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-« NO NIGHT THERE,"

BY MARIR MERIMER,

Here darkness followeth day time,
Oft gloom fills all the mir;
Above the glory shineth,
And there is 0o night there: -

Here, loneliness and shadows
Come, ere we are aware

Above, no shadow falleth,
And there is no night there,

Here partings are,and m.  ‘niogs
Ot fill the troubled air ;
Above are joy and gladuess,
And there is no night there.

Here, often, tears of sorrow,

And hearts that weep in prayer;
Above all sorrow ceaseth,

And there is no night there.

. e
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NO TIME TO PRAY.

No time to pray ! -
Oh, who 8o fraught with earthly care
As not to give to humble prayer

Some part of day?

No time to pray !
W hat heart so clean, so pure within,
That needeth not some check from sin—
Needs not to pray ?

No time to pray !
'Mid each day’s danger, what retreat
More needfu) than the mercy-seat ?
Who need not pray?

" No time to pray !
Must care or business’ urgent call
So press us as to take it all?
Each passing day ?

No timo to pray !
Then sure your record falleth short ;
Excuse wil{ fail you as resort,

Oun that last day,

What thought more drear,
Than that our God His face should bide
And say, through all lile's swelliog tide,
No time to hear!

Cease not to pray ;
On Jesus as your all rely,
Would you live happy—happy die ?
Take time to pray,

— e
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~ Religians.

SO MANY CALLS.

A BKETCH,

It was & brisk clear evening in the
after part of December, when Mr. A
., returned from his counting-house
to the comfort of a bright coal fire, and
warm arm-chair, in his parlour at home.
He changed his heavy boots for slippers,
drew around him the folds of his even-
ing gown, and then lounging back in
the chair, looked up to the ceiling and
about with an air of satisfaction, Still
there was a cloud on his brow,~—what
conld be the matter with Mr, A 4
To tell the truth, he had that afiernoon
received in his counting-room the agent
of one of the priocipal religious chari-
ties of the day,—and had been warmly
urged to double his last year's subscrip-
tion ; snd the urging had been pressed
by statements sud arguments to which
be did not know well how to reply—*
People think, soliloquized he to him
self, ‘that I am made of money, I
believe ; this is the fourth object this
year for which I bave been requested
to double my subscription and this year
has been one of heavy family expeuses,
—building and fitting up this house,~—
carpets,—curtains,—uo end to the mew
things to be bought,—1 really do not
see how I am to give a cent more io
charity,—then there are the bill for the
girls aud boys,—they must have twice
as much now as before we came into this
house, —wounder if I did rightin build-
ing it " And Mr, A——glanced un-
easily up aud down the ceiling, and
around on the costly furniture, and
looked into the fire in silence,~—he was
tired, hurassed, and drowsy, his head
began to swim aud his eyes closed,—
he was asleep. In his sleep he
thought ke heard a tap at the door;
be opened it, and there stood a plain,

poor-looking man, who in a voice sin-
marly low and sweet, asked for a few
moments conversation with him. Mr.
A~——asked him into the parlour, and
dréw him a chair near the fire. The
stranger looked attentively around, and
then turning to Mr. A——presented
him with a paper. ‘It is your last
gnﬁption to missions,’ said he, ‘you

dow all the waunts of that cause that
n be told you ; [ called to see if you

| had suy thing more to add to it.’

‘This was said in the same Jow and
and quiet voice as before, but tor some
reason unaccountable to himself, Mr.
A—+—was more embarrassed by the
plain, poor, unpretendiog man, than he
had ever been in the présence of any
one before, IHe was for some moments
silent before he could reply at all, and
then in a hurried and embarrassed
maunner he began the same excuses
which-appeared so satisfactory to him
the afternoon before. The hardness
of the times,—the difficulty of collect-
ing money, family expenses, &e.

The stranger quietly surveyed the
spacious spartment with its many ele-
gancies and luxuries, and without any
comment took from the merchant the

‘| paper he had given, but immediately

presented him with anpther.

This is your subscription to the
Traet Society, have you any thing to
add to it—you know how much it has
been doing, and how much more it now
desires to do. if christains would fur-
nish means,—do you not feel ecalled
upon to add something to. it.’

- Mr. A
this appeal, but there was some-
thieg in the still, mild manner of the
stranger that restrained him; but he
answered that although he regretted it

v L;g asmomenndae aen -

ensutding
such that he could not this year add to
ANY of bis charities. »

The stranger received back the paper
without any reply,but immediately pre-
sented in its place the subsecription to
the Bible Soociety, and in a few clear
and forcible words, reminded him of
its well.-known claims, and again ve-
quested him to add something to bis
donations. Mr. A~ became impa-
tient.

« Have I not said,’ he replied, ¢ that
[ can do NorHING more for auy charity
than I did last year ? There seems to
be no end to the calls upon us in these
days. At first there were only three
or four objects presented, and the sums
required were moderate,—now the
objects increase every day,—all call
upon us for money, and all, after we
give once, want us to double and treble
and quadruple our subscriptions : there
is no end to the thing,—we may as
well stop in one place as another.’

The stranger received back the paper,
rose, and fixed his eye on his com-
panion, said in & voice that thrilled his
soul ;—

¢ One year ago to-night, you thought
that your daughter lay dying,—you
could not sleep for agony,~—upon whom
did you call all that night ?

The merchunt started and looked up,
—there seemed a change to have passed
over the whole form of his visitor,
whose eye was fixed on him with a
calm, intense, penetrating expression,
that awed and subdued him-he drew
baek, covered his face, and made no
reply.

‘ 'ive years ago,’ when you lay at
the brivk of the grave, and thought
that if you died thep you should leave
a family of belpless children entirely
unprovided for, do you remember bow
you prayed,—who saved you then ¥’

The stranger paused for an answer,
but there was & dead silence. The
merchant only bent forward as one
entirely overcome snd rested his head
on the seat before him,

The stranger drew yet nearer, and
said in a still lowgr and more impressive
tone, * Do you remember, fifteen years

since, that time when you felt yourself

so lost, so helpless, when. yeu spent
days and pights in prayer, when you
thought you would give the whole
worls for one hour’s assurance that your
sins were forgiven you,—~who listened
to you then

It was my God and Saviour !' said

‘He then went on to .
was very uneasy under

R — o ———— —————
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the merchant with a sadden burst of | ¢

remorseful feeling, ‘ Oh yes it was.’

‘ And has HE ever complained of
being called on too often,” inquired the
stranger, in a voice of reproachful
sweetness ; ¢ say,’ he added ‘are you
willing to begin this n and ask
no more of Him, if He from this night
will ask no more of you '

* Oh, never, never, never !’ said the
merchant, throwing himself at his feet
but as he spoke these words the figure
seemed to vanish, and hd awoke with
his whole soul stirred within him.

¢ O God and Saviour! What have I
been saying? What have I been
doing ' he exclaimed. ‘Take all,—
take everything,—what is all I have to
what thou hast done for me '—[New
York Evangelist. '

-0 W

SPURGEONS EARLY LABORS.

Amongst the many auxiliary forces
at work in connection with the Metro-
politan TabernacleChutﬁi&:ﬁa‘ﬂmicﬁf
ing Evangelistic Asso¢iation:— This
society has just held ity annunal meet-
ing, when Mr. Spurgeon presided, aod
gave a short opening address on the
subject of * Kvangelisation.” He be-
gan by remarking thatthere have been
hundreds of persons converted in the
streets, who, if it had mot been for
street-preacking, hummnly speaking,
would never have knawn the Saviour,

and instanced the cass of a German |

Jew whom he knew a) ©ne in point.

¢mark that it is
a blessing that there dhould be little
works to do for Christ, kéeause through
them we are qualified to do others;
and to encourage othew to begin, he

told the story of his ownearly life. He
natd o " - v...L.D'-‘\' e [P
old when I was baptized, and the very

night I was gonverted I prayed at the
Ynyor-meﬂiag. It was the first time
opened m in any way for
Christ. Then [ sought out. a distriot |
where I could go and distribute tracts.
My time was very slender; I was
teaching in a school, and had ovly the
Saturday afterncon. 1 went round
with the tracts, and very soon I got
quite a nice diocese. There was vo-
body looked after it except me, and I
was about sixteen years old. They
used to tell me all their troubles, and
1 very soom found my hands full. 1
had to-do all sorts of things. As soon
as you begin to work, you have to
work more. I was asked to go and
teach in the Sunday-school ; then I
had to address the children. They
then arranged that I should constantl
address them every Sunday. By-and’:
bye the adults came in, and I had more
people to hear me in the afternoon
than the minister had in the morning.
So it kept on growing, and on from
one thing to another. Tkere are
some of our young fellows who want to
put their legs on the top of the ladder
all at once. But, believe me, step by
step is the only way to elimb.” He
concluded by telling a story of how
some twenty-four or twenty-five years
ago he walked to a village from Cam-
bridge to preach. It wae rather a long
distance—nine er ten miles—and no-
body gave him anything to eat or driuk.
He dido't suppose it entered into their
heads that he ate anything, Then he
walked home again. In a day or two
he got a note from a poor woman say-
ing that if he came back there again,
and came a little sooner, she was very
oor, but ehe would be glad to give
tim a cup of tea. In a fortnight's
time he went back and called on the
woman, in a very little cottage indeed ;
for he recollected sitting in the chair,
and, when she went out, swinging
bimself back and touching both sides
of the room with his hands, There
was an old chimney and a long chain
with a pot hanging on it, and the ket-
tle standing on some bricks by the side
of the wood fire. 1had some tea, and
very curious tea it was, It was not
very luxuriqus, it was hardly up to
my standard; however, 1 was very
grateful, AndI never saw the woman
any more. But the ether day my good
friend Miss Macpherson said, * I wish

| pires,

see our work there.” It was just be-
fore some of the children were leaving
for Canada. I said I would, and when
I went she introduced me to. a nice
little woman, who said she knew me
very well, and that 1 had been the
means of her conversion. “ And you

know me very well,” she said. Well,
I said I did not recollect her. “ You
once had a cup of tea with me.”” ¢ No™

[ said, ** you must be mistaken, for she
was an old woman,”—if a woman can
be old. ** But it was me ; and it is a
very curious thing,” she said, ** every-
body says I am looking younger to day
thao I was twenty years ago.” Then
she told what I had said as we sat in
the cottage,and how I had tried to lead
her to the Saviour. I cannot tell you
the joy it brought to my heart to think
that there was some of the seed scatter-
ed all those years ago, of which I bhad
heard nothing, and that there stood be-
fore me the woman, first lead to Christ,
and afterwards into a sphere of great

usefulness under our sister, Miss Muc-
pherson.

MR. SANKEY AT HOME.

A oorrespondent of the Christian
World at Pittsburgh, U. 8., sends
an interestings account of Mr. Sankey
at home and the reception which the
sweet singer received from his old
friends on his return from England.
‘Ira” we are told, ** was always a’
people’s man ;” and when he arrived
at the Newcastle depdt “ on Wednes-
day at twilight ” there was a great con-
course of the townafolk of all classes
assembled to give him a hearty wel.
come. They were rejoiced to find him
“ a model of health after his two years ”

fore his wonderful achievements in the
Gospel” Fortwo hours that evening
he related to a circle of friends the
great work in Britain; with tears he
exclaimed, at the end of each incident,
“ God was in it ¥ Mr. Sankey owns
a neat little two-storey white framed
dwelling at Newoastle near the resi-
dence of his father ; buat as it is occu-
pied by a tenant, he, will spend a few
weeks at the house of his father-in-law,
Mr. Edwarda, close by.

He expects to resume his work
with Mr. Moody, probably in Brook-
lyn, New York. ** Mrs. Sankey,” says
the correspondent, ** is a worthy com-
panion of the singing itinerant.  Quiet,
modest, plainly apparelled, with love
for her children, which makes woman
the highest in the order of ministers,
next to angels, and sometimes more—
a mother—she has comforted .and
helped her husband in his arduous toils
more than an archbishop ever helped a
pastor.” Mr Sankey has promised to
attend a campmeeting, in"answer to
the special request of his old neigh-
bours ; but he will accept no. other
engagement until his uew),caom\p\aign
with Mr. Moody begine. He was to
have a public reception at Newecastle
on Sunday following his arrival, and
all the churches were to participate
in the services. Mr. Sankey, we learn
trom this letter, was formerly an exoise
cfficer, or ** Government inspector of
oils and other commodities.”

e

THE KITCHEN.

Mr. Talmage says: *“ We mascu-
lines have yet to learn that the kitehen
is the most important end of the
housebold, If that go wrong the
whole establishment is wrong. It de-
cides the health of the household, and
and bealth settles almost everything.
Heavy bread, two much frequency of
plum.pudding, wingling of lemonade
and custards, unmasticable beef, have
decided the fate of sermons,storehouses,
legislative bills, and the destiny of em-
What if Bismark had been
‘seized with a long fit of indigesiion
about the time of the breaking out of
the last French and German war?
What if now, while Plimsoll is trying
to raise an insurrection among the
sailors of Grest Britain, Disraeli should
be overcome of the gout. What if,

you would come up to Whitechapel, and

the failure of Duncan, Sherman &
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Company, the cook at Saratoga Springs
should by means of some unhealthy
pastry kill Commodore Vanderbilt?
The kitchen knife has often cut off the
brightest prospects. The kitchen grid-
iron has often counsumed a commercial
enterprise. The kitchen kettle has
kept many a good man in hot water.
[t willl never be fully known how much
the history of the world was affected by
good or bad cookery.

: * Lot no housekeeper, therefore des-
pise her occupation, but rather pray
for grace to fulfil her mission. The
toils, and fatigues, and vexations of
such a sphere, may be unappreciated
by husbands, and fathers, and mothers
but God knows and sympathizes, If,
according to the Bible, God puts into
a bottle his people’s tears, he will
count the vumber of sweatdrops on
your forehead while bending over the
stove in the midsummer solstice. By
the potential way in which you per-
form your duties you may make the
rolling-pin a sceptre. Be faithful!
There will be a grand supper after a
while, for the preparation of which you
will have no anxiety. It will be the
Marriage Supper of the Lamb, and
you will be one of the banqueters.”

¢ - —

AND YE,FATHERS

It cam never be toe strongly im-
pressed upon the mind that nothing re-

leases a parent from his duties toward

achild. No waywardness, no disobedi-
ence, no rebellion, no profligacy, can
ever justify a parent in casting a son or
daughter adrift. We hear of sons
being cut off with a shilling, of daugh-
ters being forbidden their fathers’
house ; and, without any exception,
sins the cmiaern mdy nave dech guury
the father is even more guilty. No
person can commit against soclety s0
great a crime as a father commits who
is thus false to the trust which he him-
self has imposed—who thus trust off
from himself the soul wbich he called
into being,

A father should be governed by mo
other motive but his child’s best in-
terests, and a child’s best interests can
never be served by any thing but ‘his
father's constant and loving care. If
a ohild is so bad that his influence is
feared on the ether children, a separa-
tion way be effected. It is feared
that mouey bestowed on him will be for
his injury, provision may be made
against that in a varity of ways. But
when a father is in a fit of anger, or as
a reward for ill-doing, disinherits or
refuses to see his child, he commits a
erime which the laws, indeed, do not
recognize but whose guilt it would take
many a lagal crime to outweigh. There
should be absolutely no limit to paren-
tal forgiveness.

The door should always be open for
therepentant son or daughter; the father
should have loving eyes, that see while
the prodigal is yet a great way off, and
there should ever be a remembrance of
merey shown by God to those in strict
justige might never be permitted to see
his fdce.— Christian Advocate,

-

PILLOWS OF STONE.

The Rev. G. 8. Robinson, D. D.,
in one of his recent letters from the
East to the Christian Unson, has the
following concerning * Pillows of
Stone” ;—** A word may be said about
the bardship of stone pillows, and
about this Kastern habit of sleeping.
The climate throughout all Southern
Palestine is pot ouly warm, but sun-
shine tends peculiarly and excessively
to sunstroke. It drives to drowsiness
almost irresistibly,. Whenever one of
the natives bas an hour of waiting, he
invariably sleeps, as the readiest
method of disposing of his time. In
the parable whose unfortunate virgins
may seem exceedingly commonplace
who fell into slumber when & wedding
was on the way. I admit they were
foolish to sleep even untill the ory was
heard—* Behold the bridegroom com.
eth.’” But they did just what most peo-
ple do when {ept under pressure in

>
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