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oh!6 what a rhariot made out of eveningceleud ?
lBave yen hung over the taffrail on the ocean
and foen this cloudy vehiclo roll over the pave-
ments of a calmn aunmer Eea, the wheels drip-
ping with. the mnagnificence? Have you frein.
the top of Ben Lomnond or the Cordilleras or
fixe Berkshire ille seen the day pillowod for
the niglit, and yet had ne aspiration of praise
and bornage? Oh, whiat a rich Ged wev have,
that ho can put on one ovening sky pictures
that oxcel !1lichael Angelo's "Last Judgment"
and Ghirlandjo's "1Adoration of the Magi," and
'wheliô gal*erie9 of Nadonnas, axnd only for an
bour and thon throw them away, and the next
evening put on the sanie sky something that
excels ail that the IRaphaels and the Titians
and the Roembrandts and the Cerregios and
the Leonarde da Vincis ever executed, and
thon draw a curtain of mist over thein nover
again te ho exhibitedi 1 Bow rich God must
bo te have a new chariot-of clouds.every-even-

INSU FFICIL-NCOY.
Bretirrun, I amn conscieus that I Lave net

preacxed as 1 ouglit te bave preaehed this
rnorning. I bave been iastered by rny sub-
jet. 1 could sit dow'n alone aind picture My

Divine iNlaster on the cross. I de]ight te de
su. It is xny comfort to nieditate on Ilim. I
seo 1Jim banging on the tree, and carefully
survey Biii, fro'rn Bis head, oncircled ivith,
the thorxe, dowu te 1-is blessed feet, mxade by
the nails te ha fountains of crinison blood. I
bave w'opt behind the cross "c the marks of~
the dread sceurging ivhich. Ho bore; aixd then,
cenxing te the front, I bave gazeci upon Bis
piorcedt hands, aud ]ingered long before that
opened side. Then I feot as if I could die of a
*pleasing grief and inourxxful joy. O, hoiw I
thon love au(J adlore 1 But bore, befere thxis
crowd, I amn a niero lisper of words-words
whicli LaIl far~ below the height of this great
argument.

Ah me 1 ah mne! WW3b among the sons of
mon could fitly te!! you of Bis unknown ago-
nies, Bis pîercing anguish, Bis distraction
and hoart-breakingý.? Whe eau fully interprot
that awful, cry ef &'Moi, EIoi, lama sabacli-
thani ?-M.Ny Uod, mny Ged, wby hast Thon
forsaken me?" Alone, I eau bide my face,
and bov rny lxead ; b)ut bore, what-can I-O
Lord, what can Thy servant de?
"Words are but air, and tongues but dlay,
And Thy compassions are Divine."
I can net tell of love's bleeding, love's agony,

leve'is deatb 1 If the Eoly Ghost wi.ll gra-
ciously corne at this tume and put me and miy
werds altogether aside, a~nd setmy Lord before
yeu, evidontly crliied amoxig yeu, then shah!

I h cntetand you 'will go liomaethoughtful,
tender, hating sin, and tixorefore more deeply
happy, more sincerely glad, than over beforo.
T-he Lord grant it for lii*sname'ssake. Amen,
-Spurgeon.

SPEAK TO TIUEM.
A yeuno, lady called te see afriond who-was

il], and onDeaving, one n(tho clidren, a sweet,
in+,elligont littie girl, took lier down stairs. She
washer own especial favorite and pet, and yet,
being naturally of' an extrenely reserved dis-
position, sho hiad nover spokien one word te ber
on tixe sub jeet of religion. Looking doewn into
the thiouglît.ful, loving eyes under a sudden im-
pulse, sile asked the question: Maude, my
darling, do you love Jesus? "

To lier astonishimout the child stopped ab-
ruptly, and drawiîig lier into a roorn whieli
they were passing, she shut, the door, and
cMunging closely to, ber, burst into a flood, of
tears. Lookîing up at ]ast with a glad, happy
face, sho said: "lMNiss Alice, I have beupray.
ing for six montits that qou wouldrpeak Io me qj
Jesus, and now you have 1 Evory timo 1 have
been te vour bouse I hoped you would say
sornething, and I ivas beginning to think you
neyer -%vou Id."

It was keen reproacli te, ber friend, and one6
that she nover forget.

I-Iow xnany poor, sad, seeking seuls, liko
littie Maude, -%vonder why Christians never
speak te themn of t he things nenirest their hearts'1
O Christian, %why do you neglect te ]et your
liglit shine, and guide these weary wan-si-reré

CONCERNING SIN:

Do yen s uppose that sin is te be driven-out
of the human boart by soma fine fancy, soma
sentiment, soma easy method? Until yen
knowv what sin is, the Gospel Nvill ba an extra-
vagant and unmeaning tragedy. If thora is a
rnystery in ýredemption, there is equally a inys-
tory in sin. This is tbe medicine that follows
the disease. Heroin is the solut;oi of the mys-
tory of the Cross. The ghastly Cross follews
the gliastly sin; the tragedy of redeniption is
God'is answer te the tragedy of crime. You
ind nothing ixx the atoueément in the way of

mystery that yen do notfind in theway eof sin.
God could net guide us away by Loft ivords
frein the chains eflbell. It could enly be docie
by blood. Yen have 1,een thinking sin atrifle.
I wonder net, thon, yiu have been thinking
tho Cross a tragedy extravagant beyond thxe
necessitv of the case. If you have been caIl-
in- sin "linfirmity, IlIlmistake" 1 wonder not
that yen are frightened by the awful transac-
tions that are bore ini the four gospels. Yen
need the whele blood of the whole lieart of the
dying Savieur te help thea te get rid of sin
and te be deliveied frein its benia.ge--Jo&ph
.Parker.

-A ladync asked Mr. Wesley: Suppose
yeu knew that youw~ere te die at 12 e'clock to-
morrew niglit, hew would yeu spend the inter-
vening tume?" "UHow, madain? Why, just
as I intend te spond it now. I should preach,
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