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THGUGHTS BY THE WAY.

Earth’s Angels.

Yes ; Earth hath angels, though their forms are raoulded
But of such clay as fashiousall below ;

Though harps are wanting, and bright pinions folded
\Ve know them by the love-light on their brow.

Oh, many a spirit walks tho world unhcedod,
Who, when its robs of sadneas is laid down,
Wil soar aloft with pinions unimpeded,
And wear its glory liko a starry crown.

And if my aight, by carthly dimncss hindored,
Behold no hovering chernbim in air,

1 doubt it not, for apirits know their kindred,
They swilo vpon the wingless watchers there.

Tt is the Yives like the stars, which simply pour down on us the
calm light of their bright and faithful being, up to which wo 1ok,
and out of which we gather the deepest calm and coursge. No
man or wowan can really bo strovg, gentle, pure, and good, with.
out the world being better for it, without somebody being helped
and comforted by the very existance of that goodness,

If therc shonld come a time, as well there may,

When sudden tribulation smites thine heart,
Aud thau doit come to me for help, and atay,

And comfort, how sball I perform my part?
Kow shall I make my heart a resting-place,

A shelter safe for thee when terrors smite?
How shall I bring thoe sunshine to thy face,

And dry thy tears in bitter woo's despito?
How shall I win the strengih to keep my voico

Steady and firm, althoug. I hear thy sobs?
How shall I bid thy faioting soul rejoice,

Nor mar the council of mine own heart-throbs ?
Love, my love teaches mo a certain way,

Bo, if thy darlk bour come, I am thy stay-

To know thay there a10 somo souls, hearts and minds here and
thera who trast us, and whom wo trust ; some who koow as. and
whom o knox, some on whom We can alwayarcly, and who will
always rely on as—makes a paradiso of this great world, Tho
only solid thiog in this universe is love. This makes our hife
really life. This makes us immortal while wo are here. Thus
makes as zure that death 33 oo end, Yt only a beginring, to us and
toall we love. Itisonly love and iosight which show us all we
have cver done. Cold ssgacity misjudges ue, mero sympathy,
feeble good natare, soothes, but docs not estentially Lelp ns. Bay
lovo illuminated by truth, trath, warmed throogh and through by
love,—these perform for us the moat blessed thug that one human
being can do for another. They show us to ourselves; they show
us what we really are, what wo have been, may be, can be, shall be,

. A Winsorae Call to Worship.
¢ Rejoice in the Lord.”—Phil. iii. 1.

Come to God's kouse, your every burden bring,
Life up tho heart, and thiok, and thank, and aing,
Tho Saviour waits, and He will gracious be

Heo geatly whispers: ¢¢ Come, O, como to me.”

Come, heas His memago, heod His call,

Glad tidings sent to you, to me, to all; .
* Whoaver will ”* may como and traly sy,
Bardened I came, & 30ng I bear away.

Go, tell the bloased tidings, joyful sound,

Here parden, restand Issiing peace aro found ;
Lift up tho heart, lift ap, lift up the voice,
Roceive His gracions gufts, :n Hixm ** Rejotoet”

I would have you iavoke (~d often through tho day, asking
Him to kindlea love for your vocation within you, and asying
with S&. Paal: ¢ *Lard, what wonlds't thoa have mo to do.”
Toulds't thon havo mo servo thee in the lowest ministries of thy
houze? Too happy if I may bat servo thee anyhow.” Aad when
any spesial thing goesagainat you, ask : ¢ Weulds't thon have me
doit? Thes, unworthy thoagh Ibe, I will do it gladly,”

All tho graces of the Spirit are, in prayer, stirred and exercised,
and, by exrrcise, strengthened aud iocreazsd fxith, i applying
the Jucize promisss, which are the very groand that the soul goos
upon to God, hopo locking out o their perfarmance, and love
particolatly expressing itsell in that aweet converae, aad delight.
ing fa it, a3 love doth ia the company of the petson beloved,
thinking all hoars toa shnrl in speaking with Mim. O, how the
sonl is refroshed with frecdom of speoch withits belavod Lord
Acnd as it delizhis in that, 293¢ is centinaally adeanced and growa
by cach meeting avd conference, beheldirg the excellency of 1304,
and relisbing the puve and sublims ploastres that are to be {onnd
i nsar communion with Him,
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Between the Lights.

A littlo pauso inlife, whilo daylight lingers
Botwecn the suuset and tho pale moonrise,

When daily labor slips from weary fingoers,
Ang soft gray shadowa voil tho achiug eyes.

Old perfumes wander back from ficlds of clover
Szen in the light of sunsa that long havo set;
BBsloved ones, w? se carthly toil is over,
Dearw necav, as i they lived among us yet.

0O1d voices call me through tho dutk returning,
1 hear tho cchoes of departed feot ;

And then I ask, with vain aud troubled yearning,
What is the charm that makes old things so aweet ?

Must tho old joys be evermore withholden?

Even their memory kecps mo puro and true;
And yet, from out Jorusalem the Gelden

God speakoth, 8aying, ¢ I make all things now.”

¢ Father,” I cry, ¢ the old must still bo nearer ;
Stifle my lovs or give mo back tho past}

Give mo tho fair olfcarlh, whose paths are dearer
‘I'han all thy shining streets and mansicns vast,”

Peace, peaco—the Lord of earth and heaven knoweth
The human soul in all its heat and strifo:

Qut of his throno no stream of Lethe fluweth,
Bat the clear niver of eternal lfe

Ho givoth life, ay, life in all its sweetnesa:
Old loves, old sunny scenes will Ho restere ;
Only tho curse of sin and incompletenera
Shall taint thinae carth and vex thine heart no mote.

Serve Him in earncst work aud daily liviog,
And faith ehall lift theo to His sunlit heighu;
Then shall a psalm of gladness and thaokegiviog
Fill tho calm hour that comes between the lights.

Does your spirit faint ¢ The Divino promises are a dropping
honeycomb, better than Jonathan's. Dip your pilgrim stafl into
their richness, and put your hand to your mouth like him, and
your faintacss shall passaway Aro you thirsly® They are tho
gowing etream of the water of life, of which you may drink by the
way, aud lift up your head Are you overcome by the aultry
barden of the day > Tley are av the cool shadow of a great rock
inawearyland. Havo your steps well nigh slipped? They aro
= staff ip yoor hand, or top of which, betimes, liko Jacch, you may
lean and worship God  Arc you sad? Thoere are no such songs to
beguile the road, and to Lear you on with gladness of hearr  Pat
but 2 promise under your Erad by oight. and were yoor pillow a
stone liko that at Bethel. you shall have Jacob’s vision. The
thirsticat wilderness will became s Elim. with palm trees and
wells of water.

“«“ For My Sake.”

Threo littlo wo-ds, but full of tenderest meaning;
Threo littlo words the heart can scarcely hold;

Threo little words but oo their import dwelling,
What wealth of love theea ayllables unfold !

¢ Far My Sake™ cheer the salirring, help tho needy,
Ob sarth this was My wurk ; I give it thee.

If th 2 wouldst follow in thy Master’s footatepy,
Tako up My cross and como and learn of AMe.

¢ For My Sake” Ict the harsh word dis unattered
That trembles on the swift, impetnous tongue;

¢ For My Sake™ chack the quick. rzbullions feeling
That rites whea thy brother does theo wrong.

¢ For My Sako " presa with steadfast patienco ooward,
Atlthough the race be hard, tho baitle long.

Withia My Fathet's houso are many mansions ;
Thero thon ahalt reat and join tho victor's song.

And if 10 coming days tho world romle thee,
If «*for My Siko ™ thon =affer pain and loss,
Bear on, faint heart: thy Master went beforo thea ;
They only woar His crown who tharo His cross.

It iz a 30lemn and serions thiog to bo made to sco yaursell as
Godsceayon. Itisacrisisianyour lifo when you ato made 2o
know and feel jast what you acteally are.  Yonareneverthesamo
pereon again.  This isthe solemneat fact in human lile, a:nce life
began ; zinca Adam and Eve tried to hide themeelves from their
owd night becaurs they were made to keow themselven 3 since
Cain, maddened by his ze)f kaowledge, slain his brother, who had
bold op the marror to his sinfol nataore. Yon caa never bo the
samo person again; yeu mu st fither Lo improved by the sclf-know-
lodge or bermado worso by it.  Thoconsciousncss of what you are
must cither smnel you tuacek relief, to aeck o cscepe from yeur-
acll, by enming to Jesus; or it will impel you to antagorize with a
view to jusuiying yoursel!, and with the parpess of atepping the
aanopaace which yoa fool at baing dlstarbed by the Goxpel,
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