
IN NOIA SCOTIA AND TII. AV'I0INMNG PR0VNCES. li

dlie torcts table, corne withi doubts that they f Il
cannot kecp down-fenrs that thrust up,1
like bubbles fromn tho depths, a deep sen- Tottpriag throtugh the utrni and darknest.
anxictics that they wouht crusli, but camnot;- Sirn I lia the blighiting cold,Oniard, dwnthe drcary highivay,and siiïati.mC5 they say to themselvcs, ",Vdl 1 Movcd a vrandcrecr faint and old ;I beg n nimost to <loubt thnt 1 arn a Christiani Thon ghts of better days wcere beating,
at ai."1 Thiis is flot only likelv, but common. Wl dly, through bhis weary brain,
flutwhat is to be your pence ? wvhcnce youir coim- As lie hunibly hegged for shelter
fort? Noét wrestling witli these doubts, nnd Frorn the cold a,îd drenching rain.
difficulti-.-.i, and per nlcxities, that risc froin 2

O. Brighit lights fromn a lordly mansionthe swarnps of thc oldt nAjlafi, w h stili cIings Glimnmered throughi the waving trees,to you and clasps you round. Your sense of Hapysnsad ots ua
peace, your encouragement, your joy, must M î:'gled *ith the pasginiz breeze,
b e the blood tlîat wvas 8110(1 for vou, nnd flot Youthr,,l form, aond cheerftàl faces
the grand things tihat have been doncf bl >om. Flitted througli the roellow liglit.Yourri~t nîd ttie o Crne o te ,Peals of Iaugh ter echoed downwardstYourrigt an tile t coe Iotheord's Through the sullen storms of nigli.table, is not your virtues, nor i'our charities, 3
noryour goodiicss, nor anything in you, nor IlM- y I enter ?" cried the strarger,
anytbiing7 done by you ; but whnt Christ 11n3 "lFor th e night is cold and drear;"
suffercd*for you, or the blood upon the hinltel And , coarse voice grufly answered,

and he oorpost ofyou heat. Ve h Il "No,-You cannot enter here;and he oorpost ofvou liart.We hal .. Onward miove tlîroughi storno and drrknes,'--neyer know whîat the safety, the pence, ani And hoe neekiy boved his head;
the happines-q, and the ,joy of a Christian are, Morning dawned rogain in b.-ightnees.
till we learn neyer l>y introspective looks to But it saw the wanderer-dead.
pump out peace and happiness from our own
empty hearts; but by looking outside to see II
%Yhat was donc for us 1830 years ngo; andi
thon, justificd by faith, wc sball liave peace Moving dovvn Iife's weary pathwvay,

wih odthouhJesus Christ our Lord. Cornes a Piigrim, frail anid hoar,withGod thru - Death's dark shadows rail around hilm,011! Who iwouid -'viliiinglv give U1p 80 preclous A oknk o cc' or
truth, 80 suggestive a lesson, so blcsse<1 a Crying witlh a wail of sorrow,

Gospel, a.9 the Gospel of the PassoN er, Christ Lord, can 1 stili enîter in.
our iPasgover, sacrificed for us 1-"rom T hcugh rny youth 'vas prosscd in foll 7

Moscs right, C'olenso wroiig." And ni> age 'vas spent jr. sin

---- Instant>' ten tiîousrond augels,
Shouting, strike tiîeir Il. rpq of gold,Paor my Thoughts are flot your "Sec the Prodigai reurning.

Thoughts."1 Lo! the lost sheep seeks the foid;
- Open wide the door of Mýercy,

Bld the WVanderer weiconie home,"Foit ni>' thotghts are not youîr thoughits, nei- Lead hlim to yon shining inansion,ther are your ivays my way,3. gaith the Lord."- leelinvrmoec oal*1SAIÂH LV. 8. WhTc li3ivrmr a or:

Looxc-,ýc Inndward frorn the offiug,
Resting 0o1 the flowiug tide.

Sits the goodi ship" Ilrion,"
White-robe das a beauteous bride;

She has braved the stormy tenîpesta,
Ligbtly danced acrots the- fnn.

Jo>' be with. the good "lOrion,",
Once again Nve greet hier homte!

2
Hark! the sailora' giadsorne chorus

Softly-slowiy dies away-
Gently biowv, ye kindi>' breezes,
Waf't us safely up the bay ;

Home again from o'er the ocean,
Home again, though long away,

Friends ai.d ioved ones wait to greet us,
Walt us quickiy up the ba>'."

3
let the sun goes down !n darkness,

And the sea-,,ird's ionely or>'
)Iingies with the sweeping tempest,

Howlintq down the starless skv;
Morning âialns again in brighteiess,

O'er t he heaving ocean wave,
But the biliows mc urn in sadaass

O'er the good Il Orlon's" grave.

'Ahough the s9ip rond seamen perish
Close heside the waveless bay;

i Whiist the heartess, se)fish %voridling
1Spurns his feibow %vorni away ;
Thou, oh! Jesus-Ku,îg-Creator-

Stilià wiil hear the sinner's or>',
To re pentance add forgiveness,

An dreceive the sou i on high.
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Communion Prayer.

t Ou1,CHbRIST! oh, God! Who did tlîyself shrixl.
doivo

To the low depth of our capagit>',
Subdue thy greatness to our weak desire,
That we, with eyes wad3hCd dlean with blisafoil

tears,
May gaze upon thy Gndhesid and not die.

Oh, Christ! conie down
And sup with us; our lean, befamished souf s
Stretchi out %veak banda of faith for ghostly breid,
And parched lips for siweet mernoriai wine-

Oh! slip with us,
That from our relislo of this happy feastjOur souls nia>' reach a fluer appetite
;For good. and loathing of ail groa delight.
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