
earthly conacernament arouses us from our reverie, and we wake and behold,
it is a drearn.

"lNo book but God's own has been so, honoured to ifs, up the cross amid
the far-off nations of mankiad. The Italian bas read it under -the shadow
of the Vatican, and the modern Greek amid the ruixas of Athens; it has
blessed the Arinenian trafficker, and it has calmed the fierce Malay ; it has
been carried up the far rivers of Burmah, and it has drawr tears frorn the
dark eyes in the cixanamon groves of Ceylon. The Bechuanas ira their wild
wvoods have rejoiced irn its simple story ; it has'been as the elixir of palms
and fountains te the Arab wayfarer; it has nerved the Malagasy for a
Faithful's martyrdom,. or for trial of cruel xnockings and tortures more
intolerable than dèath. The Efindoou has yielded to its ses!! by Gunga's
sacred strearn ; aud, cro'wning triumph!1 Hebrews have read it. ôn the siopes
of Olivet, or on the barak 'of Kedron ; and the tender-hearted daughters
cf Salemn, descendants of those who wept for the"j ffarings of .Jesus, have
wept over it for themnselves snd for their children."

THE ANGEL OF EUS PRESENOE.

BY LUCRETL& A. DES -BRXSAY.

"And the angel of Ris presence saved them."ý-sA. liii. 92.

-OiH! how sweet it is, te hide
Ina ny Saviour, te abide

In Ris arma of love, which ou the cross for me extended wide,
With the ange! of Hie preseuce for my guardiar and my guide.

Hlow Hisilove My spirit fuls!1
TMI xny utmost being tîrilis!1

Be 'will ever keep fromn evil, and preserve. my soul from. ills;
Yes 1 the auge1. of Bis presexnce every doubtand terror stille.

Oh! how truly I amn blest,
And of every good possessed,

While Bis presence stili goes with me, aud will always give me rest,
Evera the ange! of Ris presence to. be my s3pir-it's guest.

Re wrnl neyer let me stray;
À glo;wing cloud by day,

And a bright aud fiery pil1ar upora my uightly way,
The uiighty Covenant Ange! will- always witx me stay.

Wheu thie morts! iffe is o'er,
And the chains of earth no more

Can detain niy ransomed spirit upon time's ragged shore;
Lo! the ange! of Hie presence wifl save me evermore.
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