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RECREATIONS OF A CLERGYMAN
LAID ASIDE WITH SPEAKER'S SORE-THROAT.

AUTHOR'S PREFACE.

. The general public will be dispored to disparage the rather bad printing and ex-
#eedingly plain, unattractive aspect of this volume; but our real friends will valae it all
the more— or at least, none the less— for this, when they know in what manaer, and
under what circumstances it was published. ’

Just as we were laid aside from pastoral duty by speaker’s sore-throat, and prohib-
ited from much $peaking, eitber in publio or private, we received the present of an old
band printing-press'from an esteemed friend, Jas. 8oott Eaq. of Mount Forest; so with
the expenditure of fifteen dollars on type, ( most of whigh was second-hand ) and the
addition of composing sticke, inking rollers; &c., supplied by our own ingenuity,— we
found ourself able to print,—realizing fortunately in the whole thing, a quibt and suita-
ble recreation-for our occasional spare hours.

Briefly then, our friends will rejoioce to know, that not only are we the author of ev-
ery piece in the volume, but also, in the above circumstances, its sole printer and pub-
lisher, We were not always able from our very scarcity of certain kinds of type to

t every thing in good form; but as money, with a clergyman at the head of a large
’:ﬁ:ﬂy, is generally scarce, we were bound to make the best of oar resourcas.

The sermon, whioch is the one we composed and read to the Presbytery at our or.l-
ination, bothered us most, as our supply of type would suffice for only one page at a
time. “To this sernaon, however, we kept on adding piece after piece, till the volume at-
Aained its present size—having little dreamed, at the commencement, that we should
find the compositor's mt so enticing; and really, we are not sure that we sball not yet
make the old press do dut{ in printing works of & larger kind, that now lie in mana-
script on our bands. Our little experience has suggested this mnoh however, that a lit-
tle knowledge of printing would be a n@fﬂ thing in the training of every winister.

As to the piecea which fill the béok—they are just fragments.of every kind, which
composed st different times, were lying around, and which we thought might be pleas-
ant-and profitable to onr friends. Some of them have been published before, and some
have not. Our murical confiiers will find many of them as suitable for singing as for re-
citation. We can imagine ourself being asked, *‘Why did you not publisn some fun-
nier pieces in your beok?’ Will, long ago, we did write funnier pieces—but on looking
at them at a later period, they seemed to be too funny and too foolish, to be either for
the good of the public or the glory of God. So we burned them. Life suffsrs not so
much from a scarcity of fun, as from a want of grave and sober thought; amd this bas
-been a ruling motive with us :n most that we have ever published.

‘But what about your throat’ say our friends. ~ Well, our thront and mouth ( for
both were equally affected ) are now getting greatly better; and we have already ocou-
pied the pulpit ot some of our friends, sensible of no after evil effectd.  As very possibly
some of our old acquaintances may wish to know something more of this insidions dis-
eare, and bow we got it; we wonld say briefly, that we believe it was caused by too
much public speaking, and especially by crowding three services on the Sabbath iuto too
close proximity. This, with a good desl of speaking thirough the week, we think,
brougbt it on. If we should suspect any other eause, as remotely affecting it, we
should say, that possibly it may have been influenced by over severe elocutionary disci-
pline ( though in conformity with physiologica! rules ) at an earlier period of our life.

We mention this, becaure some persons are very strongly disposed to consider
elocutionary training, when on what is acknowledged to be sound physiolegical prinoei-
ples, as the best means of reducing the prevalence of this disease. ~ About thirty years
.ago we first began. to address public audiences; and just a little earlier we learned
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Curwin’s Tonie Sol-Fa system of music. Having naturally a good voice, hut becoming
early conecious of much defect in the management of it, we possessed ourself of several
first-class works on elocution, and proceeded most thoroughly to study and practice its
principles, finding vur knowledge of music a most useful anxiliary in many departments
of the study. From these works we obtained a knowledge of the best physiologioal
conditions of speech, as well as of the best physiological means of developing and man-
aging tonic and articulative power— whether by the chest, throat, or mouth—from the
low, aspirated, deeply pectoral notes of remorse to the slow, soft, high-pitched semi-
tones ol tender pity.  As we never liked a monotonous style, we always made a point
of making our style barmenize with the varying spirit of our theme.

In connection with this study, for many yea:s, ? somewbat to the wonderment of our
near neighbours) we kept up the practice of reading aloud—with due regard to the
rules we had studied-—selections from the best speakers and writers, sermons, orations,,
poems,—in short anything grave, gay, or hamorous, that came to hand, aiming to give
every sentence of the varying passages its appropriate utterance and delivery.

This practice added greatly to our power of expressing ideas, gave us a command of -

good English, and made the elocutionary utterance of any passage so much a habit, that
in publie speaking, our mind was not on this acconnt diverted trom our theme.

All this we did to inorease our efficiency in speaking or preaching, for we never were
in the habit of reading our dircourses. Then, we-nay also here remark, that in ad-
dition to all this training which was by a long way our best, we had also that of Pryf.
Taverner at Knox College, which, thoagh very simple, was good.

From our own experience then, we should conclude, that the drill or discipline of the
voice according to acknowledged rules, promises little in reference to the avoidance or
abatement of this throat affection among ministers. Nay, we suspect, that it is among
well trained speakers, and especially among clearly distinet articulators, that the dis-
ease will be found most to abound. The chest and the larynx do indeed give the vow-
el sounds; bus it is after all the upper throat and mouth that shape and articulate the
words. The man of'little fire or fervour who drawle or drones out his sentences with
an irksome but easy monotony, is the one, we should judge least likely of all to be af-
fected by this disease.

With regard to the cure—it is rest.  Our throat and mouth have been the subject
of many applieations, but their chief cure has been rest.

Lastly, with reference to the help and the unbounded kindness, which we have ex-
perienced at the hands of the genial members of the medical profession—both here and

in Britain—we hereby conclude by expressing to these gentlemen our warmest senti-
ments of gratitude. .

Alex. Niecol
Owen Sound, August 18th, 1886.
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ORDINATION SERMON,

1’EXT—For God so loved the world, that he gave hvwonly begotten Son, that whosoevey-
. belioveth in him should not perish, but have everlasting life~John 111: 16.

There are two mountains, past which all heavenly pilgrims travel in their way to the
celestial Zion These two mountains are Sinai and Calvary. At Binai, they hear the
thunderings of the law and the sound of the trumpet exceeding loud—there, with quak-+
ing bnees, they leain the msjesty of Divine Justice. At Calvary, they behold the Vie~
¥ tim smitten and bleeding under Binavs curse;— there, with melting hearts, they hear

the story of Divine Love. Love and Justice are two distinet attributes of the eternal
God; and both sre necessary to the pexfection of the Divine character. Justioe is not a
| mere phase of Divine love, as some would make it to be; nor is it a prineiple that is
! necessary merely te point out ti-e pathway in which love shall walk; for, in the first

oase, love wonlx invariably bestew its gifts '\rnn})ootivoly of all merit or demerit; in

the Iatter case, it would invariably have never a favour to give to the sinful and illde-
serving. Neo! Love and justice are independent primciples, neither one subordinate to
the other, beth acting together in perfect harmony; and both alike necessary to the
characier of a tfoc'.%nina. 80 when love would bestow its fuvours aoccording to
merit, justice having no oclaime, quietly acqnieces; but when love would bestow its
gifts upon the head of ill desert, across the lines of justice, justice exacts its ransom; and
 tbat ransom paid, love and justice, having each its own, embrace each other over the
bead of the sinner whem they have conspirad to redeem.

To-day, we have much te hear abeut the wonders of that love with whieh our text

. overflows; and, we trust, we shall behold the love-lighted slopes of Calvary all the more
| impressively from having taken tuis backwaml glancs at the law-thum lering pesk in the
* wilderness of Sinai.
g We would remark, at this place, that our text presents the love of God in that form
alone, in which the human mind is capable of forming amything like a proper conoception
of it “God so lowed the ‘world, that he gave Lis only begotten Son, that whosoever be-
Heveth inghim sheuld not perisii, but Lave everlasting life.””  For though we may very
properly be told, shat the love of God is infinite—how little can the human mind deal
with the infinite? we can neither define the limits of infinite love, nor spread the imag-
ination uver it. . In attempting to de so, we feel as the eagle striving to touch the op-
posite walls of the universe with the tips of his outatretched wings, or to gather all the -.
light of the sun into his own eyes. We ah as a man, seeking to pour the lightnings
intoa wine-cup, or.to draw all the waters of the deep iato hiw mouth, or to touch simnul-
taneously. the first and last milestones of eternity with his extended arms  God's. love
is vastness, greatness, m)stery, everywhere; and the human mind, in the effort to com-
pass it, shrinks back éxhausted as a grasshopper with she weignt of a world.  One fa-
thiom line alone ¢an sonud the depths of Divino love; and that iine mu.t be long enough
to stretch from the loftiest pinnacle of eelestial glory to the darkest, deepest shades of
| Galvary. But who oan tell how long that line must bs ? We onnnot—angels cannot.
; Borne forward on the billows of eternity, the echoes of a voice reach us, “Lo I come
1 todo thy will, O Lord.” The Lead piercos space, as that sbout is uttered. ~We hear

again the ery, “Eli, Eli, Jawa. sabachthani ! "»+ that Lead reaches its greatest depth on
Galvary— and the profonnd which it hus pierced in the iuterval, can be adequately
measured only by the soumdinyg line of my text, God 80 loved the world, that he gave
his only begotten Son, that whosvever beiieveih in him should n)t perish, but have ev-
erlasting life.

Our Bubject then to-day it,—Gop's Lo¥E To SINNERS. And with a special view
to bringiug out the matter and the spirit of our text, we shall treat it under the follow-
ing heads:—I The luve of Cod, as wanifusted in the gift of the person and ministry of
Cbrist. 11, Thbe love of Cod, as manifexted in the objsct for which tho gift was bestowad,
. mamely, that whosoever Lelieveth in him should not perish,&e.

4 eturning then to the firss head:—mark the love of God as manifested in the gift
~of his only begotten Son, the exalted person of Chirist—not now to speak of his ministry,
Man has sinned, man must suffer. God’s Iaw has been brokeu, it must be falfilled.

Divine justios must be satisfied; it demands its every jot and tittle, A stain rests oa
the shield of Divine heraldry, and the blood of bulls and of goats will not erase it.

Their blood may typify cleansing, but it fails to cleanse. The hand of justice has
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Iaid hold on the transgressor, and the sentence of death is about to be carried into ef-
fect. The voice of God rolls forth in heaven, ‘Who will deliver from going down into
the pit." Does it meet no response ? 1s there no eye to pity-—no hand to help? The
septre of righteousness is extended and the sword of justice is drawn: but neither angel
nor archangel interposes for man. Ah! many a pure heart throbs beneath garments of

light in that fair throng, but never a heart pure enough, brave enough, powerful enough :

to receive that sword-thrust into itself, on man’'s bebalf, and siirvive, Never angels
oalled before to such a war* as this. They may keep the way of the tree of life, drive
the recieant race from the bowers of Eden, and even minister, 'in many ways, to the
wants of man in deeds of pity; but this is a work above and beyond amgelio might. Yet
the Loid hath found a Ransom. Not in the herds and flocks pastured on many hills—
is that ransom—nor in the gold of Opher; not inthe diamonds and sapphires of many
mines, nor in the pearls of the richest seas; notin the stars from augelic breasts, nor in
gems from arehangel's orown; No! nor in the finest jewels—nor in their richest set-

ting— that garnish the throme of the Eternal; but in the 8on of God from the bosom of v_\
the Father. Behold the sinner's willing Ransom ! He is the Rose of Sharon and the

Pearl above sll price, the One that is the Fellow of the Father, heaven’s greatest and
beet Gift, the Lamb of God's providing, the [ncreate, the Most High.  He hath laid
bare His bosom, and in it shall the sword of justice be sheathed; for“‘God soloved the
world that he gave his only begotten Son, that whosoever believeth in him shounld not
perish, but have everlasting life.”

Again, mwark the greatness of God's love as seen in the surrender of his Son for
10 unworthy and ungrateful a people—those he came to bless. Is he sent to a 5.-
ple, that hail his.advent with delight, and regard the oocasion of his birth as.a gala day?
00, but to a race that despise and reject him; to a people that enlarge and adorn the pa-
laces of David for the reception of his greater Song‘ono. but to a nation, that finds not
room for him, even in the stranger's inn, and more than begrudges his infant form the
scant and rough accommaodation of a manger in the stable for its oradle, amid the bleat-
ing of sheep and the smorting of camels; nay—worse still—to a nation, that under the
band of Herogd, would blet out of existence the only ome pure life that ever visited it,
and seek the infant’s death in the slaughter of the innecents, when ‘‘Rachel weeps for
her children.” As life advances, de the people, whom he.came to bless, treat him with
more respect? Do they supply his table with the flesh ofithe stalled ex, ot serve hiur
daily with the delicacies of the seasom ! No! he earns his bread with the sweat of
his brow; his back aches daily with the strain of toil, and his hand blisters with the frio-
tion of the axe, the saw, and the clisel, in ministering houre-acoommodation to the op-
ulent Nazarenes. No home of hisewn opens its doors te receive him. Few comforts,
fewer luxuries, and still fewer honours come te him, even ameng & people themselves
little respedted; for what good thing oan come out of Nazareth.

Thirty years roll past, and he is little heard of—and less cared for—exoept by such
ar nloed his help in bis humble trade, and by a few companions within his own small

«irele.

Then again, det us mark the love of God, as seen in all that Christ did and submit-
ted to, in his public ministry. We state the work of Christ, in the abstract, when we
fay, Christ came into the world and by his active and passive obedience, wrought out
-our ralvation; .or again, that as the second Adam, taking the place of the first under
the Covenant of Works, he fully met all the requirements of that covenant, that now,
as our second representative Hend, he may offer ws sulvation by faith alome, under the
Covenant of Grace. But Ah! the winistry of Ohrist, meaning much to us indesd,
when rtated in the abstract, has a more viv’u{ expression still, when looked at in the
concrete.  Our text favours the conorete methed of surveying the ministry of Christ,
.and we shall try to keep in harmonv with it, striving to measure as well as we ocan, the
magnitude of that love by the greatness of the scrvice and the suffering, to which it
volunteered on our behalf. Ot the unseen and more mysterious service and suffering,
we can comprehend almost nothing; of the more ontvur! and less mysterious, that has
more in common with our experience, we can comprehend a little.  To the latter as-
pect of the Baviour's ministry, therefore, we shall mainly confine ourselves.

Mark the Saviour emerge from obseurity into publio life. The servioce, that had
been begun in obscurity, must necessarily pass into the light of perfect day; and the
wark must be pushed.on to completion amidst the greatest opposition and scora.
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He goes, forth to,preach the gospel of peace’and good-will to the thousands fhwk
flock to see him; and, for one that retires with the expression, ‘never prophet spake
“as this man, surely this is the Son of God," ten go away mocking, and call him & de-
Jceiver. He comes to them restoring their sick to health and their dead to life; how
Hew return to give glory to God ? The deaf and dumb spirits are obedient to his behest;
“and the unthinking multitudes say, “He bhath a devil, and oasteth out devils through:
Sthe Prince of devils,” He rides into Jeruralem, as its King and Lord; and oaly the
despised ‘rabble’and the little children hail his entrance.  .He weeps over the guilty
Hcity that should bave bailed him s its King, and cries, “O Jerusalem, Jérusalem,
‘Swhich killest the prophets, and stonest them that are sent unto thes; how often would
21 bave gathered thy children together, as a hen doth gather hier brovd under her
Awings,” and this people shortly atter, in return, call ous, “Crucify him, crucify him,

away withthis fellow from the earth; it is not fit .that he should live.” Ah ! the
& bitterert ingredient of all trials, is too often the ingratitude.and contanpt of those, for
"% 'whom a good service is rendered. In this respect, his cup was bitter indeed. But the
# climax of suffering ou the Redeemer's part, is his last agony, when heaven, earth, and
¥ bell, pour their bitterest things into it. Ah ! shisis indeed the very gall of the ouy.

The conviet, sentenced to death for the crime of murder; even meets with somo cotn-
- wniseration in his<death. The Prince of life, that came only to bless,—to instruct, to
1 heal, to restore tu life, receives no commiseration,— only mockery and scorn. No
| compassivnate word or kindly act scothes his woe.  He is made the batt of their rib-
! ald jests and taumts; he is spit upon, crowned with thorns, and regarded-as the laugh-
* ing stock of the lowand vile. Ol ! awtul unparalleled hour, whereiu all the conoen-
. trated venom of our race and the lung pent up malignance of demons, hot and boiling
. fiom the fires of hell, pour forth to.;etgor all their scalding, seething force on the Per-
son of Christ; ‘and-earth and-hell in affectionate brotherheod revel in.crushing out the
only one Enre life that ever visited the world. O Earth’! Earth! mauy peoples
have eniiched thy parched places with their blood; and the bloud-of many saorifices
hast thou drunk m, but thou haat never been baptized with the bleod of a victim like
this,—neverblood pure, eleansing, and life-giving, as this. =~ Well'may the San bide
bis face from #o terrible a scene. Well ruay the Earth put on robes of mourning, and
seek the gloom-of darkness at mid-day, wo hide her shamne. Well mnay her big heart
throb with earth-quak+, and the skies weap over her; for hers is a sorrow greater than
tbat of Rachel, when she wept for her clildren, and would not be comforied.

On ! what depth of Jove is this; love, that can furnish suoh a ransowm, and for so
unworthy a people, :

‘We Lave looked at the more eutward and less:mysterious part of Christ’s ministry,
. dts-cheerful obedienoce, the bold opposition, and the bitter irony-and seorn, with which
. it was treated; butthe greatness of-the sacrifice rendered by this love, becomes more
. projound, as we look with dazed eyes into the more mysterious and. less visible part ot

.Kin work on our behalf. The cup prepared for him, he drank to the very.dregs.

‘Oh that cup ! who shall analyze its contents ? There.are the sting and the bitter-
aess of death in it; tlere aretlic vengeance and the agony of Lell in it, without one
sweelening ingrcdient. 1t fumes wiih the tosment of damnation, and scalds the lips
with:the heat-of fires unguenchuble. The tears, the groans, and the anguish of an eter-
mity of woe are in it; and yet, thoughthe Sen of man shrinks from the foaming cup, he
drinks 1t o the very drcgs.  A-man may behold such suffeiing but he cannot compre-
hend it. Tbis woe bas & depth beyond the soundings o1 the most poweriul imagina-
tion; and we must be content to look ut it aa we seo-it on the surface, The human wmind
is impotent here; -and rejoieing in the comfort of & mystery whioh it cannot fathom, it
-can ouly say,'‘Behold the Lawmb of God which taketh away the sin of the world."

Glory to God in the highest, and on earth peace, good-will toward men.”

We come now to theSecond part of our discourse, namely, The love of God as
ananifested in the object, for which the gift of his Son was bestowed, viz., that whoso-
ever believeth in him should not perish, but have everlastiny life.

i Mark that this salvation is nou for a select-few of a bigh moral status, but for whoso-

ever believeth, Ah ! we should expeet, that even the great love of God would diserim-
inate here; and that the profanely vicious, aud at least the eruel persecutors of tue Lord
would be excluded from this salvation. ' But no! Whosoever believeth shall be saved.

That whosoever is a wide, wide word. There is room in it for the persecuting
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Saul; room in it for the self-confident, but lying Peter; yea, room in it, it may be, for 3

even Judas; bnt remorse killed him and he went to his own place.

O ye poor Outcasts, ye prodigals that waste your substance in riotous living, giv- =
ing your lips to the wine-cup and your strength to the harlot, revelling in the mire as
filthy as the swine you now feed, and whose husks yeu now covet—there is room-in

God’s love, and there is an offer:of mercy even for you. God gtn his only begot-
ten Son, that these shackles might be struck from your hands, and you be made free,
holy, and hlppy men,, even for ever and for evermore. Whosoever believeth

not perish.

these
men's

of mercy also for you.

And thou too, proud Greek, vain of thy lore and self-sufficient in.thy wisdom,— ]

there is a treasure in this love more precious than that of Creesus aud more potent thaun
Solon’s irom—a wirdom more profound then thy Plato’s, a song more charming than

Homer's, and an eloquence more persuasive, than that of Demosthenes, for hsarts that -

are not too proud to learn. Thou too; mayst come and believe.

Whosoever believeth ! yes, whosoever believetli, whether polished Greek or sav- ‘
age barbarian, prince swaying a sceptre or be oarrying his wallet,—all are wel

comed to partake of the blessings purchased by this love. . The granary of heaven
will be supplied from all soil# and all climates.  The King in his beanty is as pleased

with a broken stalk of wheat from a panper’s yard as with a stately stem from a palace -

garden, Whesoever believeth- will be accepted; and whosoever is every body and
any body, high or low, rich or poer, good or bad, that truly comes to Christ. Faith is

just that talismanic principle,.that transforms that. WrosoeveRr into a loving and re-

newed child of God and an Leir of glory. :

Then this love of God has decreed, that the believer shall not perish. Oh | it were
» great thing, if a sinner has been found in arms against his Lord,,to withhold the
sword of justice.from the heart that planned the revolt and dared:to carry it into execu-

tion— te.withhold the balter from the neck that disdained to owmsits master's yoke.

Though the sinner might thus indecd bear the mark of Judas and traitor, he would

at least bewreleased from the grasp of justice and turned free upon the streets.
Ah ! bare life alone, is sti

bend whom the hand of justice has spared. Starvation and death might await the

recreant in the fdture—with few friends and few favours to brighten the remaining
span of his existence—yet he would, at least, bave the .privilege of.choosing his own
death-lair, and of using some seporifics, which—if they could not remove the sting of

death—might make it easy. But Oh ! the love of God has no such narrow bounds.

1t does not fell the prisoner to the ground, and baving bathed-itself in traitor-blood,
leave the carcass to fredthe raven and the vulture. t parleys and pleads with the
sinner— till the weapons of rebellion fall from his hands— binds up his wounds and
clothes his nakedness with raiment, appeases his hunger with food, and warms him with

the heat of its own bosom.  He shall not perish.

Now observe, Lastly,that the Love of Ged is not content with the bestowal of mere- i
1y negative mercies—God gave his only begotten Son, that not only should men not per- =

ish, but that they should have everlasting life.

God gives the sinner no mere respite of a few months, wherein he may set his house
in order, and prepare his soul for ita exit from this stage of existence— nor even Heze-

kiah's supplemental fifteen years—but life for ever and{ ever— lifa vast, fathomless,
shorelese, as the love of Ged which providad it.

““To take a note of time is wise in man.” Heré, the pendulum swings off swiltly :

the moments of man's earthly existence, aud we pass away;. but what dial-plate shall

sball fitly record the roll of duration, when time shall be no more? ~Who shall tell the

seasons and enumerate the epochs of eternity ? The ball kicked to and fro, in the con-
flict of the athletes, may reach its goal sometime.  The weary bird tuat skims the sur-
face of the ocean waves, may fold its wings and perch its feet on the remote shores

some day; but onward and onward, like the lightning's flash or the darting sun-beam,

O ye Self-righteous Ones, prowdly pharisaical, little avail these vain traditions,
ﬁ.’ phylacteries. Away with the ghastly morality of whited sepulchres and dead

hones—that pays its tithes of anise and cummin, and loves long prayers and the
chief rooms at feasts— caat aside your hypocrisy, .and in the love of God there is a place

a precious gift, though it might be but the life of a vaga-
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fiies the goal of etcmitg, fast and far, beyond the chase of the fleetest imagination.

But apart from this very eternity of life, to whioh the love of God leads us, think
of all the blessedness which this life implies. It implies deliverance from the lash of
}mnilhment, which our sins have merited; but it also implies deliverance from siu itself—
rom the mi and wreok, in which our whole moral and spiritual nature is involved
by the Fall in Eden. It may imply a higher degree of blessedness, than that even,
which might have come to the race, had it never fallen. While the race still wallows
in impurity, with the fountain of thought and feeling still defiled, life in all its ohan-
nels, must of neoessity be stili polluted. But the Love of God in Christ has made ample
provision, that, in the life to which it leads, all such sources of pollution shall be dried up;
and the Waters of Life, with which the glorified shall quench their thirst, shall tr.ckle
and meander over every valley and hill-side of future human experience. That future
experience will be ene of unutteiable delight, glory inconeeivable, life unending; for
eye hath not seen, nor ear heard, neitlier hath entered into the heart of man to eon-
ceive of the glery and the blessedness, which God hath prepared for those that love him.,

The fairest flowers in our earthly Edens, alas, too often pierce with a seoret thorn,
the venturous hand that plucks them.  The same air that comes to our nostrils, deli-
sious with fragrance, $0o often bears malaria in its breath, and the seeds of death to
those whom it delights. Our awectest terrestrial music is nover unmarred with the
wail of grief and the discords of gin. Our fairest morning skies, promising whole days
of sunshine, are tve often ere the moon, wrapped in clouds, b with tempest, and
ringing with the destructive flight of the thunder-bolt. Such is our earth physically,
morally—glorious in many of its aspects, but bearing everywhere both above and be-
neath the surface of thign, doleful traces of the havoec whioch sin has made.

But the etermal life to which we aspire, and whioh is freely given to us in Christ,
has no such dark shadows in it, moral or physical. In it, the consciencs calm with
the peace of Divine pardon, the heart warm with the glow of unquenchable love, the soul
bounding with the pulses of an undying life, will pour into the cup of human experience
& draught, which in life-giving felicity, will.slak« the thirstiest sounl.

Oh ! the height and the depth of that love, that spared not the only Begotten, that
it might oenfer on us such a life.

Heaven's hi” home with ite many mansious is ours; its unending blessedness
is ours, its glory-lighted skies are ours; its redeemed saints, its angelic hosts are ours,
its flowing river of life, its golden city, its bejeweled throne,— yea, even its Lord of
glory,—all are ours, and we are Christ's, and Christ is God's.

And they are ours for ever and ever —immutably and eternally ours;—not as

8 our fair nosegays that wither in our hands while we inhale their fragrance, not as our

fine treasures that ret in our keeping, or our stately palaces that crumble, or our proud
monuments of power or skill that perish.  Ah No! All these things shall pass away
into the wastes of oblivion,“like the airy fabriec of a vision, leaving not a wreck behind."”
. But this Life purchased for us in Christ, will be to us a ‘‘thing of beauty and of joy
or ever,"”

© Believer ! rejoice and leap for joy; give praise unto the Lord your God; for

unto you shall be this eternal weight of glory. But let the unbelisving and disobediens)

pause and tremble, and reject no more; for thus saith the Lord, “He that believeth
not shall be damned.”

\
\,)




A SACRAMENTAL HYMN.

\

A look st Nelf, me overpowers—
So vile my life has been;

A look at Christ, my bope restores,
And makes my soul serene.

Oh ! can it by, that precious Lamb,
Which on the Cross I see,

In agony s0 meek and calm,
Did really die for me ?

© dripping Sacrifice, remain
Fore'er beture mine eyes;

Baptize me in thy sonrlet rain:
1ts cleansing will sutfice.

What care 1 thst thou wertdespised
By priest or Pharisee ?

Thou wrt my Rausom and my prized—
Oh ! everything to me.

O dear, dead Heart, 50 true to me,
I ve'er shall comprehend ’

The wondrous love that ruptured thes,—
No, not when time shall end.

That pallid face, now calm in death,
i ne’er cun tire to see,

Or those dear lips whose latest breath
Was spent in prayer for me,

O eyer, ro gwoet in death’s repose,
I mark yet wet beneath
Tours shed in pisy fer the foes
That clamoured for his death.
‘Ob ! let me kiss these hands and feet:
Their wounds bave made me free,
O Luub adorable and sweet !
TLou st God’s Gift to me.

- @

THE SAFETY OF A WAKEFUL FAITH.

80 lotig 48 » man travels to Paradise by the highway of Faith, he is in mo danger
of losing either hisassurance or his track. But when the devjl, driving the steeds of
Jehu, overtakes him, ‘and séduces him to ride in the chariot of Good Works, the poor
traveller soon finds himself robbed of his assurance and pitched off erippled into the
'dirt; whence he may seek a tew assurunce anl find his way back to the place from
whence he went astray,—ever a sndder, but not always a wiser man. It is better to
‘tread humbly & hard road with a wakeful faith, than to ride in a fine coash with a sleep-
ing ﬁmmmption. The former keeps you humble, that it may cheer and bless you;
the latter flatters your pride, that it may deceive and damn you. \

THE TWe TREES.

God planted & tree in Eden and called it Adam. It was a good tree and bare fruit
plenteously.* There was no lack ur scarcity while it flourished; and if the tree had mot
with no injury, the sons of men might have continued to eat of its fruit and have lived
Torever: But Beelzebub a great serpent, jand determined, enemy of our race,
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amaged the roots of that tree, and so poisoned its fruit, that the Great Husbandman
‘ight well have cut it down and cast the whole tree out of the garden, but he did not.
= He planted another tree on Mount Calvany, which he called the second Adam. It
a8 witglont spot or blemish, and it brought forth every kind of good fruit to perfection.
80 in order to save part of the first tree, he out off its branches, and by the aid of vhe
“Wvax of faith, grafted them on to the second tree; in virtue of which union, the branches
“bnce more became healthy and bore fruit. The tree planted in Eden was Adam our
t parent; the tree planted on Calvary was Christ.  So it was not because God found .
Rhe branches of the first tree beariug good fruit, that he grafted them on to the second,
“but because they bore none at all; and they bear good fruit now, on the second tree,
“Bimply because they are grafted on to it. ‘{‘he sap of the first tree, is the human in
Ylumnn; the sap of the recond 18 the Divine in the human.  The fruit of the first
is food only fit for devils; the fruit of the second is pleasing to God. The raw
nisened berries of the first tree are still to be found among the rocks .of Sinai. The
uscious life-giving fruit of the second abounds on the slopes of Calvary.

THE 1RUE ROCK OF¥ REFUGE.

“We little know how frail we are.
How weak eur strength #ill storm assails,
And once our ship rides inthe war
Of baitling waves and angry gales;
And in the vortex ¢f distress—
Of shrieking wind and seething wave—
"There flash forked-lightiings in our face,
And yawn mad waters for our grave.

"Then is theshour. to try the strong,
To tert the fortresses of faith,

*Correct our estimates when wrong
And purge delusions in a breath.

"The frailest fortress stands secure
Till angry foemen scale its walls:

* ‘The:feeblest shelter will endure

by Till comes the tempest that appals.

i e N RN PR e
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3 Thus, with those baotless groun.s of trust,
i With which poor sinners lull their fears—
. All, all, will erumble into dast,

When God's great sifting-day appears.
And he alone will stand secure,

That trusts in Christ—and Christ alone.
"That Rock of Ages will endure

When all false refuges are gone.

- e




of them will be wooed . 1
have the other two dle:ni-lngto reside with him all his life; and happy is the home that

kins such & trio within it.  Young maw, now is your chance.

FAITH, HOPE, AND CHARITY.

Faith, Hope, and Charity, are three beautiful sisters, sought after by many suitors.
Chan't'y ilot’he: most bnu:lyful of the three, and Hope is the most cheerful—but neither

ly. Yet he that will marry the plai sister Faith, will

GOOD WORKS.

Good Works are just Faith, Hope, and Charity, taking exercise.

—_———— - - — -

AYHYMN OF TRUST.

Alas ! how swiftly pass the years:

Ah me | how quickly moments fly:
And Time, with:all its hopes and fears,
Is but a moment when it nears,.

And but a dream when.it is bye.

When I survey the chequered way,
By whioh my Father led me hero—
What oause for gratitude to-day,
What cause to trast, toslove, and pray,
I learn from-all'my past career.

When clouds swept o'er n;o, dark’as night,
And d‘.ﬂl'lm spectre crossed my door,

Annd Earth ::ot::: wit!{undlwhdl: tu!: ‘Ml;t
ow 8oon, throngh parting olou ®
Made life all brighten as before. ¥

Nor less God's goodness—when my way
Led under p'rous, clearer skies;

That grace which keeps my heart to-day,

Then kept my feet—so prone to stray—
And made me humble, watchful, wise.

Bure’, with the past before my eyes,
What in the fusture need I fear ?
That grace he gives in rich supplies,
And guiding care, may well 06
To keep me through my whole caresr.

Then let me pnila His Holy Name,
His love, his majesty adore:
His grace and goodness, ¢'er the sam?,
Are mine to worship and to claim,
Through Christ my Lord for evermore.

i
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GOD'S PROVIDENE.

God weaves the Web of His Providence ona Wond, rful Loom. [tigas wilo as
imensity, as high as infinity, and as long as eternity. It has wuaeels on wheely,
heels above wheels, and wheels within wheels— and an infinity of azencies, material

d spiritual, rational and irrational— all moving, whirling, and evolving, from the
w material of the incomprehensible and unknown, the great and finished fioric of
ivine design ; whereon human experience, as the fly, seeks the sunlight and leaves
e print of its tiny footsteps.  Surely, a wonderful loom it muet be, wherein the t ny
sect and the arohangel are alike factors—the livid lightning with its dark swathing, the
lent sun-beam, the sprouting vegetable, and the foaming breakers, third-rate poten-
es — the tangled lines of human thought, the resolve of the rational,as well as of the
ational creature, subsidiary or ®o-ordinate forces— not to speak of the bolts anl the
ré, the wheels, racks, levers, and cams—made up of ten thousand ageneies of earth and
ir—that all clank, roll, or swing sedately, at the flight of that ¢huttle and the swoop
that beam that knocks the warp and the woof of terrestrial life together.

Lhe Web itself is of Wanderful Texture. -  We can conceive of nothing in the
iverse, more mysterious and grand, than the structure of this extraordinary fabric.
For, as the shyttle of revolving years flies fast, and the feet of the Eternal move the
Wreadle, the golden threads of Divine design roll forth in folds from etermity, just be-
goming distinctly clear as they come together and constitute that web, wherein the

piritual and the invisible are the warp, and the material and the visible constitute the

oof —a web wonderfully compounded, indeed, of malter and spirit, and developing on

surface marvellously multiform and ever-varying phases of beauty, wisdom, and
odness. It is a fabric ever finishing, and yet not finished—wherein the material
oof of humanity dxops off into dust, leaving what is spiritual therein, to drift off in
we threads into the mysterious and unseen, amd yet leaving no hole, n» flaw, and

b marred pattern, on the face of a structure which will be the marvel of men and an-

1s throughout eternity. I wander not that the wisest of the world’s philosophers

ve been perplexed and dazed in the contemplation of its myateries; and some few
ve been found wise enough to be able to read the Maker’s name onit§ corners, and
read and believe his own account of it, as given in the advertizing sheets which he

& scattered for the help of the ignorant.

Why the Maker should choose to weave sotogether matter and spirit, I might

be able to conjecture some reasons, but I am net anxious to do so. I rejoice that L
am incapable of inadequately comprehending either the web or the design on its sur-
>0 ; for if I were so, I should have the mortification of finding myself compelled to

¢ lieve, that this beautiful web which I daily admire, was uot made by God,%ut by a
ature like myself. Never am I so happy, a3 when understanding this thing least,

“trust in its Maket most; for, ‘shall not all things werk together for gor1 to
Rose that love him ?'

WHO 18 THE BEST PAY-MASTER?

He that serves the devil, will get exactly his wages ;
”r that serves the world, will get less than his wages ;
He that serves himself, will never get any wages:

But he that serves God. will qet hetter than his wages.
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A FOEBEST TEMPLFE

I L~ave meé with Nature and the woods,
; Po waich, in «1l therr changing moods;
’ Where Cod e own hand his temple pileg
7/ath pillared and nmbrageous aisles;
The re gleam |lue vistas of the sky
:T!nrplngﬁ lealy windows far on high;
And g ldén waves of sunlight-sheen
Thyob throngh soft draperies of green;
. And snmmer zephyrs passing hy,
g JInst ‘kise the tree tops with a sigh;
Iy Whene nature’s children, slcek and coy,
Arownd her altars dagce with joy
And in their freedom and their play,
. Are fed and cared for, day by day.
| How strange ! how grand-—the handicraft
‘ By which God builds each stately shaft—
- The tools by which his skill achieves
Their crowning cornices of leaves.
The trailing vine's soft tracery too -
How weaves he it of air and dew ? .
S Qv houlds and paints those orgeous flowers
"Whose fair inosaic paves his bowers,
And giver to each a glory bright
With byush dipped in the rosy light—
They still retaming, warm and; rich,
“The fragrance from bis fingers’ tonch—
b Bearing & plory and a grace,
All art admires, but fails to trace.
‘Within this temple all are pure,
- And all are loyal, all secure ;

g The altar and the worshipper,

Alike God's work, alike his care.
‘ The floor, the arches, and the wall, ,
13 Haye Jife in each, and God in all.

All speak of God, his work,his ways :
All palpitate with life and praise.

d £'d rather in this [cafy teyple,

i Jt one of these umbragepys altars,

« Fresent my u'(n'gbip to Jehovah,

| With all these worshippers around me—
d'han in many a cok_t[g,/’ temple

i Where drt expends her wit and milliong
| - #an Jowl-persuasive soft surroundings,
1o give to empty souls devotion,

And fan by sensuistic breezes

Unwilling incense freom its censers

Witk air made raptuwrow: gith migng,

il
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HEAVEN HERE.

, “The saint does not always need to wait, till his feet tonch the shores of the col :st a!
tmdm, to taste some of the experiences of heaven. The golden sunshin-,the spicy
reqzes, and the honey- mugic of this Araby the blessed,often gladden the heurt
,of the voyager ere he the desired and the anchor falls. Ask that dying
_maint,whpse hark is now breasting its last billow at the mouth of the heven—is there a
heaven ? A Weaven ! Yea, there is a heaven — and heaven has begun in my soul !
Heaven is here : my eyes damce wit], its glory, my heart palpitates with its love, my
yaqul thrills with its mupsic, my oup ovérflows with its joy. Tell me ¢ There is no
ng ‘w1 lie in his basom, and I hear his voice, Tell me ‘ There is no Christ '—I[ sit
yunder his slfhdow with great delight, and his fruit is sweet to my taste,‘‘stay me with
\ , comfort me with npples, for I am sick of love.”
+ 8o the clouds draw their eurtains of emerald and gold over the fading orb, and the
@ying man's sun, whieh seems to go down here, only ascends on the other side. And
the mists rise up from the walley.of the shadow of death, and we see no more of the
glory, but the sunlight of heaven shines on, and
i

ws, and brightens, on the other
;l;de; apd behold, to that pilgrim, there was no darkness, and no river to cross. He is
heaven.

'IVILw TS, God is wet mecked ; for whatsorper a man soweth, that shall he also reap.

Some claim liberty for evety dinner to sow a little wild-oats in his vouth. Ah!ev-
ory liberty of this sort is harnessed to a necessity,—and the necessity is, that a man
ust reap whatsoever he soweth. TlLe liberty, that would sow wild-oats, and
rrow them into the bones and marrow of young life, is the same horse that must
the sickle and the waggom of necessity, which reap and garner in harvest, what
been sown in Spring. And Oh ! the harness of that horse is wonderfally
rong. The horse may indeed be of high mettle, and may kick and spurt enough
the harness —but the man kas never been born yet, that can separate that steed
m hie following. Many an attempt has been made to break the tackle between
em : the traces, the whipple-tree, and the king-bolt, have all been tried. But there
no burmt iron and no unwaxed thread used in the shop, in which was made that
rness. 8o the tackle is all as strong as Divine deorse can make it ; and the

cessity must follow the liberty, Even 80, God is not mooked,—whatsosver s man.
weth, that must he also reap.

4

EFFECTIVE ARROWS.

I shot off an arrow up high in the air -
It pierced throngh the olouds; and it spad past the sun.
"T'was only a wish from the bow-string of p:ayer,
But barbed with thé faith, by which bl are won.
No more to this world full of sorrow and strife,
E'er came back this arrow I ventured to shoot ;
'But Ah !it had struck in the Great Tree of Life,
I knew, by the rich after-fall of its fr.it.
E’en thus—every prayer that is breathed unto God,
May seem, to the faithless, words lost in the air.
Not so—the best gifts that are ever bestowed,
Qoma down through these silent, swift arrows of prayer.
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WOODLAND MUSIC,

Here sing a thousand ehovisters ¢
TFrom galleries of leaves;
Each in the web of melody,
Jts thread of musie weaves,
And all the listening archesp
tejoieing in the strain,
Lilt hack, in answering echoes, $
A softened, sweet refrain.

Here none perform for lucre,
Or gteal from; flimsy art:
Eunch sonl singsont.its gladness—
Thiey all sing from the h=art,
Here rings a spontaneity
Our churches sesk in vain—
A one-ness and variety,
In one harmonions strain.

THE THORN IN THE FLESH, =

At evely door there is a pool :

The pulace and the cot .
Have it alike, o'erflowing full—

A vile polluting spot. .

It 'coils'the féqt on entering in,
And taints surrounding air—
Au éye-sore e'er, without, within,

That nothing will repair.

1t will not dredge, it will not drain,

O beantify, or fill :

A thouwand arts have tried in vain—
That spot remaineth still.

In every garden blooms a flower,
All fwrer than thd rest,

[ts fresh aroma, every hor, y
Tue sweetest and the best.

Yet in this objeet of desire,
A priekly barb is borne : '

Who pulls this rose we much admire, '
Munst, sl 0 take the thorn.

Tlns is it with each earthly joy-—

To man it is not given, ’
To taste of blise without alloy,

B:fore he enters heaven.

!
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VOTARIES Ul FASHTON,

We don't pretend to be a person of exquizite taste or of mue's polish; and our p2
culiarities in some things may be attributable to a defective ®sthetic education.  But
really, we know of few things in this world, so insipid and distasteful to our hanrt, as
this simpering devotion to ‘ase and wont’—be it according to common sense o - tha co:
trary—that prevails everywhero among the votaries of fashion in this widely variega-
ted world around us. Fashion, King Fashion, is dominant everywheve.

A leader of public opinion has got a crovked neck, or a famous bell-wether of fash-
ion has lept over a ‘certain bar in the fence — go the whole procession of fools, without
one spark of self-assertion or of individuality, must ape wry-necks also, or jump throneh
the self-same notch in that fence. They must dress as their | -ader dresses, think
as he thinks, and follow where he leads, though it he but to a fool’s death.

Nine-tenths of this erowd, if they ever had any genuine originality, have it all shak-
en oul of them by a head-and-neck race at the chariot whrels of King I"ashion ; and they
dare not utter a word, or put on a rag, till they have consulted the roll of precedeant, and
the oracle of their demi-god. Soul-less sticks all of them ! They are about as capable
of loving a friend earnestly, or of doing anything great or good, as the walking-sticks
which they carry in the most approved method. For our own part, let us have a good
fat piece of human nature, not over depraved, and having a sprinkling of divine grece,
and we will take it to our heart and kiss it on both cheeks ; for it is of the stuff that ever
was any thing, or ever did any thing, good, and of which the champions of eivil and reli-
gous liberty are made. It has a will and an individuality of its own, and grace and
common sense to do nothing wrong or nnreasonable. Wa can love it for its own
merits; and if it" loves us, it will not fear 1o say so, though all the dogs of ‘“use and
wont” should bark at its heeis, and King Fashion threaten it with his broom-stick.

It is not afraid to glorify God by letting its own individual form and colour be seen
in the sun-light—or to confess that God’s own work in itself, is far better than a man-

made imitation of some other person. It borrows neither the rags of the beggar nor
the jewels of the prince. The rose is beautiful, and so is the lily : but a rose

forsaking its own character and aping the hues of the lily, is mean and despicable.

TWO GOOD THINGS.

There are two things in the world, for which I am grateful to God, every time that
I see them—the tear of joy or the tear of grief on a sinner’s eye-lids. They tell me
that this sinner has still a heart —for tears are not begotten of stones.

TWO BEAUTIFUL THINGS,

The two most beautiful things, that I have ever seen on a maidenly face, are a
tear-drop in the eye and a blush upon the cheek. The rose-bud of modesty is never
found blooming thus beside the sparkling dew-drop of the heart, except on the stem of
virtue; and she that has reeeived this adornment from her Creator, needs none of the
trinkets of the jeweller to make her lovely. She will win hearts: and all of her
suitors may know her dowry without asking her uncles or cousins. He that wins her

will sleep in the bosom of love, on & bed of peace, in a chambor fragrant with heaven's
blessings.
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A SOUL-LESS MAN AND A GOD OF CHANCE.

Desono O Unbeliever ! Tell rs not that we bave no souls, and that there ® no God.
You would biot the sun out of our skies; you weuld freezs our gouls with she bands
of an Aretic frost; you would congeal within us every fountain of warm and ennobling
sentiment, every pulse of faith, hope, and charity, and turn our hearts into Iumps of
ice. You would blast with eterval mildew every spring-bud of joy and bappiness
that blossoms in our breasts, and turn life in this world into an endless winter of des-
pair. You would bind every human thought and emotion with a chain of molecular
law, aud {urn the soul itself into an unthinking and irresponsible clod. You would
manacle every heaven-ward aspiration within us with chains of horror, and give all that
our souls hope or eare for, to the winds of anuihilation and the jaws of an endless grave,
You would rob us of tle souls of our dead, and give us for our comfortors, onl
worms made fat on the beauty of the lips that we loved to kiss. You would quvncﬂ
forever the light of the sun, the moon, and the stars, clothe the earth in the sable gar-
‘meuts of eternal widow-hood, and bury man in the wreck and rain of a God-less chaos.
The song of hope would forever cease, the hand of trust forever wither, the shont
of happiness forever be dumb, the eye of reason forever blind, and the hand of noself-
ish and loving beneficence forever paralyzed.
Aud what would yon offer us in place of our God ? An Idol of €hance. Chance,
»Chance would be the world's God, molecular-law would ba his seeptrs, confasion his
prime-minister, and you, the mole-blind apostles of materialisto, his puolic servants.
He should rule over a nation of soul-less clods. An assembly of clods would form
his parliameut, a clod ocenpy the ‘speaker’s chair’, and clods be his privy counseilors,
Soul-less elods wounld thus enact and execute the laws of his kingdom. They
would be elected by the law of chemieal affinities, convened by the law of gravitation,
-and parliament bs prorogued by the law of electric repulsion. The clash of ecllision
-would be their speech—the roar of the eataract and the deafening crash of the thunder-
peal, their highest ideal, in their flights of forensic eloquence. When their monareh
mounted his throne; a thousand soul-less ¢lods would bow before him and cry,“0 King
Chance, live foréver—God save King Chance”. The tenth day of the week would
be tLeir Sabbath,  Thereon would they assemble, and a clod preach to a congregation

of clods. They would pray to their god Chance, and praise him; and the holy and:

inspired book of Chance would be opened, and a text cbhosen therein from the gospel
according to Stedduxley, Tyndal, or.Bain, or from the inspired epistles of Spencer or
Mill. And the orthodox doctrines of chemical affinities, correlation of forces,&e.,would
be fully explained and enforced, and all clods, not obedient thereto, be thregtened with
purgatorial fires, whereby they should be turned into gas or minerals, and be shut up
in bottles to give relief to'the bowels of clods tormented with gripes.’ ' The thunders
would lead their praige, and the elods would rattle their sides with gladness, and clod
Ingersol or Bradlaugh would pronounca the benediction.

WHO BIDS DBEST?

Come with me, saith the learned, I will make you a scholar;
Come witu me, saith the farmer, [ 'l pay you a dollay;

Come with me, saith the merchant, I'll give to you treasure;
Come with me, saith the lordling, [ 'll give to you pleasure;
Cowuc with me, saith the soldier, I’]l give you renown;

Cowe with me, saith the Christian,I'll give you a erown,
And a Kingdom forever and ever your own.
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MY OLD MILL HOME,

AS SEEN IN A PHOTOGRAPH,

‘Dear Old Mill Howe of carly days, I see the ditch where was the well *
What memones witken at thy name; 1 cisterned with apprentice-hands;,
And vow, that L upom tuee gaze, I wonder f its waters Iail,
I marvel thow'xst 0 much we same. I wonder if my cistern stands.
Loug thivty yenrsshave lapse | from vime Now other lips wust quall iss spring,
Since last £ saw thyilovely scene ; And otber hands wat Lox reuew,
And now 1'm old beyond my prune, And other feev its waters bring,
And wide, wide ceouns intervene, Than those 1 lovedl, or those 1 knew
Dear 0ld Mill Home~—before my sight The level ‘haughs® streteh up the vale,
'Ihy photographic landscape lies; Still bordered by their* whins’ and broom,
Aund Ob! it yields me rave delight, Up to the Ponds we loved o well,
And long lost, mas'e:ing memories rise. Where thick plantations cast their gloom,
The dear-old mill—its water wheel The trees still grow beside the * lade’,,

At gable end, alert to go, The big trees in the‘ purk’ Lehind,
Is all like yore, and grinds the meal  And yon dark epotoftroe and shade

As it did thirty years ago. Marks Black{ord homestead to my mind,
'The stately over-arching tree, Sweet landscape! Oh! I.®ize, and gaze

The ‘tail race’ winding to the ‘burn’, Upon thee with untiring eyes;
The ‘beltin’,‘hangh’, and all I see, And back come all my early days,

Seemn all familiar every turn. And back the early {viends I prize;
And there thelbroom-thatched house I view,And it seems all but yesterday

Its door, its windows ¢ but and ben’, We danced aroand thee romping boys,
The barn and ‘byre’ 8o well I knew, Though forty vears have passed uway

Bencath the lofty ash and plane. With all their sorrows and their juys.

All, all, are as I saw them last; And’neath yon roof no more shall mect,
And I ammuch more changedthan they; The immates of those vanished hours;

And all the inmates of the past And other forms and other [eat
Are dead, orscattered—old and grey. Must share the home that once was ours.
I see one window drawn for air, Unchanged art thou ; Low changed are we,
As used to be long, long, ago; T'hat called thee bowe in early days?
But ne'er a face looks to me there, And grey grow those that pleyed like me
And ne'er a person round I know. Around thy ‘gowany banks and braes’.

Some moulder near thee in the dust,

The rest far spread in distant lands;
Yet all will meet again, I trust,

In that fair Howe not made with hands.
Blessed be the Lord for such a home

Oh ! may we for that hiorue preparve;
Thers death and change sball never come,

» And we shall ne’er be parted there.
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A MARVEL~—A HOARY HFAD NOT AN HONOUR IN THE PULPIT,

One of the wonders of this age is,that while men of age and experience are
most sought after in all other professione, our pastoral charges should be so willing to
accord to young ministers a monopoly of the care and direction of their spiritual inter-
este— the most important of life ; that the simple quality of go-a-head-ism, which young
men are supposed especially to poseess, should be thought to more than make up for
the lack of that wisdom which comes with years; that zeal should bempgoud to wane
with the fires of youth; that the life, that has gravitated nearest Christ and basked long-
est in the light of his countenance, should be supposed to have lost pewer either to guide
or admonish; and that hoar-hairs should be reckoned a erown of gfory everywhere else
than in the pulpit. Theee are things, for which, on greunds of wisdom, nothing in
our philotopby, nothing in Plato’s, and, we fear, nothing in the Divine, will account.

Wkhen we can eee that it is fitting avd proper, that the stately cedar shall sit at the
feot of the {ender sapling and leain how to grow, and the sun learn of the stars how to
shinc—then we may be able to reconcile this phenomenon with the counsels of wisdom
and prudence. But we do not see that yet. And we have a foolish prejudice that the
word ‘elder,” applied to pastors in the New Testament, derived not a fitfje of its signifi-
cance fiom the fact, that they were very often men of age and experience to whom it
was tbere applied.

The heary Lead is a pear], which the wearer would do well not to cast before
swine.  Wken the head of a pastor acquires this adornment, his people not liking to
be diverted fiom the gotpel, by too much effulgence of this kiud in the pulpit, soon find
a more fitting place for the happy wearer in the lists of superammuated and retired ease,
when in cory slippers’ he may walk with it around the manse-policies, and at easy lei-
sure ccnteplate its beauties. The matured wisdom, that is supposed to dwell with
such a c1own, is reckoncd to be most beautiful in secret, where it may ‘blush unseen.’
a In the pulpit, it would ‘waste its fragrance in the desert air.’ If a pastor so adorned
1s in scarch of amew pulpit, we advise him, for the sake of. modesty, to wear a wig.

ELDER QUIRK,

Alackaday ! for Elder Quirk—
And Woe 's me for the minister,
That has him 1uling in his ‘Kirk’:
He 's dour, and sour, and sinister,
He "1l keep them all alert and trim,
The Management and Session,
They 'Il ne’er want trouble, who have himv
Within their congregation.

He Il show the paster is a fool,

“And tear his ereed to tatters ;

And teach them all a better rule
In managing their matters.

And when he takes a “horn’ too much,
And draws outgide attention—

Woe to the man that hints at such,
Though with the best intention :

Down, conn, to ‘ Bunkim ' with a je rk,
He "1l go with fast momentum,

2udneer s nen nsll t) e Kink,)
Ee slle to prevent h'm.

Now Pastors wige, take my advice—
T1is eldar Quirk, avoid him:

His yrice immicnse and great pretence
Will make you sweat to guide him,

e
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THE FADED ROSE-BUD,

Wlien the winter storms prevailing,

Tossed their snow-dviftsto and fro,
) 489 And around our cosy dwelling,
} to All the earth was deep in snow;
iber- Then our fragile, fairy blossom
g Budded on the parent stem.
1 for How we hugged it to our bosom;
fane » How we kisged it when it came.
ong-
uide Never flower in April early,
else Halt so eharming,half go 1air;
g in Never God's gift prized so dearly
b y By a gratetul,bappy pair.
: the And our bosoms dancea with pleasure,
W 10 And we fondled it and sung:
dom And we thanked God for the treasure
i the With a grateful heart and tongue,
nifi-
n it But alas! our early blossom

Wilted on an April night;

ore All the love within our bosom
g to Could not save it from the blight.
find Vain our watching night and morrow
nse, Topreserve its fading charms;
lei- An{l ami{ our tears and sorrow,
“;:t;h Died our rose-bud in our arms.
amn,
rned Aund our flower,with bosoms aching,
8.

Deep we buried by the lane.
In eternity,awaking,

It shall bud and bloom again.
"Tis the dust that now is sleeping,
Mar the soul has cone to rest.

Safe it is in Jesus' keeping,
Happy near his loving breast,

LHE SHIELD OF FAITH,

““Bear thou thy shield, or let thy shield bear thee, ’saysfthe ancient.mother to her
soldier boy, as he leaves his home, for the I rst time, to fight the enemies of his country.
Aye, grand old Spartan Mo:her, that was wise advice. Living or dying, thy boy was
. not to part from hisshield: to-do so-would be disgrace, or even death. Many a sage-
headed Christian might‘learn wisdom from thLy old Spartan lips, in clinging $lius tena-
. ciously to the shield of faith. * The shield of faith is a sure protection in the day of battle,
when.the awows full thick, and the spears of foem.n seck the heart’s blood, and the
arm grows weary with slauglter, DBut not 1 ss1s it needed,when the blood spurts from
the arteries, and the sens=s reel, and tne warrior falls ; and happy is he that hath the
shield of faith to fall on. In the rage of conflict Le bore his sHield, now, on the bed of
. death, it beareth bim. “Au! ™ suita this dymg soldier of the cross, ** in the day of life
. and health I bave lived;thought, felt, and served God, in the use of this shield, and now
. when I can serve no longer, my t.oughts refuse to be murshalled, and my senses reel,
I can lic down on my shield an I—incapable of anything else—die trusting in him”,
Happy man ! he hath borne his shield ; now his shield beareth him. Where now is
the foeman that can wound or desecrate t'ie body of the fallen? For that shield is God’s
mercy seat, and the soul consec ated by its touch, is within the Holy of Holies.
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ETEBNITY.

How vast is Eternity ! The cloek bas a long pendulum, that marks off the seconds
of infinite duration, and its minute band has a large dial-plate to travel over ; and that
clock tolls forth its hours slowly. The ear that hears the first clank of its bell-ham-
mer, crumbles into dust while its echoes linger~—and never hears a second.  Suns start
into being, and with their attendant orbs, dance their little day around the cornices of
God's temple—as the play of insects in a glint of summer sunshine between showers,—
and pass away, as the story of a midnight dream: and still the ages of eternity roll on
nndimiuished).'

And thus, as each wave of the Atlantic surges shore-ward with its teeming myriads

ol aquatie lives, and leaves their perished remains in piles on the beetling shores—to be
followed by an endless succession of others; so do the ages of time roll in, bearing the
myriads of rational and responsible beings that eport their little day thereon, and pile on
the stiand the ruined temples of their disembodied spirits, till every pebblg thereon is
the Leadstone of a grave, and the whole earth has become a ity of the dead.

And what is time, but a billow of eternity,—whereon we sweep to irrevocable des-
tiny, Leaven-ward or hell-ward, to eternal happiness or eternal woe. And death is the
bar at the mouth of the river,.over which ea.o{’l goul must pass on its eternal voyage.

Thence shall unpardoned sinners steer, without the grace of God to fill the sail or the
compass or chart of life to guide the helm—onward, onwa#d, whithersoever the gales
of ungovernable passion or depraved desire shall hasten them, till the keel strike the
seas that boil and the shores that glow” with ungnenchable “fire, and the melting rocks
on that lurid coast line shall ring and reel with the despairing shrieks of souls that are
shipwrecked and lost forever.

Liven so—siuner, be wise in time. Now is the aceepted hour, now is the day of sal-
vation. No patehing of torn saile, no mending of broken hulis, no adjusting of mislead-
ing compasses, beyond that bar. As the prow of the vessel heads when it plunges into
the waves, so will it steer in its chart-less, compass-less voyage on that drear,dead sca!
and none return from that voyage to tell us what shores they visit, what climes they
see, or how either captain or crew behave in the last great storm, when the ship strikes
on the rocks of pardition,.and with all on board goes down in' the Maelstrom of eternal
Hetribution,

B —

NOAH'S DOVE.

See yon poor, anxious, wearied dove
Flutterimyg o’er the seetbing waves—
No bank below;aio branch above,
To yield the percliing place she craves.
Wortr with the labour of her flight,
Pain would she f{old her wings to rest;
But'swhere ! Ol where ! can ghe alight
In such a boundless watery wast : ?

Bick to the ark from which she cawme,
Onee more she turns her anxious eyes;
Then straight as arrow for the sawe,
With her fast waning steength she flies.
There still awaits the open port,
From which &t early dawn she flew,
Dhere, still are safcty and support,
Can:she but réachit,well she kpcw:
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Aund cawmd, onward, in Ler fhight
She strains her wearied, trembling wingsy
Ere sunset and the coming night,
Wrap all in darkpess earthly things.
Oh wearied wanderer | will she fail?
Will her remaining strength suffice
To vanquish distance and the gale,
That beats so fiexcely in her eyes?

Oh Low she strains! how well she knows
But that one refug+ will avail,
To give her shelter and repose—
And death awaits her, if she fail.
Yes, nearer, neavce, to her goul,
But Oh! hee strength is fatling fast—
And now her wings refuse control—
Down, down, she goes, o’ercome at last.

. Her strength 4s gone! all hope is vain!

No, once move see her wings expand,

Her life’s last effort to attain
The ark of,safety close at haud.

And she has'reached it, see yon arin
Extend now and receive her in;

There fed and shelteced, safe from harm,
She finds the goal she strove to win.

\ Soir it with tl e anxious soul

That reeks an earthly rest and peace,
Aroi nd life's troubled waters roll,

No rock, no refuge, or relcase.
Till wearied with the bootless search,

It sees far o’er the seething waste
The Ark of Christ securely march,

And flies for shelter to His Breast.

THE GROWTL OF I'AlTH.

A cone falls from the boughs of an old cedar of Ledanon. Says the cone to the
old tree,*“Oh ! how I wish to grow up and be a stately tree like you, but how shall I do
it? I am trying to grow, and beild up a stem, and fling out branches like you, but I
cannot. I am rorely tossed and alflicted, but I can do nothing. * Oh, I fear 1 shall
mever grow up at all ! ” “Ah!”says the old tree,“vou are trying too much, you will
never grow up at all till you grow down; just lie »iill and leg your roots go down into
the soil beneath you. There, my child, while you scein to rot, ybu will get strength to

ow up and be a stately cedur like me.” Al Fellow Christians ! learn a lesson
Zmn the cedar and its cope. We can never sow up to a comfortable assurance and
good works,till we grow down by fuith decply into the bosom of Christ. It is justewhile
we seem to lie there, and rot, and do nothing, that we get the strength to grow upwards.

The 1hore we grow down into Christ, the more shall we grow up unto fruitfulness
and glory. Without Christ we can do nothing.




20

BURNS.

® Bume! O Darns! what magie art
Hast thon to touch the human Leart,
Of every race of every part—
Of high and low.
Thy wit and Jumonr, like a dart,
Ne'er blunt or rlow.

Alike alert 1o jog or’eanter,
In thime sedrte, or fun and bante=, *
The rushing Muse f “Rob the Ranter”

O Burns! tbough frail as all thy race,
Thy matcbless power and native grace
Still crave tby Genius highest place—
Bard of the heart— -
E’en in her homely Dorie diess,
Unerained by art.

But, O sweet Bard, taat fame inurns,
Why is it that the rexder mourns,
Or stops to praise or blame, in turns,
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Sweeps past pell-mell, The pages scen ? enp
Till all entranced, like," Tam o' Shanter”, Why is the Muse of Robert Burns Test
We feel her epell. 8o oft’ unclean ? peal
Dafl as ber anties—even dafter— Tt is not we wouldsay, twas folly
We greet her freaks with shouts of langhter, To choose thy themes among the lowly;
Or Low in tears a moment after, The sober toilers and the jolly,
With accents hollow— Their shades and lights,
Where'er her fitful fancies waft her, Are worthy of thy Genins wholly— .
Constrained to follow. Her highest flights. _TJ
frie:
; ! very
Of all the Muses, none we know But Oh ! the page defiled by lust, all &
Can set our feelings so aglow And broad profanity—we must, the |
Cur hearts to dance, our tears to flow, Though chaymed by genius, still be just— gy
Like* Robbie Burns': It 18 thy shame. anc

The heart’s whole key board, high and low, Thy muse, unfaithful to her trusi;
He sweeps by turns. Is here to blame,

oo

And in a day of purer-light, &‘illl.“
Some pages, all with genius bright, '
Will sink out of the reader’s sight,
As all too vile:
Where gold and f0 mueh dirt unite,
I'ew "1l search the pile. Tha
Ride
Now
- . Th“l
And
THE VALUE OF TFAITH. Wla
Th
: Th«}»’u
An cance of Faith, sprinkled on the conl,will do.more to preserve.it from the fires And
of hell, than the baptism of a whole ocean of good works anl penances. The Of H
good works of‘the best of ug will horn; and the roul, by clinging to them, is all the
wore certain to be cemsumed. And yet. true faith can never be known unless by its And
good works—just as a Pringe can be distinguished only by the jewels on his breast and €l
uis rich garments.  Good works are, therefore, just the attire whieh is worn by faith; Frou
and they can no more put on faith than a coat can put on its wearer. So faith wears Fion
rood worke; and the most be ggarly faith, if it is gennine, will escape the flames of hell, Wide

even-thongh many of its garments may be burnt up.
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i A COMPARISON,

{ ‘A politician, a poet, and a minister of the gospel, travelling together one day, dis«
ited as to what were the most beantiful and 1uteresting things that they beheld on
su‘ir_jumn(‘\'. Says the pelitician, Behold these well cultivated farms, these neat,
shining, and comfortable Lome-teads, those tall chimuzgs smoking with the fires of man-
Mlactunng industry, those tiniving cities teeming with busy life, those seas and bays
@rowded with ehips, bearing to and fro the products of the earth and of manufacturing
enterprise—~what bas the eaith to compare with them in beauty or interest 2"
wn “Ab ! “says the poet, ‘‘these are the works of man: to me they smell of coal, and
@i, and buman sweat. 1 hearn these the clank ot wheels and piniong, the buss of es-
erping steam, the roll of carnages, and the jabber of merchantmen selling tueir goods—
Festore me the green fields, the flowery dales, the -majestic groves, and the mountain
Ptaks capped withi snow,—ecenes ol beauty or grandeur :—

Where Nature smiles within the vale
Or frowns upon the mountain,
Plays with the blossoms of the dale
Or tlashes in the lountain.
\

These, these, are to me infinitely more beautiful and interesting than anytlﬁ(gg our
fyiend the politician has thought fit to mention.” Says the minister, ¢ I agree with
very much ot what the politician has said about the heauty and interest associated with
all kinds of industrial eunterprise; and I am by no means insensible to the grandeur of
the scenes, described by ouc brother the poet.  But when I look at the majestic forest
ahd the towering mountain, I say, Lere is natw e with her face unwashed and her hair
uncombed; when I look at t.ue cottage and its well-cultivited garden, T say, here is na-

/ure with both her face wasl.ed and her hair curled; but when I look at the father dig-
ging, aud the mother epinning, und the children playing beside that cottage doer, I say,

behold, bere is the image ol God Limself. The mcst beautiful and the most interesting
thing in this_world is man."”

NSAUGEEN] RIVEL.

Thou grave Ssugeen, whose surging floods Ifsee before me, rushing by,
Ride grandly down the winding glen;
Now swollen end in thy haughty moods,
Thou swer p'st on throu”the trackless woods
And past tue fertile fields of men.

‘Ihe waters irom a thousand springs,—
The draughts the settlers’ wells supply,
The tear-drops of their grief and joy,
Theldew-drops from ten thousand things,

What car'st thou for men's arts to train
Thy restless tide to turn their mills;
Thou leap’st their barriers in disdain,
And rid'st on grandly to the main

Of Hurcn by the distant hills.

The rain distilled in misty showers,
The down-falls of the thunder storm,
The gifts, a generous Father pours

To thirsty trees and wilting flowers,
To beast, and bird, and erawling worm.
And yet T love thed, wild Sangeen,
Chuld of the forest,—wandering far,
From dismal swamyp and dark ravine,

Thy music*and tby mareh, Sangeen,
To we are sweetness and delight:
Thy softer aspeet< when serenc,

From settlers' baunts and wooulands green, Thy grandeur wlicn Luy waves careen
Wide-cathercd—here thy waters are. U’er bank and breastwork in their might,
Rell on ! Roll on! thou grave Saugeen,

Goua’s blessing to a thousand homes.

May I, vain idler on this scene,

Be more like thee than I have been,
\ My course a hicssing where it_comes,

!



THE WEDDING GARMENT OF THE SAINTS.

Mark well,¥O ye saints, the glories of the robe wherewith Christ attires his guests
at the Marriage Supper. It is fringed with promise and refulzent with love. Solo-
mon in all his glory had no robe that could equal this one in texture—no, nor have thij
lilies of the field. = It is fragrant with myrrh and cassia, and redolent of the Rose ef
Sharon. Tts warp are the golden lines of Christ’s divinity; its woof, the frailer threads
of his humsnitv: but the weaving of the two together has made the latter immortal.

It is of 1"« vnitern shown Moses on the Mount of God.  The fires of Sinai have no
power to £corch it; and he that weareth it shall live forever. God spake of this
robe, anoels sane of it, the patriarchs thought of it, but no man could mn|||1fagt-llre M,
till, in the fulness of time, Jesus the Son of Mary. with the shuttle of a holv life and
the treadle of an agonizing death, evolved it from his loom; and it rvceived its last fin-
ishing touch, when, with his expiring ery, it rolled from the cross to the foot of Cal-
vary, dyed with his own sacrilicial blood. O sinner, hast theu gn this wedding
garment ?

J

AMON WENGER'S GRAVE.

Here a husband,sun, and brother, Seat thee near these mouldering ashes,
Shambers in his lowly bed. Dream thy past life o'er again;
Stranger, if thou art a mother, And as memory wakes in flashes,
Wife, or friend, or any other, And its record past thee dashes,
Shed a tear-drop o'er the dead. Let it teach thee not in vain.

Here the morn with dewy finger Whither, stranger, art thou going ?
Decks the flowers upon his breast; Ponder as thou mak’st reply.

And the twilight loves to linger In tie years of God's bestowing

Round the grave of Amos Wenger What hast thon been busy sowing ?
Alter sunset in the west. Tnou shalt reap it bye and bye.

Here where arching branches quiver, Hast thou stored’on high thy treasure ?
Song birds greet the morning light; Has thy life been good and brave,

And the dirge notes of the river Or bhut a reckless race for pleasure,

Wand'ring down the valley ever, And the wealth that has its measura

. Rise up mournfully at night. And its ending in the grave ?

Here, O stranger, paure and ponder O sweet spot for meditation !

On the pregnant ends of life; Here, Lord, teach us to be wise;
In the bustling village yonder, Make us share in thy Salvation,
Solemn thonghts are hustled under—  And our lives a preparation

Here is calmness from its strife. For that homs beyoud the skies,

Pcace to thy ashes, geatle brother !
Safe they in God's ke2ping stored.
When have coased life’s toil anl bothee
We shall meet with one another
And be ever with the Lord.




OUR WITNESSES AT THE JUDGMENT SEAT OF CHRIST.

Oh ! what a gathering of witnesses will be aronad the judgmentseat of our Lord.

Fathers and mothers will be there; sons and danghters will be th-re; kinsmen,
friends, and « nemies, will be there. Some we shall he glad to see, many would rather
not see,—and why ? because they have seen too mmnch of us, and ave to Dewr witness a-
gainst us. There will be no need to administer an oath at that bar: every witness will
speak the truth, the whole truth, and nothing huat the teath,—no prevaric wion, brib-
ery , or corrupt practices, at that court. Every lip will bs honest for ones; and avery
heart will stand revealed, stripped of all cloak or covering, bafora God and an assem-
bled universe. What an Assize ! Then the qu-stioning and the eros--qestion-
ing—it will sift every man’s soul to the foundations of Lis being.  Where did the coun-
fels leain their art 2 Aye, where did they. learnit ? [t will coneeru yoa and me
more, however, to know how we shall stand and come through its ordeal. And the
proof—how will it come ? From the testimony of thy conseience,and of my consc ence,
and from the lips of all these witnesses, Lit by bit,—I'ke thepieces of the broken Moab-
ite Stone—till the whole story is there. And you will read it, and I will red il', and
the world will-read it, and the Lord thy Judge will rea Lit; :nd that recosd of guil
and condemnation, will he graven with Jehovali's pen on the tabless.of the hmman co-
science, to endure forever and ever; and every man will be eonstrained t) say, * it is
true. Amen.’

Alas for thee ! O ginner if thou hast no pleadery no p eva’ling Advocate thore.

Woe be to thee, when th: Judge putteth on his black ¢vp to p oworucs thy doom:

awhen he taketh for his head «tiire the clouls of Sinai, anl utsereth thy senten:s in its
thunders, and maketl its 1i, htnings his ministers ot vengzeance. Th se cloals, risin s
no bigger than a man’s hand. will grow and grow, an L{o din g weo tad tione, be e thee
to thy eternal dwalling place of blacknesscan 1 darkness, of weeping, aal wailing, anl
gnashing of teeth.

LINES SUGGESTLI BY THE DYING WORDS OF THE LATE SYLVSSTER COLWELL.

Qbh! do not weep e, mother, Oh! eya hah nev v sen,3mnther,

. Oll never heave a sigh,— Aud ear hath never heard, —

You would not, could you see, mother, The heart haty never heen, motlier,
My happiness on high. That dreams of what 's prepaced.

I never feel a pain, mother, All know each other here, mosher,
’Ul‘ sigh, or shed a tear: Your husband and yoir son

I'll never die again, mother, Were ne’er on eartu so near, mother,
Lr et a socrow bere. Toew heact anl hone are on:

I walk ths golden street:, mother, We somctimoes think of vou, motaer,
Aud breathe the ecentel air. As weeping at var grave—

I drink the limpid sweets, mothosr, Yo u woald not «f you kuew, mosher,
From fountams puare and far. Waas happiness wo nave.

I eat the honied fowt, mo her, We know how all you «o, mother,
From fudless le dy sprays, Your guardian angeils t:ll.

And tune my barp anl late, mother, Oh! ksop this plice 1a view, mother,
To sing wy Saviour's peaise. Aud serve ths Master well.

I see my Savicu’s tace, mother, Aud tell my beothers dear, mather,
And bow be ore his throne: My loving sistets tor— ‘

Such gloiy and suca grace, mother, We hope to meet tacm here, mother,
The eacth hath nevee known Before or alter you.

A crown oi hfe 1s mine, wother, And Oa ! woa't 1t b swe-t, mother,
A rooe of dazzling wmt To m-et upon vius saore ?

Like any stur I suine, mother-— We know taws when we eet, mother,

As cloriously bright, T will be to part no more,
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1M ¢cHUFCH.

{1e ClLurcl:.thic edifieg is built for your comfort, and the
gospel is for the whole'woild.”  ‘Populurize your services,'saith tlm.Flesll. ‘We have
now a five-hundred-dolar orcan,'saith the Chrrel,‘and a fine ritual. ‘I’u;}xlm'lm your
doctrines, saith’ the Wor!d. ¢Our minister preaches nvil'..v'rhumfm dopmvxty, clect‘mn,
nor a new life,’repligth the Churceh. ‘Popularize your living,'saith the 'l)evll.. ) We
have ¢lected a wine/bibber for an elder, respondeth the Church. L wn.ll go in if you

u both will go,’saith the Devil.,

will go,’saith the Flesh to the World., ‘I will go in if yo ! i
‘We will all go/in together,' saith the World,‘and lave a dance; the saints will hold

the light to us and cover onr deeds with the cloak of eharity’. A]us.! this is w hat will
come of a sceulatizing ehrireh.  When the ehurch temporizes thus vylth the world, the
flesh, and the fievil, the Jattex ate enre to have the best of the bargain. O Church, be
faithful to Chfist,—seek not to ropularize your erviees, but Christianize them,
more in God/,/ and less in these flimsy conceits, for maccess in your work.

/ '

A MARTTAL SONG.

‘Come in, con e in,'raitl

Trust

Courage ! ye «cldiers of the cross;
Let the broad banner be unfarled,
Tlat flaunis confusion to your foes,
And bears ralvation te a world.
Conrage, ye timid-hcairted throng,
Jelovah's buckler is-your wail;
Those tlat oppose you'may be strong,
But he that's for you shall prevail.

Then forward in Jehoval's name,
God’s Word your weapcn for the fray,
T will wound your proudest foes with shame,
And pierce their bravest with dismay.
Qee Satan's servied lines of sin,
Yon fortress with its buttrease ] walls—
This with Johovalds legions ‘win,
p» And plant his banners where 1t falls,

Digperse these armies from the field
And storm their strongest citadel;
With Chiist your Cayptain and your shield,
How is it possible to fail ?
If "tis God's glory that ye seck,
Yon need net fear the fiercest foe;
For Ged ie strong if yon are weak,
And foes shall fall in every blow.

Down with oppression, vice, and sin,
Down, down, with ignorance and lies;
Let the light ot the gospel in
And bid the fettered millions rise.
With all the world thus won for God,
Shall the millennial glory dawn,
And Earth Lecome the blest aboda
Qf bappy and regenerate mun.
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AGO!

TO ENTER THE STRAIT GATE.

There are critical periods of every mau's lifc; mo:ments so fraught with danger,
that tLe soul may say ot itself, verily th but a step between me and death; mo-
ments in which our eternal destiny i the balance—eternal happiness on one
end of the beam, everlasting wor on the othior; woments in which the small dust of the
balance is of importance, and may decide the fate of a soul; moments in which the bird
of vietcry hovers uncertain whether to light on our barner or on that of the foe,—but
on whieh, depends on him wlo is able to br ng but a littie reserve force into the field.

There are in every battle critical minutes, when the last man is in t.e field, when
the last regiment is in the charge, when tlie last bayen 't anl sabre are in the fiay,
when the last military expedient i in exereise; and i1l the tide of vietory wavers, and
tbe balance-beam of events trembles all nuceitain under the thundeéring onset of con-

1
11 L

1
I

tending nations. Oh ! for one fresh battalion.  Oh ! {or one more military expedi-
ent,—man hath done Lis best Oh'! for ore smile fiom the God of armics, and one
touch of his fingers to the ecales of destiny, and all is ours. Jut still the scales tuin

rot,—the f8fces are equal. Now it is enduranee,—bottom, bottom,—each man on his
last hift, each man a torlorn hiope, each man flinging liis life's last energy into the
seales, each man’s heart going up ' its last prayer to Gol. And now the beam moves,
glowly, Oh! how slowly first, rapidly next, precipitately now: Vietory, viet ry ! Glory
to Gmi, the battle is won.

Oh pocr sinner ! there is a lesson for thee in all this. earnestness, a,"u;)iy,mg eirnest-
ness and effors in the hour of opportunity and peril. If men will thus strive for ne
higher object thunfto set their hecl on the neck of a fallen fos or to bring empty glory
to their national arms, Lhow much more mayst thou agonize to enter the strait gate and
gain that bloodless vietory, which bringeth life everlusting to thyself and sorrow -te
none, glory to Ged in the highest and good-will to men.

N S —

PTIOUS RESOLUTIONS,

[ will no more a wanaerer te, Henceforth to Thee for daily bread,
With heart estranced and far from thee, My soul shall loox and e’er be fed:
Norseive the world, when T am fiee Heneceforth tay love shall ba my bed;
From its dread ¢l'a'ns and drudgery. O that will be true lnxury!
Henceforth, wili T thy g'ory ceck, No more the worl1's allurine joys,
Heneeforth will T thy praises speuk, Shall snare my heort and feast my eves,
Hevedforth wi'l T thoneh 1 am weak, But henceforth Christ xhall be the prize,
Thee sirive to-zerve an 1 glorify. I"or wh ch my =oul strives vigorously.
ITenceforth at life’s pure cleansing stream, No more a slave as [ was once,
My ronl thall ajhi—it3 stre ngth redeim; M teps thr neh or shall still advance
And thy white vobe, void spot or seaw, [ill wakine from lie's 1l -eiing trance,
Mv goul shall ¢lothe and benunfy [ bathe in enlless ecstasy.




HOLY »SPIRIT.

O Thon Almighty Spirit ! who shall nufoid the mysteriss of thy hanlicrat ?  Wheo
shall aps accompli-himent in the use of tuy tools 2 Lhou inhabte.t <ternity; thou fil-
lest both the hervens und the emth. One with the Fatlior und the Sou, thou created st
all thincs.  Thou didst teach the Pleiades to dance; and by thes, in ethercal ficlds; was
Arctnrus taught to hunt his pres. Thou didst sharpea the sword of Orion, and with
star-light thou didst buinish ard bejewel his shi 1d. By thee was the highway of Gal-
actos buwilt on pillwrs of ether, apd its. border sown with etar-blossoms in the spring-
time of eternity. By thee were the sons of the morning tauglit t) trein thercon their
fiery coursers, snd to rein the u in, or lash ther -ides, with thongs of tha plaited liglit
of ten 1l ousand new-born suns. By thee was the world evolved fiom chaos and dark-
ness, the «verlasting bills we e rexred up, and the lands apd the seas given their do-
main. Thou diast speak liie intobeing,-—and the «arth, fair as a bride, robed hezrself
with verdure aud fertility, aud every manner of living ercatare arose from lier dust, an 1
gambolled or fed on her truitfuliess, or re-tel and worshipped God among ber bowers.

Thou calledst to the dust and bresthedst into the clav,.—-and bebold Living man a-
woke in the divine image, a jewel of Lheaven in a clay setting, the breath of his Muker
in an esrthen vessel, the glory ot God and the vicegorent of heaven,,

And as in man’'s Creation, +o alco workest thou in his Redemption.  Thou breaths
est upon the soul that is dead in trespusses and sing and lo! ticre is 1he rosureect’'on of
a new life, and once more man ariseth iy the image of Lis Maker. The heart that has
been hand as the nether millstoye, and bas been the lair or 100sting-placs of every un-
elenn and abomiuvable desire, receiveth fiom thiy hangd the baptism of Calvary’s blo d—
and lo ! theneefoith, as sn altar of God, it smoketh daily with tire sucrifices of joy, 1ive,
and matetul praise,  Thou breathest on the conscience thut is scured in sin and insen-
s1ble {0 duty as a berg of polur ice,—and it becometh tender as tue leaf of a lily in the
June bieeze. Thou touchest the eyes that are blind,—and the scales fall offy and these
ey es behold the justice and yet the nercy of Cod; and the t.ars of him thut wept—-be-
ciuse there was no mun to pity—crystallize on Lis cheeks, as jewels that shall shine

heresfter forever on the bosom of redecming Ype.  Tuou speakest to the lips that.are -

foul with blasp hemy,—and purged as with fivf, fhese lips become melodious with wor.s
of prace to men and songs of glory to God. Tybu touchest the hands that have b+come
red with blood ayd 1ad w th the Loarding of A1l gottrn gain,—and now soft as milk and
white as snow, they ave hissed by the lips o/thonsunds that were ready t) perish, and
Llesred as th e merey-luinging palis of angegls from heaven.

Thine, O 1L 1y Oune, 15 tlie work of lw:uliu: the sinner past the fires of Sinai, and of
puiding him to the raciitice eonsumea by tl ese fires on the top of Calvary. At the tiist
seene, be kuowethonly terior avd despair; at the second, he findeth hope and peace.

At the fivst, hie groweth with agony; at the second, he singeth with joy. It is thou
Liat whisperest into Lis Leurt the password of peace in justification, that revealest to
L the love-privileses of adopt eny end appliest to his soul the cleansimng waters of
ranctification. Lvin so, O Blssed One, tue whole offaring of Chiist ty our souls is
tuine, thine in justification, adoptior, and sanctification,—Guod blessed forever, Amen.

(N UNIEERS l.

O ! the Cuiverse of God,—=its vxtent, ils height , and ity //.-/n’/l,——/ OOl comprnre hend it
[ i s amite stewggling with the weight of a mountain., e //unl.r//ll crushes me.
gnze on the aniverie of staws [rom my door, and see bt the cireling sparks that are

stewecle ram dehoval s chaviot wheels, as they rush over highays n{/»'ll//’("!ll/'m\ spter, /

, ; ¢ ; ) o
climh to the crest af Lhe /'“’,' -sleti these orbs arownd e are but the rewoted subitrban //v/m’s
af Gad's Capital, . ! mount a steed of light and lash its smoking flanks with the Light-
vivgs, bt the stowest of these edddstial vacers weary and outrun me. ! conrse around

]

Galactos, and while worlds grow hoary with th reighi ol ayes ere A omake

’
]
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THE,KNOWLLEDGE T

F'en conld I stride from Earth to Mars
And quench the sunlight with my hand,
And grasp great hiandfuls of the sbars

g Ac one might gather grains of sand;

®  This were no grand work of the soul

) No high eriteria of mind;

With giant stature, man—an owl,

Might wield such power and still be blind.

The grand distinetive of the m'nd,

Is power to comprehend and feel

God’s work, himself,—the whole designed
To give it highest scope and weal.
Where else can creatu e spirit find
Theme so expansive in its sway,

To give full scope to soaring mind,

And the emotions perfect play ?

Nor are the wysteries this displaye,
Alike God's precious boon to all;
Some scarch to understand and praise,
Some search to stumble and to fall.
I'en could my daring mind aspire

To ¢limmb yvon dome where Luna sete

L8,

Where heaven’s suburban Jumy s of fire
Light wearied pilgriras to Ler gates.

And with their mysteries fully known,
I rake the star-dust with my hands,
And gage the buttre.ses whereon

LLe creat areh of Gulactos stands,

Or span the sword Ovion wields

And on the seales his buckler weigh,
Or tcll the area of tle fields

Wherein Arcturus hunts his prey;

F

o

HAT ENNODBLES MAN

I might Jo all these things andfail,
God’s presence in his works to learn
Not that he doth not in them dwell,
3ut through my blinduness to discern.
Who eeek for God to love and pray,
Shall fir.dd his presence everywhere;
Who seek for God to disobey,
Shall search in darkness and despair.

Though"God’s grcat works himself declare—s
Creation, Providence, und Grace;

"Tis only faith that sces him there,

And catches glinspses of his faee.

Ne'er from such eyes the Father hides

The impress of creative hands

In earth and sky, or in the tides

That peal his anthem on ths sands,

His {oot-prints in December snows,

His smile upon the fields in June,

His breath borne from the fragrant rose,
His accénts in the rong bird's tune;

In all these phares God reveals

His greatness to the humble mind;
The more it knows, the more it feels
Itselt ennobled and refined.

.

And art and science ply their skill,—
Unwittingly, though oft they do,

To make his wirqom and his will
More manifest to human view;

And both ean teach us much, I ween,
Of the grand foot-stool of his feet,—
But nought of thLat wrk where is scens
Shekinah on liis mercy seat.

2
' p Much cause for wonderment is in
" The great stones of the temple wall, ‘
! 3 But Le taat serves the Lord within
: ¥ Knows more to wonder at thau all.
! i Tis there he learns,. Liow €'en a soul

A

lay know God's build ng and admire,
Yt of the Builder of the whole,
:\l:'.‘\‘ know but Littl s less des

ire.

O my Great Father ! let me be

A humble learner at thy fect;
) And while, in all, [ wor-hip thee,
Teuch me the bnowle ive tiet is meet




DOTH GOD ANSWER PRAYER ?

God doth indeed reign in awful state.  The universe is his kingdom, the heavans
are his throne, and the earth is his fo tstool.  He ruleth the armies ot heaven and also
the inhabitants of the earth.  But who is this that would persuade me, that he rnleth
with a heart of stone and with a sceptre of iron—and that it is vain to pray ? Hath
God thus a heart of stone—why then oid he give me this heart of flesh, that will lean,
and cannot help leanine on him, trusting in bim, and seeking his aid, in the day of dis-
tress ! If e bath no ears to hear me, why did he give e the e lips to cry to bim ?

1f he ! i vo hemt to help me—why did he give me this sense of dependence, this
hope, and this wstinet to cling to him ? ~ Tf he hath rpanned the void between himselt
and my soul with holts and bars of inflexibls law and impa-sible fate, why did he en-
dow me with this persisient proneness, this besetting weakness of continually bruising
my soul against these steel barriers, and of vainly fumbling in prayer for a key with
wuich to unlock them ? It T am the prisoner ofiron law and inexorable fate, why did
be not give me a nature thut would be content with its chains 2 If be is to hide hiwn-
self in cternal seclusion, and wa'k forever in the thick darkness, and with an iron wall
shut out my prayers—why, O why, did he create e with this tantalizing desire to find
him ? Begone far from me ! ye mockers of prayer and agostles of iron necessity—
I kmow that God heareth me when I eall on him.  He is around me everywhere, and
he maketh my ronl lis temple. The earth is covered with his footprints, and I see the
impress of his fingers on all things.  Whe is he that shall persuade me, that in vain—
sinner though T am—do I ery to him, and call him my Father? By what link or chain
of molecular law is he bound not to iear and answer his child ? Are his eyes and ears
sealed, and are his l:ands tied by the tiny strings that bind togetlier the atomns of terres-
trial dust, and which ti:e babes of our earthly laboratories, f1iling to loose, declare to be
inexorable ? Away, nway, ye eons of sophism ! God tied together the atoms of
physical matter by these strings that you cannot unravel, but he did not bind with
them his own hands, nor yet the free spirits ot men. He that tieth thus may loose
when Le pleaseth Away, away, with vour rubhle work of sophistry : it shall never
be around my soul a prison-house of despair.  He that printed the lilies of the field,
doth net cease now, to care for them, and tuke pleaure in the'r beauty. He that cre-
ated the sparrows doth ot ceae now to have pieaswie in their song, orto open his
hand and feed them. He t 4t created 1man in his own image, and gave him pow-
ers to Jove and enjoy the Creator, still looks at, snd cares for that image, and still
leaves every avenus of intercourss open, by whicli the human soul may have full scope
for all its sinless instinets and dsives, »n { enjoy iuil co.vmunion with its Maker.

Even fo, my soul, trnst thon in God.  Call upon him in the day of trouble, and he
will hiear thee. ‘Delight thyselt in God and be shall give thee the desires of thine
heart.’

AN ECHO OF THL ABOVE.

Let {ools aud infidels pretend, Betwecn iy Leart «nd God alove,
My Maker will not be my 1r.end, No law can bind but that of love:
Cr help we to attam an enu- Lu all my imstinets, thus 1 move
Biess Gou !1t's not the verity. Witk 1reedom and dexterity.

God is mound me everywiiere— His helping hand is ever nigh

A friend in cvery toil and caie, To erown tue labours I apnly,

1o whom I can approach in piayer And guide and shield me till ¥ die—
And mee: with no asperity., Iu sickness or prosperity.

And wlen on carth my race is ynn,
My tash complete, my victory won,”
'l see my Maker as the Sun

In radiant grace and charity.
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FA:THEOLOGICAL PARABLE.

A certain king bad a \'inw‘\_':n"?. and desiring to have it well cared for, he let it el
to vinedressers who prothised with all due care to keep it elean and productive.  After

a while, in the vine season, he went t» sce Lis vineyard, but found the whole plaze
such amass of brambles and thistles, that he instmtly ealled his vinedressers to ac-
count and dismissed them. Exccedingly grieved to find his vineyard in such a state,

and looking round him for scme vinedrosser ol skill and faithfulness to elean his vine-
vard and make it once more proluctive, lie sent for an old man named Palagius, whe
had rome notoriety in those parts { r cleaning vineyards in o cheap and expeditious,
manner. Palagius undertook to clean it for a great. So the next morring on en-
tering Lis vineyard the king f und Paligius had been there with an old seythe, an 1 ha/
cropptd off all the heads or seeding pa ts «f the thistles end brambles, leaving the hran-
ches and stalks untouched. Vexed at the slovenly work of the o!d m«n, the king at
onee called him to his presence and ordercd him to do his work more th rroughly.

The old man stoutly aflivmed that it was against bis prinoiples to touch any other
part of the plants than just the head or seel, that all sin consistel in merely acts or
their consequences, and that in his opinion the vineyard wasnow quite clean. “‘How-
ever', he said,‘he had a grandson Arminius—Dborn of a daughter of Lis own and a Duteh-
man—whose ideas of weeis and of sin were different from his own, and whese prastice,
Le thought, would probably suit the king Letter,’ So the old man, having goue,
sent Lis grandson, who with a hoe dng or scratche 1 ont every part ol the weed-, root,
stem, and branch, except such of the finer or deeper roots, difficult to reach, which he
called infirmities,of the flesh, natural temperament, or weakness, and whieb, he said,
were not really of the nature of sin or uncleanuness, Having then gathered all the rub-
bish together in a pile and burned it, he was paid and departed. He had not gona
however many dayvs, till it was found that all these fin v and deeper roots of infirmity
contained vitally all the pernicious properties of their respective weeds, anl that the
whole ground was being rapidly overgrown with as great a mass of thistlss and bram-
bles as was in it b fore, and that all the vines were dying from lack of room and nonr-
islhinent. Disgusted with this superficial mode of doing things, the king re olved to
send for a vinedresser of sotne note at a distance, the practice of who n—thoeush not ve-
ry popular in those parts—he had reason to believe was much more effsetive.  Aceord-
ingly hie despatehed a servant with instructions to bring Augnstine of Ta raste in Africa,
or failing to vet him, to f:tch sowe other that had served.an apprentice ship under the
apesties, and that had a thorengh knowledge of the p ofession. Angnstine coul Il ny
come Jamself, but told the servant to-wi t Cillvin of Geneva, who had learned his art from
t'.e npostles, in the same way as himse!f, an 1 who was ve y effective and reliable in all
Calvin at once cen<ented to come, and brought with him a very long gos.
sieve or puritier whicl, he said; had been handad down fro n
the apestles themselves, Havine told tie king on hits arrival that though the work of
c¢lening was a thing of tiime, he wou'd nevertlieless show him t1e way of havinzit tho-
1oughly or «fectively done, and that all other metheds of cleaning were superticial and
ineffuctive, as they stll left some remains of the weads in the soil.  He at once turne |
over every part of the soil dotvn to the rock, with his lonz epa le; and having carvetully
sifted or purified ity and provided sufficirnt room and noarishment for the vines, i+ tol |
the kiug uhat this treatment was to be continued from year to year tdl all thy weeds
were [\mgc:l out, and that in accordance with the diligence used in this treatment, his

i

The result of all this was an astow.

his work.
pel spade and a very fins

vires would econunue to improve and flourish.
ishivg improvement in the vineyard, and thesdelighted king Lias ever sinee profitted &y
‘alvin's instruetions,— his vines becowing trom vear to year wore produciive.

Ixplein this theolo sical parabl
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A (OO AND A BAD

A pood man's conscience is o singer of peace; and its song is just the return eclioes
from a roul that has been harmonized into pesce with God and man. Every human
aonscience is Fomewhat out of tune; but to the goed man in union with Christ—for ev-
ery note that is silent o¥ m diseord—there cometh an.echo from Gethsemane or Calva-
ry, that filleth into the tuane; and Oh !'the song is sweet. [ ean conceive of no high-
er blessedness taan that of a tinly good man, eradled on the bosonr of Christ, anIsunyg
to repose by the return ccl oes of Culvary, und the soft jinglings of a conscience that has
been eleanced and tuned by tbefingers of redeeming love. Fven the thumders of S nai
chime iuto that swe et strain, as o anelodious bass: wund the soul fears neither the light-
nings nor the enrses,

But O the conecience nnpurged by the-blood of Clirvist, ean sting like a scorpion ard
burn like hell-the. Men Lamden itysear it, fasten on itthe leaden chains of lust, and
think they have put out-the eyes of tue giant and shorxit of its strength. Then they
say to their sculs, ent, dvink. and be mervy,our enemy will make sport to us—when lo!
this Samson, bowitg himself with all his might, hurleth down on their heads the pil-
lars, the gulleries, and the covering, of their evil deeds with such fury, that death. is
chosen rather than life, and u hell in eternity rather than one in time.

Murk thut murderer, as with cantion he approaches his victim. ‘Strike not, 'saith
God,‘for whosoever sheddeth.man’s blood by wan shall his blood be shed.’ ‘Strike
nao','saith man,‘for T will puvieh thee with the gibbet.” ‘I neither fear God nor regard
man,replieth the murderer,'tLese threats shall not save him.'  ‘Strike noty’ #aith con-
teience, ‘I will make the bleod of this man ery to heaven against thee, snd T will make
thee a tenor and a punishment to thyselt.” ‘*Ho'd thy peace'respondeth the murder-
ery'th ou teror of eluldren and buebear of fools—wilt thoua tell on me 2’ ‘Nay,' saith
conseience,‘but thou shale tell on thyself.’ ‘Ha ! ba ! repiieth the murderer, and he
pocth Lis wany.———— Tue deed 18 aone, Tk, hear him ottt r, as he turneth away,
‘1 uemble; why this finster, this strange terror, this weakness; it will subside soon.’

But it doth not subside. It is the oppressive hush before the stormn, the risiag of
the cloud no bigger thin a man’s hand that gathereth blackness and fury, and is
freighted with tle murderer's doom.  He seeketh secrecy, but the rocks and the tre=s
cannet hide him,—a place of safety, but Lefindeth no civy of refuge, tor the foot of the
avenger is a.ter him. ‘Hast tl ou found me, O 'mine enemy ? O consecience ! thon
fillest me with agouy and mwakest e a terror to wyself. I cannot rest. The blo .«
of my hother erieth faam the ground whercin 1 buried his dead body.  Yes, 1 buried
it lest otler eyes should see it, but 1 cunuot bury it fiom my own. I was afraid le-t
his death-crizs should wake tlie eclioes of the lulls awd- woods, but they aroused echoes
in my heart that ciace not night or day. I was atraid that others would ses his dying
fuce; but I saw it myself, and it baunteth me every where. It reproacheth me from
the ground when I walk by the way; it looketh over my shoulder while I eat, and sup-
plicateth me agein for pity when I close my eyes to sleep. O why did I slay him!
and now that he is dead, why will e notrest in bis grave?'  Blood, blood, is every-
where ! I mmell it in my food, I taste it in my drink; my appetite forsaketh me; I live
ujpon blcod. O my seeret ! what will I do withit ? it burneth my soul; it swelleth
within me till I eannot containit. I dare not tell it to my father or mother—mno, nor
to the wife of my bosomw; shie would spurnane from ber broast. 1t is ever in my
thouglits and ever at the 100t of my torirue. I have to guard my lips with iron cliains
lest they speak it.. It will knll me. | L iowleaner and weaker from day to day. It
pursneth me by duy Like a beast of prey, snd filleth wy midnight-dreams with horror.

Tie epirit ot the dead will not rest; it haunteth me daily and calleth for my blood.

Hell gatbers nightly her legious aound my pilow; they dance around my bed to
tlie music of the dying man s grcavs, and drink bawpers to my bealth in the blood that
spuits from his arteries. I mutter and talk of the dead in my sleep, aad scare my
wife and ehildien with my nightmares and talks of blood. O Conscience, Con-
scsence | wilt thou have no pity 2 Wilt thou make my own legs drag me to the judg-
wment seat, and my owu lips bear testimony to my guilt ? O (onscience, mine
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accuser ! thou knowest no pity. 1 Lad no pity on the dead—need T wonder that thou
hast none on me. Pity is not thine office. Thy work in the human breast is to warn
and punish, not to condone the evil deeds of men. Wl]a.t right have I to look for pity
from any one, I can have none npon myself. I am Cain, and the Lord bath set his
mark upon me. There can be no rest to my fret and peace to my soul, till T confess
my crime and let the sword of justice be driven into my breast. Then shall the dveng-
er cease to pursue me, and my seul ¢hall find rest from the grave, Let me go now and

confess my crime.’

Tan SINNER IN TEMPTATION.

HTow mad is the folly,
How great is the sin
Abhsorbing me wholly,
Without and within,
My beart i corrupted
And decply depraved,
My wav interrupted,
My spivit ¢n-laved

And good resclut ons
I il‘m]!lv“ vV make,
\\'ll»t'll n-bred l‘wilu[mll-{
Soon lead me to break.
Lmonrn, and with sadness
Seek parden and peace;
I think ot my madness
And wish 1t would cease.
Adas ! unaveilng,
These efforts of will:
Corrnptions in dwelling
O'er master we still,
O Lord, may these legsong
Me deeply Lupress; )
And give thou the presence
And power of erace.

Through Christ in ¢ mpassion
Me succour and SAVC;
Me parity, fashion,
Such as thon wouldst have.
Through Life’s troubled fever
Let guidance be given,
Then tuke me forever
To praise thee in Leaven,
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U prec’ous friends of former days,
Though many a mile apart,

The roll of time will ne'er erase
Your memories from my heart:

Our evered pathway when it ends
Will join again, I know;

My faiihful much beloved friends
Of tue long, long ago.

The li‘e of »]! these faded years,
I never ean forget;
Oft in my dreams it all appears,
Distinct and glowing yet.
Attended with your love and care,
I shared your weal or woe.
A happy brotherhood we were
In the long, long ago.

Together to the sehool or Fair
'ith lightsome hearts we went;

Togcther at the Lhcuse of prayer,
Before the Lord we bent.

I shared your every hope and fear,
And loved you all, I know;

And e'er will do so, brethien dear,
Of thie long, longgago.

Around the fire on winter nights
How fast the moments flew;

Wien Summer came with ber deligh's
How swe-t the joys we knew.

1t seems all like to yesteiday—
So clear so bright the glow,

Thougl forty years have passed away
Since the long, long ago.

P el

Ameng the'sharers of our joys
And h-lpers in our play,

How raany that we knew as boys,
Now moulder in the elay,

Peace totheir ashes ! let a tear
Of sweet remembrance flow;

Alive, they in our dreams appear,
-AAnd io the long ago.

FRIENDS

OF LONG AGO.

You most be growing old I know,
Your locks are mixed with gray;
Your steps are not so lithesome now

As they were once aday;
But your hearts are as warm and true
For more Christ-like you grow,
As in the dnvs, so well we knew,
Of the lonuy, long ago.

How quickly speed the years away,
Time too i8 marking me;

I am not quite so strong to-day
As onca I used to ba. »

But my heart has a youth as gay—
Its love as warm a glow,

I'or the dear friends now far away,
As in the loag ago.

"Mid all the pressure of my cares,
And all the things I see,

I still think of you in my prayers:
I'm sure you think of me.

And when our life’s probation ends,
Our work on earth below,

No wore to part, will meet the friends
Of the long, long ago.

"Tis trus our means may not afford
Us many meestings here;

The paths assigned us by the Lord
Avre distang an their sphere,

But in that higler holy plice,
No more welll part, I know,

And find e’en far more bappiness
Thaa in the long ago.

Theve shall we see onr glorious Lord
And praise hisjholy name;

We serve him hera with one accord,
In heaven we’ll do the same.

There, one by one, around his feet,
His gathering chiliren flow,

To form one houschold all complets
From the long, long ago.

No sin or sickness will be there,
No weakness, wue, or pain,

And praise will take the place of prayer,
And happiness, of pain.

In that land, free from all distress
Of heat, or frost, or srow,

With hearts brim-ful of bapp ne:s,
We''ll thiuk of loag age.

- o




TO A BUNCH

‘Bonnie" bunvh of bleoming Leather,
Nurtured on wy native hills,

Have we exiles.come together ?
How my heart with welcome thrills !

.
od

OF HEATHER.

Blackford mansion shining grandis
Sbaven lawns and «hady bowers;
Cosy homesteads smiling blaudly
In their nests of trees and flowers.

Well T know where thou wert nourished— Wateh upon their inmate: keeping,

Sunny bank of ‘bennie’ view

Thon aast markel their lif« below,

Near thee broom and ‘knoupirts’.flourished,Seern thewm sowing, seen them reapin .,

And the rich‘blaeberries’ grew

Near'thee, on the ‘braes’ together
Grew the groves of larch an'! pine;

Tell me buneh of ‘hornie’ heather,
Are they as they were ‘langsyne'?

Fragrant beahbells, 1 bave wondered,
Would I know your scent again;

Thiity years have we been sundered;
It is long, and long since then,

Foolish notion! well I knew it:
Was I likely to forget,
When in youth I gambolled thirough it,
In you rambl-d ear’ and late?
‘Bonnie'bloom, in summer haunted
By the bees that came Lo taste;
0'er thee high the ‘laverock’ ehanted,
Near three built lier grassy nest.

Thou hast nodd=d with her pressure,
When sho dropped to sip the dew;

LDeen rewarded with the measnre
Vhich she sang before she flew,

Thou hast lLieard she ‘mavis’ chanting,

Dowu at sunset in the dale,
Heard the ‘cushat’ in the ‘planting’

Coving to her mate Lertale.

Heard at nighit/all in the foreland,
Corneratks truopet "wmid the grain

‘Peeaweeps’y i the distant moorland,
Warn off foes from thr domain;

Heard the eackoo's early greeting
Wake the echoes-of the glades,

And the partridge druwming, beating,
Near thee im tueleaty shades;

Peen the hares and rabbits saunter
Forth at night to nip the grain,
Watchied them frolie, junp, and canter,
Llound thes in their own dowain.
On wy native Blackiord valley,
Thou hast looked down all thy days,
Wheve to many beautics rally

Round the winding *burn’ an |l *hracs’

>

b o u their scasons come md go;
S.en their hife on all occarions,
Marked their gladness and their woe
Bridal troops and sad processims
To the graveyard trailing tow,
Time wakes bavoe, time est anges—
‘Bonnie’ heathbell-, tell me true,
Are there, are the:e mauy changes ?
Live there many that I knew ?

. Is there any that has pandered

To bad habits, vice, and erime ?
Are there many that have wandered
Like myself, to toreign clime ?
"Mong the plavimates of my einldlro d,
Heard you any speak of me ?
And of rambles in the wildwood,
In the days that used to ]

‘Bonnie bonoie’ buneh of heather,
These are friends 1 "1l ne'er forget,
Tiough far travelled, hither, thither.
My old heart clings to them yet,
There are ties 8o 8'rony, romantic,
That lung distanee more cndears,
And the stuorms of the Atlantic
Will notsnap in thirty vears.

‘Bonnie’ hieath-bells, yet unfold me
One more secret you can sliow;

More than auzht else you Lave told me,
It would please wy beart 1o know.

Do my playmates love the Saviour
With obedient-heaits aud trac,

In thew speech and their behavioar,
Bearing witness that they do ?

Do they ? then we'll mcet in glory,
Should we ne'er mvet hiere azui.
Won t it bs a pleasnut story
We sha 1 tell each otlier then ?
‘Bonnie' Leath-bclls, no v I'll lexve you
And come back whén I huve twe.
Stay with me and *dinna’ grieve you

Lloowm, us in our nalive cline,




FAITH ILLUSTRATED

[rs POWER IN SUBDUING BESKTTING SIN:—
A farmer notices  the thistles on his neighbour's estate rapidly withering and dy-
e, leaving a purified toil, while on his own land they continue to grow and flonrish
witn unabated strergth.,  He asks his neighbour,*Wiy is it that your farm nas becomns
g0 clean while mine continues to be as much a hotbed of weeds as ever ?’ ‘Ab !, re
plies-nis friend, mine is a very siinple secret.  All wherein my plan differs from yours,
18 jnsi. that while I mow off the heads of my weeds as y m do, I take good care to give
a1 the stinnps a good sprinkiing with the salt of faith.  That kills them.  The more |
Jook to God and trust inchis power to k 11 them, the faster they die. Yon trast too much
in the lmmsiu means, I trust most in God's superaatural power.  There is the ditfer-
ence. Be sure to salt yoar stumps with faith.’

When Peter was released from prizon by the ang-l, it was oaly when he got up
and departed from the prison, that he really 1-ft his chains behind hiw. So it s only
when the Christian flees from the prison-house of unbelicf, that he really leaves te fet-
tars of his conquering sins behind him. It is verily the same angel-toneh of 1aith which
releases the sinner from the punishhment of the la v, that delivers him from the ‘etters of
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his sins.
QUR FAITH 18 GIVEN TO SUPPORT US, NOT TO BURDEN Us.— A man s'rug lingin
the water is rapidiy drowning; «o a bystander on the shore flings him a lite bhuoy.

The drowning person snatehes the life buov eagerly, but Lolding it np cut of thy wa-
ter, it does him no good.  ‘Alas, alas ! "he ceries,*l am dGrowninyg, this life buoy does not
cave me “You fool,’eries the bystander,‘why don't you usayour Iif s buoy 2° ‘Al 1.1
do nse it’ says hesee 1 hold it in my hand. but it does not h:lp me.  Ah! Lam drown
me, drowning !’ *Why man’eays Ins triend,'vou do not use it at all as it shoul | be nse t;
put it under yonr arms and you will find that it will sapport yon, S hetollows Lis
ben fuctor’s advier, 1e1ches theshore, an 1 is saved.  To depead on our grasp of Chyist,
is exhausiing: to depend o his bold of us, is relieving. Iuith is given not to burden,
but to support—not to exhaust, bat to strengthen.

S0 WITH FAITH'S PROMISES. A promise is armour,—put it on, and you ar : safe; or
a life hoat,—jnmp into it, an i yo1 witl float.,  Yoa do not protect the armour—it pro-
teets you; nor float the boat—it float: you.
AGAIN, FAITH'S PROMISES ARE STRENGTHENING FOOD, INTENDED TO BE EATEN AND INCOR-
FORATED INTO THE BODY —BUT SOME PKRSONS USE THEM SIMPLY AS A TALISMANIC CHARM.
A physician observing one of his n«ighbonrs in a very debilitated state of health, re-
warks one day on me<ting him,‘Friend yon don’t look wel!) He replies,‘Indeed T do

nat feel well, and I am growinz weaker every da ‘Ah ves, I know,'say:tae doctor,
‘and vou will never get s'ron cer till you get co.ne toniecs.  See here are mixtures, which
yon are to use according to written directions. They will thoronghly renovate your sys-
tem wnd drive ofi the bile which is cloguing it.”  So the two separate. Atter a fow days
the doctor again meets and hails his patione, ‘How t-day?’ *No better, doetor, no be'-
ter’. ‘Why that isstrange! Do vourn:emy mxinres 2° ‘I do nse them, doctor, [
gmell them and rub them on to my liver every dayv'.  ‘Bat do you swallow them 2° ‘O
Jear no ! Sivg that wonld be presumption’, Wby, von silly jackdaw, vou ne:lect the
verv use for which they were given von—they are to be swallowell 10 give toms and
str ngth to your system’. In tuis way, muny weak believers lianlle the promises.

I'h=y adhinire them with the mind, bu* do not appropriat+ them w.ith the hea t

I A ST IrER DELIVERER FROM DASPALR THAN Goon works,  Houd thie famoas boy
of Ha 1 v Hollad been like ma vy, whom we wizht »xp ¢t to b wis r,—in-t ad of
clappimy hishand ¢n that holein the «lnice through wh eh the water trickl-d, he would
Liay e run home to his father and his neighbouars, and tol { them to bnilid more windonlls
as fa-t as they e uld to pnmp the water wit's, or the conatry wo i ve o ded. Bat
no, that boy did a wiser thinyg: he pat his banlon the hole anl stoppead the tlo s,
Many smners build the windmill of ool worcs anl vamly strive in tueir own streagth,
to drain their hearts of the despair which is flooding th an, Better at onee to clap the
Bl of faith on the hole of guilt,  Tiis s qreh a; tie fres of S with the bloot
ELulvary.




O dear me ! how quickly
Time passes away,

How saaly and thickly,
Men die every day

A few times of mecting,

Of loving and bating,

A few yeurs of seraping

More dust in our keeping,”

And then the earth gapin
Ewmbosoms its prey.

Y

o
Y

O sinmers, what folly,
Then does it apy ear,
To set the heart wholly
On anything here.
This toiling and striving,
This ynnuing and driving,
This love of possessing
A mere eartlly blessing
Death all the while chasing
You krow not how near.

Death’s arrow
1
And falling

Your nighbours are

And laid in
Nomore vain

How oiten lamenting

O er moments misspent,
How often repenting,

You never repent.
Avd alwavs adni

timg,
The monents are flittiny,
Dut never improving
[hem better, while moving,
Yon, suli folly lovinz,

To ruin are bent.

How awful to trifle
God's moments in
How awtul to st fle
God’s Spirit within,

2Ll L

\No move this persisting,

No more this resisting,
The time is proceeding,
God’s Spirit is pleading,
And the Church is hidding
Yon turn and com

¢in

8 are flying
around,
dving,
the ground,
Iresolvigg.

Your ruin involving;

Bnt now, now
O seek for the
Of God threung

While it ms

Jesus 18 Wi“lll;_( How,
Jesnus is waiting nigh,
Life he would fain bestow,
Why, foolish sinne, di
Momuts ure flying
Chances are losing
This on+~ may be your last,
Ily to the Saviour, tly!

CSeek ye the Father's face,
Seek ye the Saviow’s love,
Seck ve the Sprri !

Jirace,

~

¢ K yethe Lite nuove
Notuing you need
Christis a Mighty
Giving you every thing,
Come and bis ¢

OOULLE

5 prove.

, Or never,

s faveur,

I the Savionr,
1y be fonnd

(‘ome with a sinner’s shame,
Come with a sinnei’s prayer,

it

00k to t

(Come w

1
i

1 a sinned’s elaim,
oss and dare,
Cowme with your bead in dust,
Come with a ¢hild-like trust,
Faithiul is God and just,

He will forgive and spare.

Now is the moment, now,
W Ly shiould you louge
Why are your steps
L & s Wittel
( | waele thwe “11_\\'““1.\, ll,
Lonud the gladne-s swell,
une wore e=caped from hell,
Une

)
low,

UL rs

come,
1

imore prodigal home.

e A ————————
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FALLH 1LLUSTRATED,
o

UNBELIEF MINDERS GROWTH IN GrACE. A farmer is sorely distressed with the pre-
valcnee of ague and sickness in his Lousehold.  He first procures a large stock of med-
icines, but his family yealize little benefit ivom ull the medicine they can take. He then
sets about dra‘ning all the stagnont and malavial pools of unbelief in and arouad the
¢tllar of Lislouse. Theu comes a cure.  Believer, try draining.

I'Arr’s STUMBLING BLOCKS. “What can I do for Diogenes ?” says Alexander the
Great, as he stood oM day in the door of the former, interrupting the sunlight. ‘You
can get ont of my sunshine,’ says the philosopher. Sometimes peace will not shine
into the rinner's heart, because some fancied goodness or exeellence in himseMd stands
between him and Christ, and will not allow the sunshine of redeeming love and pardon
to pour straight into the toul. ; :

Says Nauwan to his officer,‘I do not see what good washing with the waters of this

Joidan can do to my horible leprosy—aie not Abuna and Pharpar, rivers of Damas-
cus, far better than “the waters of this insignificant stecam ? 1 cannot see any propri-
cty or fitness in the philozophy of such a cure’. The pru lent offices at his elbow
turned away Lis attention from all philosophy, and advised him-to give the thing a
practical test. So Naaman was cypred. The tanction of faith is not to philosophiz s,
but to prove by actual trial.
I"AITH HAS SMALL BEGINNINGS. Some people expact it to spring up in their hearts as
a mushroom, rather than as a grain of mustard seed. The seed may be in the soil and
they do not eee it; it may even be in the blade and they do not perceive, it, because of
the abuhdant weeds and thorns which pervade their hearts. But by and by it will
make itself distinctly manifest over the head of everything else, and kill the weeds, &nd
bear the fruits ot grace and peace luxuriantly, so that hope ang joy, as birds, may lodge
comfortably on its branches, .

Faira 18 someTimMes AMissING, We have all seen our grandmother, in some absent
mindad moment, huatiug for her spec'acles, while at the same time they were on her
nose. Believers are not seldom just like her.  You meet them hunting for their faith,
while at the same time, they are looking throuzh the glasses of faith at Christ and him
erucified. Their senses have bscoma so inured to th: use and wont of faith, that they
have ceated to be able, at stapid moments, to distinguish the ditference between the pre-
sence of faith and its absenc,

Nor BY FEELING BUT BY FAITH ARE YE SAveD,  The Puilippian jailer wad saved;
and in his case, there were €0 many things thit he felt, and «o many things that he be-
lieved. In the first place, he felt very m sh feightened; in the second place, he felt in
a very wretched condition, He felt he was a very great sinner, and that he was in
great danger of being lost. He had plenty of feeling—it was killing him. It wasonly
when, at Paul's commanid, he bezan to believe, that hs really found life and peace.

It was his belief, not his feeling, tbat saved him. If a sinuer feels, it is time
to give up fe:ling and try what believing will do for hiwm.

IT IS FAITH THAT OPENS THE DOOR TO TRUE CHRISTIAN FEELING. A sinner new
er feels his eins till he believes the Divine testimony that condemns him. A sin-
ner never feels the joys of pexce and pardon, till he b lieves in Christ as ths Re-
deener that justifies him. Care not fpr feeling, only believe and trast; teeling
will take care of itself. If yor woulhave your heary et warm, go where the

sacrifice barns on the altar. You will never feel well till you believe well




LINES (N THFE cLosING OF 1883

Hear thie last sigh of December
3y the grave of Eighty Three.
Punuee, O brother, and rememb r
Oune more year ig gone {from thee.
g PR

Yes, one moment, pause and wonder !
At God’s merey to thy soul;

And the question axk and ponder,
Art thou nearer heav'n thy goal.

At his cradle smiles and greeting,
We exchanged twelve wonths a_o;

Now, whils lus last pulee is beating,
Drop one tear belore hs go.

Child of etexnity ! how kindly
Brought Lie mercies to our doer,

Mercier, we receiving blindly,
Were too seldom grateful for,

Now b goes, and g es forever
With his laughter aud his tears,

But his fadeless RECORD —never,
Till God’s sifting day appears.

Ah that Record ! deathless wholly,
Page tora from the hook of tine,
Will it tell of human folly
Or of lives we made sublime ?

Eighty Four is now belore us,
On its threshold 1+t us ruse

One united, gratetul chorus,
To the Mighty Donor's prai-e.

Hush unseemly shouts of laughter,
Lift its latch with words of prayer;
They wi'l clothe our souls hereafter
With new strength for work and care,

0 Eighty Four! what wilt thou bear us ?
Failure, trinmph, smiles, or tears ?

God knows all,—he will'prepare us
For whate’ex in thee appears.

Oh ! whatjwreckage wilt thou scatter,
Billow from etcrnal seas !

Buoyrant liopes and prospects shatter,
On earth’s shore-line witlr thy breeza,

But our heats shrink not before thee,
Let thy tcmpests rage or cease;
» €hrist cur ebip tla'l beur us o'er tlee,
We chall rcaeh our port in peace.

e —————




38
ANOTHER OVER THE DARK RIVER.

Through Death’s waters fervid and frothing,
And climbing the mountains sublime,
Just leaving his castaway clothing
To rot on the hillocks of time,
Alas ['Stephen Hogarth we'll never,
Maet more on this side of the river;
For now he has gone to be ever
A dweller in happicr clime.

He too, thongh he saw life diminish,
Had bands full of labour and schemes,
Which fainly he hoped he conld finish,
But death put an end to his dreams.
E’en thus, lifa is ever a hurry,
Men toil to the end in a flurry,
Till Aeath puts an end to the worry
Of life and its fevered extremes.

Yes, this thing, and that, and the other,

All press for attention and care,

Till men '« n forget in the bother,

That pilgrims should watch unto prayer;
When Lo ! in the midst of thiese matters,
They bear the near gush of the waters,
Ana now all the phantasy scatters—

They start on the brink to prepare.

But yet, Stephen Hogarth, though busy,
Had never forgotten his end;

Or felt that bis soul could be easy,
Or safe, without Christ as his triend.

And so, although never assuming

His day was so n-ar to its ‘gloaming’,

The cry, that tue Bridegroow was coming,
Showed some preparation attained.

Ah love ! how it clung to him blindly;
Could it but have lengthened his years,
It care, persevering and kindly,
Would now Lave averted our tears.
But no ! though man ever proposes,
To lengthen the span ere it closes,
The Lord ever wisely disposes
The finale of all.our careers.

Now rest, Stephen Hogarth ! thy labours
And journey bhave come to their end;
Much missed wilt thou be by thy neighbours
‘Much missed a8 & husband acd friend.
No more with life's sore undertaking,
Thy back will be burdened aud aching;
Sleep on till thy final awaking;
Thy dust shall arise at the end.

The plough, and the reaper, and harrow,
Now others must follow for thee;

And gather the sheaves from the farrow
And mow the green hay on the lea.

Life’s work will go on uuarewmitting,

Whilst thou, ofits progress unwitting,

Wilt dwell in those Mansions befitting
Life's rest of the higher degree.
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A PRAYER—WRITTEN IN THE TIME OF A VERY
TRYING DISPENSATION.

In our trouble, Lord, be near us,
We go mournful all the day;
Oh ! let not thy judgments fear us,
Shield ur, Lord, we humbly pray.
Bless to us this dispensation,
Let thy blows no more descend,
Grant us grace and consolation,
Keep us faithful to the end.

We are sorrow-worn and fainting,
Satan, sin, and fears,prevail;
Let thy tender heart, relenting,
Yield us succour, lest we fail.
We are feeble, poor, and dying, 8
‘We bave nothing sure but Thee, b
While our woes are multiplying,
Near us, O our Father, be.

And while storms and darknessygather,
Lightnings flame aud clouds amass,

In thy.bosom, Heavenly Father, )
Let us nestle till they pass.

And in every dispensation,
With which thou art pleased to’try,

Give ua grateful resignation,

And more meetness for the sky.

And when done with time*forever,
Earth and all terrestrial things,

Take us home, no more to sever,

To be with'thee, priests and kings.

CHEER UP, BROTHER!

Cheer up ! Cheer up !'Christian. brother,
Lat uot sinful fears prevail;

Thon hast one Friend, if no other,
That will never, never, faii.

Cheer up, brother ! cease thy weeping,
Though the billows rage and howl,

In thy barque their Lord is sleeping,
They shall never touch thy soul.

Cheer up, brother ! Christ isnear thee;
Trust, go forward, feur no ill.

Satan stirs up storms to fear thee,
Jesus loves and guards thee still.

Cheer up, brother ! storms surround thee,
But thou metst with storms before,
Safe, they left thee, asthey found thee,

' Safe, and nearsr Canaan's shore.

. Cheer up, brother ! supplication
Many hearts have made tor thee;

God will graut them consolation
Comfort, bless, and set thee tree.
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Hi\. PROSEL POEM OF A SORROWING HUSBAND AFTER THE DEATH OF HIS WIFE.

Though later love our waounds have healed, 776"

We would not haee their scars concealed.

r——

“Manct infalta mente repostum.”

O dear sweet ITome-on-thé Nawash ! how do®my thoughts_wander towards t'ie~.

Dear 10 me me thy well knewn banks and ‘hrass’,where the Pottowatami~ opens her
bocom to thé sun in the flowory glades or steals downrsoftly throngh the woodéd glen
tv the Nawash{ and the 10cky peuks streteh their necks to eatch on their hrows the first
glow of theriemg sun orreflect the last radiance of his - golden glory: as he draws the
cureaing of night over the wooded wilds of the wests  Ah dear spot,—need it be won-
derved at, that | love thee. Oxnethy sunny banks and leafy ‘braes’, a twin spirit wove
Ler web of life with mine; snd we sung life’s"melody together, ehe the treble and I the
bass, and O it was a sweet, rweet strain eleven long years. Yes, a marvellonsly sweat
fony; not fur ofl was it heard; f-w but onrsclves heard the s‘rain, but it made some
Learts dance,—my dove's, and mine, and the tenJer fledglings’ of the nest

Ah!lt me dream life's drenm aga n; 1 still see these scenes; I still hear the echoes
of that precions rong rolling softly around the *brae.”.” Yes soft and low bu* wonderful-
ly swect, I hear it all again, from thie dawn of onr nuptinl morn till the sun of her
yonng 1'€ gets and the shadows of death's night fall over her grave.

O dearly loved hbome! ‘twas on thy gentle slopes and smiling vales that I wooed and
wen my dove and spent eleven happy years of nnptial life .  Ah! in wooing days, well
I remember, I surg of my ‘lily of the vale’, T wore that lily proudly néar my hearty
but, it withere l,—nay, not withered—it bloomed fairer than ever, and was transplant-
«d from my rough keeping to sheltered skies anl the Savior’s breast. Anl now all
tLat was mortal of my darling, sleeps ingyon marbled and pillared city on ths tree-girt
Lill overlpoking the town. Sleep ony eleep on, my Dove ! No more the reream of
the steamerin the bay, or the loud thrib of the departing train will disturb the music
of thy dreams,— mar the melody of that liolier and more rapturous song within. the veil,
where thou standest, and with deft fingers evokest responsive strains from thy harp.

No more the gush of the passing river or the whirr of the busy mill will greet thy
ears.  Spring will again deck our sylvan bowe, row the sides of our wonted pathways
with flowers, and scent. the.hosky bowers with their ftagrance, but thon wilt not be
there to greet them or to inhals their odanrs. The birds will again build their nests
under onr eaves, and thesquirrels pidy amid the applé blossoms, and the humming bird
and the bee. drone and revel over the opening flowers, but thou wilt not be thare to
watch their gambols orto admire-their song. The warmeairs of Spring, fragrant with
the brcath of budding trees and opening blossoms, will again sigh through the tree-tops
or-play with the tendrils of dur vines, but no more will they brighten the bloom on toy
cheeke, or dally with the ringlets of auburn that encompassed thy brow.

But why should I continne my sad sone. I am notrealled on to mourn, bnt to -
rejoice. My Dove dwells in brighter skies, and is happy with the Lord whom she
scrvel o well on emth. To me God gave the companionsbip of her brief beautiful lif -,
to e the testimony of -her happy-Christian death: and now, hoth my wife and child
wor hip lim in the Holy of holies, and behold his glory. ‘‘Eye hath not seen, nor ear
lenrd, neit cer bave entered the heart of man, the things which God hath prepared for
e 1) at Jove him. ™

1 yive her up in trust ukul love

To kim that yave himself for me;
Her loss to me is qain abore,

Aund what’s above my gain will be.

- - o -
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GOOD OLD MR. DONALD.

Good old Mr. Donald—Few few, in the place
That greet not with pleasure his good honest face;
Full nine years is he over threescore and ten,
And yet, at his age, he’s a king among men,
His eye is not dim, and no art needeth he
To belp him to hear or to aid him to see;—
‘Of him in a sense, it may truly be stated,
** His eye ismot dim nor his forces abated.”

‘Good 81d Mr. Donald— the child in: the street,

Crows loud when it sees him aud 1uns to his feet,
“Nor flées from a kiss from his shaggy old Leard;

It knows he’s a friead, and it needs not be scared,
‘If neighbors are sick, he’s the first one to call;

Or households in want— ever faithtul through all—
¢Good old Mr. Donald is soon at the door,

E’er ready to help from his own little store,

»Good old Mr. Donald— when firet-he came here,
Few matched him in strecgth as.a brave pioneer,

‘His courage oft’ terted, in times that were tryiny,
In good for the living as well as the dying.

And now like the pine-tree that stands all-alone

Unseathed by the fires, its companions gone,

tHe lives as the last of a gone generation,
Well worthy indeed of our high veneration.

Good old Mr. Donald , has stories to tell
Romantic and strange, of the place where we dwell,
“When scoured wolves and bears through the forest at night,
“And women and childres drew homs in affright;
And settlers strove hard from the ground to procure
A living but scanty and olten unsure--
For chureh, millyor market, encount'ring a toil,
Of which we know nothing, the trouble and trial.

Good old Mr. Dinold now louz has rejoiced
[n work for the Chureh, he so earnestly prized.

‘Her