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Poetry. in any and every 

Cast Thy Burden. 

“ Cast thy burden upon thy Lord and He will sustain 

; thee.” 

Hast thou a care whose pressure dread 

Expels sweet comfort from thy ved ? 
To thy Redeemer take that care, 
And change anxietysto prayer. 

Hast thou a hope, with which thy heart 

Would almost feel it death to part ? 

Entreat thy God that hope to crown, 
Or give thee strength to lay it down. 
Hast thou a friend whose image dear 

May prove an idol worshipped here ? 
Implore the Lord that nought may be 
A shadow between heaven and thee. 
Whate’er the care that breaks thy rest, 

Whate'er the wish that swells thy breast, 

Spread before God that wish, that care, 

And change anxiety to prayer. 

@he Visitor's Pulpit. 

NS Night in Heaven. 

BY REV. J. B. MULFORD. 

The Scriptures reveal a marked contrast 

between earth and heaven. The former is 

represented as wholly unsatisfying to the 
higher wants of the soul, seeing it has 
measured . duration, dissolving substance 
and fading glory. The latter is portrayed 
as perfect in construction, infinite in re- 

sources and eternal as the years of God. 
Oneeature by which the superiority of 
heaven is discovered is the fact that « there 
shall be no night there.” 

In the figurative use of tle words “no 
night” may be discerned almost, if not en- 
tirely, all that whieh renders heaven what 
it is, and that makes it an answer to human 
aspirations. Of every earthly experience, 
into which there enter inadequate concep- 
tions, restricted visions, fruitless efforts, the 
flight of joys, the exile of peace, night is 
very highly descriptive. But God has pre- 
pared a place for dying mortals, a rest for 
weary man, where there shall be no night 
forevermore. 

NO NIGHT OF NATURAL DARKNESS. 

Night is the cover for crime; the time 
and fitness for every act of treachery. 
Under its protecting mantle, they who 
purpose harm to their fellows, pursue their 
nefarious work. 
Through the gloom steals -the assassin. 

In the midnight stillness creeps the robber: 
By the shaded lamp sits the gambler. 
Verily, night is the day-light of villainy 
and crime ; of law breaking and law evad- 
ing. And until the dawn of day chases 
the shades of night into covert and cavern, 
these men and women of evil hearts and 
criminal propensities, are busy in their 
chosen avocations ; making the darkness to 
be dreaded because of their bloody hands 
and heinous deeds. 

But heaven is the land of eternal day; 
the abode of the Sun of Righteousuess. 
‘There shall be no night there ;” bat in 
the unfading effulgence of the glory of 
God, we shall walk without fear, and in 
sweetest tranquility spend the years of 
bliss. There the samts will need no can- 
dle or light of the sun, for the Lord God 
will shed far and wide the beaming radi- 
ance of his smiling face. 

NO NIGHT OF WEARINESS' 

“I am so tired” will never tremble on 
the lips of the glorified, for there remaineth 
a rest for the people of God. This isan 
expression closely confined to a. present |’ 
world. We hear it from the child, the 
student, the patriarch. From the soldier 
on the field, the sailor on the sea, the mer- 

"chant at his desk, the mother in her home. 
Sleep, the angel of the downy wings, must 
often hover over earth’s tired children, and 

woo to forgetfulness and rest. 

But in the presence of God, none shall 
ever say “I-am weary.” The saints shall 
run and not be weary ; they shall walk and 
not faint. They shall serve night and day 
‘without fatigue and bring their reinvigor- 
ated powers into ‘constant exercise without 
the prostrations of lassitude. | 
There is room and reason for thankfulness, | 
for the eternal exercise <krrn Rem 

the eternal exclusion of 

culture, measurable a liuited. Flights 

of imagination in their loftiest soarings, at 

last must stay, and with drooping wings 

flutter to earth. Delvings of deepest 

thought in their most profound researches, 
at last reach the rock. Science, so lauded, 
so pursued, is tinged with shadows of in- 
completeness. Literature, so varied, so 

multiplied, bears the impress of still unde- 
veloped intellect. Art, with all its magni- 
ficent achievements, stands out from a 

background of inadequate conceptions and 
imperfect workmanship. But amid the in- 

finite worlds there will be no mental dark- 
ness. Realities will take the place of con- 
ceptions. Manifestations will be substi 
tuted for distant and darkened visions. 
And substances will supersede the shadows 

of faith. 
The mind, at that day, in that place, 

divested of every weight and unloosed from 

every fetter, shall exert its powers within 
a sphere of perfect liberty, and achieve, as 

never before, the glorious possibilities of 
its creation. Heaven will be a mental par- 

adise, in which, by the goodness of God, 
will be gathered every element suited to 
feed and sustain the infinite expandings of 
thought and knowledge. 

NO NIGHT OF DEATH. 

Human days are ever fleeting, human 
life is ever dying. The world which at 
the blush of morn looks so bright, at the 
dusk of eve is robed in wintry desolation. 
One hour we hear our loved ones, and joy 
fills the heart. Another, and lo, a dead 

lamb in the fold ; a silent, death-cold form, 

with ashy brow and folded hands. Little 
dresses wet with tears are laid away. Tops 
and balls are laid out of sight. No broken 
cart to mend ; no kite to make to reach the 

sky ; no tiny finger from which to kiss away 
the pain. 

“The singing birdling from its nest has 
flown.” That bowed form of the praying 
mother, over whom the angels loved to 
hover to catch the incense of hallowed de- 
votion, is a vision lost and gone. He, whom 

affection and reverence called father, is one 

of earth’s countless dead. How true it is, 

that the time that now is, is the night of 
death, whose sable curtains fall sooner or 

later around every human form. But God 
has better things in store. He is flitting up 
a mansion which shall eternally endure. 
There shall be no night of death in heaven ; 
no separations, no tears, no parting. They 

that go in shall come out no more forever. 
There never will a voice grow still, or an 
eye grow dim. Entered once within the 
gates of pearl, infinitude will be the mea- 
sure and eternity the duration of redeem- 
ed and glorified Hfe. 
“No more death!” O! is this not the 

gladdest proclamation a sorrowful world 
has everheard! “No more death!” O 
Christian, let it be as the breaking of day 
over the night-land of your soul. "Let it 
be the sweet and soothing echo of angel 
choirs, as they chant the praises of Him 
who was dead, but liveth forevermage.,— 
Baptist Weekly. 

“Still Upward—The Winding About 
Went—Still Upward.” 

Ezekiel xi. 7. 

BY REV. J. HUNT COOKE. 

We remember once going up, with a 

party of friends, the narrow, gloomy, wind- 
ing stairs of an old church tower. Ascend- 
ing a few steps we came to a loophole, and 
looking out saw the main street of the | 
town; a little higher there was another, 

through which there was a view of the 
church-yard; from another still higher 
nothing could be seen but the dark wall of 
the adjacent building; the next one we 
came to Rronghe a wide post <i vi 

river, id i ills, Still St 
the next loophole afforded a view of the. 

| business street again, but from a 

once ig Preh from a 

{and announced the text: 

ren of the Ths "Addressing himself, in 
| simple words. to RA, children, the Dean 
narrated the. fable about a h 

position ; the next revealed the churchyard 

epi Ghar piea 
Our life is a winding 

seasons of the yedr—spring, ‘summer, 
autumn, winter ; each one as it recurs finds 

us older than when sve witnessed its scenes 
before. 

With less RPS regularity we pass 
through seasons of ¢om fort, of sadness ; we 
are filled with hope and cast down with 
disappointment ; ‘we plunge into activities ; 
we visit the cemetery with tearful eye. 
But each time we see e joy or sorrow, or life 

or death; we are conscious of advance ; we 

have attained a higher position, and can 
look upon them from a loftier point of 
view. 

It is the same ‘in our spiritual ‘Tivés. 
There are times of peaceful rest; times 

when a cold chilling atinosphere is about 
us, and it needs effort to keep warm; 
times of great conflict with temptation ; 
times of terrible @dubt, and times of re- 

joicing with joy unspeakable and full of 
glory. But, as each one comes again, the 
believer is constious of being farther from | 

earth and nearer the sunlit skies. The 

doubt may be harder, the foe may be 
severer, but he is stronger for the effort to 
overcome. Each spiritual winter finds 
him more vigorous to withstand the chills; 
each spring has sweeter flowers ; each sum- 
mer has brighter sunshine ; and if the kinds 
differ, each autumn brings yet more pre- 
cious fruit. 

Does not the same law often govern the 
progress of churches? They donot always 
continue in the excitement of a newly set- 
tled minister, nor are being stirred up by a 
time of revival, nor are struggling to pay 
off a debt, nor are tried by some wretched 
dissension, nor are enjoying the matured 
teaching of an experienced pastor. Well 
if, amidst all, there is real progress, not 
simply such as is seen in the restlts of a 
few months, but such as is apparent after 
the lapse of years. 
The one grand thing for us, is to seek 

that amidst the unavoidable windings of 
life each step shall be upward, farther from 

earth, nearer to heaven. Such it is, and 
ever must be, with all those who live the 

life of faith on the Lord Jesus, and are led 

by the Holy Spirit. For the path of the 
just is as the shining light that shineth 
more and more ato: the perfect day. 

A wid about 

Amidst ehange is our life, 
Now clouds and now sunshine, 
In peace or in strife. 

With God for our leader, 
"Whatever may come, 
Our course 1s ““ still upward’ 
And near er our home." 

Dean Stanley’s Berm to Children. 

The customary service was held in West- 
minster Abbey. on Saturday afternoon of 

Innocents Day, when Dean Stanley preach-| 
ed to the large’ congregation of * children 
which had assembled. 

After a special service of praise and 
prayer. Dean Stanley ascended the pulpit, 

“ As the arrows, 

in the hand ‘of a mighty nian, so are, child- 

find a master mightier than himself, and 
‘worthy of beiig: served. Tn this s of 
mind, and being unable to pray, he was ad-| 
vised by a, good old man to go toa deep 
‘and rapid stream 80 as to be of service to 
travellers who required to cross over ; and 

thus do some good. The giant took ‘this 
advice; and there, one dark and | 
night, he heard the voice of a little child] 

=e Wbgamiehg over. The giant lifted | 
e, and waded into the stream, 

eathen, 4 cannot conceive hoy a man can. 
"| giant, named. i who wanted to 

wre 1 pie 

our play, « to live moré a ok as we pray.” 
The second lesson was this, that the child 
Jesus, who, according to the fable, was|ana 
carried on the shoulders of the giant, was | Ba) 
the type of all children. 
their shoulde 
ren’s future character. They should re- 
joice in their children, remembering always 
the heavy responsibility resting upon them 
in carrying their little ones through the 
great river of life, and further in preparing 
them for the dark river of death. The 
children, however, would be a help by 
their innocence and truthfulness. Though 
children might be a burden upon parents’ 
shoulders, they were “as arrows in the 
hand of a mighty man,” and if rightly | eas 
trained and nurtured in the admonition of | ¢ 
the Lord, might, indeed, be blessings. The 
Dean then related a touchin,  Bhéoddee of | 3 
an Edinburgh street Arab: The poor 
Scotch lad, named Sandy, one re :dny accost- 
ed a gentleman, the Dean’s friend, at the 
door of his hotel, and imploréd him to buy | ¥ 
a box of matches for a penny. The gentle- | an 
man said, No. The boy implored him to |snug 
take two for a penny, and entreated so 
much that the gentleman said he would | nex 

Parents had upon 

take one for a penny; but having nothing | furthe 
less than a shilling, and judging by .the 
boy’s frank countenance that he was trust- 
worthy, he asked the boy tq run and get 
change for the coin. The boy went, but 
did not return. Days passed, and nothing 
was heard of him. Still the gentleman was 
persuaded the boy* had not been guilty of |./ 
dishonesty. At length, one day, a little | 
boy came up to him in the street, and said, 
“Did you buy the matches of Sandy, sir!” 
“Yes,” said the gentleman, whereupon the 
lad proceedéd: “ While Sandy was coming 
back with your change, sir, he was knock- 
ed down snd run over. He lost all his 
matches and your change, and got both his 
legs broken. But here is fourpence of the 
money, sir, which he has managed to get; 
he gave it to me to give to you, sir.” The 
gentleman found it was all true ; he found 
the two little lads lived together, almost 
alone, and that poor Sandy was stretched 
on a bed of straw, with his legs broken. 
The gentleman was so pleased with the 
two poor Scotch boys that he took them in’ 
hand and lookéd after them well. The 
Dean expressed the hope that if any of the 
children present ever felt inclined to tell an 
untruth, or to take what they ought not to 
tak they would remember this little anec- 

The sermon over, Yale dsthdon; “ Saf. | 

fer little children,” was sung, followed by 
the well-known hymn, ¢ Hark, the herald 
angels sing,” in which the congregation | 
heartily joined. The Dean concluded the 
service with the benediction. 
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without a belief i in 3 revelation, ina 

preme 
peal, and in future life, If I were not a 
Christian, 

Almighty, I d not put my trust in 
‘princes. I have enough to live on, and 
am swag genteel and ots 

t the Chancellor’s office. 

curring trouble and annoyance, unless con- 
id tod vinced that God has ordained me to fulfill{ 

these duties? If I were not persuaded that| 
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Quiet Pleasant and and Healthy 

Situated about two miles East from Yi: 
tion, on the main Post Contain- 

ing. about 100 acres of and he bianco which i in a par- 
ard fpr [US ses and 9 11 covered 
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Tins, 
Situated about two and a half miles East 

from Lawrencetown Station, on the North Willisms- 
ton Road. Containing about 95 acres of land, Xo 
acres of which are are pattiatiy im roved, and in a fair 
state of por and about 100 Apple trees, 50 0 50 of which 
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Roianop and 
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fittie farm, (at a healthy aculity and easy 
in a pe na head locality, this affords % 
special 0 
Any of these So Dia being used oid by the diet of May 

nexty will then yr due 
notice of a oii . For 

r culars appl to— : 
. = YT H PHINNEY, 
an. £ 

& SKIRTS, 
READY MADE or MADE 10 ORDER, IN ANY STYLE 

Bercy you 
Bridal Outfits Bolicited in this Department. 

A Large Stock of Gossats, 
AND 

Children’s WAISTS and ‘BANDS 
In the most approved ‘shapes ialways on Hand. 

Baby Linen a Speciality. 
Great Bargains \ 
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