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_»Poetry.Q

GOD'S SONGS,

There's a cong' in the s 'gh of the summer air,
And a song when the night winds sweep}

__And n song in voices litt:d in prayer,

Thou 34 the toaes be ot those that weep.

There’s a cadence falls from the airy hally,
Where the starry tapers burn;

And soft and low on the heart it falls,
That would God's own music leara,

Aud the gushing rills from a thousand hills,
Sing merrily too, as they pour

In flush und in foam te their vcoan home,
1o be lost in its wi d upioar,

And when from the north the rains rush torth
To moisten the burning sod,
Those thunderings say, ** O what nre*hoy.

But the trampets aud druwms ot Go ',

Lout berad the heaviiy-freiguted ships,
Which sail through the upgor sea,
And richly. pour trom their awple store,

Thew LEeusuI By 20 tull and free '

And the deserts wild have toeir qui ¢ soungs,
Aud u dirge 'neath the ¢y press puil,

Aud the dewuarops sweet with fairy 1eet,
lo tinkling measures tull,

And the andiont hilis £ om their 8 1nloss deeps
And tLe oaks of the foiest strong, -

Aud tue Llue:oaswuves liom their coral caves,
all burst into happy soug.

Aud the giad God speaks in His voice of love,
He speaks to His chosen tow;
‘Aund He gives them **songs 1a tho night " to
sing,
With the cross aud the crown in view.

Ob mothers that weep by the wayside graves,
Whore your human treasures lie:

Thcy have nought to fear, tor nuw they hear
The angelic lullaby.

0a, way-worn piigrim, in toil und toars,
Does the ruggoed path seem | nyg?

Remember the gladness of endle s years;
Komemb .r the harp and sung.

The harp whose entiancing strings ne'er bre. ki
The song that can ne'er grow old ;
The melodious tide, like thy waters wide,

Oithe rongs of the Upper Fold,
d. H.D. STRATON,

Religious.
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THE ART OF WINNING
SOULS.

BY EMMA M. JOHNSON,

Let no one suppose, at the outset,
that it is going to be easy work. You
way indeed, be hopeful us to results;
you may even be sure of success di-
rectly or indirectly ; but the road to
success may prove anything but swooth,

There is, in the first place, no set
way of approaching people. There
are a thousand different avenues to as
wavy different hearts, These avenues
are crooked or straight, broad or nar-
row, windiog in and out with many a
strange, iotricate turn ; in & word, tiey
vary according to the character of the
iudividual, Just how to make the
first approach, is an all important step.
A little mavaeuvre muy accomplish the
whole thing, or it may be that sowme
study will be required.

The idea of putting directly and
abruptly, to all people alike, thg ques-
tiou of their sou?a snlvation, is neither
practicable nor wise. There are times
when oue may be in a peculiar mood,
bristling with ireitation, harassed with
care, divided between many interests
und anxieties. All these things com-
bined will, for a time, render them un-
it for calm reasoning, for responsible
action. And perhap- just one reason
why 80 many fall oﬂP 80 roon after pro-
fessed conversion is, that they have
been suddenly appealed to and exhort.
ed at unfortunate mowents, thus foro-
ing the question when the soil was not
yet ready to receive it. |

A siogle word, look, or touch, ac-
Companied by prayer, may lead to the
conversion of w soul, while in other
vases a whole system of strategy may

46 to bo employed. A tract.dis-
tributor - wus onée cautioned against a

& certain woman on ber district, who

"85 said to be unapproachable on the
subject of religion. The visitor's feet
Way have been somewhat hewvy, but
or heart beat freely as she ontéred
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senough, she encountered a hard, bitter
woman, who resolutely set hersell
agaiost all appeals. For some time
the case seemed hopeloss the subject
only replying in short words t) all con-

| vorsation. At last, as the traot dis- |
tributor in her %rowing despair, lifted

her heart to God, at the same moment |
she raised her eyes and saw, hanging
upon the wall a portrait of the woman's
dead brother. It was anything but a
work of art, but fortunately a pair of
good dark eyes were there to be com-
mented upon. - Very adroitly was the
thing managed, The dark eyes weore
praised, and then the cold, blue eyes
of the woman filled with tears. She
began to speak of her dead, and then
the visitor spoke of a like losa which
she had sustained. Then the wedge
was thrust in; gently and cautiously
religion was mentioned, as the only
thing upon which one eould rely in
time of all troutle.

The hardened woman admitted thi,
The ice was melted ; the waters began
to flow. 'The troubled sonl promised
to attend church; and did, for the
“ficst time in wany years, find her way
to the house of God.

Lny down no rules for your work ;
go froighted with the Holy Spirit, and
speak as you shall be moved, and be
sure of your own entire consecration,
and keep up oconstant supplies of grace.
No barren heart has anything to give
to another; it is only when its banks
overflow, that it will bless the land as
a fruitfol harvest.—Christian at Work.

e

RELIGION AND SCFENCE.

FRoM A SERMON PREACHED BY THE
REV. ARTHUR MURSELL, IN BEWICK
4 OTREET CHAPEL, NEWCASTLE-ON-
TYNE, BEFORE THE BAPTIST UNION,

“ From everlasting to everlasting Thou art
God " =Psulm . xc¢ 2

A RIGHT STARTING-TOINT NECESSARY.

An eccontric tale-writer once rtum-
blel on the strange conceit of a lame
demon, who could lift the city roofs ag
will, and show the scenes and the pur-
su ts of those who lived and died, who
to'led and played, who suffered and
rjoiced bencath, Strange ocontrdsts
ol condition and pursuit would such a
s limpse disclose! But there are two
scenes to which that demon's finger
might have pointed where the differ-
ence. -though .apparently - wmarked
enough might be more in seeming than
reality, e lifts up one root, and
shows a kneeling group with bended
kuee aud reveient head, aud from the
group there rises, like the sound of
one &trong voice, the erg “ I believe
in God the Father Almig*ty. mker of
heaven and eurth '; and then the voice
of earnest prayer, mingled perhaps with
strong crying and tears, They pra
for pardon of sin, they pray for all
kinds of gifis and blessings, they pray
for relatives and friends. And they
can do so because they believe in God
the Father Almighty. Anotter roof is
litted, which revufs a lonely student
at his books, poring hard iuto the night
over deep problems about life, and
noting them down into his parchments ;
while & third shows another in his la-
boratory, searching in glowing cruei.
bles, and readivg with wisttul eager.
ness the phenomena of chemistry,
Now, is there contrast or correspond
ence in the pursuits of these ? Both,
But if we could lift the heart-roof from
the student’s thoughts as well as the
thach from his retreat, we could tell
whether the ocorrcspoudence or the
contrast was most marked, It all de.
pends an whether their starting-point is
the same, If they both start from this :
“I believe in God the Father A‘
mighty, Maker of heaven aud earth!
who shall say that each is not.a_sup-
pliant, that all are praying, and that
the laborato) y is as much an oratory as
is the temple ? But if the student and
the chemist, having laid the Bible on
the dustiest shelf, start from this : ** [
believe nothing till I have found it out,”
theo there is no contrast wider in the
entire panorama of maokind, The

search in the one case is for the

T e n —— s e Gl o - o

dead cold * 11 18"} in the other, for
the liviog and eternal **1 Am"” One
gropes in the dark wnder the shadow
of his own materialistn—the other sits
at the living feet of a living Father,
petitioning Him by each experiment,

and  waiting to be taught of Him

through every page. !
Does it not seem to resolve itself
into an axiom which the meanest intel.
ligence may grasp, that there are cor-
tain germ-truths which a finite mind |
must accept upon some authority or
other before it can reason at all?
Theire must be some basis for induc-
tion, some momentum to set the human
thought in motion. And this germ-
truth surely must.be an intelligent and
wise First éauao. behind all the pheno-
mena, the laws, and the life which we
experience and behold. To deny this
seems, instoad of claiming freedom for
the mind, to bring thought to a stand.
still altogether, and to shut out all hope
of the shining of a true light, because
it shuts out God from His own created
world. Our scientific teachers are in-
enious in evading the term atheist.
hey tell us that it that stage of scien
tifio inquiry at which they huve arrived
should seem to point in an atheistic di-
rection they caunot help it ; that they
or their successors may reasou their
way ioto a clearér®light anon, and that
meanwhile the gospel they have to de-
olare unto the world is that matter is
life and life is matter. Lct us be as
evasive as they. We don't say it is not
8o. But while we are waiting for the
next revelation from the schools we
mean to keep hold of our Father's hand
and trust if we cannot trace. The
scientifio declare, ** We don't say there
is no God, but we have not weighed
and analysed Him yet, s0 we have
nothing to do with Himy and bave no
name.to give or homage to present to
Him." We say, ** We don't say that
matter is vot life, but we do say that
God is the life of matter, and the
author of law, and the source and
manager of all phenomena, and light
alike of science and religivn, and we
_believe in Him, * whom having not
seeu we love, in whom, though now we
see Him not, yet, believing, we rejoice,

with joy unspeakable and full of

glory.'” :

THE WEAKNESS OF PHILOSOPHY AND
THE HOPE OF THE GOSPEL.

It is after all but the flourish of a
rhetorical charity to say that the man
who works and studies to iuvestigate
phenomena is a worshipper in Nature's
temple, just as truly as we are wor-
shippers in the temples of the creeds.
tle may, or he may not be. If he
accepts God as his starting-point and
invites him us his teacher and compan-
ion, then he is devoutly studying, and
his study is a sacred worshlp. But if
he leave God out or pass God by, he is
& presumptuous atheist. He may say
be is a truth-seeker, but he begins his
quest with a lie. The wman of faith
has the start of him. Oane is seeking
truth, the other is waiting on the truth.
One is a pedant vainly cudgelling his
brain for light, the other is a child
sitting at his Father’s knee. One is a
would-be wise orphan, the other is a
trusting son. Truth is not God, but
ouly the emanation of God. To kyow
trutl you must postulate God and then
ask God to show it you, not try to find
it out for yourself. It is certain thut [
have a father—there is no need for
documents and certificates to verify it
—I am myself the living proof. DBut
enough. We have not meant tosay a
wo d in disparagement of human in-
quiry, aod might have said much in
culogy of the splendid history, the
heroic intrepidy, and the opulent re-
sults . of the work of scientific men,
We gather up the largesses they have
given us and are grateful. And it is
because we are solicitous that they
may win wider and yet nobler spoils
that we would fain offer them the
lamps of faith and of religion to aid
them in their search. It did not baulk
the genius of Newton to confess a God;
it did not narrow the wind or cramp
the borizon of Faraday that he belicved

aud meod. ‘The lust .sentence of
Faraday's address to his students as he

Halifax, Nova Scotia, Wednesday, November 25; 1874.
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olosed a course of leotures was to
warn them to look higher than the
laws they studied—to the Lawgiver
who enacted them. But there is a

bitter contrast in the final line of the

address which has so lately sounded

from the learned chair at. the parlia.

mont of science. A wail of sadness
seems to vibrate from it, for it pro-
olaims no finulity, no rest from this
bloodshot search for truth by the seek-
ers who will not carry with them the
candle of Revelation and of Faith.
Haviog landed himself in a mist, the
learned teacher leaves his hearers in
the fog to which” he leads them, con-
fessing that he must q-it a theme too
great for him to hand'e, “ but which
will be handled by the loftiest minds
ages after you and I, like streaks of
morning cloud, shall bave melted iuto
the infinite azure of the past!” Such
is the best horoscope which godless
soience can ocast for you, for me, and
for itself. To “ melt iato the infinite
azure of the past!” This is not, thank
God! the hope set before us in the
Gospel. We look towards the infinite
azure of the future, and in its light we
see n _new heaven and a new earth,
wherein dwelleth righteousness, and,
environed amidst that righteousness,
we see our ignorant and sinful selves
noeding no candle of illumioation bat
the glory of the Lord, and with the
robes that were defiled made white in
the blood of the Lamb. While the
seer of materialism descries his suc-
cessors stiil toiling in the same dark-
ness, and panting across the same
illusory mirage, waving the incense be-
fore a diety who still mocks the homage
and disdains the censor,the prophet of
our faith beholds the children of the
regeveration flinging their crowns
before the living God, and servin

Him who hath loved them day an

night in His temple. Which will you
choose, the truth that makes you free,
or the slavery of a drudge wlio is ever
learning but never winning knowledge !
Which, thiok you, is the brighter pros-
pect, that of the army of the faithful
holding fast the form of sound words
amidst the gibes of witlings and the
scorn of seribes, or of a succession of
bewildered Pilates, erying * What is the
truth ?” and quibbling with a Christ
they meant to cracify, instead of em-
bracing an Immanuel they mean to
love? What need to cry, “ What is
trath ! while the light.of the world
i8 bluzing, and solving every problem
as he bringslite and immortality to i ht!
Sad that he should shine before sealed
and purblind eyes which caanot see
His sgeen ! Brethren, we despise not
learning. We would retard no pilgrim

fastnesses of discovery. We have
nothing but a shrill * Excelsior ! to
shout after the climber who would dare
Olympus. But we would say, ** Search
the world as Gop's world—and the
God who made it shall reveal its mys-
teries.” And we ask you, by the dust
which lies upon your sainted fathers’
graves, by the blackened stakes which
mark the martyr-path behind you,and by
the cross which isat once the beacon and
the bourue of Christian chivalry—shall
your children’s children be graduated
through universities into this Cimmer-
ia of learned {gloom, to inherit a be.
quest of splendid slavery from avc:s-
tors wko, melted into **the infinite
azure of the past,” declaring, but with
polite periphrasis, that there is no
God ?——or will you, faithful to the tra-
ditions in which religion is baptized,
teach them to fling the arms of faith
round Jesus avd His Cross,  and
through the open portal of the open
hoart to break at once to liberty and
light, until the Trath hath set them
free? Oh, first let the heart rest in an
noco:i»te“d revelation, and then lit the
mind strain and speculats if it will with
the solid standpoint of a living God
bebind it; but do not begin from the
ohaos which is dead, and which man
can never quicken, instead of the livin

voice which ocast it into order when He
cried, * Let there be light.” The iu-
quirer, who begins at matter, twines
his useless skein uround the white riba

of a corpde ; while the starter from the

and detain no adventurer through the
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faith which trusts in God winds his
throbbing fibres round the beating
heart of central life. One is the dull
silkworm, spinning its poor cocoon out
of itself around its own cold body,
and drying up and dying in the midst
of its own brittle work ; the other is a
nascent fledgling waiting for the wings
to grow out of the love which shelters
it within the nest, and preening the
plumage of its immortal flight through
the clo<eness of its heart to the Eternal.
[ catch a truer and a holier strain from
the Parnassus of the poet than I do
from the chair of the philosopher. _
While here the wisest suge must live

By faith, and not by sight ;-
For duty only, heaven will give

Enough for guiding light.

But when at length from life’s dark road
We climb heaven’s height sercne,

All light upon the hill of God
In God's light shall be seen.

All kingdoms of the truth shall there
To tearless eyes he shown ;

And dwelling in that purer air,
We'll know e’en as we're known.

In that serene expectancy I wait
and trust. And meanwhile [ will not
have the man who mocks my prayers
and spurns my faith to be my teacher ;
but I will swear my troth to Him who
calls me to His bleeding side, and
shows to me His pierced hands: who
offers me His busom for my pillow,
His smile for my light, His strength
for my defence; and who, as He lays
His yoke upon my shoulder, gives rest
unto my soul. "The true philosopher
will hold a language more like that
which false philosophy despises—* I
have wearied througﬁ the schools, and
they have struck more props from une.
deroeath me than they have given
me hopes to hold by; they have
quenched more lights than they have
kindled. I bave heard the so-called new
philosophy, but it is but the echo of the
old lie. And now I come back to the
seashore at Galilee, and the cornfields
in the valley of the Kedron. I ask to
rest under the jasmined thatch at
Betbany, beside the sisterhood, and
hear the Master speak again, for
‘never man spake like this man.'
Yes, Jesus! 1 come to Thee.
wilt not spurn me. Thy feet shall be
my study ; Thy cross shall be my token
forever! I will live' by this ; will die
by this; and trust my sin-stained soul
to this alone, * Sentiment ! Kmotion !’
sneer the schoolmen—yet I love Thee
still'  * XYool and tavatic !’ shouts the
wisdom of the world—but still I stand
beside the cross, and say the vursery
creed, as the creed also of my death
bed at the end, * [ believe in God the
Father Almighty, Maker of heaven and
earth, and in Jesus Christ. His oaly
Son—MY Logrp'"
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“I MUST HAVE 4 RELIGIOUS
NEWSPAPER.

So says a subscriber to one of our
contemporaries. And he gives the
following reasons :

1. Because such a paper, rightly
conducted, is a public institation of
great value, exerting » happy influence
upon all the varied important interests
of society, and I am bound to do my
part in sustaining such an institution.

2. Because my own religious growth

such a paper.. My religion waxes or
wanes io life and power in proportion
to clear or dim views I huve of the
great things of the kingdum of God.
Next to my Bible, my paper increases
the clearuess aud extent of my spirit-
unl vision, giving light and expelling
darkness by is never-ceasing supply of
facts aud appeals, which are suashine
and shower to the spiritual verdure of
wy soul,

3. Because T want a good comwmentary
on the Bible. My religious paper
furpishes it, often by direot expositions,
by items of religions biography,
utrikinglry illustrative of Bible truth, by
constantly recurring events of divine
Providence equally illustrative, by
narratives of  revivals, conversions,
progreas of missions at homo and

abroad, all showing tlie power of the

Ntv
© i et ———r o e -

P Ll e ol e e

Tbou »

as a Christian is materially promoted by .

T T R S R S g e T - -
e ————————— D ORI p S ot
. eI ———————— . “ *
s, . o e . A v -
e S R i " -

e e

il e
o v e
5 i e i

s oy emme gt
- - = T >

3 N,.ig-_'i‘_-:‘ g

—— " S
+ svareen e s

,,
27 =
T —y
g 48 b

e A R A
o
i

st

woip et

4
T '._ L

st

e
i

-

i g e B o
A g AT T TR S
-

S o o S A S
O P e,
MR P . 2 s
- B o 98

B
o

s oy 2 el o R ¢ e
S " : s
IR e Pl Growy i I Bl
b - - = o e - >

-

o
.

s ot

|

¥

k
e ey
N - 4l
o 2D e e
* » -

s i
ol - o

<)
S o e . SO G
. - 5 -

: b A A S - o
TN T e o i 7o 5 .
g LI - e
- e R
v S pe &
o - o v

" _(,..,:. ;_,_4.‘..,;‘« e S




