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ABUVE AND BELOW,

Tur wonderful, wolul enty
lclow my window les,
And a rush of love and pity
Bedenws my grelog eyes s

Under the budding trectops,
The giass 1s green ond aneet,

AT the broad path through Is wadden
By & thourand hureying feer.

bor every man and woman
That ticads that granfte stalr,

1 thnk, 't 1 tooam hurean s
1too know want and care ™

And my heart gocavu like g siver
To reach its & muired seas

Foz the sad, and glad, and lonuly,
Ate cach ahin to me.

L know the heart ol the mother,

Wh se Jdeep eyes mourn her chuld ,
I hnow the | y of the malden

With splddi-love Le uiled

1 feel In miy soul the stlence
That speaks 2 man's despalr,
Ard the child's aboundung gladaess
St finds an echo there,

1am glad duis almost over,
Alniost all Jone f ¢ e,

That the pain of luved and lover
Is passed to hustory.

That lite has come and ined me,
That lving fs not begun

That the docbiful, ansious moraing
Yiclds 10 the settlng sun,

ltut oul of patn and passon,
Dead as the street’s gray dust,
Has sprung & bloom eteinal
Ul steady hope and trust,

And mp heart speaks [n its longing
Dumb to the throngs below, ==

O weary mon and brothers,
Look up from want and woe !

* Lk 1o the heaven above you ,
Thete in his boli; place,

The Father looketh dowaward,
With tender,'pitying grace,

** There stamdy the Man of Sorrows,
Who suffered even as you 3

With hurger, pain, and thwarted love
He fought, snd conqnered, too.

‘*1le knows the strong, sad ctying,
Of every human heant ;,

In ¢very mottal angulsh
The Master had His pa-t.

** Look up ' wilh you, my brothers,
e stemmed the oot abreast ;

* Come unto Me,’ vur DBrother saith,
tAnd 1 will glve you rest,'—

** Rent for the sad and loncly,
s | Rest for the wear lr:lra.[n P
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"“SUMMER AND’ ITS CHANGES,
1 hap BY REV. JONS HALL, D.D., LL b,

J{THE lollowing wise wotds 'may be & little out of
seaxon in' the carly days of September, but they
will; 90 to-qut out and put away for the holiday
timg-REat year.— Bp.)
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ypubg and'pactical, whose eyes sce mainly the
Be%ﬁﬂrufi? %ggﬁcs"aonly sighing breezes, ﬁo’;ven
o pibleétt which'from the 100 ardent heat the gentle
rilos 1duw fiefds of comn waving 1n golden
Eght,aind sewrmodmthay scaitenng its fragrance
oh;thg evemog air; »Bw to others, when the ther.
me! rzqt Jds in,/'1bs pineltes,” and there 1 aocorn
el excaps jn, ihe stored, and nv flawers except in
{ 'é“ja,dic'lo i‘ats,"lh,ete' id go_methlng more resal in
the'éxperierde’ol Sdhey dmhh, as Lady Holland
fepdrie ' hih, whén-hid 'uléohventional” language
Lal,'.tl'}lw,-mahm,’ itwasdo dreadful Lere thar' |
fwiéll l’!’:unidwaémd(hlng:io&)%)rut but to take off

othy, and: 4 e MRSl 5 -

::ém £ nlikc.sm.ﬂ.t.l.:fgbaffsﬁfeu- ls mote de.
y <! R{1FL AR urope—that 1is,
but the sz‘g’éﬁn@ ft:'m{\&nm_i'bgght there is
dhokal afid ¢Véd 3 daP YikAktéeabl whnin theough.
out 18 far f[rom common, ‘The'Twilll:kt i cool and
pleasant and long. It_is different here, The
warmth comes early and comes to stay in our great
atitx s didrer much'pi the,qountey,, - Ne wepder
Db gt S s ol
LA 0 ) 0 ! .
te &‘IELA i 3 rz(! ﬂtﬁ ]fés, a,fb'edl'nr '?{cze% '

yid om
N enibyrd: T e wibieet Lot e,
SFE- MreD di § PR RIeEledd trowdikd With

Wlsihewn, V90t al engagetnrmty; Afraoe idterrapled;
tale smbew bhapeyland profinisnal mbapin niaey
Wwetanees, afe mn r Rl nrclinyed- fpm
T L T
?;rﬂime'r? -‘vﬁfﬂ' 8& ?c’:'#'\uﬂ 'S’-Pi!'ol" Wﬂﬂb}b{'
qmlk' OHMM ].'&;': tharteleran e -\ména LY LX)
“Let'os w,,f& witl B elsdv that hikd thy fowet
Nninjetisagdntiemes ithitiNave no grobwing thit
dreh, wl:ﬁ:ﬁkof N;Av?.:r:;nd hnhh;:d;ug;
MUt S O8Y a uscAcumberedy

¥ ,mﬁéa pod.deleate, dagn Im}sg,

. licate,.
3"- ?ﬁ;‘?ﬂ@ﬁﬁmfﬁr“"%&‘%‘%ﬁ .is?-’ruii
[ ey ifain* feffeal od

of' ¢ e"i‘eii'if'-iiﬂﬁ" W )

waleiiagoptate, KUOWe Wopen” INL ydio vaiy nhe
progrimine me 'ddricg’ thesvaroations i Ard
whra hsatherh nand, Aistre seiiled, A2 4utrwean i}
mhgm&ml%qt A _m;(bo.nc 0% TArely 1R
S ot f', RUCS.0, U‘%? G!ﬁ; 7 ﬁJF {h?l- '?

ousjm In 'Pe f‘l of litew
ft%ﬁl%&’ edbd TdBEY'' Gl an .“{Eé'
UidtheP2VTE N1 U8 yOX fabd M IEWIN WPt
glodY!Na201q bat 25w lenci g W eord
niWe :ace GErmstomily macrow bitd of. beemasity!
Shchmendons s b twt, andito mhimamué:
: ol iy e;xmﬁfgmnq&
; 1 B8

¢ ed
l’il‘%}’%lh. *tm%'paa'

¥ WA LINSE T Qay W 1 = Ror htrpotie (1da;
Yes/ ] v ovui redatichs our 0o Mishourisjthey
weat abedy fong digo;(bobdidinit ko b mwcl-dhowt
ol ton itz bluos Ievadil bae sldiense 02 tnam
Jneyslotai

them. We got out of tho way of carzesponding.”
(3o and see them. It may save you a world of
trouble, my dear sir, when you are making your
will to ‘:now your awn lesh and blood, too proud
and rell-respecting, perhaps, tomake upto you, lest
they should ba thought 10 be coursing your wealth,
They ate poorer than you, pethaps. Never mind
that, It may do you good 10 sco what you would
0lill be, but for gentle torces ommde yourssll, Yoo
may possibly see ways in which you could, without
sacnince, add to their happiness. You may even
discover virtues and geaces to which you, iny dear
madam, iv 3 more >howy and less singere soclery,
havebecomeaatranger.  Go and visit your hindred
and see how they do,

There are fathers and mothers who work hard six
daysofthewcek,beglnning earlyand closinglate, and
who, in consequence, seo littie of their chtlJren.
too little of even one another. Tho young ones
are away a% schoal, more or less ; they go carly 10
bed, tho oilice hours of father, the home dutles of
mother, keep them on the strernh, and the youny
ones sce but little of them fn the natural relaxed
condition, Unless your doctor has very earnestly
prescribeda particular place fo. little Charile, whose
chest Is delicate, or your route is otherwise linnted,
RO o sonie place, a colintryvillage, apleasant farm,
where the young ones and you canlive together
and make one anothet’s acquaintance, where you
can sce Com, and Harry, and Jennie without their
school tasks weighing on their minds, where they
can see you with the wrinkles out of your brows,
the light of real nature in your eyes, and with the
capacity to make and enjoy a miniple joke or an
honest laugh, Leavenewgloves, the latest fashions,
company fanness, and visiting cards behird, and
lic n the grass, live in the ficids, walk round the
lake, climb a 'hill, sun a race with the children,
You will get a little summer in your memary that
you can carry on through the autumn, perhaps lato
tho winler of life; and as for the boys and girls,
wha will come to teally know you, they will lay up
stores, and, when their time of burdens comes, will
look back and talk of

'* Sweet childish days, that were as tong
As twenty days ate now ; "
and sec your faces and hear your laughs among the
common voises and sordid struggles of their prosaic
present. .

Young men and maidens who can choase your
summer haunts, who have lived the winter through
in show and **aociety,” If you mean to keep on this
line—only in other places—dunng the months of
otbers' rest and recreation, we have nathing to say
to you. There are some places=ten or twelve—
wheresectionsof our great cities'artificiallifeare pro:
duced. Please yourselves, '*There's s small choics
in rotten apples,” says Mr. Williawn Shakespeare,
But if you wish 1o be halppy free, healthy, 'get
away at least a hundred nules from these’ seaside
suburbs. Qoto quietcountey places. * God made
the countty and inan made "the town.” Learn to
live without the currency of compliments, the
ministey of *moditfes, the “Autterof fashion. "Be
friends 2 while with pure # 1 honest na‘ure
Learn to make -oul’ resource, within; yourselves.
Touch the real life of your fellow-creatures as it s
lhived in the quiet places of the easth, If you seo
stiraitened circumstances, necessarysacrifces, palns
ful limitations, it will do you 2ood. op
beside-=and’ often with—these 'herokes
simple faih, unselfsh devotion. You will:
that life ts real, and be the gainer not ehly’ of
strength of body, butof that racc possessiitd, habitd!
of mind and soundness of heart. PRI i

Aed you, weary men and women ! to wfnom the
summet is joyous in prospect, not for ity Adowers,
orits (reshness, but forits rest, let a word be spoken
to you, Do not think of test as vacancy, idleness,
absolute doing of nothing., Mo teal rest is tasted
whero

'* Stretched on the tack of a too easy chalr
You with an evedlasting yawn confess
The pans and penalties of idleness ™

One set of faculties has been on the stretch, Let
them rest. (et the others into inotion.. DBxercise
them. You weroalways weilings Now read, You
were imprisoned in an office.  Now walk, climb,
saim.  Youwersalwaysinacrowd., Now cultivate
solitude. You were always giving out 1o uthets.
Now take in for yourself.” * Thetreein which the
sap Is stagnant is fruitless.”

0 the boya'and girls 1 will not venture to make
suggestions. They know all these things .better
than | do. They can find, or make, pleasures any-
where. They donot want dictation.  The free Jom
of their life nowisthe *fun¥ of it, Iftheychooseto
run races, to fly kites, to play ball in "any of its

overwork which we have inherited from our fathers
and mothers, and of whom, after nll; the o4 Jady
was only A somewhat ¢xaggerarsd represeatative,

The hammock Is a great help In the mattee of
rest, The brafn.warkee may et one kind of rest
ho needs In the fatigues of huniing, or walking in
the mountaing, or travelliug amid now scenen, Yet
even such as he need to units with It more or less
of parniee 2040,

1iut w0 another class—jaded teachiers, exhausted
housewives, and all who hive worked rizht alony
with some bodily weakness or chronic allment
which medicine did'nt help, or which hardly seemed
worthy a physician's attention—*"' jest laying on her
back and staring up In a treo” may rrnvo the very
luxury of rest, a luxury that can be freely Indulged
in oniy with beachit.  The mental repose in the
cate tells directly and indirectly on every necve-
centro in the systent.  The posture adde greatly to
its value, resting every muscle and fieo of the
body, and even the internal orjjans by relieving
their points of tension,

A hammozk hunyg in the house is well; hung in
a veranda 8 vastly better, but one hung beneath
the wide.spreading branches of a tree 18 tho pecfect
thinz. There let the occupint close his cyes anid
go to slecp, 1l ho feel Like 11, or watchthe swallows
swonping through the air, or the bitdy hopping
from%ough to bough above him,of the kaleidoscope
of clouds, or the sublime Llue. Thisrepeated daily,
he will find better than all medicine.~Selected,

-
AUSTINENCE ONLY BFFRECTUAL.
BY HEV, CANON FARRAR,

Axbal you are not indifferent, what. can you
do? Betemperate? My brethren, | should not
think that wotth sayiag to you ; 1 should not have
been atked to come 300 miles 10 tell you that, In
this particular struggle, temperance ts wonth no-,
thing, Temperate ; of course you are temperate,
of you be even gentlemen, No Cnerstian, [ hope
would feel & spark of pride in saying that he id
not know what Intovicstion was, It was no matter
of pride for A man to be able to say that he was
not, by greedy diinking, reducing himself to bestial
degradatton, No' | come to ask you for 'some-
thing much more. [ come to plead with youfora
petiect, a certuin, a final remedy, 1 come to sk
you to take stronger part in that struzgle, which
even the calm, wise voice of Richard. Cobden told
asjears ayo lies at the basis of all moral and svcial
relorm. It may not be {we aill suppose) your indi-
vidual duty to take ran in this particular efort, |
condemn no man. 1 Judge no man, Never azainst
aven peblicans or gin distillers, have I or will [utter
asngte word. Butthis I say, that, except by total
absunence, you will, in this crisis do no real abid.
Ing goed., Soms of you will be ministers. Man
of you are fathers; many of you are Sabbath-
school teachers. 1f you take your wine, or your
whiskey, because you tike it, or because you need
it, your people, your sons and daughters, the puor
children whom you teach, will do so likewise, and
many of them by & natural Inevitable consequence
—a consequence -which is purely physical as well
as moral in its awlul character, willdoso toexcess,
.nd say to you . T
L} * Itat, goad my Lrothet,

. 1 Do not, as soroe ungracious pastors Jo,
y "5 Puint us the steep and thotny path to heaven,
P 7 % While, like a pulf.d and reckless hb rtine,
v 1Himscll the primeuse path of dulliance treuds,
it}'. And recks not his own sobe.®
U'you, for your own pleasure, of your own fancied
need, will row about above the rapids, you may be
thrilled too late by thelr shrick of angulsh, but
think not that they will heed f;our voice before-
hand, when it warns them lest they be awept over
the leaping cataract. *“ Then” (in the Ilgnim's
Progress) ! Christlan callzd to Demas, saying ‘is
not the place dangerous ' * Not very dangerous,’
said Demas, ‘except to those that are careless.’
But withal he blushed ay he spake.” ; '

Coasider then, my brethren, whether God e¢alls
{ou ornot to help in removinﬁ from your countr
ts deadlicst; curse; but this | say to you, that {f
He does you can only do it etfectually by being a
toial abs:ainer. Now, those who atgue that a man
wn favour ‘of that which he likes, in favour of a
pleasant custom, in favour of & popular practice,
argues with him in shorthand, but he who would
run counter to vuigar customs, he who 13 not afraid
“ to smite thoe hoary head of invelerato abuse,”
must be prepared to face ut the first stage violence,
at.the sccond ridicule, and at the third, for we
nave already stormed those two redoubts,the heap-
ed fascines of plausible objactors. We are told
forsooth'that total abstinence s morose, and it is

forms, why, let them! ey, of course, know
best. 1 will.not presumeto prescribe, 1Is not
achool aver? 13 not this vacation?

But if anyone did ask a suggestion, it would be
easy to say :—There are new forms of life about you
now, Listen to their language. There are living
things—not pet dogs, but free, unfettered creatures,
high and low, tame and wild. Your Father made
them sll. Get mental photographs of them, The
day may come when {n a narrow room and a narrow
Life these “treasures of memory " will be worth a
thousand fold their onginal cost. But it Is time 10
stop.. The writer was born among rolling -hills,
Later the acquaintance of mountains was made—
and enjoyed. " Then ¢came years when they towered
.daily under ‘his eye’ over the roofs and, factory
ichimneys of dusty citles, Brown.stone Is excellent,
lGxed up with'-elght or ten regular rectangles of
‘glase, and aixty unaiform houses to a strect=leve),
“but a litele dirty ; but, then, one can caery through
it the memory of hill and stream, & panorama
which breaks for. the while the dull monoteny, any
with pictures pawnted by.the hand of .the Creator.

e HAMMOCKS,
hapa s il TR
,‘,(S o might *a’ braided two. rugs.in the time
‘f‘&’f 3t Jain_on her back and siared up into a
e ,"'l.?\i'u_\n)z the cnizicism made against a lad
sUmmétbbird J. who nad taken her hammoc
withither inné 4 Aural district not familinr withits use,
114 The udighent speaker was ‘an’ over.thrifty
holmerwilo, \whostiiiden of -time was that every
ampp} Y, pe. ransmuted into solid work, and
'&t,gpgm,,_m@t‘ua between. cooking, scouring,
washing, Ifoning, ‘rilking, churning, bringiag up,
and sending children out_West, must go into sug
and ¥ wis' then At otk on ber one hundred an
gt vap! (The 'Admmock, however, de.
fouded ivetlf! :the ifood: it quietly did, and the
atal sbanes.s Hisemof théons sung there,

In this land and day we hagdly need to putin a
Bl Ipf, triods, of, domngight, rest.. The compesl.
“lfi. 51 bysiness, ;hf. de “dt QS home-life, the
ictlone’of ibc*e’ry. tha“éxcitements of pleasure
the appeals of be:rvolcneﬁ;’tﬁe"emli of duty,’ and
thefnetion spel bt Iplrite Aol Yhe daily press
ok the wrdldidide nhovémentn:uf-the age, combine
teawgep i alongiresivloasly jn tbat tendency to

MHelsods or2  amosai ne bud o2 bor

1ih £ s st Yol caen 1.

Manichzn, that it trenches on the province of the
baptismal vow, that it invades tho true functions of
the Church, that it is a violation of the Scripture.-
These cobwebs of wiserab.c sophisiry, had time
permitted, [ would have, gladly awept away,

WHAT IT WAS THAT. AILED BERT,

1 was sitting, not lorg ago, on-the ¢olonnade of
the beautiful Hotel Schweaizechof, at Lucerne,
looking acruss the esplanade that faces the Lake
of the Pour Cantons, and warching the sun sloping
westwatd behind Mont * Rilatus with his windy
pines,” My attenlion wan arcested by the ques-
tion’of a Len-year-old boy, the son ‘of a'friend, who
had only that day araived from Zurich:  Mother,
what'is the matter with Bert? This fs the-first
time [ have scen him cry since we left New York;
he has been wiping his eyes for the last ten minutes,
bui { can t get hum to tell me what hois crying for.”

* U tell you,' i said, in reply, to hus interro-
gation, ' and save your mothy~ the trouble of an
answer. I saw him go down the street just now,
and stop at thu fruit stalt of the old frau who sells
apricots. Of course he could not make her under-
stand a word, as he 1s0't well up in German, and. 1
thiak it s likely ‘he got cheated, and paid threo
Ericu for bis fruit ; probably he is mouraing aver,

is lost pocket-money.’ ] L

* [ know that's notit,” said Vincent, ** He has
been with the Tayloe boys sight-seelng, and some-’
thing has upset him, I don't know what,” ’

\J‘nile -we were speaking, . Bert came walking
along the colonnade, with the trace of recent tears
still in his reddened eyes. He was a beautiful boy
of eight or mine, with.one of the gladdest, and at
the same time most sympathetic, faces [ ever saw;
30 'that {t'was & little curious to see that sunny
brow ciouded. His mother's party aad outs were
traveling togeiher, and he had crossed the ocean
with us| and I'used to-be constantly struck with
the joyous nature of the child, which could.yet be
10 disturbad, at -,wlumsinﬁ pain or distress in
another, | remember how hewas moved at seeing,
among the steerage passengers, & sick child, who
lay on a pilluwall ‘day, on the lower deck. [ do
not think a’single day passed in which BDert did not
save some delicacy from the table to catry to this
littlo: fellow-passenger; and as oranges oo’ ship’

board arc always o be had for the asking, ho was
constantly alter the head-steward to get an orange
for his Litle patient, : i

* Why, my boy,” said Mre, Grant, deawing Dert
tenderly towards ‘mr,“ Vincent tells mo that some.
thing has worried you,  Have you met a lame hay
for whom you had no oranges, or couldn’t you find
any bouquet for the slck baby the donne ts hauling
along the esplanade ) Never mind | we'll have
them yet,” .

Bert's face reddenced a little as ho tifted it fromn
his mother's tap, vnd his great blue eyes looked as
liquid as the lake beforo us,

“Iv's noihing of that wort at all, 1 can get
oranges and bouquets, and I ¢an make e ftau
understand just how many apricots | want, and
how many kreutiers [ st give for them, Bur
mother, you and aunlie Just come with me, and l'II
show you what's the matter.'"

Mes, Grant, Vincent, and [ accordingly followed
our Jittle guide, \We soon came out upon & little
arasvy park, and, crosmnyg 1, found curselves wihin
a small grove, w‘:ich was terminated on one side
by a rampart of rocks a hundred feet high at the
tallest paint.  The faco of the rock was tawny.
coloured, and for fifty yards,or thete-abouts, was
bare and smoouh, but marked with natural fissures
and fractures, At its base there was a pretty
miniature lakelet, surrounded by an iron railing;
and in front of this ralling were scveral rows of
stats, under the thick, cool green of the prove.

On one of these iron benches Bert had us com.
fonab(!’y seated almost before we had time to look
around, \When we did, thero confronling us, in a
niche of the rock, lay, in all the heroic dignity of
his silent, agonizing, yet resifned pain, Thorwals.
den’s splendid piece of sculpture—The Lion of
Lucerne !

[ think I need scuccli'lell my readers what this
most masterly group is intended to commenorate,
But Jest therc should be a boy hero or there who
does not remember it, I will remind him that it {3
in memory of the noble Swiss Guard, who perished,
almost to a man, (n protecting Louis XVI, at the
beginning of the lirench Revolution. Theysuffered
themselves to be shot down in cold blood, rather
than prove false toasoldiet’s oathof honour, Above
the niche is cut, Inlarge letters :

** IELVETIORUM FIDEI AC VIRTUTL"

(" To the Fidchity and Bravery of the Swisa.™)
Betow is the list of those who perished. Mortal
anguith, agony unto death, which yet wrung forth
no groan ; patn, of which no language would givo
any idea—were never more finely wrought in stone.
The figure is above life-size, but did not agpear 80,
secn Irom where we were sitting.  The niche seems
the naturat lawe of the lion, and the colour of the
rock 11 its exact tawny hue, The spear-head has

Y | entercd the victim's heact, and the broken spike

protrudes from his side. The expression of the
drawn brows, of the tense nostrils, of the gasping
mouth, of the coniracted paws, conveys such an
idea of the utmost intensity of suffering, that for
telief one is obliged to turn away. Yet, in the
midst of all this anguith, the lion's paw prolects
the shield of France, on which we seo the feur e
i1, its national emblem. Such extremuy of dumb
suffering I Suchdespatring agony | One feels like
diving accross the smooth pool, and making an
attempt to extract the broken spear,

We sat lilentl{ gazing, without so much as look.
ing at cno another; and wuhout.enctlr kaowing
what I was doing, 1 found my handerchicf at m
eyes. A white-haired gentleman sat near me, wit
his gaze steadily fixed on the lion, and the tears
quictly trickling ‘down his cheeks. [ looked about
to see what Vincent was doing. He had deliber.
ately squared his back to the pathetic group, and
was winling very hard, with both his hands in bis

ckets, evidently tesolved that he would show no
mnkcrchicf. Mrs. Grant's eyes were certainly a
linle Almy as Bert came up to hee, his face all
flushed with ‘an emotion he was trying hard 10
masier, and his blue eyes glistening with tears
which ho was determined should not tall ; aud he
satd, wilk & voice that would falter {n spite of him-
self, * Mother, now you know what's the matter
with me." =5, 8. Tomes.

LEFT BEHIND,

A ScorcHl writer who recently descnibed a vist
which he had made to the large pablishing. estab.
lishment of the Chambers Brothers in Edinburgh,
states that on leaving the house, he was accosted
by a wretchcd, bloated tatterdemalion, who asked
for alms. '

On receiving it, he burst into a chuckle.

“ An' that gran' house Is Willie Chaumers', heh?
Ye'll no believe that I came from Pecbles wi' him;
twa boys.thegether, an’ lodged wi' him at the
widow's {n the West Pont 2"

* \Why did you part company »

The man was thoughtful,

“\Weel, Willie took a contract to work fiftcen
hoursfor four shillin' the week, an' he’laid by
money. [ could hao no patience wi' such doings,
sao he took ane gate, and me anither.”

A flash of humour lightened his bleared eye as
he added—

“ An’ ther he is, a0’ heream 11" .

A German post likens the life of a young man to
a great tract of country in which lic two pathy,
which, at a certain point, separate, at fiest by a
hair line, then by inches, diverging faster and
wider, until one ends in heaven and one in hell,

Not every rulned man can loock back to the
cxact point,.Like the ?oor Scotchman, where he
loat the right road, lor, in a long courae of ill-doing,
right neems wrong, and wrong sight, But at the
time he knew it.

There i3 a famous picture of the wise men of the
Bast on thieir way to Bethlehem. Thoe sun has
sunk - below the horizon, and Jarkness reats upon:
the desert save fot the shining of the miraculous
star, DBy its light are dlmhv seen three figures on
camels, journeylng towards it across the waste of
sand. | In an oams bencath the shade of a palm.
tree, stands &' camel, while its rider, stretched
!atily onthe grasa,waves a farewell to hia comrades.

‘That rider has been left behind.

There is no warranty in history for this signi-
ficant figure, but it has jts likeness (o almost every
community and.family. There it nothing more
pathetic in life than the story of the man who
grows tired following the spizitual light which
God hias given us, across a dreary wasto of days, foll°
of discomfort, care, labour, and perhaps suffering.

He comes to sume pleasant little oasis, and atopr,

He chooses the real tree and fountain and stnp
of shade; let others foliow & vislonary star if they
will 1 :

.Tbe teea withers, and thespring dries away, But
after tha lony journey and the desert, thestar leads
the falthfultravellers to the Giver of all truthand life.

“ If ye continue, , . . . y& shall know the truth,
and the truth ah:l’l make you {rec,"— You/A's Com.
panion.
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