
ROCK 0F AGES.

«"Rock of Ages, cleft for me,"
Thoughtlcssly the maiden sung,

Foll thc words unconsciously
From ber girlish, gleeful tongue

Sang as littie cblidren sing ;
Sang as ing the birds in Juno;

FeR the words liko liglit leaves down
On the current of the tune-

"Rock of Agas, cleft for me,
Let me bide myscif in Thco. "

"Lot me bide xnyself in Thcc,"
Feit lier soul no need to bide;

Swect the song as song could lie-
And 8hbehad no thouglit beside;

Ail the words unheedingly,
Foil from lips untouchcd by care,

Dreaming not they oacI miglit be
On some other lips a prayer-

"Rock ofAgas> cleft for me,
Let me bide myvself in Thco."

"Rock of Agas, cleft for me"-
'Twas a woman sung thern no,

Pleadlingly and prayerfully
Every word hc heart did know,

Rose the song as storm-tossed bird
Bouts witli %vcaxy wing the air,

Evory note with sorrow stirred.-
Every syllabie a prayer-

"Rock of Ages, cleft for me,
Lot me bide myseif in Thee."

'Rock of Ages, clcft for me,"
Lips grown agedl sung the hymn

Trustingly and tenderly-
49Voice growa weak and eyca grown dim.
"Let ine hide myseif in Thee.'
Trcsibling thougli the voice and low,

llun tLe sweet strain peacefully,
Like a river in its flow.

Suna as only they can sing
W9h lifc's tliorny path have pressed;

Sung as unly tbey can sing
Who bchold the proxnised rest--

"Rock of Ages, cleft for me,
Let me bide myself in Thiee."

"Rock of Ages, cleft for me,"
Sung above a coffin-lid;

Uaderneath, ail restfully,
AUl lifo's joys and sorrows hid:

Nevermore, 0 storm-tossed soul!
ievermore from wind or tide,

Nevermore from. billow's roll,
Wilt thon need thyseif to bide.

Could the sightless, sunken eyes,
Closed beneath the soft gray hair,

Could the mute and stiffeencd lips
Move again in pleading prayer,

Stili, aye, stili, the words would be,
"Let me hide myseif ini Thee. "

THE OLD STORY.

It is a pity, alas !, that, every year, we
nêed to, repeat aven to readers of a relig-
joue paper the lesson of this New Year's
narrative, from )learth and Rome.

It is of a young man, a member of the
editorial corps of a city paper, who, a
year or two ago, set out one bright win-
ter's morning with a friend to maire New
Year's calis. It was lis first glimpse of
fashioniable, or, indeed, any gay, social
life. John had hitherto had no tirne for
play. First errand-boy, then'reporter,
critic, niglit-editor : many young men
have push and vira enougli to mun that
course before twenty-two, but few carry
into it the steady integrity and liard
practical sense wvhich set this Scotch-
Irishman, John-, apart from b-is
companions and won their respect. Out-
aide of the office, few people knew him.
Occasionally you would see hîm in bis
dress-suit (of a long-ago cut and fashion)
up in the second tier at a grand concert,
witli an old gray-liaired man beside him.
The father and son enjoyed the treat as
boys would their Christmas outings. In
lis grave, silent way, John comprehend-
ed and cared for music; his father only
cared k., be with John. The old fellow
read bis paper frai end to end every
day ; lie read, in fact, nothing else.
Journalism in America, to him, meant
John.

[n society, tIe young man was not
]ikely to be dazzled or tcîptcd by in-
fluences whicî drag mere hot-blooded,
brilliant young fellows astray. Ho was
of slow, cool, enduring habit of body and
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