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'Ont of all kingdom ender the"eun 
What shall I being to thee, little one ?

"Bring me the smile of my mother's eyes, 
Dearer than annahine oat of the skiee ; 
Bring me a kiss from her lipe to set 
Warn on my cheek, with the tears still

Nay: far ever the

flying bring to

Ont of the sOenoe of unknown land 
Briigf me the toech of my mother’s 

hand;
Keen thon the treasures of sea and

voice once

Way , there are wisdom and wealth and

i thy dower.

Sfetoi,

iss

yisW

Give me my mother’s sweet love untold,
of gold,

all;
her soft footfall.

Little one what thou askest me,
to thee.

CHRISTIAN’S LIFE.
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with His dhdpln around 
Hma listening to His last words of con 
solation, instruction, and encourage­
ment, Hesanlto them, “A Wk while, 
and ye shall not see Me : and again, 
Utile while, and ye shall see Me, because 

Father.” Mysterious words 1 
yet not of despondency, 

they speak oi the Lord’s 
ram sight, do tin 

with tiie promise of seeing 
The way they disclose may be 

mo# light. 
Lord, in tin

tinn>

for the
He

hidden from
s*e

forty days during 
of them after 

me His <
to thé Father. Bat we an 
lit that they depict the life which 

leads upon erath while 
hie amended Lord is in heaven.

Do you recall any bright summer days, 
dewing with sunshine from morning to 

without one cloud darkening 
■ ? Such days are very glorious, 

i they are no type of the Christian’s 
. Or

Christian. As our Lord sees best He 
unveils to His people the light ef His 
countenance, or He hides it from them. 
And it most needs be so. There must 
be the cloud as well as the sunbeam, or 
how would the manifold graces of the 
Christian he called forth? What but 
tribulation worketh patience, and pa­
tience experience, and experience hope? 
No, the Christian day is neither clear 
nor dark, but it brightens towards its 
close. The gracious promise stand# 
that "at evening-tide there shall be 
light.”

About eighty years ago, in a secluded 
village in Westmoreland, a little boy 
was brought to Baptism, and received 
the name of Leonard. He was the 
eldest child of the curate of the parish, 
aman poor in this world’s goods, as 

still many of the clergy of that 
district, but nob in good works.

Leonard’s early life was bright,though 
scarcely with a brightness of earth. He 
was plainly fed and poerly lodged, but 
love illumined all, the love of ms Hea­
venly Father, and of fond, earthly pa­

te. Years passed, and other chil­
dren were added to the family; then 
the clouds of sorrow gathered. A deso­
lating fever entered the pastor’s cottage;

all were stricken, and 
when from the gates of the grave Leo­
nard struggled back to life, be found 
nothing left him on earth hut one little 
baby brother. The orphans were pen­
niless too, for the expenses of illnees 
and death had consumed their father’s 
little property, and his income ceased 
with his Ufa. A friend came forward, 

and put Leonard to school, 
while the baby became the nursling of 
the village, received into one cottage 

r another, as a precious legacy from 
they loved. It was a sad 

for Leonard, from a happy home 
to school—school with no borne to re­
turn to. The clouds still hung about 
his path, hut he went on bravely, and 
so his nature was strengthened and 
fined ; tribulation worked patience.

He knew his father had devoted him 
to the Church's special work, and this 
made him veiÿ diligent at school. When 
school was over there was no money to 
send him to college, but one of his fa­
ther's friends finished his education in 
Us own boose, and at the proper age, 
clergymen then bring wanted in the 
neighbourhood, the Bishop ordained him 
to a curacy not far from hie birthplace

And now a bright time of Leonard 
Whitley’s life began. Certainly his in 
come was only M&> a year, ana he had 
te serve two churches nearly three miles 
apart, with a scattered population. He 
had plenty to do; still he was very 

he loved his work, he loved his 
_ _ and he loved the few books 
which had belonged to his father. So 
time passed till he was forty years old, 
when anxiety and sorrow 
over him. His brother, 
name, whom we spoke of last as the 
baby in his father’s perish, was now a 
man. He had not received soeh an edu­
cation is Leonard’s, sad as he grew op, 
and was desirous no longer to be a bur­
den to the friends of his childhood, 
nothing occurred to him but to walk 
over the hills to Whitehaven, and ask 
to be taken as sailor-boy on board 
of the tyigsjvhich carry coals from that

ing a school for the sons of the neigh 
hoiiring farmers. They could not pay 
him much, however, and his income 
was not very largely increased. Often 
there was hardly food enough in 
the house for both brothers, anu Leo­
nard (or Mr. Whitley, as we ought tq 
call him) would often on holidays go to 
one of the farmers in his parish, and 
help in the field work, that he might 
feel at ease in accepting a meal there, 
and so leave more for the sick man at 
home. Yet strive and save as lie would, 
after a year he found himeelf in debt. 
Quite overpowered, hie health broke 
down, and he was laid up with a severe 
illness. It seemed now that the floods 
of affliction were overwhelming him, but 
he struggled through the storm. The 
clergy round were eager to help one 
whom they respected so much. They 
took his work for him wUle he was ill ; 
they found ont and paid the oppressive 
debt; they obtained a small pension for 
Michael, and when Mr. Whitley reco­
vered, they pat him in the way of earn­
ing something by .writing of an evening. 
So he started again with fresh spirits, nor 
did he ever again sink into despondency 

had worl * r

loot on the Utile porch went HR 
iwhy. The sun was so bright and ». 
that in spite of all his tronhu 

help - 8couldn’t help feeling lust a Utils 
elf on theSeating himself on the step he____

talk to the dear little feUow, asheoftZ? 
did when in earnest about things, ”'le 

“ Baby, wouldn’t you hate to watr 
patches ? Patches on the elbows 
patches on the knees, patches aU over t 
Why, I am almost all patches, and the 
boys have nicknamed me ‘Patoh'” 
toll you, baby, it is pretty hai 
when I get to be a man, you 
know what a patch looks like.”
the baby crowed and jumped 

ery word.

rked experience, and

many years of suffering Mi­
chael Whitley was at last release? His 
brother mimed him sadly ; he felt alone, 
though not lonely. From this time hie 
health and his eyesight began to fail, 
hot he struggled on, till, at the age of 
sixty, he became unite blind, and was 
obliged to give ep nis caraov. Friends 
pitted him very much, but he was 
hopeful and full of confidence that he 
should be provided for. And so he was.

Just at this time a rich man was build­
ing near one of our noblest cathedrals a 
house of shelter for those who had 
grown rid and continued poor in the 
aervieeof the Church, and hearing ri 
old Mr. Whitley, he invited him to it. 
So the aged clergyman went to dweU 
under the minister's shade, and found 
there as much of rest and home as he 
could enjoy on this side the grave. Very 
grateful it was to his weary spirit and 
worn-out frame. For a few years his 
frail form was seen daily entering the 
house of God, and now hie rests close to 
its walls.

Yon may think it strange to iUostrate 
“ light at eventide " by an old a 
blind, and dependent on the bounty of 
others; but remember that it is not 
earthly light or earthly splendour that 
is promised us; and for inward, Divine 

t, be sure that in that peaceful she! 
it beamed upon the weary servant of 

God, shining more and more unto the

he understood every 
“ Come,” called mamma., "bringbaby 

in; your dinner is ready.”
Fred seated himself at the smiH 

table and waited for hie mother ; bel 
she took the rooking chair by the stove, 
and commenced tp sing baby to sleep. *

“ Mother, am’tyou going to comer 
" No, eon ; I feel too tired now.” 
Fred helped himself to i 

the delicious soup; but 
didn’t taste good, and there 
lamp in his throat, and glancing 
to his mother he saw a sad, troubled 
look on her face. She bri stopped 

and was stroking baby's hah 
He eouMn't stand It any lorn 

but jumping up he ran to her, 
ring her tight round the n 
fashion, buret oui

a plateful of 
I somehow it

out with* l •«..*{ >
Mother, don’t you look so sorry. 1 

can wear the patches as well as set, 
and the old coat ’• real wane. I nss 

>n t kill me if the boys do call ms 
Maxwell arid yeti*

it wool kill me if 
Patch ;’ and Mr.

np

I’t get m 
you? Come now, mother, Iri* 
all the soap, and have a good

And they did : and how they hot 
joyed that dinner I Just before Fmd 

tied for school that afternoon, best* 
to hie little room kept so 
own hands, and there he 

loving Saviour to rive him me 
overcome the small trials ef 
life, and to make him a 
adding at the dose, " Pie 
comfort to i 

He reach
the bell rang, ao he 

m the boys

had fixed him np in the 
oalling him "Pati 
aeFred

"Yes, I s’poee that *e my 
longes these clothes last Bet,keys 
look I I tell you there’s fflew fine wo* 
on this old eoet; and if I’ve

tty years rid, 
again brooded 

, Michael by

PATCH, BUT NOT CROSS-PATCH, it and be called "Patch,” I’d
keep my temper, and not |

to Ü “ I‘‘Mother, I just can’t this <
patched coat to school I” mid Fred, 
flinging himself into a chair, and stick-

isa

\ ill

days of constant down- 
uncheered by a single ray 

These wet days may be wri­
the parched earth, but they 

the Christian's life. 
- does shadow it forth 

one. It is described in 
of Zechariah, a day when 
til not be dear nor dark,” 
i evening time it shall be 
i bear in ttnnd that Christ 

of righteousness, you will 
corresponds with 

" “ - * ri and

part to Ireland. It was rough work, but 
be got through it, and maintained him 
self respectably as a sailor, till at the age 
of thirty he was taken ill with rheumatic 
fever. His little savings were soon 
spent, and he wrote to his brother, who 
went to him, and, as soon as he was 
well enough, brought him to his little 
parsonage.

By degrees the fever abated, but the 
limbs remained paralysed, and it soon 
became evident that Michael would not 
be able earn his bread. And now 
Leonard bad seriously to ask himself 
how the income which had scantily sup­
ported one, could be made to provide 
for two. He had always lived so fru­
gally, that there was little he could 
give up now. However, there were a 
few comforts he could deny himself, and

ftlamrtamly fulfilled in thslile of every he oould earn something mere W open­

ing out hie feet, while hie fore 
drawn up in such an ugly scowl you 
would have thought him a dreadful 
boy. 6

“ Why, Fred, I am surmised ; only 
this morning you looked at these 
patches and said:4 Good for you, mother, 
these sleeves are jelly, now the elbows 
areaff in ;* and when yon put it on you 
smoothed it down, and gave me a kiss, 
and told me I was the best mother in 
the world.”

" Y-e s, so I did,” and at the pleasant 
voice of his mother the boy drew in hie 
feet, and the frown went off his face a 
little. “ Bnt yoe don’t know how hard 
it is,” added Fred, every hoy in my 
class has a new coat, and some brass 
buttons and all. I can see the very 
shine of them now," and Fred kicked 
the poor cat as it was lying in the sun­
shine streaming over the bright kitchen 
floor.

“ Come, come 1 ” spoke up his mother, 
‘this will never do l Your coat is well 

enough, if you only< think so; at an 
rate I cannot buy you a new one," an 
Mrs. Green pot the baby in his arms 
and began dishing up the soap for 
dimi8r«

DON’T GIVE UP. W

A gentleman travelling in tbs 
them part of Ireland heard the 
of children and stopped to listen.

ame from amg the sound came from a small 
ing used as a schoolhouse, he 
near ; as the door was open he 
and listened to the words the boys 
spelling. One little boy stood a 
looking very sad. *Why does 
stand there?” asked the 
" Oh, he is good for nothing 
the teacher. " There is nothing in 
I can make nothing of him. He » 
most stupid boy in the school." 
gentleman was surprised at bis " 
He saw the teacher was a 
rough that the younger and mote 
were nearly crushed. After
words to them, placing his hand on ■Be little fellow who »head of the little 
apart, he said : “One of thesed< 
may be a fine scholar. Don’t give 
try, mj boy-try.” The W.J««l 
aroused. His sleeping mind awok* 
new purpose was formed. From 
hour he became anxious to exorii 
he did become a fine scholar.
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