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The Sabbaths of man’s life,

Threaded fogether on time’s string,
Make bracelets 1o adorn the wife

Of the eternal, glorivus King.

On Sunday Leaven’s gate stands ope,
Blessings e pientiful and rife,

More plentiful than hope.

Thou art a day of mirth,
And whare the week days trail on ground,
Thy flight is higher, as thy Lirth,

Q let me 1ake thee at the Lound,
Leaping with thee from seven to seven,
Till that we both, being tossed from carth,

Fly Bandin Land 1o heaven,

Read the Book.
BY J. I, MERLE D’AUBIGNE,D. D. GENEVA,

It was carly epring-time; all was calm.
The silver moonlight sticamed into a spaci-
ous Lall, iaiely recounding with the voice of
song and Ixughter; graceful forms had glid-.
ed throngh the dence there, and sounds of
deep meledy bad flonted on the evening air.
But the gay groups had separated ; the si-
lence of night kad suceceded to the confused
munnwrofthe festival ;. and thoughtawoke,
I he hearts of seme among them said,  This
is not happiness; we need something teyond
this. The peried of our life is as notling
in God’s sight. “T'here is a higher, an cter-
nal happitess. Who will give it to us?
who wiil show us the way 10it?” And 1
scemed to Leara voice fiom heaven answer-
ing—“ Tue wouns or yorr Gon! O
sons and danghiars of men ! hehold the
guide to that Letter iand—nean Tnem.”

It was summer; all was activity in city
and field. The merchent was busy in las
caunting-house, the workman in his shop,
the mother in “lier houschold, the soldier at
his post, the iatcurer in his ficld.

There was & murmar, like the humming
of insects in the keat of the day, but vast
and decp—for it wasthe busy hum of men.
And mankers smeng them said, withhellow
eves and mounful voice, ¢ Alns! true hap-

riness is net found in the whirl of busines.

Who will 1ell us where to seek it 77 And
again I seemed to Lear a voice frem keaven
answaring—* Tnr worns or yorr Gon,
O children of men, will show you the path
of happin¢s:—nEan THEM."”

It was a day in awtunin, - The wind had
stripped the trees,—thicirdry leaves carpeted
the carth 3 old men and womnen were rejos-
ing in the faint sunshine before their houscs,
while their children wereat work ; and cach
onc thought to himsclf, ¢ Scon my last sun
will visc; scon wiil the slxmp blast of death
detach me fiom the tree of life, and lay me
low Like thcse lenves on the carth. Who
will give me the sssurance of immortality ?
Who will giveime cternallife ¥ And aguin

I scemed to hear a voice from heaven ans-
wering—*¢ Aged men, THE WORDS or
vour Gob can give it to you—=nEan
THEM.”

It was winter.  Everything was dry, fro.
zen, dead. It was the time when men, as-
sembling, incite ench other to exime; but it
was the time also when God speaks power-
fully to the soul.  Conscience, that invisi.
ble witness which each of us bears within,
scemed awakened in many.  Men snd wo-
men, young and old, in the country and in
town mourned over their fuults.  One voice
in a tone of terror exclaimed, “1 have sine
ned ! ‘The death which now reigns over alj
naturedwells also in my soul! Y do sothing
tut what is wrong! Who can endure the
day of the Lord’s coming?  Whoshall stand
when ke appeareth? My sins! my sins?
who will deliverme from them 2 Who will
save me?”’  And Iscemed to heara voire
saying, “Jesus Christ!  Jesus Clrist wiit
deliver thee! e has cometo seek and to
save that which® was lost. Reap Tue
Wonn or Gon, and thou wilt know thy
Saviour, thou wilt possess salvation.”

Bwearicg Alone

A gentieman once heard a lakiouring man
swearing dreadfully in the presence of a
sumbcer of his companions, e told him
it was a cowardly thing to swear so in com-
{.:m;' with others, when he dared not do it

y himsclf. The man said he was not
afraid to swear at any time or in any place.
‘1’1 give you ten dollars,’ said the gentle-
man, if yeu will go into the village grave.
yardat twelve o’clock to-night and swear the
same vaths you have just uttered here, whea
you are alene with Ged.?

‘Apreed ¥ said the man; ‘it is an easy
way of carning ten dollars.

* Well, you come to me to-morrow, and
say you have done it, and the moncy is
yowrs.”

The time pasced on ; midnight came—
The man went to the graveywrd. Tt was s
night of pitchy darkness. As he entered
the graveyard not g sound was licard ; all
was as still as death.  Then thegentleman’s
words, alone with Ged, came over him with
wonderful power.  The theught of the wick-
cdress of what Le had been doing, and what
e hiad come there to do, darted across his
mind like a flash of lightning.  He trom-
bled at Lis folly. Afmid to teke another
step, he fell on kis knces, and instead of the
drcadful caths hic came to utter, the camest
ay ;\'cm. up, ‘Ged be merciful to me, asin-
ner.

The next day he went to the gentleman
and thanked him for what he had doue, and
said he had resolved not-to swear another
oath as long ss ke lived.



