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THE ARK OF SAFETY.

Soie weekS ago, while on board a vessel off the east coast of ]Miaille,an(i the nigbit coining on, the storii wh-iii had been threatenling for hoUiegathered around us with the gathering dai-kness. Our vessel being sofl'what fi-ail, and altogether uilequal to an oceani stormn, the captain wiselydeterninciid to seek shiel ter ainong the mnany islands which lie alon, thecoast, so entering a sheltcred inilet, wve cast anchor for the niglit. Lyin4at anchor while on a sea voyage is perhaps one of the miost severe its
of hunmaîî patience, and yethowcver heaviiy the timie lay upon our hando'as we looked out uponi the dark angry waters and heard the wind and
rain beating pitilessly against the winidows of the cabin, we feit gratefolthat we were for the timie at least free froni danger. As the hours paSSed"
the stormi ilicreased in fury, when, as the midniglit hour approachedy '4little bird wvas seen ýo enter one of the open fanlighits ami fiy around thecabin. It appeared mucli affrighted at first, its wigs and feathers ruffidand drenched withi the vain ; but soon gathering inconfidence it settleddown near one of the lighits ami closed its eyes iu peaceful. siumibee
utterly oblivious of the surrounding storîn. It hiad entered an ark O
safety and found the needed shelter and î'est. Looking at that littiebird in its restful security 1 thought of the humian soul, and of Jesus Wh0is the truc ark ef safety. Humiaî lives daily and hourly are being waftd
off the shores of time, out upon the fathoniless deep of the eterna1 world'their eyes often closeci to the signa]s of danger, and their ears deaf to thewarning Volces, sonietinies ignorantly, sonmetinies presurnptuouslye godown neyer to risc again fromi the mnidnight darkness. Our heavenlY
Father would not have it so ; lie has "no delight in the death of asOner, but would that ail iiighit corne unto him an(d live." Jesus camie notonly to, be the ark of safety, 'vaitiiîg on the shores of time to carry blis
people over the stormy sea, but hie wvould be here as a friend and CO"'panion with them, as a Saviour from the perils attenlding their footstePs'guarding, and fitting theinin the present for the glories of the future.

Reader, have you secured this friend and companion? Are yo trUot'ing in this Saviour ? Ilave you, fotind a place ini this ark of safety? l fein the present, evenl, is înuch, like a storrny sea. There are the hoUi ofmuidnight darkness when we know not where to turn our weary footstePe'and the tenipests, at timces, too overpowering for frail fallen humiantY,
We oftcn nieed an ark of safety, a place of shelter and î'est to whiCI wrecau fiee and hide ourselves until the storins of temptations be Overpot,
We need an omnipotent ai-m on which to lean, and upon whichi ,ve I&
rest our heavy burdeus. The weariccî, restîess, fluttering soul rese'ail of this in the Saviour;- nay, buinan language ami figure fail to pee1
ail the wealth of Jîelpful'ness, and comfort, and conipanionship, and SOI-
vation that there is found iii hini whose namne is Ernmanuel-God iWZtk lis

..... Our hielp ini ages past, our hope for years to corne,Our shelter frorn the storrny blast, and our eteraal home." J

As Noah's dove found no footing, but in the ark; s0 a Christianflude
no couteutmient but in Christ.
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