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churcli sessions press an examination bcyond
the limnita statcd ; if so, tbey simply tranecend
their authority. Sucli lias been the customn
siîîcc the reunion, and a Nvise mesure it le ; in
this respect %ve are the moet apostolie of al
ehristiandom. The Congregationalists vary,
snd may submit a creed to whlxi Paul himeif
could net give an intelligent msent. The Meth-
odists kccp tlieir applicants ont on the front
porcli for six menthe; the Episcopalians rc-
quire an ability to recite at lest the apostle's
creed ; while the Presbyterian clrnrch, simply
asks: Dost thon believe on the Christ ? This
is the shibboleth of the New Testament ; it
was the ouly key that lunlocked thc apostolie
churcli, anîd is ail that God requires in admis-
sion te thecehur-cli above. it seemis really
strange that one should recjuire for a church.
miembership more thit Christ ever cxacted os
a condition of salvat5on. 1 recalli my cvui
church profession as the severest test of my
lufe There wei e twenty or thirty young peo-
ple that day, now twenty yenrs ago, wbo stood
Up aud declared we believed in the Confession
of Faith ; the two Catechisins; the Testiniony
of the ehurcli ; the Formi of Goverument and
Directory of Worship. The Confession of Faitit
ie a compendium of the most scholarly rescarch,
and, if believed in by any boy, it must be on
the authority of the church : the vcry essence
of Rome. The relative merits of the Presbyte-
rian Formn of Government ne oue coucernied
himiself about, flot even the Session; sud ne
for the Directory of Worghip, it ivas in jeopar-
dy already aud bas.,ince been repealed. Why
were ail these appendages nailed to the cross
and made as essential, as the cross itself ? The
purpose was to guard against error perhnps,
but by stultifyin' the soul sud building a w.allI
about the well of truth. I have often refLected
on the inconsistency of the church as 1 knew
it. We wvere told to examine all things, and
then asked to accept of creeds on the authority
of the clhurch. 'iVe were warned against secret
secieties because they exacted a promise iru thle
dark ; but no poor bliud candidatew~aa ever
aeked to assume more beyond hi.4 knowledge
than did we in that old United Presbyterian
Churcli twcnty years ago. Creeds are a growtli
and wve grow 'witlh their belief. Much of the
MWestinster Confession noue of us beJ.ievei or
disbelieved. It was a ses wbose waters we did
flot know. WVe have since learned to believe
that venerable symbol, but it required years te
do it. The churci lias wisely takea it away
froin the threshold of the eburcli sud laid it
at the foot of the pulpit, and before the eiders'
chairs ; there let it remain. Much of it be-
longs to grace, growth, aud experimental

knowlcdge. It lies in t future, and cannot
be exacted of one whose only attainment is a
faith God-born but untaught.-£cw Eitglaitd
rsbyte-ias.

POETIC GMIS FOR YOUNG AND OLP.

nEl; marslialcd on tho nilhtly plain,
Tho glitterlng host besttud tho sky,

Hark Onsark-ton od the corus
Can lx the slnner's wvandorlng cyo.

Fbrecaks,
Fromi cvory hoat, frei cvery gem;

But one alono the Savlour speake-
It la thio Star of Bethlehemn.

Once on the raging sens 1 rode;
Tho storin wae loud. the nigit, -tvas dark.-

Tho ocean yawncd-and radcly blowed
Tbe wvind that tossed iny fouindering bark.

Deop hiorror thon my vitale frezo;-
iicsth-struck, I ccaeed tho tide te stem-

Whea suddenly a star arose-
It was the Star of B3ethlehem.

It was my guide. my lightý niy ail;
It bado myý dark forebodings cesse;

And through the sterm snd danger'e thrnll,
IL led nme te the port of et.

Noiv safeiy moored-my perls o'er-
F'il sing, first ia night'e dindem,

Forever sud forevermore,
The Star-the Star of Bethlehemi1
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WHY HE LOVE» A EGMELY GIRL.

To careless eyes sho ie net fair;
This verdict carelese lips declare,
And wonder wby, against the charm
0f beauty vIvid, rlch and wvarn,
The face they deem se cold sud duil,
To hM ehoni d ha se besutiful.

Are they tco duil to ses arlçght?
Bath ho a quleker, keener Qightl
Or i8 it that indifféerence
Than love hath clearer, truer sense?
Nor iselhe right or wrong l Oh, say,
Doth hie behold lier face or they?

Her eyes inte his own ôyce shine
With strange illumining; a siga

1a u ler breov; s Paampse8t,
To bis own gaze alone confessed;
On hlm, In gravely gracions nîood,
She emiies her soul's beatitude.

This le the face she turne te hlm,
O eay neot 'tis a lever's whimn
That finde it fair; nor are they dul
lfVho eay ehe le not beautiful.
For, etraugeet of ail myeteriee,
They neyer seceeLs face hie secs-
The face ne artist's ekili eau lima-
The love-fair face she turne te hlm.
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