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wero intonded to alleviate the suffering of mankind. In the
gonoral progreas of socal life there were many things to bo noted.
110 inissos naze risea from serfdoin and the representative self.
goverament ts uawversal throughout the otvilized world In the
couflict of commeroe Britata leads the world, and sioce the
aluption of {eeo trade the developmont of her trade and commerco
hiad been rmarvellous and her wealth was 1ocalcalable. The time
has acrived for social reform, for an equitable dustribution
baotwoen capital and Jabor. Labor in Dot yet free, but the atragglo
is gnog on towards amelioratiog the commou lot of the hard
workiug man. Tho oud and okject of all thic struggle is not pro-

teas and liberty aloue, but ¢ .e scquisition of a higher und nobler

ife.

Rer. Iir. McKso was the 1iat speaker and his sabject * What
of the Puture?™ Ho predicted that the Church of the future
would follow the precedents of tho past. Ho thought, howover,
that somo change would be made in the form form ana wording of
s0mo of the thferior standarda. He also pres icted that womans
rightful posstion 1n society would ere long be recognized and the
Cuurch would not look with horror on exerciae and amusement.

I'ho mscting was closed with the benediction.

Tho unusus!l expericnce of a centennial oelebration attracted
visitors from all parts of the province and they were cheerfally
welcomed, It was singularly titting that all the speakers at the
services were with a single exception natives of Picton, men who
are promioent in thoe religions and educational hife of Canada, and
of whom Pictou is proud.

The Review 1s indebted to Mr. 8. M. McKenzie, the enterpris-
tng proprictor of the New Glasgowe Chronicle, for the cuts used in
ths article.

THOUGHTS BY THE WAY.

Reriectioss o Hosurrr.
** f{c was knowa to them in tho breaking of the bread.”—St.
Luke xxiv 33,

I dreamt 1 pleaded with my Lord. ‘ No moro

1 feel Thy presence, oh, my Aaster dear;

1 do 5ot kuow that Thou indoed art near,
Within me or aronad mo as of yore;

There ie an awinl siieace in my heart

Aud yet I cannot hear Thy much-loved voice,
No faintes: echo makes iy soul rejoioe ;

N9t Mary’s mine, nor even JMartha's part.
Weald I could clasp, O Christ ! Toy garmeat’s fold,
Koow by some amallest tokes Thon wert nigh,
Ronow that Thoa wert no: deaf to my heatt's cry,
Tais heart so all-lorsaken and 30 cold 1

Tnus 1o my bitterneas of gnef I aaid :

Lo ! Hevas xnowa ia braakiag of the bread.

Daty does iss part ; love does its beat.

Whea man thinks it ncocssary to lie in order to live, it is in
nrder {or him to 1nquire whether life 13 worth living.

To get the apirizeal temperatare of any place zae the thermo-
mezer of prayer.

Tirere are pessons who are foad of saying that tims s moaey.
Tume 13 iuBniteiy more than moaey; it is opportunitly, power, 2
‘ragment of eternity itacll

e wno 13 determined 10 make no mistakes wall probably make
the saie greatest mntako of fruitiossness. Better fail in half the
efiurts made than to {a1l 20 do anything.

Toe custiiest garmen. wora is the cioak of hypocrisy. e who
wna! ldtese in taste and withoat coat shoald be ** clothed with
humtaty.”

It @y Le truly said that no man does any wock perfectly who
sles not enkev his work. Joy in one’s work is the comummate
L, Withvatl which the work may be doae 1ndeed, but without uts
Bivea? gertiective.

The cainnons teatimoay of a godly life to the genvinenem of
the reision of the tSospel is tho sirongest argumen: that isever
cmpleyel ty maa.  Pawhal hass well a2ia; *The wetode boaaty ot
& haly ifr 13 1he meat poxestn! inBoeooe ia the world, next to the
mightsf sial™

We are rousisticat as Christians only as we socogunize the good
fanl of el 1022l of vir meccica, and as we, Dot only, cxercise
42 2l Qe cuntinued exproanon 10 our gratefal love. If we are
a3 fLly sacapeed a5 weahoeld be with these cxercises, wo ahall
have Lizsle tume Jeft :n which to complrin of our tnialsor of our wan:e.

Toratis wo tree Chrislianity which Leeaks with and scorns the
ot Ihe men whadoapise the work of the church, thoegh they
pto-leas tw fali back om the New Tostamoat inita ssmplica:y for their
ganle, 3o Lat cas2 coatempt oa ali the workings of Christ throagh
twe Hli.y Np it im the church, aad whilst peofeariag themelves to
be wise, o bat coaress that they ase fools,

Let us comsider znen, what Haumility is. It is aimply the
acknnwinigement of what ] az, 12 is tyuth, ttis acoepting the state
of a awnner, the 3tate of 2 creatuse. . . . It is the being befere
othees av 1 am before myselt, a1 am belore Gody, It is myself

takiug my right pomtion im thy Kisgdom of God. Hemility is

Christ Himself embodied in my human form, He taught ine hut
He said ** Loarn of me, I am meck and Jowly of hears.” Shall not
my heart bo as His Heart? Aro wonot one? But my heart can
not be as His Heart unless mine Le lowly.

Our Divine Teacher has not only set us an example of Humility,
but He lhias also bidden us follow it in our outward acts. **it
I, your Lord and Master have washed your fect. ye ought ulso to
wash one anothet’s feet.” In our inward disposition, ** Heopened
bis mouth and taught them. saying (as tue first characteristic of
the citizens of the Kingdom) Blessed are the poor inspirit: for
theirs {a the Kingdom of Heaven.™

Acain, think of tho beauty sud the happiness of Humility. It
is perperual quictners of heart, it is tu have no trouble, it 13 aever
10 bo irctted or vexed of srritatod, never to besore or disapponted.
It is to expect nothing; to wonder at nothing that is done to me,
to feel nothing done agaiust me. It 13 to be aweetly at rest when
nobody praises me, when I am blamed and despised. It is to have
a bLleassd home in myself where I can go 10 and shut ths door and
kneel 1o my Father in sccret, and am at peace, as in a deep sea of
calmueas when all above and around meis troubled. —T. T. CaxtER.

Loed, 1 would learn of Thee.
To be quite stiil,

To wear Thy easy yoke
Beading my will :

To take one little atep
In following Thee,

Une heavenward litiic atep.
Humilicy.

Empty myself of all,—
All unlike Thee

Of thooghts that cannot bear
Thv scrotiny.

Theaghts fall of self, of pride,
Of vauny,

All alien {rom the graoe
Haumility.

To leave my laurel crown
So unlike Thine,

And cherish one of thorn
And make it mine ;

Taro from my brightest star
Qf golden lighe,

Take ap my heavy cross
In darkest night,

O meek and lawly Oge.
I conie 1o Thee
:d give me what I need
Humility !

O teach me what 1 am,
But des: and clay

And teach me what Thou art,
Tae Life, the Way,

The Trath whose pezleciness
My soul ahall prove,

Thrat 1 am nothing, Lord,
Aund thou art Perfect Love.

TUK LAMER OF CIHRIST.

They were gathered early, carth’s young aad fair;
Time canno: touch themy, nor woe, nor care s

Sale in the harbor of cndluss rest, .
The babes are cradled on Jesus® Lyozst.

There are cyen of sapphire, and locks of gold
And roaeate hues, in that little fold 3

Maaic antaoghs, like the wild birds® song,
Io goahes basaz: from the chereb throng.

From silken couches, and beds of dovn,
Thiongh the Jusky ways of the crowded town,
Ry hail, and village, and moozlsnd bleak,
Have the angels travelled those bods to acek.

And sorme were b on to aa carthly crown,

When the angels called them, they laid it down ;
Twas a weary weicht for those tiny heads,

No they died nacrowned in thar littde beds,

There are those who were born in grief and shame,
Without mother's love, or a fathers'pame;

O’cr their lampe of life tha chiil nizht wind awept
They were laxd in the exrth unownoed, zowept.

There aso some {0r whom zray heads toiled and plavned,
And they hoarded gold, asd they purchaied lur:

The innocent heirs of a sodid care,

They were saatched from the tecth of the gilded ansre.

These are soine who wede taken we know not why,
Ry the love that walkedh in mystecy,

The mescy that moves behind sunless cloads ;

For carth’s saiats wept o'es thewr eariy shronds.

There ave those o'er whom solems toars wero abed
By paroats who strugsgled {for daily bread,

\Who mosurned o'zt the a0l they brought to strife;
Bat the angels gave it the bread of lite,

They are oue in hraven,—the wept and dear,
The toundliag who perished withoat a tear,
(f Jagds and ttlea earth’s intant heir,

And the bligh:od offspring of want and care.

The lambe of Christ 1 by the founts and rills,
O'er the heights of the eveclastioe bills,
They follow with jo; the Rridegroom’s train g
If ys lovs, can yo wish them back agaia.

Bt e A 'L i et didatn AL i AL e
.




