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ONE LE SS AT HO0ME.
One ]oss3 at home 1

Tlhe charmed circle brokqmi; a dear face
MNissed day by day from its accustomee place;

* Bnt, cleansod and saved and perfected by grace,
One more in hoaven 1

One lcss at home!
one voice of weleome hushcd, and evermore
One farowell word unspoken; on the shore
Wliere parting cornes notone seul landed more,

One more in heaven!1

One iess at home!i
A sense of loss that meets us at tbe gate; 1
Within a place unfilled and desolate;
And fair away Our coming te await,

One more inhbeaveni1

One iess at home 1
Chili as the earth-born mist the thought would

rise,
?,id wrap our footsteps round, and dim our

eyes;
Butthobrigbtsunbeam darteth from tho skies-

One more in heaven!1

PRODIGAL GO HOME.
They sent bim to feed swine, aud the very

hogs gruntud, 6'Go home"I When hoe piekced
îip those carob liusks and tried to ont thcm,
they crackled,"I Go home." Ho looked upon
his raga, and they gapcd at hlm, I'Go
home." Ilis hungry belly and bis faintness
cried, IlGo home." Then lie thoughit of his
father's face, and bow kindly it bad looked at
him, and it scemed te say, «Il Corne home 1"
H-IremnembPed tho breadcnough, and tospare,
and overy mor:-el seemedtosay, Cornelhomu!"
He picturcd the servants sitting down to din-
ner and feastirig to tbe fui), and every one eof
thenseemed to look riglit away ovortho wild-
ýrness to l r, and to say, "lCome home 1 Thy
f ather feeda us well. Corne home 1"I Every-
thing said, "Coule home!" I Onfly the devil
whispered, "Nover go back. Figlit it ont!1

*Better starve than yieldl Pie game!" But
thien lie had got away from the devil this once,
for lie liad corne to himself, and ho said, "lNo;
1 wilh arise and go to my father."l Oh, that
yon would be equally wise 1 Sinner, 'what le
tIe use of boing damned for thesake of a little
pride? Yield thee, mnan! Down with, thy
pride I You will notfind iL sehard to submit
if you reniember that dear Father whe loved
uls and gave himseif for us in the persea of hiie
orin deur Son. You wilI find it sweet te
Yihid te such a friend. And when you gel
your Ilead in bis bosom, and feel bis warrn
kisses on your cheek, you will soon feel that il
18 Swveet to weep for sin-sweet te confess youi
wrong dolncv, and sweeter stili te, hear him say
#11 bave bltted eut as a thick Cloud, th3

transgressions, and as a cloud, thy sins2'
IlThouglh your Bifls be ns scarlot, they shall be
as wvhite as snow; thoughi they bc red like
crimson, they shall be as wooVI.-puqeor.

BILI.Y BRAY.
A missionary magazine has tho foiIowing

about a couvert, one Billy Bray :-One day
wlien a littie dosvnhearted, standing upon the
brink of a coai pit, some one seemed to say :
"8Now Biliy, just throw yourself down there
and be rid of ail trouble." He knew in a
minute who it wns and drawing baek said z-
IlOh, no, Satan; you can just throw yourself
down there. That is your way homeé, but 1
arn going toniy home in a different direction."
At another time is potatoes were a very poor
erop, and as lie was digging them. Satan was at
bis elbow, sayinig:-"There, Bill, isn't that
poor pay for serving your Father ail the year
the wav you have?à Just sc what small
potatoos !" Biliy stopped hoeing a moment
and 1adz"A Satan, at it again, talking
about my Father, bless His na IWhy,
whcn 1 Eerved you I didn't get any potatoes
at a]]," ani lie vent on hoeing' and praising
the Lord for amalt potatoes.

THOUJGHUT S ABOUT HEAVEN.
Heaven is not a stately, formai place, as 1

semetimes hear it described, a very frigidity
otf spiendou r, where people stand on cold form-
alities and go round abo ut with. heavy crowns
of goldt on their hcads. No, that is not my
idea of heaven. MNy idea of heaven is more
like this: Yoti are seatcd in the evening-tide
by the firepiaco, your whole family there, or
nearly aIl of them there. Whilo you are seat-
cd talking and enjoying the evening hour,
thero is a knock at the door and the door
opens, and there cornes in a brother that bas
been long absent. He bas been absent for
years, yeni bave not seen lm, anri no sooner
do0 you makot1 uép your inid that it is certainly
lie, than you bp up, and the question is who
shah give hlm thc first embrace. That is my
idea, of heaven-a great home circle where
they are waitirig for us. Oh, wvili you not
kaow your raother's voice there? Will yon
not know vour child's voioe? She of the
bright eye, and the rLddy cheek, and the
quiet step, who came in from play and flung
,hersehf into your lap, a very shower of mirth
*and beruty ? Why, the picture is graven in
your soui. It cannot woar out. If that littie

*one should stand on the other side of some
heavenly bill and cal] te you, you would hear
lier voice above the burist of lîeaven's great or-
chestra. .Know it ? You eould flot help but
know it.
tNow I bring yen this glorieus consolation of
future recognition. If yen could get this
theory into your heart it would lift a great
many shadows that are stretching across it.

rWhen 1 was a lad 1 used to go ont to tho rail-


