WHICHEVER WAY.

Whichever way the wind doth blow
Some heart is glad to have fo o~
‘Then blow it east or blow 1 west,
The wind thae blows, that wind s best,

My Jittio craft sails not alone ;

A thousand fleets from every zoue

Are out upon & thousand seas

* And what for me were favoring breeze

Might da«h another, with the shock

0Ot doom, upon some hidden rock.

And su l'do not daie o pray

For winds to waft me on my way,
But leave it to & Higher W
‘I'o stay or speed me,—trusting still
That all fs well, and sure that He
Who launched my bark will sxil with me
Thro® storm and calm, and wlll not. fall,
Yhatever breezes may prevail,
To and te—every peril past—
Witlun His sheltering heaven at jast.

Then whatsoever wind doth blow

Some heart i3 glad to have it so,
And biow it east or blow It wext,

‘The wind that blows, that wind is best,
-~ Wonan's Record.

A HAPPY SABBATH.
SUNDAY MAY BE MADE THE DPLEASANTEST DAY OF
THE WELA,

That is profound philosophy wlitch conuseis parcits to uishe
Sunday the happiest day of the weck, And the clwef requsite
ta this is that they give themselves to their children—at church
as well as at home.  The Sunday-school must not Le wllowed to
usurp the place of the church service,  The child nestled in the

® camily pesy at his mother's side, hiolding his fathers hand, enters
naturally from tho shelter of warm human love, and the house of
tuad very early becomaes to him the gate of hieaven,

now

For little children itis a pretty plan to set aside for Sabbath
use the most attractive toys, the favorite pictures and stories,
the swecetest child songs and hiymns, and to join with them more
than ever in their plays and their quiet moods, until, when they
wake Sunday morning, they shail exclalm, with a four-year-oli
of vur acquaintance, * Oh, I'm so glad it's Sunday ! **

Music s the henitage of the family Sabbath,  Not church hymns
and dSunday-school songs onty, but the music of the masters as
well, those great compositions that tell withont words the story
of human life, and tell it religiously beeause truly and profoundly
that speak to the Jildren as plaluly as to the clders ; that open
the heart, and intensify in each his own living and longing.

Books belong to the family Sabbath. Not sickly os preco-
cious story papers, nor sordid scculat papers, nor scrappy
religious ones, but real books, and all the real books, poetry as well
as books of devotion, essays, and biographies, and every other
kind of book that sets the heart throbbing witha wislt to be
somethang greater and better than sehaveever Leen before. And
often some will vead atoud, while the chairs draw together, the
reader pausing all the way along for the children’s questions, and
the commentary of the parents, and for reminiscences and hopes
ahead. ’

Then, asthe family walk abroad, the father assumes his most
ancient, most sacred oftice of high-priest of his household. Then
all become psahmists, all prophets, The harvest waves the promise
of better things than loaves for the table.  ‘I'he solemn mountains,
the deep skies, ate more than backgrownds for landscapes, show
places for rainbows ; for underneath the voices of winds and
watess they hiear the earth spirit in her most seeret utterancs ¢

¢+ °Tis thus at the roaring loom of time I ply,
And weave for Giod the gannect thou seest Him by.”

'Iiney who walk the earth together shall nut be separated in
heavenly places.—IHarpers Bazar.




