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Serene iii changeless prime of body and of
seull

TI>at creed I fain w'ould keep, this hiope J'il
not forego."

O)r, as this com fort ta our sorrow
finds ex-,pressioni in the Arabic
lament: " Yea, the rigliteous shail
keep the way of the righiteaus, and
to God turn the steps of ail that
abideth; and ta Goci ye returni, too:
with Him only' rest the issues of
things." Therefare, if we may

close this nieditation wvtli the con-
clu(hiIg %vTards of a bout< af luxury
an(l camnai delighits,*- let us say:
"Glary ta HIni whom the shifts

af timne xvaste nat awvay, nor (lath
aughit of chance affect T-is do-
minion; whorn anc case (liverteth
nat fromn other cases, andi vho is
sole in the attributes of perfect
grace. "

* The Arabian Niglits.

GOD IS WITH THE MAN OF LOW ESTATE.
BY DIARETrA R. M,%'CAUGIIPY.

Bewed by the weight of centuries ho Icans
Upiot his hoe and gazes on the ground,
Stoiid and 8tuinned, a brother te the ex.

-Edini Mfarkhan, in 1« The Man lVith. the IIoe

'Brother to the ox! Is this the meaning
Upon the roughiened palm and stooping hack?
The long, close-writtexi pedigree that lacks

No record of continueus toil ? Gleaning
No hour of joy, no recompense? Leaning

Across the years, do wo find enly racks
0f torture? Sec but stupid, backward trackis,

Withi never upturned face to, read the meaning
The Lord Ced writes upon the "1peaks of seng"?

0 God forbid ! Shaîl we judge ail the yield
That te the centuries' harvesting belongs

By one sad, straggling growth within the field?
-Time's9 tragedy " is there, and cruiel wrongs
TJhat centuries hiave made and left unhealed.

:But surcly 'gainst the dreary caxîvas falîs
Seme gleaun of lighit ixpon thiat " slanted brow."
The '«<silence of the centuries " allows

Interpretation noiv, as bugle-eall
To set our ewn te thundering at the wall

To lot in liglht. By se inuch lie is inow
Aboya his d nxnb yoke-felloiv at the ploigli.

Se far hie's past the darkest heur of aIl,
By se nxuch lie is nearer te the dawn,

Tlioughi still hie's deaf to "'music of the sphieres."
Who made Iinii duIl? By whomn w~ere drawvn

Those bars that doomed a Seul te stunted years
Instead of grewith ?-wliy question? We are hemn

To frc imii. Why yield, thoen, to childishi fears?
There's One whîl helps. He grants us ail a place

To grow, thougli blind te 1'leiadecs' far swin-
Across the sky: theuigli deaf te music's ring

tîx rapturous elreami thougli duil te Nature's grace,
Yet as safe-hidden in its wondreus case.

The chrysalis, wvith patient, foldcd wing,
Brooks neyer once man's choyer nuastering.

Se lives the stuntcd peasant, brute in face
And gesture, holding what inan cannot mar

Nor nxake. Lift cruel hands, 0 Masters! Wait
And werk withx One who hides tho tyrant's scar.

Ho presses back with Love cenîpas'sienate
The dreadfuh Terrer threatening near and far.

Cease wailing o'er the world's impending fate,
For Ged is wvitx the man of how estato.

- Western CLristiait Advocate.
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