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"TPo-day, if ye hear niy voice, harden
flot your hlearts." He speaks to the
soul of man. Obcdience ta the in-
dwelling, word begets eternal life. It
works by the loving law of the spirit
of life in Christ, and flot by the law
of death. The beauty that the soul
receives by walking in thehidden path
is seen *by men. But if~ we fail to
make a proper use of the opportuni-
dies of ta-day, it leaves us weaker for
the duties ôf to-r.norrow. Tf we fait ta
sow seeds of love a-d kindness here
the saut is defrauded of its harvest
in the hereafter. Our happiness cornes
frarn duty done.

Let us flot forget to enter into the
closet of our hearts and there pray.
Here our truest life is lived. A lit-
tde tinie in the sweet sense of God's
Fatherhood! Let us awaken up ta a
sense of our accountability. What we
sow that shall we reap. Ail outward
forms and cerernonies avait nothing.
Let us turn again to the urne tife.
We alwvays may be what we rnight have
been.

QUIETNESS, AS A CANOPY,
COVERS MV IMINI).

Great Gzod, thy name be blest,
Thy rZoodness be ador'd,

My soul bas been distress'd,
But thon hast peace restored.

A thankful heart I feel,
In peace. my mind is staid,

Balsamic ointments heal,
The wounds by sorrow made.

Though elemauts contend,
Though wind an'd waters rage,

Ive an unshakcn Friend
Who doth my grief assuage.

Though ill reports abound,
Suspicions and surmise,

I find, and oit have found,
In deati true comfort lies.

That death I mean whereby
Self-love and will are siain,

For these the more they die,
The more the Lamb doili reign.

And well assur'd I amn
True peace is only known,

Where Ne, the harmless Lamb,
l'as made the Izeari bis thirone.

Then, then n'ay tenipests rige,
Cannon may roar in vain;

The Rock of every age,
The Lamb/., the Lamnb doth reign.

Though storrns without arise,
Etnbtems o( thosewvithin,

On Christ my soul relies,
The sacrifice for sin.

Though inward storns prevail,
Afflictijig to endure,

I've help that cannot (ail,
In Hini that's ever sure.

Though ovtwaTd war an~d strife,
Prevail Pomn sea to sea,

I've peace in inward.3ife,
And that suffice'h nac..

Though clamur rear its head,
And stalk from shore to shore,

My food is angel's bread,
Wbat cin I covet more?

4 MO1. 22nd, 1782. -Written by job Scott.

TAKING A WRONG VIEXV.

How rnany take a wvrang view of life,
and waste their nervous systen in en-
deavoring ta -accumulate wealth with-
out thinking of the present happiness
they are throwing away. It is flot
wealth nor honor that makes a man
happy. Many of the rnast wvretched
beings on earth have both. But it is a
radiant, sunny spirit wvhic-h knows how
ta bear littie trials and enjays littie corn-
forts, and ttîus extract happiness fiom,
every incident in lif.-Christian World.

A drap of water tay one day in a
gutter. saited, stained, poltuted.
Looking up inta the blue of the sky it
heLpin ra wish for purity, to long ta be
cleansed and made crystalline. Its
sigh wvas heard, and t wvas quickty lifted
up by the sun's genfie fingers- up, out
of the fout gutter into the sweet air,
then higher and highier; at length the
gentle winds caught it and bore it
away, and by and by it rested ori a
distant mountain top a flake of pure
wvhite. beau tiful snow. This is a par-
able of what the grace of God does for
every sinfut life that lor)gs and cries for
purity and holiness.-Frorn "Making
the Most of Life, by Rev. J. R. Miller,
D. D., in Christian at Work.
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