e e e

————— - -

740 ‘'ne Presbyterian Review

nay, our dearest children playing with their pet dogs at
Christ's very feet.

I once thought this irreverent. llow foolishly ! As
if children whom He loved could play anywhere else:
What the Venctian sought to portray in his pictures
of the true relation, the true harmony, between things
celestial and things terrestial, we are just now beginning
to realise. For a long time the idea of the other Italian
school of art was ours also, and we kept our religious
feelings and aspirations in a specially rarified and glori-
fied atmosphere, apart from our daly life, with its
commonplace duties and material needs. Ideas and
feelings, so divarced, had a way of etherialising into
vagueness and fading away altogether. We are wiser
now, and cry,

All good things
Are ours, nor goul helps lesh more, now, than lh;uh helps soul.

Each age brings its portion of truth wrested from
experience, to the cairn of the past, and ours is this ;—
The true food of the celestial is the right ordering of the
matenal life, for since ** God dwells in all, from life's
minute beginnings up at last to man,” we can cast far
behind us the asceticism of the mediaeval Christian ;
and if we have lost the enjoyment in life of the Greek,
we have entered into something far better, the liberty
in Christ which makes us free indeed, and our homesas
happy aad jayful as that one in Bethany whither the
Master loved to go.~-** Christian Commonwealth.”

THE HOME CIRCLE.

THE UP-TO-DATE WOMAN.

Hero liea a poor waman who aliwaya vas busy :

Sho hived under pressure that rendered her dizsy.

ane belunged te ten Jdabs, and rezd Browning Ly sight,
“howcd at luncheens and teas, and would vote if she might.
She «werved on a schocl board with courage and zeal ;

Sho golfed, and she kadaked, aud rodo on a wheel ;

tho read 1olstor and lbsen, knew microbes by name,
Approved of Delsarte, wan a ** Daughter ” and * Dame,**
Her children went in for tho top ecducation,

Her husband went scaward for nervous prostration.

One lay on her tablets she found an hour free— .

Tho shocl. was too groat, and she dsed instantlee !
—Pailadelphia Record.
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THE INTERRUPTED LESSON.

It was a sultry Sunday 1o July, oppressive with the
suggestien of conuny thunder.  All day Jong the sky had
been heavy and threatening, and the faint breeze which
had arisen heralded the near approach of the storm.
Inside the little ivy-covered schoolroom at Ellesnmiere
groups of hot, restless children fidgetted and yawned,
while tired-looking texchers tried in vain to captivate
their wandering attentica. Even the eyes of the third
class hoys were eagerly watching the clock, and the lads
were whiling away the time witk sly pinches and winks
to the fourth class who adjoined them. And when the
minister’s ywentle little wife failed to keep hir class
attentive, there was small chance of success for anyone
clse, for Mrs. Grey wits acknowledged to be the most
capable teacher on the books.

“Boys,” she pleaded, “listen to me amoment. 1 kaovw
this lesson sonnds uninteresting to you now.  Most of
you probably know very little of trouble yet.  You have
never longed for the sympathetic touch of the Lord, for
the consolation He only can give.  But one day you will
cach have to walk side by ~ide with sorrow, and learn
the lessons which she scts for you. In that hour you
will need His comfort--*

As she + ke a vividflash of lightening lit up the
room, followea by a crash of thunder. A sobbing cry of
“mamma,” a hurried patter o little feet, and Leslie Grey
had reachead the mother’s arms, and had hidden his face
on her shoulder.

*As one whom his mother comforieth,™ Mrs, Grey
<aid, soltly, ** My little boy has illustrated our lesson
for us.”

The—Rifles had had a stitt day’s work, and had
come off victoricus, but heavy-hearted.  Lattle knots of
men hung around the tent where tharr gallant young

colonel was lying mortally wounded, cagerly waiting
for some glimmer of hope from the doctor.

The doctor looked pityingly at the patient. ** Poor
fellow,"” he said, * he cannot last out the night. Sucha
pity. A plucky chap, and so young."

* Mother.”

The man who was watching by his bedside bent
down sadly.

“\Vhat is it, Colonel ?"

‘] want my motuer.”

¢ Shall I send her a message from you ?"

The blue eyes opened wearily. * Is that you, Ford ?"
he said. *I have made such a hopeless tangle of
my life, and I want her to come and talk to me, and
iell me how to start fair again Cant you tell me

‘ord ?"

The bronzed face beside him lost some of its hard
lines, and th eyes grew softer. ‘I haven't thought
much about things of that sort lately,"” he said, huskily.
1 knew once, though. I remember cne lesson. I can
never forget it—of our teacher telling us how God was
waiting to take our ‘tangled lives, and make them all
fair and square again."”

He paused for 2 moment, and a low “go on " came
from the wounded man.

* And how Jesus came to look after the people who
had gone wiong, and bring them back to the right way
again. Sometimes she told us how ready e was to
help when we were in trouble of any sort.”

Another pause, but the pleading glance started him
again,

¢* Once, Colonel, she talked about the future ; about
the days when sorrow or death would come near to us
and we should need someone to take care of us, and
comfort us. That day her lesson was cut short, for a
storm came, and her little boy got frightened, and slipped
away from his class, and ran into her arms. That
helped us to understand the lesson. We didn't know
much about sorrow or trouble, but when we saw the
little chap rush sobbing into his mother’s arme, we
thought of our own mothers, and how good it was to
have someone to tell when things went wrong,—-some-
vody who knew how to comfort afellow. :And then she
turned our thoughts up to God again, with the verse
she gave us to learn, ‘“ As one whom his mother com-
forteth, so will I comfort you.™

The Colonel shivered slightly. “ Ford, that was my
mother, and I was that frightened little lad.”

A long deep silence fell on the two men. Neglected,
hall-forgotten truths came crowding in upon them, and
conscience, long stifled, spoke again.

Presently there was a slight movement, and the white
lipsparted. * God,"” he murmured, faintly, ** my mother's
God, have mercy upon me, a sinner."”

Another silence, then he spoke again, ** Ford, tell
mother.”

Overhead the stars were shinning calmly, and the
carth lay still and peaceful. Inside the tent, two men
had passed into the peace of God, but the river of
death flowed between them.—S&. S. Chronical.

SUNSHINE.

The secret of a happy life is to have sunshine in the
heart.  If there is no sunshine in our lives, all will scem
datk to us wherever we go.  Some one has expressed this
in a fable :

*“ A cold fire-brand and a buming lamp started out one
day to sce what they could find. The fire-brand came
back and wrote in its journal that the whole world was
dark. It did not find a place, wherever 1t went, in which
there was light.  Everywhere there was darkness.  The
lamp came back and wrote in s journal: ¢ Wherever 1
went, it was light'  What was the difference?  The lamp
carricd sunshine with it and wherever it went it illumined
cvenyihing.  The dead fire brand had no “ight in i, hence
cverywhere it went everything was daik.  If we would be
happy oursclves, and make others happy, ¢ scatter sunshine.”

2 hutle girl was siting at the breakfast table 3 through
a creviee 1w the wall of the dining-room the sun was shining
on the tatle.  The little girl chanced to lift a spoonful of
rice lo Ler mouth, upon which the sun was shining, where-
upon zhe exelaimed 1 * O mamma, T swallowed a spronful
of sunstunc !° Our hives and homes would all be hnghter
1t we would swallow some sunshine occasionally.”



