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THE EVENING LAMP.
By Rev. James A. R. Dickson, B.D,,
Galt.

When the toils of the day are over,
and the evening meal has been enjoyed,
and the family group ie gathered around
the evening lamp, either reading the
entertaining page of claesic story, or
monthly i or daily paper;
or listening to a convereation that has
sprung up as the wind eprings, no one
knowe whence, each by turne taking part,
and adding his share to the feast of
reason; while some, perchance, ply the
buey needle, embroidery, embellishing
or knitting—what a eight is this! No
more beautiful sight can be eeen; no
more pleasing picture can be painted.
1t speaks of family union, joy and con-
tent. It eays, as loudly as it can
said, what the sweet old song says:

Home! home! eweet, sweet home!
There's no place like home! There's
no place like home!
In the soft radiance each face is intel-
ligent and loving and beautiful. Each
countenance beame with animation and
interest. Each heart beats with a ten-
der affection that grows with the growth
and etrengthens with the strength. Tt
ie a familiar ecene; but we eeldom think
to how much in life and “in the world’s
broad field of battle” it ministers. That
light shines not only for the present,
but the future, It casts ite rays far out
into the ways of the outer world, and
cheers and gladdens by ite kindly gleam
when darkness may be gathered around
the epirit, and hope fading from the eoul.
It lightens up all life. The evening
lamp of one's early days never goes out,
but ehines on through all the coming
years, more bright, and clear and glad-
some. What theeun isin the noonday sky
this lamp ie in the heart. This, we think,
must stand unquestioned. The Rev.
Richard Cecil eays: “I had a pious
mother, who dropped things in my way.
1 could never rid myself of them. I
was a profeseed infidel; but then I liked
to be an infidel in company, rather than
when alone. I was wretched when by
myself. Theee principles and maxime
and data spoiled my jollity. With my
companions I could eometimes etifle
them; like embers we kept one another
warm. Beeides, I was here a sort of
hero. I had beguiled several of my aeso-
ciates into my own opinions, and T had
to maintain a character before them.
But I could not divest myself of my bet-
ter pri iciples. I went with one of my
companions to eee the “minor.”” He
could laugh heartily at Mother Cole—
I could not. He eaw in her the picture
of all who talked about religion—I knew
better.  The ridicule on Regeneration
wae high eport to him—te me it was
none: it could not move my features.
Pe knew no difference between regen-
eration and traneubetantiation—T did. 1
knew there was such a thing. I was
afraig and ashamed to laugh at it. Par-
ental influence thue cleaves to a man;
it harrasses him—it throwe itself con-
tinually in his way. . . . I find my-
solf today laying down maxime in my
family, which I took up at three or four
years of age, before 1 could poseibly
know the reason of the thing.” Ah! as
the light of the evening lamp sinke into
the eye and fills it, so the worde spoken
around it are dropped quietly, and often
unwittingly, as seeds into rich eoil—Ban-
yan seed, that give birth not only to one
tree, but to a whole forest.
“ s

How influential in the formation of
character is the atmosphere of the even-
Ing lamp! What made Dr. Duff a mis-
elonary? was it not the conversation at
home! These are his own words: “Into

a general knowlelge of the objects and
progress of modern miseions 1 wae in-
itiated from my earliest youth by x.;
revered father, whoee Catholic epirit re-
joiced in tracing the triumphs of the
Goepel in different lands, and in con
nection with the different branches of
the Catholic Church. Pictures of Jug-
gernaut and other heathen idole he was
wont to exhibit, accompanying the ex-
hibition with copione explanations, well-
fitted to create a feeling of horror to-
wards idolatry and of compaseion to-
ward the poor blinded jdolaters, and
intermixing the whole with statemente
of the love of Jeeus” And what does
Froude tell ne of the origin of Thomas
Carlyle’s peculiar etyle? Simply thie,
that it originated with the converse of
his mother and he father. Froude says:
“This setyle, which hae been euch a stone
of etumbling, originated, he hae often
said to himeelf, in the old farm-house
at Annandale. The humor of it came
from his mother. The form was his fa-
ther's common mode of epeech, and had
been adopted by himeelf for its brevity
and emphaeis. He was aware of ite
singularity, and feared that it might be
mistaken for affectation. but it was a
natural growth, with 'his merit among
others. that it is the .learest of styles.
No sentence leaves the reader in doubt
of its meaning.”
. e

Where are those questions put, half
in fun and half in earnest, which pro
voke so much thought and talk in child
rent Ts it not around the evening lamp?
Miss Harriet Martinean, in her brief bio
graphical sketch of Sammne! Rogers, says:
“In his early youth, his father one even
ing asked all his boys what they would
be. Sam would not tell unless he might
write it down, for nobody but his father
to see. What he wrote was: ‘A Unitarian
Minister.” His life, however, was to flow
in another channel, Dr. James Hamil
ton. the anthor of many precious books
and “Our Christian Classies.” tells us
how the early days determined his future
course. Tn the preface to the last
mentioned volumes, he says: “In the
following pages the compiler must plead
guilty to a certain amount of self-indn!
gence. Tt was his lot to be born in the
midst of old books. Before he conld read
them. they had become a kind of eom
panions, and, in their coats of hrown
ealf and white vellum, great was his ad
miration for tomes as tall as himself
By-and-bye, when he was allowed to open
the leather portals and look in on the
golemn authors in peaked heards and
wooden ruffs, his reverence deepened for
the michty days of the great departed;
and with some vague prepnssession, his
first nuse of the art of reading was to
mimie an older example, and =it poring
for hours over Manton and Hopkins
Reynolde and Horton. Tndeed, so in
tense did his old-fachioned affection
grow, that he can well yremember, when
compelled to shut the volume and retire
to rest, how, night after night. he ear
ried to his cot some bulky folio, and
only fell asleep to dream of a paradice
where there is no end of books, and no
thing to interrupt the reader.”

Did not Sir Walter Scott receive his
first bent toward ballad literature by
hearing his mother and grandmother re
cite lone befors he himeelf had learned
to read? Conld we but know what is
enid. talked about, discussed. aronnd the
evening lamp. we should find 1littla dif-
fienlty in outlining much that might be
expected in the Individnal lifa of par
tieular men, or in the wider life of the
nation. There the spirit of the family
breathes forth freely, there the sentl
ments of the family are planted and

watered and cultivated, there the fash
joning energies of family character and
life are felt—felt feebly or forcibly—but
felt in such a way that though at first
they are light as gossamer threads, by
and-bye they become like mighty chains.
What need, then, to keep the light of
the evening lamp sweet and beautiful,
bright and joyous, clear of everything
that would dim it or destroy its power.
Tt is ons of the most patent factors
in both family and national life. But
what if there be none in some homes?
That can hardlv be. Something must
be spoken of, for it is imposeible for
human beings to live torether withont
disconree of some kind. Tt may be low
and debasing. and unworthy of their
nature. tendine only from low depths to
lower depths =till: hnt it is there. Mon
must hava fellowship.

Tt is. therefors. well worth while tn
remember that the evening lamp needs
trimmine. lest it smoke and barn up its
ol in darkness. And that it rean‘res tn
ba fitly placed that it mav give Yicht tn
all that are in the honse. Lot it ha lifted
up then. clear and luminous. ard win
some. hy such diseourse as will aid and
enconraea every good thoneht. everv
heantifnl wich. averv nohbla purnose. Tet
it shed its cheering. warmine and attrace
tive rave in snch a wav that it may stim
nlate all that is good in tha nature and
evoke all that iz virtnone in the heart
As the eun rising nnon the world “anw:
the earth with orfent nearl” =o let the
evening Tamn make radiant all that liee
within the imnerial realma of tha hama:
by bringing into it all that is decirahle
as ohiects of coneideration. as nrincinles
of action. as mndes of 1ife. All that i«
worthy. Tha short and easy way monst
effactnally to master everv evil iz to en
courage and strengthen every-element of
pood. Bend tha soul to. the nphaldine
of the gnod and the evil shall fall. be
cause it lacks support.

Galt, Ont.

FERNIE RELIEF FUND.

The following amoants have been re
ceived by Rev. J. A. Logan, of Eburna,
(lerk of the Synod of British Columbia.
for the Fernie Church and Manse Relief
Frind up to Sept. 30th:

Already acknowledged.. .. .... $1,551.70

F. W. Laing, Knox Church,
Revelstoke.. .. .... - «oooe 16.66

Mr. J. A. Fulton, W.H.M. Secy.,
Steveston. BC. .. 10.00

T. F'ume. Kitsilano Presbyterian

Churgh.. ... .. 20.00
Rev. J. M. Millar,

Church, Nanaimo.. 24.40
Rev. G. R. Laing, O!

gation, Alta.. ... .. .. .. .. 15.05
Gen. J. Telfer, St. Andrew's

Church, Vanecouver, B.C..
R. D. Patterson, First Church,
Vancouver, B.C... v Ee
Wm. Smellie, addl., East Dal
tom, PiCuves vuss won come o
Dr. Somerville, Toronto.. ..
First Chureh, Victoria, addl....
Rev W. M. Reid, Haney congre-
gation. BC.. .. .. .. ..
R. Tandells, Golden congrega-
HON o oana: on  sae omaw nes
Jas. Adams. ' Pendar Tsland,
Mission Fie'd.. .. ... .. ..
Rev. W. A. Wylie, per friends
in Kamloops congregation. ..
F. W. Kerr. Presbyterian Mis-
sfon Pield.. .. .... .. .. ..
Clerissia Maocgregor, Perley Un-
jon C.E.. Sask.. .. .. .. o0 oo
Rev. M. D. McKee, O. E. 8o
rnlﬂv and friends, Greenwood,




