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The Church and the World.

BY MATILDA €. EDWARDS.

The Church and the World walked far apart
On the changing shores of Time;

The World was singing a giddy song,
And the Church a hymn sublime.

“ Come, give me your hand,” cried the giddy

World,

“ And walk with me this way;"”’

But the good Church hid her snowy hand,
And solemnly answered, ‘‘ Nay,

[ will not give you my hand at all,
And I will not walk with you;

Your way is the way of endless death,
Your words are all untrue.”

¢ Nay, walk with me but a little space,”
Said the World, with a kindly air;

““The road 1 walk is a pleasant road,
And the sun shines always there;

Your path is thorny and rough and rude,
And mine is broad and plain;

My road is paved with flowers and gems,
And yours with tears and pain;:

The sky above me is always biue,
No want, no toil I know

The sky above you is always dark,
Your lot is a lot of woe;

My path you see is a broad, fair path,
And my cate is high and wide;

There is room enough for you and me
To travel side by side.”

Half shyly the Church approached the World,
And gave him her hand of snow;

The old World grasped it and walked along,
Saying in accents low,

“ Your dress is t0o simple to suit my taste;
I will give you pearls to wear,

Rich velvet and silk for your graceful form,
And diamonds to deck your hair.”

The Church looked down on her plain white

robes,

And then at the dazzling World,

And blushed as she saw his handsome lip
With a smile contemptuous curled.

* 1 will change my dress for a costlier one,”
®aid the Church with a smile of grace;
Then her pure white garments drifted away,

And the World gave in their place
Beautiful satins and shining silks,
And roses and gems and pearls;
And over her forehead her bright hair fell
Crisped in a thousand curls.

** Your house is too plain,”
World,
I’M build you one like mine:
Carpets of Brussels and eurtains of lace,
And furniture ever so fine.”
So he built hier a costly and beautiful house:
Splendid it was to behold;
Her sons and ler beautiful daughters dwelt
there,
Gleaming in purple and gold ;
And fairs and shows in the halls were held,
And the World and his children were there,
And laughter and music and feasts were heard
In the place that was meant for prayer.
She had cushioned pews for the rich and great
To sit in their pomp and pride,
Whise the poor folks clad in their shabby suits,
Sat meekly down outside.

said the proud old

The Angel of Mercy flew over the Church,
And whispered, ** I know thy sin.”
The Church looked back with asigh, and longed
To gather ner children in.
And some were off in the midnight ball,
And some were off in the play,
And some were drinking in gay saloons;
So she quietly went away,
The sly old World gallantly said to her,
‘“ Your children mean no harm—
Merely indulging in iunocent sports:”
And she leaned on his offered arm,
And smiled, and ch#ed, ‘and gathered flowers

As she walked along with the World,
While millions #ad's 18 of Mless souls
To the horrible pit were hurled.
“ Your pr‘cy ﬂ n
Said the gay o a moer,
‘“They frighten my children with dreadful
tales,

Which I like not for them to hear;

They talk of brimstone amd fire and pain,
And the horrors of endless night;

They talk of a place that should not be
Mentioned in ears polite,

I will send yon some of the better stamp,
Brilliant and gay and fast, |

Who will tell them that péople may live as they

list Y

And go to heaven at last.

*‘ The Father is merciful, great and good,
Tender and true and kind:

Do you think He would take one child to heaven

* And leave the rest behind?”’

S0 he filled her house with gay divines,
Gifted and great and learned;

And the plain old men that preached the Cross
Were out of the pulpit turned.,

“You give too much to the poor "
WO!’H, 1IN 51S
‘ Far more tha.n you ought to do;

If the poor need shelter and food and clothes,
Why need it trouble you? .

Go, take your money and buy rich robes,
And horses and carriages fine,

And pearls qnd jewels and ddn
And the rarest and costliest wine ofd’ e
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The sons of the World and the sons of the
Church
Walked closely hand ann heart,
And only the Master that knoweth all

Could tell the two apart.

Then the Clurch sat down at her ease, and said,
“T am righ and in goods increased ;

I have negd of nothing; and have nought to do,
But te'laugh, and dance and feast.”

'I‘hp ¢ly World heard her and laughed in his

Sf sleeve,
And mockingly said, aside,

/¢ The Church is fallen, the bautiful Church,

_ And her shame is her boast and pride.”

The Angel drew near to the mercy-seat,
And whispered in sighs her name,

And the saints their anthems of rapture hushed,
And covered their heads with shame;

And a voice came down through the hush of

heaven

From Him who sat on the throne,

*“I know thy works, and how thou hast said,
1 am rieh,’” and hast not known

That thou art naked, and poor, an(_l blind,
And wretched before my face: ”

Therefore from my presence I cast thee out,
And blot thy name from its place!”

Samily Givele.

Out of the Dark.

BY HESTER A. BENEDICT.

| .<t)

« T do wish father’d come,” said little
Mrs. Knowles, laving down the sock she
was mending and crossing over to the win-
dow that commanded a view of the street,
up whiich her husband could not reasonably
be expected for a good two hours.

« Night's setting in early, and pitch
dark, too; not a sign of any moon; and I
shouldn’t vumd(-rlf it stormed. The air’y
felt like it all day.”

She held the curtain aside with one
hand, and shaded with the other her anx-
ious blue eyes that were strained out into
the growing dark!

“« [hope Henry won’t get wet. Poor
fellow.”
She let the curtain fall, then drew a

chair, over which hung a merino dressing
gown, close to the fire, which she stirred
vigorously, pulling the tea kettle over to
the front lid of the Stuart, waited a minute
to stroke the side of a maltese cat—a huge
handsqmb *fellow, ~whose ,nght to  the
chmucovered 16tunge nobody ever thought
of disputing—then she went back to her
mending.

“ You're a good wife Mary,” said Gmd-
mother Keese, Mrs. Knowles’ mother, who
had seemed too occupied in taking up the
stitches of a heel just bound off, to hear
what her danghter said, or to notice what
she did, but whose keen eyes and ears saw
and heard everything. “ A good wife.
There’d be fewer bad men in the world if
there were more women like you.”

“ Do you think so, mother?”

« ] know so,” grandma answered, hold-
ing her half-sock up to the light and trying
to find the stitches. *“ And I didn’t use
to think you’d amount to much as a help,
meet 40 a man. You were such a gujldy
girl, yow know. § i o '

“ But I love Harry, mother ;” the brue
eyes brightened in the lamp-light; “ and
it seems to me that any girl with, good

»

the man she marries, will do what she can
to help, as well as to make him happy!
At least-~why, here, mother, let me take
up those stitches.” ¢

“ Well, I reckon you may, chlld My
sxght ain’t §o good as 1t. once was. Hark!

ain’t the wind blowmg uncommon hard ?”’
As if for answer, a stormful gust shook
the wmdowmmeqt and beat upon
the door till e .Open,.

the snow and putting out the lights.
“Dear, dear !” exclaimed the old lady,
and “dear, dear ! echoed, the young one,
shutting and bolting the  door, and then
relighting the lamps.

“,0h, I do wish Harry would come!”
Mrs. Knowles added, anxiously.

Then, after a pausé, in which her blue
eyes had been slowly fllling with tears, she
added :

“ Do you rémember)imother, that it was
| on just such a t as this that the chﬂd—

ren wentaway " ..
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woods, ‘with the & “beating n&r
burying up the fen
& « And mother,”- m %W voice

common sense to start with, and Xb?f.lQ“' e

\{sleepy shut lids. .-
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my girl. Would he let the habies go alone,
do you think ¥

“ No, mother, no.
ried and carries them in his
mine is empty,—but for the pain; and it
aches so hard, so hard, mother !”

«1 know, I know, dear.” Grandmother
was smoothing the brown hair rippling
over her knee, and her eyes had a far-away
look in them, as if their faded lids were
touched by the finger of some mournful
memory.

And the  old_arms went around the
young neck, and the old eyes and the
young wept silently together—the silence
broken only by the hiss of the kettle on the
stove, the tick of the clock on the mantle,
and the feet of the storm beating their wild
way everywhere without.

* * * *

“Toot’s so tired, sister,
down just a tiny minute now ?

They were half way up the high hill,
beyond which, a quarter of a mile stood
the warm love-lit home of Harry Knowles.

Such delicate dittle waifs they were, boy
and girl, apparently six and eight years
old, and their pale pinched features told a
pitiful story.

“ And Toot’s so sleepy,” the boy con-
tinued. *If you lie down with me and
hold me up close, a8 mamma used to, just
five minutes, I'll go—oh—ever so far.”

The girl hesitated. She was tired and
sleepy, too and the storm seemed to have
taken away all her strength. Her feet
were like sticks that would scarcely obey
her will, and she had nearly fainted twice
in the last half mile’s walk.

¢« Isn’t this ‘way in the country ?” the
boy went on. ¢ Here are trees and fences,
and I’spect lots of birds and bushes with
red, ripe berries on them—only it snows
so we can’t see ’em. And you know mam-
ma said, ‘Don’t stop till you go way into
the country.  “ Ain’t this the country,
Helen ?”

“ Yes, darling,” the girl replied,
we will stop at the very next house.”

“ButI can’t gotill T restand sleep.
Oh, I am so sleepy m

And the boy sunk down ina little heap
by the roadside, pulling his sister after
him. She had little wish to resist, and less
power.

“ Sister ”’—the boy was nestled up to
the girl’s warm heart, and the snow was
spreading over them its soft, deathful
covering. '

“ Yes, Toot.”

“Do you s’pose God 'd let anything hurt
—anything hurt us—if we’d say our prayers
twice?”’

“I hadn’t thought of that,” answered

I know that he car-
bhosom ; but

* *

*

can’t we sit
9

“and

the girl. « We must try.”

“But I'm so sleepy I can’t think how it
begins.”

“Well. say it after me, Toot.” “Now

I lay me down to sieep.’”—

“¢Now I lay me down to sleep”—don’t
let my head slip, Helen.”

“No. *I pray 0hé Lord my soul to
keep "

“<I pray the: Lord my soul to keep
slowly repeated the boy, clinging closer to
the bosom that 'was hil only home.
¢ If I 'should die before I wake.”,

“¢If I should die’~Oh, I am so cold!
And, Helen; just feel the wnlon in my:
eyes.” ik 2

’The girl put Lqr tpunb ﬁngen on ﬁne
“They’re tears, ’pet,” she saxd tenderly
“ You've been crying and I didn’t lmow
it. Don’t ery, Toot.”

boy. -
“ Only a little, Jeai.
mamma.”

“Do- yon suppoco her eyes tlnne, in

I was thinhqg of

“ But you're orymg,” pmmod the4

fast asleep upon their cold, wet conch on
the hill side.

* * *

* * *

The storm increased. The wind grew
keener and angrier.

Young Harry Knowles, wending his
way from the city, where he went to the
market every day, had vacated his high
spring seat and was crouching on' the floor
of his waggon, wrapped in the blankets
and talking cheerily to his iron greys. 4,

“ Never mind, my beauties,” he was
saying, “only another mile and théfshelter |
and the food.” Then after a pause :
« These for them and oh, how much more
for me ; and there’s many a poor fellow
going home in this storm: who would as
lief stay out as go in, I think. But my
home is a liome.”

And the man almost forgot the cold
without, his heart grew so warm within
him.

His horses shied presently, threw up
their heads, snorted and stood stone still.

“ Why Bess! Why Beauty! What’s
up now ? said their master springing to
his feet and tightening up the reins.

“ Not a thing in sight but the snow.
Go ’long, do you hear ?” and he gave Bess
a sharp cut across her flank, which made
her rear and plunge, but go forward she
would not.

Ceesar, Knowles’ big dog, who accom-
panied his master everywhere, had been
standing all this time with his fore-feet on
the side board, snuffing the air, and lodk'mg
around, as dogs that are Jlost do, quickly,
eagerly ; suddenly he bounded from the
waggon scenting and barking his way to a
little white heap in the road side.

“ Well this beats me!” Mr. Knowles
said, obeying something that bade him
follow the brute.

And there they found them—the little
waifs half way up the hill, asleep in each
other’s arms.

The wife went out when the horses
stopped in the back yard, close by the
poreh door— went out wrapped in a water-
proof, and carrying a lighted lantern.

“ Aren’t you most frozen dear,’
asked.

“ Not a bit of it,” her husband answered
cheerily, jumping from the waggon and
kissing the bright face that was turned up
to his own.

“ Mary,” he add, I think God has meant
to be very kind to yon and to me- See
Itere.”

*

she

from his wife’s hand, and held it so that
the light fell upon the two faces looking
from the blankets and gnarded by Casar,
who had stretched himself half over the

life in them.

“O Harry! are they dead?” the little
woman cried. i i

“Ihope not. - I think not.. Let us see.”

And so by human ' hands two little lives|
were borneinto the home out of which, by|'
Divine hands, two little lives had been/{:
‘taken on just such a might, thrée years be-|
» | fore ; for the children lived and live.

¢ I guess our own mamma heard us pray- |
ing down. there in the. snow,” Toots aid{
next day, with his arms around his néw:
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ATTENTTITOIN !

The Subscribers would resp2ctfully indmate to their
trons and the publicjgenerally that they have on
and at their store in

Y. M. C. A. Building, Charlotte St.

A full supply of

CROCERIES

S. %tolcgh!larg:gdwswlgolmeodancllmsh-
els Timo un oy
Seed. 100 Bbls. choice Fl{ur, Meal, Te£o Sugar, Dﬂ:g

le: ce, Canned l"mét. Fish, Pork, ans d
‘i? t%]?urhcles usually found in a first class ’&: -
Goods sent to any part of the city without extra
e e.
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{AM WATCHES

WALT

HE subscriber bel authquzed Agent of

the onl C{)
me lnj( in thi y.can sell
A;;L GR.ADA% STYLE% at the ltfwes possible
prices.

Clocks, Watches, Jowalry,

Ew., Ew.

all of the BEST MAKERS. Forisale at 'as low prices
as ap any esthbllshedment m the City.

NEW GOODS RECEIVED MONTHLY.

The New Hair Restorative always in Stock
D. 0. L. WARLOCK.

ADAMSONS  BOTANIC BALSAM.

Price, 35 Cents.

jun26

Sample, 10 Cents.

Cures | TESTEMONIALS :
Coughs, From' Rev. Dr. Quimby.
AUGUSTA, ME., Jan, 5, 1878,
Colds, ‘‘ Adamson’s Botanic Cough Balsam
has been used in our family for more
Asthma, than three years, and we can recom-
mend it 'as a superior remedy for
Brenchitis, coughs and cold.
Catarrhal, From Luther Whitman, Esq., pro ri,~
etor of Winthrop v g’ S
Cough, WINTHROP, ME., Feb. 13, 1872
Creu ME. FRANK W. l\msm—Dear
FOuP>  Sir: I have heen very much aficted
s with Asthma for 7 years; the most of
ore this time it has been very difficult for
Th N me to walk up one flight of stairs, or
pont, Lle dot';ln t\‘\mh any deg(r‘eelo! comfort;
ave tried every reme could hear
Influenza, ¢ wlthoutnulugh if a¥1 improve-
ment, unt ound ¢ A a.mson s Bo-
Hoarseness, tanic’ Cough Balsam,” the effecs of
Diculs !which has been trulv wonderful. 1
cn am able to get a % night’s rest and
B hi 'to atténd to my busi ess, and to run
-Breathing, | [tp and down “stairs as before the
S ‘ Asthma came on me
COUGH 40 YEARS.
All Eronlc.; aﬁw. .lw;;aid, b:: edrs Toll
erer on Kenne e,
Affeetions |" T'/have been' troubled with a very
- bad cough for forty years, and after
of an
{trylng most every  medicine in the
The \market, at last desgalred of ever get-
tingrld of my cou which at times
Throat, was very sev ere, especially after
‘catchm; a slight eold, and I could
And iﬂnd no relief until, \1pon the advice
y of a triend, I purchased one bottle 6f
Lungs i Adamson’s Botani¢ Col Balsam,”
‘ {which, to' my surprise, afforded me
Leading 'luqmt. relief, and now I would not
rt with this medicine upon any
To | u{a L am very happy to and
th timony to the many hundreds

Cons on you have r ved, as I der it a
gt (Kmet vulua le rem’edy Bnsidor

Beware of ti t the name of F. W,
Kinsm nu% ?&%ot the bottle‘Price
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