
Not inany lves, but only ana have wc,
Frail, fooctIng îrnin:

Ilow sacrcd should that one life over be,
That narrow opani.

Day attor day fild up ivith blessedl tofl,
Ycar after ycar etill brlnging In now apoil.

ADDED POINTe.

1. The firet principleo f truc religion

ciThou shait have no other gode beforo me."
2. le your spirit stirred withl n you on

seeing sin, to do ail you ran to overcome it?7
3. What je your pur8uit in life ?-Hap.

pincee or fleaven-or Heaven and happi-
neee ?

4 Which would you rather be, Mocker
je or Martyr?

PAUL PREACHING IN ATHENS.

Greece ! hear that joyful sound,
A stranger's voice upon thy sacred bil;
Whose tones shall bid the slumbering nations

round
Wake with convulsive thrill.

Athenians ! gather there ; he brings you words
Brighter than ail your boasted lare affords.

Hie brings you news of One
Above Olympian Jove ; One in whose light
Ynur gode shall fade like stars before the sun.

On your bewildered night, [dreani,
That unknown God, of whomn ye darkly
In aIl his burning radiance shall beam.

Behord, he bids you risc
Froni your dark worship, at that idol shrine;
He points to Him wvho reared your starry

.And bade your Phoebus shine. [skies,
Lift up your souls, from where in dust you

bow ;
That God of gods commands your homage

now.

But brighter tidings stili
He tells of One whose precious blood was spilt
In lavish streamns upon Judea's hili,

A ransom for your guilt [chain;
Who triumphed o'er the grave anîd broke its
'Who conquered death and hell, and rose again.

Sages of Greece ! corne nea-
'Spirits of daring thought and giant mould,
Ye questioners cf timne and nature, hear

Mysteries before untold !
Iminortal life revealedi 1 ight for wbich ye
Have tasked in vain your proud philosophy.

Searchers for somne first cause - [One,
'Midst doubt and darkness-io 1 he points to
Whcre ail your vaunted reason, hast, nmust

And faint to think upon- [pause,
That was fromn everlasting, that shall be
To everlasting stili, eternally.

Ye followers of him
Who deemned bis soul a spark cf Deity!
Your fancies fade, your master's dreams grow

To dhus reality. [dim.
Stoic ! unbend that brow, drink in that soundI
Sceptic! diepel thosc doubte, the Truth is

found.

Greecc ! though thy sculptured walls
Have with thy triumphe and thy glories rung,
And through thy temples and thy pillared

Immortal poets sung, [halls
No sounds like these have rent your stgrtIed

air ;
They open -reainis cf light, and bid you enter

there. -Aninie G. Lyiwk.
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