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%he Family,

MORNING.

$183CX on thy shadowy wings, thou Queen of Rest,
Enchantress of the might, solt Steep away!
1lence on thy shadowy wings to the far West
Where shades anait thee ; haste, the King of Day
Is fasr approaching to resume hlg eoyal tvay

—

Byl welcome to my chamber, eatly ray

Of morn 1 hatl, sky of azare, gold and rose |
Han, silent bour, biest harbinges ot day |

Thou, gorgeous Day king, hasten to disclose
The ckarms of eager Nature waling from repose.

Anshe, 3¢ sluntesiey heeds In yonder mead §

And juylol lambs, your pambols now renew,
Or in your heaven provided pastures feed

Y our sweet r.u-mJunum strewn with peatly dew
Awake, ye flochs and hine, the motning breaks for you !

Ye glanaing Qades, hiding froor vur spht—
Silent {shabitants of yonder stream—
The motming breaks for you ; the pemal light
Reaches your caverns, and ye too, [ deem,
Rqo:;c‘ when from the Eaw morn's splendid glones
m.

Asn the waier, 32 beneath the ground,
A thousand tribes thele habiiations hold—
In how sanll compass wislown may bLe found
The ant, shill'd architect and wagtlor bold,
Halls morning from hls dusky city in the mould.

Rouse up and hail the day, ye serial things
That slumber In (! ¢ Losoms of the Howers |
Spread tn the perfumed aw your beruteous wings,
And hul the foremost of tae har Ly Hours
Rejoxce ull the ruby West (he Tray-car lowers.

The dowers which Jdroop'd and seem’d to pine for day,
Toward the light their ‘h"ﬂ! heads now raise ;
ThtK own the Joyous morn  and who shall say
The sweets they breathe are not their silent praise—
That the-,; are joyless while on heavea they daylong
gate

See, while I watch, the Inftuence of the morn
Wakens the Aowers to hail the new . Lora Jay
Their petals open and the emerald tawn
Below I3 dia, e1'd with beight display
Of starry dalnes op'ming while 1 pen my loy,

O where can fancy reach or eye sul::j
Theough all lh{s scene, but joys beauties are,
Acd wondets infnitc ?  Stay, Fancy, stay |
Lead not woy spitlt 10 that wanirg stat;
"Tis valn for hunian thougbt Lo penetrate so far !

Of earth—among the astral host & graia~
Speck of thal gold dust sprinkled o'er the sky—
Man seeks to graap the knowledge all ia valn.
Vain wete it then for human thovght to tzy
“To solve the wonders of the countless atbs on high,

Meantime, hatl warblings sweet | Released from Night,
A tbousand throats welcome the motaing tays
With songs of gratitude, and sweet delight,
© Faiber of the Universe, these tays
Are N:}uu"s hymns 1o Thee—thy creatuzes’ grateful
praise

Then bail 1 loercasing choir s sweet to mine ear
Your moteing hymns of praise. O all I sce,
And all beyond surveyance; all [ besr—  ~
All natore, Mighty Father, pralses Thee,
All lovely scenes and sounds, all varied harmony |

—W. Y. Gon, F.C.5., 1n Goad Werds,

PROFESSOR HENRY DRUMMOND,

THE subject of this sketch was brought upin the
mldst of influences which made him acquainted
from the first with the finer aspects of character
and the most earnest forms of evaogelistic energy.
He is a nephew of the late Mr. Peter Drummond,
well known throughout the world as the promoter
of the Stirling Tract Enterprise; and his father,
Mr. Henry Drummond, and his family, are con-
nected in Stirling with every good work.

He received his preliminary education n his
native town and at Crieff Academy, and allerwards
arent through a leagthened academical curriculum
at the University and the New College, Edinburgh,
and at the Umvensity of Tdbingen, Germany.
Besides pursuing the ordinary course of tudy for
the ministry in hphilocophy and theology, he de-
voted himsell with enthusiasm to Natural Science,
and, when his curniculom was completed, he was
appointed Lecturer on this subject in the Pree

huech Cotlege, Glasgow. Two years ago his
lectureship was raised to the rank of an ordioary
professorship. He has done much eolo%islng, in
company with Professor Geikie; but his most
otiginal scientific work has been a geological and
botanical survey 1a Central Africe, which he ex.
ecuted three Yem o for the African Lakes Com-
pany. Asascienufic lecrurer, Professor Drummond
excites much entbusiasm among his students,

The steps by which he was led into the work of
evangelisation were somewhat remarkable,

[ the winter of 1873 be read a paper befote the
Now - College Theological Society on Spiritual
Disgoosis, in which he advanced the thesis that
the regular work of the pulpit ought to be supple-
mented by constant dealing with individuals about
their spiritual state. He maintained that the mere
pruch?n; of sermons leaves the majority of hearers
upaffected, and that the rrucher ought to come
down and acquaint himeell with .the condition of
his hoarers ons by one, as a doctor examines the
cases in a hospital. This clinical work he held to
be the chief business of the Christian ministey. No
othar essay read that session produced so deep an
impression; but, in his reply at the cloess of the
Jdiscuseion, the essayist admitted that his views
wers pureiy theoretical, as ho ' had never bad an

rtunity of putting them in practice,

or this opportunity he was not to have long to
wait, Mewsrs. Moody and Sankey came to Edin.
burgh the same winter, Maoy of the New College
students flung themselves with ardour Into thelr
movement, helping in the inquiry-room, and organ-
dsing deputations to carry the, cews of .what was
«doing in Bdinburgh to erez‘ art of the country,
Mr. Drummond was one of these, and was soon
looked up to by the others as their feader.

“With'the eye for character which ie one of his
gifts, Mr. Moody recognised the valus of bis young
coadjutor,and pursuaded him to suspend bis studies
for A tiroe, and accompany him on his evangelistic
tour through the three kingdoms. [Por two years
M:. Drummond was ‘with Mr, Moody in" Ireland
and England, devoting himself specially to young
aen, among whom it has always been his predilee-
eion to labour. :

At this time Mr. Drummond was under five-and-
twenty years of age; but he acquired an amount
<f experience which few are able (o collect 1n the

<ourse of a lifetime. From the confideaces of the

inquiry.room he learned to know human lifo on
overy tide, and the human heart to the bottom. Heo
became mature also as a speaker, for he had every
day to handle Iarfe and diflicuft audlences, His
style of speaking 1s quiet and cultivated, with an
alr of simplicity, beneath which, however, {o con.
¢ealed the skill of the artlst, There runs through
all his addresses a stealn of poetry ; and, mor¢than
most other speakers we have ever listened to, he
whas the poaer of atresting attention and ho!&ln;:
his audienco spellbound fromy the irst word o Lhe
1ast.  This, however, fu accomplished altogether
withoul noise or trick of rhetotic, by the fascination
of the man and the freshness of his message.

Alter his two years with Mr. Moody, he returned
to college to complete his studies, and then he
acted for a few montl.s as assistant to Rev Dr, A
H. Wilson, of the NRarclay church, Edinburgh,
who has exercised a profound Intluence on many of
the younger ministers of Scotland. Immediately
alterwards, he entered on his academic work in
Glasgow,

His dedication to science did not make him
abandon evangeluzation, On the contrary, he pro-
secuted It with unabated seal,  In his first years in
Glasgow he gathered a mission congregation at
Posul patk, which he handed aver, when it was
organized, to aregular minister, Hehas addressed
young men in every part of the country., His
official duvies teave him amplo leisure, and this he
devotcs 1o evangelistic work.

Three years ago Mr, Drummond leaped into
sudden fame by the publication of his book, *' Na:
tural Law in the Spititual World,” which has had
an cxtraordinary saccesy. It {s In its Sltieth thou-
sand, and Mudie advertises five hundred coples as
in rirculation in his library, ln America it has
attracted at lcast as muc; attention as in this
country, and, in short, it may be eaid to have made
its author known wherever the English language
18 apoken.

One effect of its populatity has been to give Mr.
Diummond access, as an evangelist, 1o classes
which It Is peculiatly diflicult to reach. In May
Jast year ho conducted a remackable series of evan.
gelistic meetings for the nobility in London, under
the auspices of Lord and Lady Aberdeen; and for
the last two winters he hay headed a great revival
movement in the Unfversity of Edinburgh. Week
by week ho has come from Glasgow, and on the
Sunday evenings addressed large meetings of the
students,  Many have been coaverted, and, under
the name of the Students' Holiday Mission, they
are carrying their testimony Into cvery patt of the
kingdom. Four hundred and fifty of the siudents
connected with this movement sat down together,
Tast April, at & special communion service. Among
these the very flower of the youth of the country
might be found. Por example, at the close of last
wintet session only four men took first-class honours
in Philosophy, and three of them have been en-
gaged on the Holiday Misslon,—Condensed from
the CAristian,

THE HOUSE AT MIDNIGHT.

How quiet the houss is at midnight. Thepeople
who tatle and laugh and sing in it everr day are
asleep, and the people who fell asleep in it long ago
coma backintoit. Every house has thesotwoclasses
of tenants. Do we love bewt those with whom' We
can laugh and talk and sing, or the dear, sifent
ones who como so nolsclmiy’to our #idé and
whisper to us in faint, sweet, far away whispers
that have no sound, 3o that we hear only their very
atillness ? . .

[ am not tired, but my pen is weary. It falls
from my ﬂngen and 1 ralse my head. I start to
leave the table and my eyo falls upon a little book
zinf on the floor. "1t ls a little * First Reader.”

¢ left it there this aftetnoon. I remember just
how 1 wae Impatient because he could notread the
simple little lesson—such an easy lesson—and |
told him it was a waste of my time to teach him,
and pushed him away from me.
Lacetheflushcomeinto thelittlotiredface, thebrave,
cheetful look in hiseyes, his mother's brave, patient
cheeriness, struggling with his disappointment and

ain, [ seo him lie down on the floor, and the
ittle face bend over the troublesome little lesson,
such a simple, easy lesson, any baby might read It
Then, after a little struggle alone it has tobagiven
up, and the baflled, littlo aoldier, with one more
appealing look toward me for reinforcements, sighs
and goes away from the lesson he cannot read to
tho play tbat comforts him. And there lies the
litle book, just as be leftit. Ah me, I could kneel
;iotim and kiss it now as though it were alive and
oving,

Why, what was my time worth to me to-day?
What was there in the book I wanted to read one
half a0 precious to me as one coolag ward from the

rattling lips that quivered whea 1 turned ;m{.

hate the k I read. [ will pever look at it
again, Were it the last book la the world, 1 think
I would burn It.  All lta gracious’ words are lies,
1 aay 10 you, though all men pralse the book and
though an hour ago I thought it excellent, | say to
you that there is Folwn in its bateful pages. Why,
what can [ learn from books that baby Jips cannot
teach me? Do you know | want to go to the door
of his room and listen ; the house ls 30 still; may.
be he is not breathing. Why, il between my book
and my boy 1 choose my book, why sboold not
God leave me with my books? My hateful books.

But { was not harsh. 1.was only a little im.
patient. Becauso, you:sto, his lesson was so
eu(, 0 umfle. , me, there ware two of us
trylng to read this afterncon. They were two easy,
simple lessons. Mine was such a verysimple, casy,
rluuat. loving one to:learn. ~Just & line, just a

ittle throb of patisnce, of geotieness, of love that
would have made my own heart glow and lau
and siag. The letters were s0 large and plaio, the
words so eazy and the sentences so short.  And [}
Oh, rity me, | missod avery word,” 1 did not read
one line aright. See, here'is my copy now, all
blurred and blisterod with tears and beartache; all
marred : and .-mis-spelied - and: blotted. I am
ashamed to show it-to the Master. And yet [
¥oow He will be patlent with me; I, know how
I loviog acd gentle Ho will be.  Why, how patiently

and lovInF all these years ho has boen teaching me
this simple |
my little pupil stumbled on a single word—is'my
time, then, so much more  preclous than the
Master's that I cannot teach the little lesson more
than once? ) ' !

Jcouryes for ourselves. These hurrying days, these
busy, anxious, shrewd, ambitious times of ours are
wasted when ‘they take our hearts away from
patient gentleness, and give us fame for love and
gold for kisees. Some duy, then, when our hungry
souls will seck for bread, our selfish god will give
us a stone, Life is a simple, easy lesson, such as
any child may read.  You cannot find its solution
in the ponderous tomes of the old fathess, the

1 remember now. |’

lesson 1 failed upon'to-day, But when |,

Ahb, ftiend, we do wasle time when, we lait |

hilosophers, the Investigators, the theorlits, It
s not on your book shelves, “ilut in the warmest
corper of the most unlettered heart §t glows in
letters that the blind may read; & wweet, plain,
siniple, easy, loving lesson. And when you have
ieatned It, brother of mine, the world will be better
and happler.—A. /. furdeite.

A SEAPARING BIBLE.

TILE young people who read the CArldren's Re
cord have their Mission ship, the Dayspring, which
saus among the istands of the New liebrides, car-
ries muswionaries and teachers, food and houses for
them, and In many ways helps on the good work,
Do not forget your ship, children, She is doing a
good wotk. Oiher inlssionary societics have thar
ships t00. One socicly In the Unlted States has a
nusstonary ship called the Sorming Star. They
have had several ships of that name. \When ono
got wrecked and they built & new one they called
her by the old name.  Letmo tell you a story con-
nected with that Morming Star, as it is told in &
children’s paper called the ** Misston Dayspning:®

“ About twenty years ago the sccond Morning
Star was lying in Boston hatbour, putting In her
cargo, and prepating to mail for the Micronesian
Islands. Troops of children went to visit ber. One
day there came on board a vety precious thing. It
was & niCE lars:c Bible, given by two little children.
On the outside were the words Mornimg Star in
filt lettere.  On the insde of the fy-leal were
wrilten;

* Presented, O:t, 12, 1836, by Annie Williams
and Joha Todd, little chuldren of Rev. Chatles J.
Hall, Gloveraville New York, in grateful remem-
brance of deliverance in abipwreck, June 22, 1866.”

The Ihible was soon saling out with the litle
ship, and was vsed a great deal at prayers and
other religious exercisea, Por three years it went
back and forth from Honolulu to the Micronesian
Islands, catrying its precious message from place
to place. At last, one bright day in October, 1869,
the Morning Siar was startiog off from Kunaie to

o to Honolulu. Thete were some misslonaries on

oard going to America, very happy that they were
30 toon to see the dearones at home; and you
can imagine how joyfully they sang ** Homeward
Bound ” at evening prayer.

\When tbe captain went on deck after supper,
he found that the ship was dlnserouﬂy near the
rocky shore,  Ho tried very hard to keep her out
tn deep water, but she soon struck u rock, and
began to All with water. The missionaries and
other people on board got inte the iittle boats as
qulckl‘y as they could, and although ttey thought at
one time some of them would be drowned, they
were 800D safely on land

There were only a very fow things saved from
the ship, but some one thought of the Bible, and it
:u.s taken on ahore. Afterwards the captals wrote

ot .
*Saved from the wreck of the second Morming
Star, Cet, 18 1869." ' o

After a long month of waiting the missionaries
and others went on to Honolulu (o' & small ship
called the Awnie Porter, and they took the Bible
with them. When it was known'in America that
the second Morming S/ar was wrecked, tho child.
ten went to work with & will and built another:
and about a year aflerward she went booming
around into Honolulu harbour with the flags dying
and all salls set, C Co

In all the rejoicings over the new ship, as well
as io the trials of the old one, they remembeted the
Bible, whieh was brought on board, and Capt. Mat-
thews wrote in it o

“ 'l;m:.s'remd to the third Morning Star, july
22, 1871, : ’ ’

So our Bible went back again to the islands, and
for twelve long years it went about amoong them
doing its beautifu) work of comfort to the mission-
aties, and giving . good news -to the ignorant
Islanders, | ) ‘

About two years and a half ago the third Afora-
ing Sfar was wrecked near Kusale. Mrr, Rand, a
missionary whojwas on board, describes jt like this
-+ '1 was silting In the cabin bralding Mabe/’s halr
when the crash came. The jar threw us over to the
opposite side of the cabln, where wo had to hold
ot for dear tife, Mabel screamed and said, * Oh,
save my dolll' A Kusaien who came on board
beforo we struck, tried to keep har from being
alraid by teiling her he would save her ; but it was
of no_ use  she could not stop crying until aflter we
had left the wreck.  Every crash seemed as if (it
would break the vessol in pieces. We managed to
gst to the companion way, which seemed to be the
safest place while the masts and epars were (alling.
The foremast broke away, and  the mainmast was
cut away, and then it wasthought to be sale for us
to leave the ah!r.

“ Mabel and [ were picked up from the deck, and
dropped ioto the arms of a sallor who stood in &
boat ready to catch us; and then, with natives ous-
side to steady the boat, we were pulled aafely
through ths breakers. When I Jooked back and
saw our dear little veasel on har aide, dead asit
wers, my tears fell thick and fast, Thero were no
lives lost, and the cargo was all saved.”

With the cargo the precious Bible was takea on
shore, once more saved from another wreck, and
Cart. Qarland wrote in it : ' '

' Saved from the wreck of the third Merning
Star, Peb, 23, 1884."

Now It is on board our own new Aforming Sler,
and we hope it will stay there a great many years.
The last wnting o itis: . .

% Transf to the fourth Morning. Star, June
23, 18887 ) EOTRIRE. ¥

“Capt, Bray saysof it: .

1 % This book has aslled the Atlantic and Pacific
Oceans. It has rounded stormy Cape Horn. /It
bas_ seen two. shipwrecke, has been opened and
rend at many religious excrcises on the vessel; and
now. It, has, come to, our new steamer, sousnd in
body, with the gilt, worde' Moraing Star. on the
cover still distinct, and ready and good for {uriher
service. "Surely * Heaven snd eatth shall pass
away, but m} word shall oot pass away,' "—CAsili.
ren's Record. ' :

THE YELLOW YEAR.

THE yellow year bs hastlog to fte close:

The httle birds have almost sung thelr last,

Thele amall notes twitter {o the dreary blast—

That shnll-plped harbinger of eatly snows s

‘The patlent buul¥ of the scentlest rose,

Oft with the mora's hoar ugml quaintly glaued,

1langs a pale mourner for the sumimer pasy,
-And makes a Litile summer where (¢ grows 3—

In the chill sunbeam of the faint, briel day

The dusky waters shudder as they shine s

The tusset leaves obatruct the utugg‘l:ns wAY

Of ooy, brooks, which no decp backe define,

And the grant woods, in eaggcd seant array,

Wrap their old Limbs with sombre Iry-twine, :

=Coleriipr.
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HOW WE GOT NED TO SIGN.

WR just had a dreadful time at our house this
morning. I'apa looked so stern and yet so sorey,
and inammn was sich, and Cousin Clard's ¢yes
were all pink with crylng,

May and I didn't know what it all meant, only
wo guessed that brother Ned had been doing some:
thing very, very naughty ; for he dldn't come to
breakfast till we were almost throuph, and then
papahwas $0 angry at him, though he didn't say
much,

Ned just drank a cup of coffee for his breakfast,
and as soon as he could get away he was off for a

ide

Alter a while Cousin Clare told us #o put on our
things, and we would {ake a walk together. She
wasn't & bit like heesell that day, for she walked
along so quict ard solemn and only said “yes"
and “no*" to what May and ] sald, Pretty soon
Ned rode up behind us, and he got off lus horse
and walked along beside Cousin Clare.

May didn't pay much 'tention; she's a litile
thing—only six and & hatl; Um cight, and I lint
encd to what they were saylng, and 1 tell you "twas
terrible ! 1 heard Ned say :

4 [ want to know just bow it was ; [ want to get
at the bottom of this thing.”

She just bit her lips an1f she were trying to keep
from crying, but she kept atill till he sold

“ Let me feel that T know the worst,”

Then she spoke up very firm, though her voice
trembled :

“Aunt aad | were sitting up when we heard a
noise of stumbling and ahufling, and then the bell
rang. When tho door was opened you were held
up by two or three men, all of them tipsy: and
w?xen you got Inside you fell down—-"

“day it out,” said Ned, much excited. " [ was
dead drunk,or beastly drunk—whatever you callit.”

Clare kept still, though the big tears kept drog.-
ping to the ground.

And-how — did - mother — take — [t 2™ as if
every word hurt him.

* She thought at first you were hurt or sick, but
when she found it was—worse, she clasped her
hands and looked as {i aheo wanted to die.”

“ Well,” he sald, * I hadn't any idea that [ was
taking more than usual, but [ suppose 1 did, and
made a fool of mywell,”

“That's just what he said, truly, My! but |
did feel badly! [ told May when we got home,
and we just ctied and cried Then we went to
Cousin Clare, and had & longchat with her about
it. She told us then that the wrong was in taking
it at all. May and 1 were surprised at that, for
didu't gapa have his glass of shecey every day alter
dinner? But Clate said that if no ona ever taated
it, no one would ever be & drunkard.

We both sald we'd aever, never touch it, and she
weote out & pledge, and we put our names down,
and so did she. [ Like Cousin Clare ; I'm going to
he a young lady jast like her whea [ grow ug.

All at once May looked at me, and [ looked at
her. We both thought the samo thing,

Why coulda't we try to get papa and Ned to put
their names down too? )

Wo took ‘the flpﬂ' to mamma's room, and she
kissed us aod said we might try. Dut before we
went, sho had us koeel down with her, and she
ru ed ﬁ;l;ut God would save her boy and help us

0 do t.. .

1 tellyou we felt solemn| We almost wanted
16 give up—that is, I did, but May sald she was
going to go, anyhow, and 1 felt ashamed to have
A littls thing like that beat me; so we walted till
after. dinner, and went to the dining-room when
evc?one was gone and papa way alone with his
bottle and glass of sherry. . He locked astonished
when we walked in and latd the paper and pen and
ink before bim, and then we thought he wasangry,
he looked so for & mioute, 1 wanted to run, but {

said,—

s u's to save Drother Ned, papa”

Then he.put hls head down on the table and
cried, and said, so dreadful-like, just as if his heart
was breaking—

" Oh, my son, my son! would God [ bad died
for thee!”

We would bave gone away, but he hadn't signed
et.  May kept her arm over his neck and stroked
ia haie, and petted bim lots—she's tho loveliest

little th{ngl

By-and.by when Ylpl raised his head and put
his arms around us, | said again—

i Papa, please, and then wo can ask Ned,"

He took the paper and read it all over again;
and then he put us down and walked up and down
the room for the longest time; and there wasa
glase of sherry he hada't tasted yat.

At last he went to the table, tock up the glass—
and wa felt 30 disappointed, for we thought he was
goinghto drink it; but he took it and threw it—
smash ! right into the grate, and the bottle after it.

4 There™ he said, “1'l see Il you'll stand be-
tween me and saving my boy 1" and then he reached
forthe pen and wrote ** Herbert Standish ” in those
great lattecs of his,

We didn't stay long, only to kiss and hog him
and then wa skipped up-stairs where mamma an
Clare were sitting so white and anxious. They
could hardly beliove it, but there it was—papa’s
name. )

They consulted us for & while, and then they de-
cided that, as we had had such good saccess with
pnw. we ml'gn try alone with Ned.

e heard him practising the violin In his room,
but when we knocked kard he sald ;

“ Comeo in."” ’

Well, we wers even more scared than wheo we
woent to paia; but he took the paper and read it,
and when he saw papa’s nams ha whistled right
out: - : ’
¢ UWheew |t ‘ .

Then his face began to work, just like May’s does
when she is going to cry, and he walked to the
window and blew his nose hard. May took the
pen and paper to him, and said :

* Please, brother ,Ned, ‘won’t you writa your
name hero I And then she told him, so awoeetly,
about papa's feeling 30 bad and throwing the wine
into the grate. He trembled a little, but Le sald ;

“Yes, I will, “I'l] keep it, too, God helping me.
It faher can, I'can ™ | ; IR

And that's how’ we got'Ned to sign, and we are
all s0 bappy now,—Royal Road. )
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BUTTERFLIES.

A TrEk in yellow and red
Out in the garden flovn,
And the leaflets lightly Qutter

In every breeze that Liows.

Which little Maud observes
At the window-nll, and cries:
** Just look at the tree there, Mamms,
All covered - with butteeflies.”
=X, Y. Independent,
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