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re8pect for the Hebrew, he caused
him, to, ride in the second chariot, and
issaied. a proclamation, that ail bis
people should, bow the kuce before
him.

Thus Jacob'as favourite son, despised
and hated by bis brethren-sold by
thein mb a strange land-tbere kept
for a time as a slave-then cruelly
eust int prison as; a felon-is now ex-
alted to, a bigh. and dignified. position,
made ruler over ail the land of Egypt.
He ' bore the yoke in his youth,' and
bearing it manfully, he bad in due ti me
a rich reward. W. C.

Leave the Ship this Tille, or you are
Lost.

In the great storm wbich swept the
new England. coast, December 9,
1853, the ship LowelI was driven
ashore at Race Point-one of twenty
foundering vessels on that beach. The
keeper of the lighthouse wýent between
the breaking billows and extending bis
arms, called to the mariners to fali into
themn.

1-le thus coaveyed ashore, one by
one, amid the cold, spray of the wrath-
fui. waters, ait excepting te mnate of
the ship. He poor mian was crazy.-
The horrors of the sceae bad turned
his brain, and be walked the deck with
an air of command. The brave deliverer
of bis comrades went to the vessel's
side and through the roar of the surges,
shouted, "eLeave the ship tbis tide, or
you are lost !" The maniac smiled
and continued his promenade on the
reeling deck. The last cali was heard
disregarded. Solon the bark ivent to
peices, and the solitary mariner pe-
risbed.

How strikingly Idoles this fact illustrate
the experience ofniany a sinner. In,
a lime of revival, or on some occasion of~
usual anxiety and effort for the salvation
of an individual, does God's Spirit thus
speak to the soul. The last invitation
cornes to, the lingering member of a
househoid, or of a social circle, almost
ail of whoxn have been gathered into

the embrace of redeeming love:
IlLeave your ps:rilous place of fancied
security, this tide in your eternal destiny,
or you perish." God seles it, friends
fear suchi a resuit. But the sinner ofly
pauses, srniles again, and is stranded for
eternity.

In these limes of refreshing to Zion,
let men beware how they dling to the
wreck of a fallen wvorld, and rellùse the
extended arms of rnercy, ,lest they be
withdrawn for lever.

From a Btlxman Llissionary to the
Sunday-Sohools.

Dear eidren, when assembling
Ia classes bright with love,

And the gushing sou! is trernbline
Tlo inount on wings aboya-

Mhen smilles and tours are blending
Ia joy o'er sias forgiven,

And lieart with heart ils sending
Sweet chorals up to heaven

0 then oan ye be weary
0f the long-heard heathen cry?

And 'miss*ions now so dreary
Ye1l let the heathon die ?

Forget their pagod mountains?
Thoir idol-covered plainsa?

Their templed shades and foiuntainse
Where Buddha proudly reigas?

No ; by tiiose Barmnan brothers
For lighit so wvildly crying-

By their degraded niothers,
Forsaken, crushed, and dying-

By ait the souls that Ianguiah
Round India's bloody fanes,

fled ye their groans, thoir anguah-
Haste, break their fearfül chaina!

Ah, think of sorrows bleeding-
Of thorns, and Calvary-

Of Christ in anguiagh pleadiag
For thee, dear youth, for thee.

Oh, neyer tire of Iabor,
While souls in error pine;

On, work tilt every neighbor
Forsakes the idol-shrine.

Yes ; littie sons and daughters
Cari each one ]end a rap,

To hush earth's nighted waters,
And speed the s treana of day.

Roll an thon Jasas, stary,
Obey bis heavenly ruies;

Anid may ye mneet in glory,
Ye blessed Sunday-schoolE.
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