with the mountains on the west, and the
winds blowing all the year from the east,
the water which the wind wafts from the
sea 18 carried almost across the continent
ere it is discharged, and therefore is com-
pelled to traverse the whole breadth of the
land, on its return voyage by the rivers.—
Such, accordingly, is the natural fertility of
those regions, that when they shall be sul-
dued and possessed by man, they may sus-
tain & multitude almost equal to the present |
population of the world.

I have sometimes thought that the !

| the I\I]‘\l\\ll‘:])l and the Amazon, the

THE GOOD NEWS.

its awful hum. Two: years I reacﬁe"
the Rhine bank for the first time late 2 ed‘
night, and from a lofty view- pott Jook
upon the stream, when the ooR ‘} "
striving with all her might to make UP
the absence of her lord, It is somet! hing
to have seen these two once in one's | life—~

I would willingly undergo the toil of trave”
Jing, if I were per mmed to visit a few M
of thu hmuv chiefs in the regions Wh/
they reign in equal majesty and mer ‘i\‘]"

and the Ganges. Flow on, flow o8 4

mﬂl
mountain range on the western brim of‘ rivers, to the seas and from the sea 82

South America does for the cloud, what!
Death on the extreine edge of this wmld’
life does for misers.

i
from it, and to
Rivers flowing from the € ed

Hoed all your fountains:
flow ye Al

H: x\'mtr sucked up the l and ﬂo\\mu to 1, ye vemind me of creat

wealth from the earth and sea, they soar | beine in the auorecate, coming froi
along, obliged to let down a few (lm])dw re ! Infinite and returning to the Infinite.
and there, but keeping all they ean, obeyv- | Him and to Him we > all things.

ing the law of grip as simply and stmn;rly |

as the Karth obeys the law of gravity; but
when they strike upon the bare shoulder of
that orand terminal Cordillera of Time

they must let all their treasure go. The

treasure, when the vessel which carried it

is dissolved, obeying now another

the everlasting covenant hetween God o
law of Plivine eres 1ture of all flesh that is upon the
God, gushes backward by many channels, 1—‘w0n.
retlednnw ail the Continent in its reflux. |

Guineas are Gods drops: and He can use | beneath her watery covering.

(To be continued.)

THE BOW IN THE CLOUD:
« And I will look upon it, that T may 1"3“’1e vel’Y
and
arth-’

ix. 16,

wes fro™

Nature agnin smiles, and emerge = .,
ml

The pro

O
the gatherer as he uses the cloud—to cariy | {of him who cannot lieis given, that a €

them to the place where they are wanted, | flnod shall no more dwt)oy

and pour them out there.

I love rivers. A sweet fittle river was
the companion of my chillhood. It
moved, and twisted, and sparkled, and |
chattered, and seemed to speak to me. 1t
knew me well, for all the summer
was in it every day, and sometimes almost
all the day. Dewnllv vet every vear I
make a p)lfrnm e to its hdnl\\, and revive
my early friend ship.  Every river has its:
own character, and its dmnnmusl'm-f fua-
tures.

the spnt and Open MY eyes on i square
)ard of that river Qmﬂwe I would recog-
nize it, and it would recognize me. Its

eddies dance about in their own way, not the almighty
exactly like the way of other respectable | as a remembrancer to Himeelf;
streams, If I had been bred to reverence ! cious pramise, « I will look upo?
any of the powers of nature, the spirit of | may remember the everlasting cov

the rivers would have been my tutelar—

P And what is to be the sign,—the €

Sin the elond.”

over. 11 to awaken new thoughts,

7<tmm\ cloud should gather in the
A f}uwv still lmmﬂ\ within me, thw.n(unno to pour its pent- up wa
that if vou should earry me blindfold to "3 sinful wmld when the ¢ bow’

: “the waters shall no-more destroy 8

—
the earth
nd mlﬂ
how

h}

remembrance-token?  «] do set m¥
There it had been, 1‘("
lmfom, encireling the heavens with 18
of golden hun\ but now, it was “Q ir
and to i0°P

aly
grateful emotions in the heart of “’]q —
]
ot

now, it was to testify of God’s P"O'“en.‘
I'to be a lasting memorial of His 0% ye

as
through all wenerations.  Oftem ;aveﬂs’

‘11)]>€”"rL
du('l art?
i esb”
eﬂk'c’le?;
s 1 forth to TS g
vl 1eNCe Of hls %tl

it, th:
1 aub

1it was (o be as the voice of God

. Nay, in comlescension to human ¥

“The bow in the clound” was # ¥ "1

Fifteen years ago, I stood at the foot of the | of temporal blessings,—to the bel'ev hel‘
rock, and saw Niagara throw its giant| alse a stiiking type > of spzrzma . he" sk
drapery over my head; I seem yet to hear | no bow of promise which gilds 800t



