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March 6, 1879.)

A coachman was often obliged to wait lone|

. . . S

hours while hLis mistress made calls, He deter-
mined to mmprove the time ; he found a small vol-

DOMINION CHURCHMAN.

THE YOUNG (CHICK.

“Three birds in

upper air !

I wonder what
Y \ . .. ) "W ar 1 ore 9 qal LR TSI, [ . Lo
ume containing the Felogues of Virgil but could they are doing there 2 ™ said ( hick, who had just

not read 1t, and so purchased a Latin Grammar, O out of the shell and looked rather forlorn.

Day by day, he studied tli
all its intricacies.
one day as he stood by the horses waiting for her,
and asked what he was so intently hl'mdinq.
“Only a bit of Virgil, my lady.” ¢ ‘
you read latin 2"  «A little, my lady.” She
mentioned this to her hushand, who insisted that
David should have a teacher ts instruet him. In
a few years he became a learned man, and was a
useful and loved minister in Scotland.

A boy was hired to open and shut the gates to
let the teams out of an iron mine. He sat on a
log all day by the side of the gate. Sometimes an
hour would pass before the teams came, and this
he employed so well that there was scarcely any
fact in history that escaped his attention. He|
began with a little book on English history that |
he found in the road; having learned that thor- |
oughly. he borrowed of a minister, Goldsmith's!
History of Greece. This good man became great-
ly interested in him and loaned him books, and'
was often seen sitting by him on the log convers- |
ing with him abount the people of ancient times. |

«, and, finally, mastered

His mistress came behind him .

His mother was calling ¢

mg at? "

Cluek, cluek, cluek !
e¢ \J ¥ Sae Mianle « ¢ Qe o . & : ! .
ﬂf\o, mud»(;h.l(,l\. I was shut up ]m}g_: enf)‘ug_:h tion, a book surpassed in circulation by the Holy
in the shell; I wish to look about me a little.
As Mrs. Hen found that Chick did not come,

“ What. do ‘.\‘1“’ went ts()lil(lml; for him. * What are you star- g self-abnegation, its overpowering sense of
sala she.

Just then onc bird said, ““ I will have it ! =
The second also said, “ I will have it ! "
: So Qld tl:c .tlm'd; and they all J_:u'tml 1\)1'\\'&.1'(1. feels that it 1s pitched in too high a key for human
\I““Cl\"“{\’ their beaks together, whilst somethidg nature ; that its spiritual beauty is marred by too
that Chick could not see dropped to the ground, | much self-consciousness, too much 1solation, too

and Mrs. Hen Gobbled it up.
“What is 1t 2 "
s :\ “\ thﬂt‘ 1]]1)S\‘ \l”\ ])il'(l.\ }l?l\'l‘ ])(’O]] (11“1]" tlll]ill()llh’ ll!v(‘, ]lﬂ;.\' \'nni‘\;h(‘(l fl'()“l t‘/ho

asked Chick.
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CONTEMPLATIVE AND PRACTICAL
SPIRITUALITY.

Of one of these modes of cultivating the spiri-
tual life, the magnificent De Imitatione may be
taken as the most striking and familiar illustra-

Seriptures alone.  Who can have read it without
being awed and fascinated by the unearthliness

eternal things, its passionate self-surrender and
longing for absorption into the Divine Person-
ality 2 Yet it has a less satisfactory side. One

'much of what must be called religious selfishness.
The world, with its tumultous lLeart and multi-
writer’s

relling about, and in the end not one ot them thoughts except as an instrument of temptation;

g(lt: lt
“QOh!"

he felt very cold without the shell.
“ Your feathers have not grown enough,” said | cannot but think that the spiritual culture of

Mrs. Hen ; ¢

self under my wings.”

mother, for he began to think her very wise.
“If you will mind what I say you may grow up | the body, and our bramn and nerves are what they

All' these show that in this country any one|
can Jearn all that he wants. If heis at work he still |
Let him
use those wisely and he can fill his mind with

has three hours he can call his own.

stores of knowledge.

WiO WAS IT?

Do you happen to know ?

Somebody surely told me so,
That some one was angry in school to-day,
And sulked and pouted and turned away,

When asked to ““ make up” and come back and

play.
Somebody said, but I don’t know who,
That little some one was surely you ;
I really wonder if it was so ;
Do you happen to know ?

Somebody whispered me,
Yesterday, out by the willow tree,

That in the school-room most shamefully

A deed of mischief had been doue,

And I grieved to hear that only one,

Of all the children I love so well,

Was brave and honest the truth to tell.
Somebody said, but I ean’t think who,
That honest fellow, my boy, was you.

I'm sure I hope it was really so ;
Do you happen to know ?

A little bird

Came and told me the tale it heard.
And this is the tale it told to me:
That some one had something very nice,
Yet offered no one a single slice,
But greedily swallowed the whole in a trice,
Like a gluttonous child, most selfishly.
The little bird told me a pretty name,
And you most certainly have the same ;

But then it never could be so.

Do you happen to know ?

Some one whispered to-day
Something indeed I blush to say,
That somebody spoke & sinful word,
Forgetting the holy Ear which heard,
Forgetting that angels wept to look,
As they wrote it down in the dreadful book.
Somebody hinted it might be you,
But ah ! that never could be true.
Oh dear ! .I hope it was not 50 ;
Do you happen to know ?

And somebody told
Of a little girl, just seven years old,

Who wanted to roll her hoop and play

Out in the garden this sunny day ;

But when her sick little brother said,

“ Nellie, please read to me instead,”

Gave up her wish with a cheerful look,

And instantly ran for the story-book.
Somebody said, they certainly knew
That good little sister was none but you ;

And T believe it was really 80 ;
Do you happen to'knéw ?
" M. N. M. in The Daisy.

ay you are sure to come to harm.”

;Once when she called him.

| Chick shivered again; he felt so cold that he | on our
|begzm to wish that he had gone to his mother at Ithrows the mind off its balance, and is apt to
However, he crept | stimulate it into diseased excitement, or benumb

and he feels himself alone with God, caring for

a1 Thinlr + ay \ y e 1sirara P Sy | . g . s_»
sald Chick; and then he shivered, for nothing but the culture of his own spirit to the

Now, I

highest perfection of which it is capable.

come home with me and warm your- | which this is a type is unwholesome, and contrary
And Chick went with his|to the Divine mtention.

It 1s too much for our
As long as we dwell in

i :
| natures to bear safely.

to have some sense; but if you take your own | are, we need a mixture of earthly vork with our

~devotions and meditations to temper their effect
frame. Exclusive religious thought

' under her wings and soon got quite warm, and at | it into a worn-out insensibility. It is a great many
| last fell asleep, dreaming that he was the wisest | years since I read Blanco White's Autobiography,

| chicken that ever li\'()d, and that all the birds of but a short sentence of his, summing up hls

| the earth came to him to tell him their troubles, | wide ex}.erienc(} as confessor, has stuek in my

| and to ask him for advice.

South and North,

East and West,

‘ Where is the baby
. That I love best ?

} THE DEAREST BABY.
[
I

A little papoose
Under the trees ?

A Chinese beauty
Beyond the sees ?

An English child
Among the mills ?

i A Switzer baby

| Between the hills ?

A dark-eyed darling
In Southern vales ?
An Iceland baby
In Northern gales ?

What nonsense-talk
To speak of these!
The dearest baby
Is on my knees.

—*Do you see any grapes, Bob?' ¢ Yes; but
there is dogs.’ ‘Big dogs, Bob?’ ‘Yes, very
big. ‘Then come along—these grapes are not
ours you know!’ There aretwo kinds of practical
honesty. The one has its origin and foundation
in principle, the other in mere policy. The latter
kind forbears to steal the grapes because the dogs
are very big, and the former because it is wrong.
Oh, for more of that robust sort of honesty which
respects truth and right, dogs or no dogs !
—The American Palestine Exploration Societ
is about to give to the world the result of its
labors in a ‘complete map of the region east of the
Jordan. This, in company with Lieutenant Con-
der’s map of Palestine proper, will add largely fo
our geographical knowledge of the Holy Land.
The exploration has been under the general s']l.‘lga-
vision of Professor Hitchoock, of the Union Theo-
logical Seminary. The first party, under Lieut.
Steever, surveyed 500 square miles of ferzifory in
|1878; the ‘second, umder Colonel Lane
made a rapid  reconnoisance ~of the whole
trans-Jordanic , covering an  ares
of 6,000 square files. . The third \ party
was led by Dr. Selah Merrill. The map,
which has ‘been prepared by Mr. Rﬂd(ilihi

Meyer, assistant engineeriof the expedition, wil
ocongist of thirteen .sheets, and will ,be ‘ptiblished
on & seale of an inch to’'a mile. It contains 225

Y | the brunt of

| memory—*‘ Nun is the superlative of old woman.”
There is one form of Nature's Nemesis. I pass
now to the contrast.
whose life is devoted to self-culture in spirituality
I place the active man of work, who Eu learnt
the. sacredness of duty, and is governed by the
sense of God's right over him, and goes forth to
live out his busy life as God’s servant in the midst
of the world. To do his duty is the ideal he aims
at, throwing heart and soul into his daily work,
whatever its nature, and trying simply to do his
best: and be, avove all things, useful in his station.
Little time may he have for self-culture; little
conscious effort may he make to train himself in:
spirituality ; his devotions and religious exercises
will be, perhaps, but hastily and scantily enjoy-
ed, for brief refreshment and strengthening, as
the traveller snatches a hasty meal on his. way.
But let him do his work honestly, with simplici-
ty, and without conscious self- ;i 8 .
man, without the vision of canofries, :

and mitres dangling before his mental

?

or power, or other prizes of the world; and we
may be sure -that there must be ing in the
depths ot his soul a flame of spiritual life, howe!
ix?erce tible by the eyes of man. These::

“ i
my ideal -extremes, And now in imagination T
follow them to the close of life, and wateh them
entering that eternal world which has rest for o

of its characteristics, but, as I firmly b n,m
work and service for another.  Side by side, the
ascetic ideal saint, niiture almost parged out .of
him, no soil of the world on his form, his face
already as the face of an angel;

| earthly. toil, with many a stain nd goar fromm!x'x,:

life-long struggle, like the ,soldier,

his features roughened by the ts, his limbs
bearing the marks of his foemzhn?s‘wm'
the 1:lf;bnom o:l t:;h Father they stand together, and
as the ‘eternal light streams ‘ i

not, for my own ﬂar?zoﬁt mﬁﬁoﬁ
shine forth with the ~brighter radiance, and to
R I S S
“ Well done ! "’ of the great King—** Well ‘donie,
good and faithful servant ; euter thou into.the joy
of thy Lord ! " — Rev. Brownlow Maitland.

Births, Wlarringes and- Beaths,

-~

AAANS

oy / DEATHS. | i
On Feb. 20th, at his residence, the E

names found on no other map.

Erie, George Docker, Esq., aged 70 years

Over against the saint.

layman, without making ifolé of wealth, or fame,

NOR EXCEEDING FOUR LINES, TWENTY-FIVE ORNTS,




