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-Beloved by Divine love, the mysterious paýýt is made to
glow with the glory of Ood; its liglit is ikle a stone most
precious, even like a jasper stone,, clear as crystal. Once when
we looked back into the past we sawv the blackness of our guilt
and the hole of the pit Nwhence ve were digged; but now we
behold a silver stream of' mercy flowving frora the throne of God
and of the ILamb, and we tracki it to the eternal purpose of love
and the covenaut of grace. Gaze as you. can into'lighit ineffable,
but even wvith the eye of faith ail that you can disceril in the
ages which are passed is this word, -which hath a spiendour
albout At beyond compare-the word «'love." *In eternity the
Lord loved ns. Oh. how free is this! Row much wve owe for it!
The past is brighlt witli love, ivitli love most free.-Surgeol.

-«' Iihe words which I speak unto you, they are spirit, and
they are life "-quickzeninga and contiuually life-giving words.
We want to be permeated \vithi them ; we want'a thein to dwell
in uas richly, to be the inspiiration of our whole lives, the very
msic of our spirits, whose melodious overflow inay be glory to
God and good-will to man. Jesus Himself has given us this
quick and powerful word of God, and our responsibility is tre-
niendous. 11[e lias told us distinctly what to do as to it; Heelias
said, Il Searcli 1 » Now,, are we substituting a word of oui' own,
and merely reading themn?, H{e did not say, IlRead them," but
"Search," and it is a inost serions thouglit for many a cornafort-

able duiiy reader of the Bible that, if thiey are only reading and
not searching, ethey are distinctly living in disobedience to one
of lus plainest commands. What wonder if they do siot' grow
thereby !"

'Tis not for man to trifle. Life is brief,
Anud sin is here.

Our age is but the falling of a leaf-
A dropping tear.

We have no time to sport away the hours:

All mnust be earnest in a wvor1d like ours.
Not many lives, but only one have we-

One, only one;
How sacred should that one life ever be-

That narrow span!1
Day after day fiiled up with blessed toil,
Hour after hour stili briruging in new spoil.I
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