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"MAKE A JOVFUL NOISE UNTO THE LORD."

S OMET1MIiý-S it is both easy lind delightful to obcy the al.0ove
injunction of the I'salmist; at other times it sceis almost im-

possible.X
One day there peals out fron-i the belfry a glad, rnerry chirne,

proc1air-niiig some joyous event; the next day the beil-ringers have
the same ropes, which miove the same belîs, but instead of the effort
resulting in the former gladsomne chiming, a hushed tolling creeps
out into the air like a sad, subdued voice from beneath a thick,
mnourning veil. Thc belîs arc muffled; they in themnselves are unal-
tered, but vesterday they rang out a wedding peal, to-day they toli
for a deatli.

In the rnorning of a sumrner's day, when rosy dawn has lifted
night's dark cover let from the sleeping flowers, and the carly sun-
beamns are kissing away their pearly dew-tears, and the shadows
flash into biightness, and the grey into golden, howv the bird-sc'ûgs
waken up the slumbering echoes! how the gladness gushes irom
the warblers' throats! as if the tide of joyous life was eager to find
outiet in expression after being pent up during the night's dark
stilln2ss. How song answers song, and echo flings abroad the trili
and the warble, until forest and del] are choral with the wild rap-
turous music, and every quivering green leaf seems -dropping melody!

Then gradually the sun-rays seem to, tire and glowv dreaiily as
they siant frcrm the kindling west. Snowy and rich-hued petals
begin to close over golden eyes, where fresh dcw-drops already be-
gin to glisten, as though the blossoms had laughed thernselves into
happy tears and deliejous drowsfiness. The stars corne out and wax
bright in the blue dome above. Then grows the stillness; which
steals on when the last faint c.rirnson has died out behiind the west-
ern his, unbroken by the silent brcathing of the beauteous sleeping
summer life. At last, when the slumberers are wvrapt in soft, warm
shadows, the odorous air begrins to quiver, and, like the cool
melodious dripping of a crystal runnel on a sulent dry wt-iideïness,
there floats out on the listening stillness the thrillingrssweetness of
an unseen. songster's voice. The very breathing of beauty and per-
fume seerns held te, listen. The mnyriad forest leaves and grass-
blades seem to pause in their whispering te hearkcn to the deiicious


