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‘The Sabbath.
As a child | could bear great pain when my father was leaning

over me, or had his arm about me § how much nearer my soul can-
tiot Thy hand gome | «=0xo. MacDoxatp.

SORROW AND S8IGIING SIIALL FLEE AWAY.

Mourning and gladuess, sortov nnd glving of thanks—we
shrink, oven tho youngeat of us, frow iningling thieso things ; we
do not like to Jook out of tho window, on tlie day of feasting, and
see Ltho funeral carriages in the strcol,

Yet God Is always blacing theso two, the dark and thelight,
side by side In our llvea,  Xvery day, overy hour, has fts joy and
ity sadness, in the llttla dally inppenings of your life, in school,
in the shiop, at homo,  No dnay passes wlien we do not feel a tonch
of the shadow that foll upun Calvary elghteen centuries ago, and
a ray of the '““"“1}“' thiat minkes tho gindness of Easter Day.

Why does our Fatlior lot us bo 5o tossed rud driven on the
waves ? Wllf 10 wo s00 upon little Dot's chicek, even whilo her
happy laugh Is in our cars, tho tear that hias not dried since siie
wept over her br.ken dof 9 Why must death and sin thrust
theselves fnta tha sorono lﬂemms of otir lives? Whyin a
world where Chirlstmas aud Thanksglving and Easter ave so wel-
come, dees IHo wish us stlll to takoe the bread and the wine, in
remembrancs of 1ils hody which was Lroken, Iis blood which
was shed for na ?

All thiat Gad thinks for us, plans for us, lias in store for us, we
cannot tell ; but I think wao tnay Lo sure of one thing : whatever
scemns the darkest, tho saddest, the hiandest to bLear, is but the
preparation for a groater joy ; is but the shadow which promises
the very Jight that mnkes It.

Golgotha, thn cross, the critel nalls
the agony of Jesus thirougl thoso awful
hours — these anfferings wora thio foro.
runner of tho worli's graat Xaster Day.
Every Golgotlia has is gandon of tlia
Resurrection, avery night of wonrning
its Esster dawn — through 1lhn, who
brought life and lght Into tho woild,
who suffered on (olgotha, who rose
again, who lives, and ablloth with His
own alway, oren unto the ond of the
world.— 1I". B, 4.
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THE BLIND LAMNB.

"I'wras stunmer, and softly tho ocean
Sang, sparkling In Hght aud heat,
Aud over th:a water and aver tho Jand
The warm south wiind blow swael,
And the chlldren played In the sun.
shine,
And shouted and scamperad In glee
O'er the grassy slopes, or tho weed.
strewn boach,
QOr rocked on (lie dreaming sea,

They hiad roamed the whala Lilght
moming,
boys,

‘The troop of merry
And in they flocked at noontlde
With a clamor of joyful nolse,
And they bore among them. geatly,
A tweea Iamb, whito as anosw ;
And, “ O manuma, mamma, he's blingd |
Ha can't toll whisro (o go.

“‘Look, how lie falls over everyLhing !
And they set Iilu on his foed,

And almlessly Ito wandared,
Withs & Tow and mounrnful Meat,

Some slgn of pity ha seomed o ask,
And ho strovato draw more near,

. When he falt the touch of & luuman hand,

Or a kind volca reacliod Iits cat,

They tethiered Il In & grassy space
Hand by tha garden gglo. yap
And witly swaet fresh ik thoy fed hilm,
And cared for himn oarly aiid Iate.
Bat as tho goldeit daya went on,
Forgetful tha clifldvan grew ¢
They wearladl of londing flu poor, blind lamb,
No longer a playlliing now.
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And 8o, each day, I changed s pIace
Within the garden fence,
And fed him morn, and noon, and eve, -
And was his Providence.
And Iie knew thie rustie of my gown,
And every lightest tone,
And when he heard me pass, straightway
He followed o'er stock and stone.

One dark and bahmy evening, ¢
When the south wind breathed of rin,
I went to lead my pet within,
And found but a broken chiain.
I called aloud and Mstened,
1 knew not where to seek s
Ont of the dark the warm wet wind
Blew soft against my check.

And naught was * eard but the souud of waves
Crowding against the shore,
Over the dewy grass Iian,
And called aloud once more.
What reachad me out of the distance 2
Surely a piteous bleat !
1 threw my long dress over my arm,
And followed with flying feet.

Down to the edge of the water,
Calling again and again,
Aunswered so clearly, near and more near,
By that tremulous ery of pain ¢
I crept to the end of the rocky ledge,
Biack lay the water wide ;
Uy frow awmong the rippling waves
Came the shivering voice that cried.

I could not see, but T answered him ;
And, stretching a rescuing haund,

I felt in the darkuess his sea-soaked wool,
And drew him into the land.

Aud the poor Jittle ereature pressed so close,
Distracted with delight,

While I deled the Wiine from his dripping fleece,
.- With wuy apron soft and white,

Close in iny arms I gathered him,
More glad than tongue can tell,
And hie 1aid on my shoulder his pretty
head,
He knew that all was well.”
Aud 1 thought, as 1 bore »im suiftly
back,
Content, close folidd thus,
Of the Heavenly Fathier compassivnate,
Whose pity shall succor us.

1 thought of the armns of werey
That clasp the world about,
And that not one of His chiillren
Shiall perish in dread aud doubt §
For He hearsthe voices that cry to Him,
Al near His love shall draw 3§
With Lelp and comfort e warits for us,
The_Light, and the Life, amd the
Law,
~ Cclia Thaxter.

GOLDEN BHOUGHEY:

In confidence andd guictness shall be your strength,~Jsa. 30:15.

Every tempiation to evil temper which can asail us to-day witt
Ve an opportunity to decido the question whether we shiall gain
the calinness and rest of Christ, or whether we ahiall be tossed by
the restlessness and agitation of the world. — F. I, Robertson.

God reachies us good things by our own hand. — Ruskin.

We can never realize our depth in alu until we (ry to realize
what wo might have been in the Fathier's house if we had only
atayed at iowe with Him. — Phippa.

The path of tho just is as the shining light that shineth wore
and more unto the perfect day. — Pov, ic. 13,

It 1s sln thiat brings dread, and darkness, and despair ; there is
light and bicssedness for usasscon as we cast it off.—George Elirts




