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The Family.

“ Fellow-citizens ot the saints and of the house-
hold 'Of Mo—xno ﬂt l’o

There is a wondrous family,
That’s scattered far and near,
All travelling to eternity,

But never gathered here,
There’s many a loving brother,
And sisters dear, we know,
Who shall never see ‘each other,

Nor ever meet below.

They have all one mighty Father,
Who is forever near, '

But they only feel his presence,
And never se¢ Him here,

They have all an Elder Brother,
Who saved them every one,

But they shall not see his beauty
Until their journey’s done.

They have all one home, far distant,
On whieh their hopes are set ;
But they do not know its glories,
Nor even dream thém yet.
When within its blessed portals
This scattered household meet,
How great will be the jubilee,
The tellowship how sweet !

- Then, if homewdrds I am hasting,

I need not shed a tear,

Though 1 meet few kindly faces
Or friendly greetings here,

All more dear will be the welcome,
When entrance there I gain;

All the sweeter to be sharing
Love’s pure and perfect reign.

E.T.
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The Melancholy Days.
By Marianng Farmingminm.

“ The melancholy days are come, the saddest of
the year."”

8o many things conspire to make the au-
tumn & sad time. It'is so different trom the
joy snd gladvess of spring. The fading away
of the beautiful pleasures of God’s ‘earth is
enough to fill us with regret. Death is full
of sadness at all times. What beauty can
there be in decay ? (Can it be other thsn a
paioful sight, tho dying leaves dropping si-
lently on the soddened ground, fioding their
daok graves, and lying neglected and trodden
upon? Are we expected to rejoice and be
glad when the beauty of the summer bhas de-
parted, and we pass filently down into' the
dark valley of the winter? When the flowers
are goneand the birds have hushed their son
snd the sun does rot show his bright face,
and natare is coveloped in a thick fog, can
we be merry then?

Nay, but we may be thonghtful, we may
set ourselves diligently to learn the lessons
which the autumn teaches, we may listen to
the warning, subduing voices of the depart.
iog summer, snd gaibh wisdom thereby.—
What do they say to us, these sighing winds
aod dropping leaves, and creeping fogs 71—
What meu;ge does our Father send us by
their

Full of pathos is that dirge of the unha
Pys *“The harvest is past the summer is ended
and we are wot saved.” That is a more
wournful song than the saddest winds can
sing, and its meaning is such as to raise lam.
entations deeper and louder than those which
respond fo the dying voices of the year, It
this is the strain we have to repeat, thep, in.
deed may the sutamn be full of sorrow to
us. Before the fresh young leaves again
clothe the trees, we may be out of the reach
of salvation, snd ““Too late! too lute! ye
canoot enter now I” ‘may be spoken to us
through the closed gates of the eternal oity.

Not yet, however, is our summer of ho
sod of o
ot yet too late’} we may return, and the
King will reveive us ; we may repent, and the
Fatber will forgive us.

Lt is also & sad time in the double sense of
the phrase, when even alt we have
pamed the name of the Lord, we have to ook
back upon & wasted sammer. 8o many bright

days, when every hour brought a love-token
from our Father, and not a word spoken for
Him duriog the whole of them! So much
health, and and pleasure, and all of
it used selfishly, and without a thought of his
glory. 8o many unsaved around us, and we
have gone carelessly along our gladrome way
sod have oot hasted to the rescue. Ah, friends
how many of us have painful reflections such
as these gor our compaunions during the dark
fdays! . But because the summer season has
been neglected, surely we need not give oar-
selves up to mournfulness that our opportuni-
ties are lost forever. There is yet time to
live for something higher and better than self;
there is yet opportunity for speaking earnest
words, and importanate prayer. If we have
been neglectful hitherto, it ig only the more
reason for our being more diligent and watch-
tul in the days which are coming.

What shall we do with the winter ? Let
us make it a very earnest time—a time in
which to spend and be spent in the Master's
service, & time in which we shall do some lit-
tle good, that he may have much glory. The
winter is ooly a dark solitary time to the
selfish, and indolent, and wn-Christian. It
bas no dull days to these who are themselves
bright and shining lights ; and it is possible
though the leaves on the ground are covered
with snow, and the skies are shadowed with
thick clouds, to bave hearts that are warm and
suovy, and full of joy.

Let us make every day so busy that it has
0o room for melaccholy, Let us fill it with
earnest thought, and encouraging words, and
ooble deeds. There will be plenty around us

needing to be helped, and blessed, and cared
| for. fhm

is sure to be too much of suffering
duriog the coming months ; privation, and
pain, and grief, are the accompaniemsuts of
the winter. But we may slleviate all this,
though we cannot remove it. And is it not
blessed, almost Christ-like, to bring joy into
sorrowful homes, aod cause some n% beart to
sing aloud for mercy,

We would bave our dear young friends,
who bave health, and means, and leicure, todo
some of the angel's work this winter; to go
where the sic: and dying lie, to bind up the
broken spirits, to make the sad little ohildren
with old, pinched faces, feel that after all the
the world is bappy, and chilehood is gay ; to
win the aged beck from the sad retrospeoct of a
loog and wasted life to a present look at the
Saviour of sinper, and an anticipation of a
new and s far, far better life: - Oh! this is
the work which steals the melancholy days
out of the winter altogether, and makes the
autumo a calmly happy time,

It to any of us comes the foreboding that
our year of life has nearly expired, and we
shriok from the snows of the winter, we have
yet one thing to eomfort us—* In the Lord
Jehovah is everlasting strength.” What have
we to fear even though we go down into the
dark valley of the shadow of death. [f He
be with us, all shall be well, and the storms
will be hushed, the winter pass away, and we

shall live for evermore in the perpetual sun.
shie of his smile,

Professor Lupge at home,

~The following grapbic sketeh of this learned
commentalor is from the correspondence of one

of our N. York exchanges. Lange's Commen-

p-|tory is pot yet gemerally known, exoept

amongst scholars. His style and mede of
thought is likely to exert great inflacace over
the'leading minds of Germany, Great Britai,
and the United States : y

I stopped twelve hours at Bonn, visiting

the university (whose bui
ey R e lgey o

of - interest,  Prof, i
lives in & plain, modest dwell.

ing in th : the oity, i
pportunity altogether gone. Itl: . ot o0 Bl i,

within unpleasant beariog of the railway
whistle, but uhhumdﬁo‘r.lnu-
ture, and knows how to push nythmoﬁ
the great theological crowd in Germany, he
doum.:b rci-ky Ootb:u?‘hol )
| . Be enjoys the good fortune
to have a who kuows where every
book in his library belongs, who is the omly

J
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and papers, and knows enough of her father’s

one permitted to touch the theologian’s books

business and plavs to aid him by her
taste, i ‘and most reliable “fidelity. I
saw in the university the lecture:room where
Laoge reads. The desks and seats sre ink-
ervered and mutilated to-a degree worthy the
most successtul devotees of the art of whit.
tling. Let any one who would forts an idea
of the contentment of the really learned men
of Germany, walk into the theological leca
tare-room of the University of Bonn, and see
for himself that the greatest commentator reads
bis lectures to an eager auditory from a di-
minative desk no larger than the frail stand
which supports a chorister’s note-book, and
sits meanwhile on a varrow, unpainted, thres.-
legged stool, which is so ancomfortably guaged
a8 t0 make its occupant ueicher sit nor srand
but do “balf of both. ‘How Lange, or any
other man but an acrobat, can keep his equi-
poise on such a nondeseript stoo!, sod read
from such an aspen leaf desk, is more than [
can easily imagine. Bat of their doing it the
the well-used and antiquated appearance
of both is ample proot.
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Trusting Man and Christ.

It was & time of spiritnal awakening in a
smail manufaptariog town. The foreman in &
departmentof one of the factories became
soxious about hissoul. He was directed to
Christ as the sioner’s only retuge by many, and
by bis owd master among the rest; but it
seemed to fbe withoat result. At last his
master thought of reaching his mind and
bringing :E‘to see the sincerity of God in
the gospel, by writing a note asking him to
come and, 8ee him at six o’clock, after he lefs
* the work.”

He csme promptly with the letter in his
band. When ushered into his room; his mas-

waster-idi¥ired, “ Do you wish to-see me|
| James 7” "/

James was gonfounded, and %oldjng up the
note requesting bim to come, said :

“The letter! The letter !

“0,” »aid his master, * I see you believed
that I wanted to see you, and when I sent you
the message you came at once.”

“Sarely, sir ! surely, sir I replied James.

“ Well, see, here is another letter sending

for you by One equally in esrnest,” said his|

master, holding up a slip of paper with some
texts of Seripture written on it.

James took the paper and began to read
slowly —¢ Cm—unto—Me-ag——ye—tlm
labor,” &e, His lips quivered ; his eyes fil-
led with tears; and, like to choke with emo-
tion, be thrust bis haod into his jacket pocket
grasping his large, r{cd bandkerchief, with
which be covered his face, and there he stood
for & few moments, not knowing what to do.
At length he inquired :

*“ Am I just 10 belioye that in the same way |

I believed your letter 7°

“ Just in the same way,” rejoined the mas-
ter, * If .we receive the witness of men the
witness of Ged isgréater "’ This expedient
is owned of God in setting James at liberty.
He was s happy believer that very night, and
bas continued to go on his way rejoicing in
God bis SBaviour, to poiot others to Calvary,
sod walk io the narrow way.

Reader, if snxioueo;taom yoml-1 salvation be
persuaded to believe wheo He speaks to
you in His Word, in the same way you would
eredit the word of an honorable man, and you
will obtain peace throagh the presious ;blood
of Cbrist. * He cannot deny Himself."

The line between Crime and Mis-
fertumne.

A careful weighing of facts may resalt in
defining with clearness the law of judgment on
cases of alleged insanity in oriminals, In
view of the frequent abuse of the plea of ir-
respousibility this is devoutly to be wished,—
An Eoglish lawyer who recently visited the
Fisherton Conviet Lunatic Asylum (near Sal-

observation

— i

But do these murderers, when they recover
their senses, repent of the crimes they had
committed ? :

Never. It is a singular fact, and in my
opiniop, a very beautiful ove, in whiclnature
seems to draw a line between crime and mis.
fortane. 1 mever met with a cese in which a
genuine repentance was visiblein a
who had, when in a fit of insanity, killed ano-
ther. You remember, perhaps, the case of
Celestina Sommers, who murdered her daugh.
ter in & most cruel manner. She died here a
tew months afterward, quite mad. She ap-
peared natarally a very mild woman, and evi-
dently genuinely ' sorry if she ¢ffended any
ove ; but sh: never appeared to show the
slightest sorrow tor the murder of her daughter,
A more siogular case stil! is the man you see
working with the gardener. [n a fit of raving
insapity he murdecred a womsn. There was
o doubting his case, and ths jury om that
ground unhesitatingly acquitted bim. He
continued insane rome, for some months af-
terward, and then  recovered his senses as
quickly as he had lost them. ~When informed
of the crime he had committed, he appeared
greatly surprised. He is very religious, and
attempted to repent, but was not able to suc-
coed. He still wishes he may have the power
aod does all he can to obtain repentance by
reasoning on the subject, but without avail.

—W.4§ R.

Scripture well applied.

It is stated that Bishop Doame, of New
Jersey, is opposed to total abstinenee. On
one occasion Rev. Mr. Perkins, of the same
denomination, and a member of the “Sons of
Tewperance,” dined with the Bishop, who,
pouring out a glass of winé, desired the rev.-
::od geatlemaa to drink with him, whereupon

replied :

“ Can't do it, Bishop;  Wine is & mock-
er !9 "

* Take » glass of brandy, then,” ssid the
dil'ingui«l\odg ecclesiastic,

g Ol’l'l’t do it, Bishop ; ¢Strong drink is

By this time the Bishop, becoming restive
and excited, gaid to Mr. Mr. Perkins :

“ You’ll pass the decanter to that gentle.
man next to yon.”’

“ No, Bishop, I can’t do that ; « Woe unto
:A.im that putteth the bottle to his neighbor’s
l”.’ ”

Gen. Fisk and the Theatre,

A lady friend of Gen. and Mrs. Fisk cal-
led on them the other evening at their rooms
in the St. Nicholas hotel, .‘:;’S requested them
to go with ber to the theatre and hear Mr.
Booth in Romeo and Juliet.

* I cannot go,” said the general, * 1 have
a0 eagagement.” L

“Ab, but you can get released from 'y
engagement,” she insisted. * Whas isit, ¥ I
may be so impertinent 7”

“ It is the evening for my prayer meet-
ing,” be replied, « and I make it a point al-
ways to be present when ible.” N

¢ lady seised his hand, sod tears filled

her eyes as she exclaimed, “ General, you -

have preached me the best ser bave had
for many a month. I too.u:‘ ‘Wember of
the chureh, and ought to as be punetual and
faitbful in my daties as you are, but [ am
not,” :

“ But do you really thiok it is Wrong to
sttend the theatre 7” she added after a slight

% would probably do me no harm,” he
replied, * Bat suppose I was to go for this
reason, mindful of my own pleasure or of its.
inflacnce upon myself. take my seat..
Yonder is a young wan who hss boen enticed
to the place, not without some mi ivings of
¢onsecicnce ; boeuuhisqeup.u:xuyl to
himself with much satislaction, * Ab, there is
Gen. Fisk, Heisa Christian man, I
heard bim give . a0 ad the other sabbath ;
surely I must be'sll right in Christian com-
pany,” No,” said the noble’ wan,
“ 1 caonot lend my m:tm:.;hk which is
corrupti outh of our and debas-
ing loo'i‘:i‘y."-fv. Y. Christian Advocate
Never fear man if God is oo your side,

“ Humility cannot bear her own shadow.”
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