
Redeeming the trne, because the days are evil.-Ephesians v. 16.

"1What O'Clock Is It ?SHEN I was a young lad, my father one
day called me to him that he might
teach me to know what o'clock iL was.
He told me the use of t1ie minute-finger

and the hour-hand, and described to me the
figures on the dial-plate, until I was perfect in my
part.

No sooner was I quite master of this knowledge
than I set off scampering to join my companions
in a game of marbies; but my father called me
back again.

" iStop, WilIie," said lie; "I have something
more to tell you'"

*Back again I went,
wondering what else
I had gotto learn; for
I thought I knevi al-
about the dlock as 'A ~
-%vel1 as my father did.

"4Willie," said hie,
"I have taught you

to know the time of
day. 'imust now k.\
teach you the tinie of <
your life.'

Now, life is very /. .

uncertain, anid you '1
niay flot live a single j
day longer; but if '

wu divide the four-
score years of an old\
nian's life into twelve \
parts, it will give
alnqost seven years.
f or ev e ry figure. ~__

W re a boy issvn
years old, then it is
one o'cock of bi li ,
and this is the case
with you.

1 waited raLlier -''

iinpatiently to hear
howv my father wouid expiain this further lesson,
for i wished to go to my 'marbles'"

. iThe Bible," sàid hé, "Il escribes the years of a
mnan to be threescore-and-ten oý four-score years.
When you reach fourteen years old, it will be two
years o'clock witb you; and wben at twenty-one,
it will be three o'clock; at twenty-eight, it wili be
four o'clock; at thirty five, it will be five o'clock ;
at forty-two, iL wii1 be six o'clock; at forty-nine,
it wiil be seven o'clock, should it please God to
spare your life. In this manner you may always
know the time of your life, and looking at the dlock
may remind you of iL. My great-grand-father
according to this calculation, dlied at twelve
o'clock, my grand-father at eleven, and my

f ather at ten. At wliat hour you or I shall die,
Willie, is only known to Him who knoweth ail
things.

Seldom since then have 1 heard the enquiry,
'What o'clock is it ?" or looked at the face of a

dlock, without being reminded of the words of
my father.

The Value of a Minute.
SSM ALL vessel was nearing the Steep

H olme, in the Bristol Channel. The
captain stood on the deck, his watch in
his hand, his eye fixed on it.

A terrible tempest had driven them onwvard,
and the vessel was
a scene of devasta-
tion. No one dared

f ,, -to ask IlIs there
~ \~ ~<hope ?' Sulent con-

~ sternation filled
Severy heart, made

every face pale.
v>. The wind and tide

'Q.drove the shattered
~ bbark fieroely forward.
Il f-~V. Every moment they

were hurried nearer
to the sullen rock
which knew no mer-

* '. cy-on which many
iht-fated vessels had

__ foundered, ail the
crews perishing.
* Stili the captain

:1 s t o o d motionless,
>> speechless,his watch

in bis hand. "lWe
are lost 111was the

Suddenly iey
glanced across the
sea; he stood erect;
another moment, and

hie cried, "Thank -Godi1 we are saved-the tide
bas turned-in one minute more we should have
been on the rocks 1"

He r'eturned to his pocket bis chronomneter by
whicb lie had thus measured the race between
time and tide: and if they bad neyer feit it before,
assuredly both le and lis crew were on that day
powerfuilly tauglit the value of a minute.

Friend, perhaps there is but a minute between
you and death. How is it to be spent ?

WHAT 18 YOUR LIFE?


