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Light, travelling witliout impediment,
moves witlh the velocity of 192,000
miles per second. Moving, with this
velocity, it would require nearly four
years for a ray of liglit to mnove over a
space which lies between the eaî'th and
the nearest fixed star. It is a thouglit
full of sublimity tliat Mihen the eye is
turned towards the starry wvorlds, il
penetrates to depthis so far' remote in
the surrounding universe !

How great is the Divine Author who
mnade and wvho constantly sustains
al!

How desirable is hioliness, f'or it is in
perfect harmeny wvith the design of al
these works !

How direfful is sin, for it is the spirit
of discord, of ruin, and JIeath

Farewell to Thebes.
DYT l.'OP T. C. UI'UAM

The oar is dippitig in the wavcs
That bear me on thecir %vatery %vings:

Farewell to Egypt's land of graves !
Forelle the monuments of kings

Thic died-and chiangy'd tic living throile
For cliamibers in tho mnountain stone.

1 trodl the vast c-epuichral halls,
Designcd their lifeless dust tc, liep

And read upon the cliseld wallo9
The cniblemrs of tlheir final sleel)

And learned, that wlîen they brnv'd to die
Tliey hoped for illiiortaljly.

Dark was iliv ivay. Th7ley lk,îe.vnù
That othe.r ide %%,ould ol

'Vo rend the tlmnty iiountaun's bmwi,
That overlooks tilt Tiieban plair.

But if arighit 1 liecir heuarts they reâd,
The rocks ut as't w ldywild tili r'd

0, yes !île.- iiiîsuncls, uf the ie:îrt,
In cvcry land, in evcrv clinie,

Tlhem grcal, cnnohling trutlh iinpa:t,
Tliat Mie lias cmî>mirc ovcr tiînt.

l)eath for eternal l:fe inakes roon,
And lîcaven is boni iiirn t1w, to)tol>

They sa.- the end, but ilot thîe way-
The life to coniv, luit îlot tlu power

And felt, when cailc li n .lust lu laye
The doubt sud iinguish of the hour,

0. Christ !by thec the word 's spokien
The power is gîven ; heý toîn i i brokici.

ONAIT AND

Longing for Soul Reat.
IReturn unto tlxy reste O my smui !

There are timncs wvben the soul of
every one 1$ oppresged with the weari.
nes:§ of living. What profit biath a
mari of all his fabor which he taketh
under the suri 1 Living to most who
live earnestly, is rowing a boat hard
up-stream; it is fuil of excitementand
stimulus to the vigorous arm and de.
termined eye. There is joy in strife,
and pride ini overcoming. But qtili,
tiiere are lîours, wben the oar slackens
and the arm is listless9. One does anot
want for ever to contend îvitli the mad
race of wvaters, and longs to pout out
of the current into some quiet cove
where sunbeams glitter in golden
rings, and overhanging trees niake
green sbadows and soft ivisperings-
jit longs for a rest.

j Tiiere are such internai sheltered
nooks and shadowy delîs, breezy and
fragrant îvith restful images in almost
every soul-2ome place to retreat into
for quiet thouglîts. 1s it not so, my
friend ? You are a mother, perhaps,
with mnore than Martba'b care, cuva-
bered with niuch serving. The ar-
ranging and harmonizing of a family,
the meeting conflieting dlaims, the
endless work of compromising and
peace-mnaking among young and vigor.
o118 ivilîs, the guiding inexperienced
servants and entertaining guests, and
%vithial, the heavy anxiety to train
arigbit tliat w'hich neyer dies ; tiiese of
njecessity oit bring wcariness, and there
are Limes whien vou are sick of ail to-
gether. But perliaps sleeping in the
cradie is ajoyous, beautiful creature,
over whom, as yet, sin or sorro,. bias
110 powxer, cirer swveet and good, gay
and loving, and when every thing else
is wcarisome your thought s repose
thiere; your heart, like thc dove that
found no rest for the sole of bier foot,
folds its wings and is at peace in that
cradie.

In Amerlea, Our prosaic wvork-a-day,
country, this rest cani refresh but few ;
but "las lie îvho bath no oblation
chooseth a tre, so even liere nature


