No. 1.

Within this glass becomes
the spy of tiloe,
The ministcr of thought.

has it been
About these  deserts
blown!
How many strange vicissi-
tudes has seen,
How many histories
known.
Perhaps the eameis of the
Tshmaelite
Trampled and passed it
c’er,

When into Egypt fro.a the
patriarch’s sight
His favorite som they
bore;

Perhaps the feet of Moses,
*  buint and bare,
Crushed it beneath their

tread ;
Or Pharaoh’s flashing
wheels into the air
Seattered it as they sped:

Or Mary, with the Christ
of Nazareth
Held close in her caress,
Whose pilgrimage of hope
and love and faith
Iumed the wilderness:

Or anchorites beneath En-
gaddi’s palms
Pacing the dead beach.
And singing slow their old Armenian

psaims
In half-artienlate speech;

Or caravans that from Bassors’s gate
With westward steps depart,

Or Mecea's pilgrims, eonfident of fate,
And resolute in hoart!

These have passed cver it, or may have
‘ H

THE SHIP OF THE DESERT.

Now in this erystal tower
Imprisoned by some curious hand at last,
It counts the passing hour.

And as | gaze, these narrow walls expand ;
Before my dreamy eve

Stretehes the desert with its shifting sane
Its unimpeded sky.

And borne aloft by the sustaining b
This little golden threa!'

Dilates into a column high and vast,
A form of fear and dread.

And onward and across the
setting sun,
Across  the bhoundless
plain,
The eolumn and ite broader
shadow run,
Till thought pursues in
vain.
The vision vaniches! These
walls again
Shut out the lurid sun,
Shut out the hot, 1mmeas-
urable plain:
T‘ll' l‘..l!f‘fin"l.’-i -':n-! s
run!

THE TURNING POINT
Bove, never be ashamed
prav! Nev

er <hr

He did not raise
-~!:J!:.~*i f ‘li"i“"-’-
m, and God's Hely
T It wa the tumm-

+! He legan again
fe e harden of his sins to

:i-- grv-.;!; but be sought that Saviour who
| died for poor sinners; he cast his helpless
| soul, by faith, on the atonement made on
| Calvary, and was enabled. at length, to
i rejoice as ome of God's forgiven children.




