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The red marks. enclosing this para-| Signs of His love unfailing

s I S We may all round us find o
N grapk indicate that the subscription is Who. when Fiis east wind bloweth, i

Gue, and the Propricioy will be glad| ggh stayeth His rough wind ; e )
to recetve the amount as early as pos- That our dull hearts foreet not o
; he date marked i 2d- at our dull hearts forget no 7y
stble.  The date marked with the ad. What cloud soeer may Tise, -3

% dress on each paper is that fo ghick| ppat He who planted Eden
D that paper is paid up. " Prépareth Paradice. =
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LIGHT IN SHADOW. COUNSEL TO CROWDS. L
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HE curse hath made earth: dreary N
e putivays hard o reads " | Figy coselset stund bush and ree
%pa;'s thgrgal;i}l’asegs slfé%i. ness - "How in our world the eager crowd
: ; A , -Bach othér press and throng!
Th ’s_tho!
VWithhold mot fruitage swoer, | What path or naok aoc'er thou il's
A bloom of heauty crowneth -.To that place God thee sent;
The-thistle at our feet. 'P%g%oxgg; agigrégilc;% tté%\txse of shell,

God’s light mid autumn sad
Dothl_gild tl]xe ben‘tliin; Asieﬁssess; Art thou a rose, the bush that crowns,,

And when the spring-buds kindle Thine be it God to bless;
" His Spirit stirs the leaves. Art thou but moss upon its stem,.
His Spirit stirs the Jeaves Then thanlk thy God no less .

_ When all her blossoms sleeping,
Earth seems a barren place, j
He guides the frost-king's fingers, Head of the Church beneath,.
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T1ll magic flowers. they trace. The Catholic, the True,

. : On all her members breathe:
Though oft, our earth-mist rising Her broken frame renew!
__The heaven's pure blueness mars,; Then shall Thy perfect will be done,
He hath not failed to scatter ‘When Christians love and liveas one.

Amopg the clouds His stars. —Robert Robinson, 1780
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