night," she said
simpiy ; I trill sing for God."

And thon she took hem hymn-baok and
sat near the opta iadot, whore she ap-
peared in the seri darkness, witb ber pure
face and carmeat cyts. likec soa paining ai
St. Cecilia.

The vaîce was law and taltcrinig au first,
but as sho tnrned aver the beaves the beauty
of the strect, simple melodies ana words
entercad ber hecart, and ber toues grcw* ricb-
or, stronger, and floated au tht somnmer air
into tht uoisy teneinout beont' Many a
iond voice silenccd its coarse soîort ta
listen-mothtrs tired, wara-ont erabittered,
hashed tht unrcly child rem, and for tht flrst
lime maxîy a baba bell atieep laIlied ta test by
the maelody ai a hyran.

At anc rit the upper windows a young
man started up as the sweet, thrllling vaîce
reached bis cars, and leaned againsi the
casernent. Bis face vias set and bardoned,
seamod wlth linos ai cace and anxiety, a look
ai despair daml<ened bis eyos-although
Young bis hair was already strcaked with
gray. Tho scowladeepoued upon bis brow as
he Iistened. Ho muttered undor bis hreath

-11It was uojust, cruel, and I was so Young,
sa Voung. No, no; 1 caunot forgive or far-
got. One kind w* rd and I shanid have
hotu savcd these yoars af wretcbedaess and
si.' 1

WVbat was that vaico s0 sîveot, sa pene.
trating, sayîng now? How distinctly the
words fell upon bis car. "<My son, return,"
pleadingly, wailingly. Would it nover cease?
ilRatura, my son, my son t"l Wheu was the
last timo ho land beard those words? Ah,
bow well lbc recalled the scene-thc comiar-
table family roan, the twa weepîng girls,
two angry voices, bis awa and bis fatber's,
thon tho omninous silence and bc had flcd
traim the brigbtuoss and warmth into thc
darkness ai the beating storni, but not before
ho had heard that last cry af lave and for-
giveueSs-« My san, roturu.1"

But bc badl said, "I1 will nover return."
Sa ho had rushod an, facing the keen wiad,
in spiteofa bis heartache. But ever during
pasi years in bours af wretchedness and
despair, in scenes af midnigbt rcvelry, ho
had heard that cry-" Mfy son, my sn"
Poor fatherl I Had ho changcd? Did ho
miss bis face in the church laaking up ta
hirn fram the accustamed seat? As that
fathor stood in the pulpit, sa noble, sa coin-
manding, s0 carnest, boa' olten be; thse son,
land repeated with a thrili af love--" 1 arn
praud ai mny father, I wîli make my fathor
proud ai me." Ah, how wretchedly ho hadl
faïied 1 '!-e lookod about him with a shud-
der-the t.emiserable room af the hit
tenoment-his awn homo bow bright and
even beautiful it was. How plaiuly ho
could recaîl oach picture an the wall, the
chairs, the table. The week day meeting
wasjust about avor now, and theV werc
gatbered tagether for the oveang prayer
Dîd tbey ever speak af him ? the two absent
anes, tho mother's place cmpîv, bis place
rnpty. Hîs mother, wbat made himr tbink

ai bis dead mother ? Ho had scbooled hilm-
self to banisb that sad, beautiful memory.
Why, ho vas cryiog like a chiid 1
«Lcad. kindly Light. arnid the encirciing glooni

Lead Thou mne an,"
rang ont the ponetrating voico with its
pathotic quiver. When vas it bc had lasi
heard those words? WVas it ait the bedside
with the calta pale face bravely smriling bo-
tween the gasping breath a, Was it Lona
who was sobhing, or Helen ? '%Vùich af the
two was singang with pitiiess sweetness

'The nigbt ls dairk, and Iamu far tram borne,
Lezd Thou me an."

And thon came the hoarse, broktn vaice
thai was fathers-4 Hasb, children, mather
is in heaveni. The angels wili finishl the
bymn.31

Father had suddeuly grasped bis baud as
if soeking help, and ho, the weak, fooiish
boy, had in that moment becamo a nman. In
the suddea flash afibis new-born streugth
hc had said ta himsell, cg 1 will canfess mny
sin ta father. 1 miil lead a different lufe
herreafter as mother wanld bave mtoy

And at the fanerai agaiu, ha the great
cro7d, amidst thse beavy fragrance af flotrers
a voice lite tbis had thrilled him-

"Iwas flot eTer 'bus, o prayd at Thou
Shouidst lcad me an.-,

And thon had came tht quarl and its
bitter ending. HO bore, bis father there,
bis anoîhr in beaven. Saceoîly, soltly, ten-
dezlY camat the trords tbraugb the silence
Of the summaîer evening-

Il Nearcr. my Gad. Ia TheeNoamer to Thee."1
0, ho tras far awaY from God, far aw7ay

from fathe-r, far (rom motber, far from
home.

The Young 171:1 bul upon his kuerS-
0O Gofi forgive me 'I be cricd cg'Father,

Twill rotura,- recIVe tby erlrng child."
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