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BY REV. THOMAS GUTHRIE, D.D,

© Open Thont mine eyes, that 1 may beholl wondrous thiugs out of
Thy law.” —Psulm ¢rix 19

Y OD only can open our cyes.  We need sight as well ag
(]' Iight. Unless our cyes are opencd, the Bible is of wo
moro use to us than a lantern to a blind man in the dark
mght, and on a dangerous read —of no more use to us than a
yutde-book in Russian, Chinese, Arabic, or any other to us
mcomprehensible tongue  of no mure use to us than the way

ost, with painted finger pointing out the path to that blind

cggar, who, with head erect and carcful steps, cumnes on in
the leading of a dog. To show the pass, we raise cairas of
weathered stones on our Highland Inlls, and when the way
was lost, and hope with strength was sinking, as they caught
sight of the rude pile looming through the mist, or rising black
abovoe the levelled snows, mavy have blessed the hands that
raised the cairn ; they owe their life toit. Ahroad, among
the Alps, Christianity there, modifying a custom older than
itgelf, they substitute crosses for cairnyg ; and where the rozd,
leaving the gay and smiling valley, climbs into the realms of
aternal winter, or is cut out of the face of precipices, down
which one falso step hurls the traveller mto a gorge where the
foaming torrent scems but a tilver thread, tall crosses stand.
And so, when tho path is buried in the driit that spreads a
treacherous crust over yawning crevice and deadly crag, he,
by keeping the line of crosses, Lraves the tumpest, aud walks
safely where otherwise it were death to venture. But sect a
blind man on such a road, and he never reacees home ; the
earth his bed and the snow his shroud, he sleeps the slecp
that knows no waking. Now, there is a cross that pomnts
out man's way to heaven.  But unlees the eyes that sin sealed
are open—have been opened by Gud to seeit, and all the way-
marks that mercy has sct up to that happy home—our fect
shall *‘stumble upon the dark mountans,” and we shall
perish for ever. . L

God only con do this. Hence to him David directs the
praycr of my text ; and also this—lighten mine eycs, lest 1
aleep the sleep of death. Men use mstruments to restore
sight, and nowhere does surgery achieve a nobler triumph,
or bestow greater blessings on mankiod, than in yonder
theatre, where shill and a steady baud, cut into the sightless
Lalls; and maw, opening a way fur the light of heaven,
imitates Christ in His Daine woiks of might and mercy—
pouring light into the blind man's ey ¢s, and joy into the blind
man’s Leart. Gud also uscs instrumcests - His instruments the
Word, His ageut the Iuly Spirit. By these, working taith
in men, and renewing them in the sp.rit of their minds, He
has often answered, and is now ready to answer the prayer,
Open thou mine eyes.

Let me illustrate the cffect of this by three examples.

Firet, look at Balaawm. Heis urging furward a restive and
unwilling steed, as unconscious of dar ger a8 many who, in
the pur:uit of money or pleasure, aic driving headlong on
ruin. Wincing under its rider's Llows, why will the beast not
go furward? Why dacs she back and plunge? Halaam secs
no danger ahiead, nothing on the dusty path, Lot the flicker-
ing sunbeame, or the shadows of the vines that trail along
the walls. What makes the ohstinate, unruly biute run lus
limb against the wall, and bring down on its own head a
shower of angry blows” Nothing that Balaam sees, till the
Lord, as the Bible says, opencd his eyes ; and then and there,
right in front of bim, hestriding the narrow path, stands an
angel, a sword glittering in his hend.  And let God open a
sinoer’s eyes, and how he would stare and tremble to sce a
sight more terrible—Justice, armed with tho terrors of the
law, barring his way to heaven. Learning, then, that by the
deeds of the law no man living shall be justified, the poor
soul gladly welcomes a despised, rejected Saviour, and falls
at His feet, to cry, Lord, save me, I perish,

Secondly, take a second care of Divine illumination. A
poor outcast, a wanderer in the thirsty desert, Hagar, whose
sins have brought this misery on her head, Las laid Ishmacl
down Lehind a bush to die.” She can zubmit to her own
death, but not see his; nor hear the cry, Water, mother,
water! that comes faintly from his blackened hps. With
nothing over her but a bumiug sun, nothing around her but

lowing sands, and with the wind of that desert on her cheek
fike the breath of a fiery furnace, she retires ouat of carshot

of Ishmael’s moaus, and sits down to die. In that hour of

her extremity, of dark and deep despair, there comes a voice,
She lifts her head, and, listening, hears it say, ¢ What aileth
thee, Hagar ? fearnot; for God hath heard the voice of the
lad where bo is. Arise, lift up tho Jad !”"—and at the same
moment there falls on her ear the blested sound of bubblimg
water,  God opens her eyes; and there a aprng, 1viting her
to drink, is welling up from the burnit, sands. ™ And let God
open the ¢yes of anyone who, amid terrars of consuience,
fuels roady tu porish, and in the Gospel, which before scenied
8o barren of plea.ures, at the fuot of the cross, and within
Lis own svul, Le will find ““a weil of water springing up into
everlasting life,”

Take aunother c¢xample. Alas, my master ! how shall we.
dou ? is the cry of Llisha's servant, as he rushes into the house
with pale terror in his face. The Syrian host, Ly a foreed
mght-march, has reached their city, encompas-ing it like a

.all; and he had seen the morning sun glitter cu swuids and
spears, and the terrible array of war, Calmand sclf ‘Pussessed,
big masters answers, Fear not ; for they that be with us are
more than they that be with them. With us{ the servant
might ask ; who are with us? Where arethey ? "The prophet
prays, and in answer to his prayer, the Lord opins his
servant's eyes.  Now, as if they had started from the bowels
of the earth, or every bush and every tree had suddenly
changed into a tlaming, celestial form, Behold, the mountan
was full of harses and chariots of fire round about Elisha;
And when memory has called up a believer's sins, and a
sense of gwilt has been darhening into despair, and Satan and
his hosts, 1esuing from the pit, and drawn out i battle array,
seem to luve cut him off from escape, aud he has beea ready
to ery, with Elisha’s servant, Alas, my Master, how shall T
du? how has the Spirit of Gud fluwn to hus help ; aud with
eyes opened on the fulness, grace, wercy, pardon, and power
we have in Jesus, how has he felt that, with God the Father,
and God the Sun, aud God the Holy Spint on hus sule, They
that are with him are greater than all that can be agawst
him.—abbreciated from a colume, entitled, ** Speakiny to the
Hlcart.”

SABBATH.

’I‘HR keepers of the Salhath have always been, as a nule,
a happy people. . There bas boen judeed a varrow spuit
of ascetici-m exlub tod by tome, but these have beon rarg oy-
ceptions, ard Lot to be regardid as le itimate ¢ap nonts of
the right obeervaner of the Sabbath.  No class of people were
ever happier than the carly Clristiang, and the Sablath was
their most joyful duy.  A-ceticizm was of pigan origin, and
gaincd ground among the Christians enly as thur doctines
and instituti-ns became corrupt. The Bo'ormors wore not
sivomy men, nor were the Puritans av a budy, although they
Lave been so maligned.  Vienn, she author of “ The Complete
Duty of Mun,” was accuston.ed to sy, ¢ My Sabbaths are
sweet to my soul.” Philip Henry woull often say at the cluse
of the Sabbath, cspecially after a scason spent in instructog
his househeld, ¢ W, if this be not the way to heaven 1
do not knaw what i« ” How dull and wearisome by contrast
is the round of the restless secher after pleasure. it was the
confession of Colonel Gardner that when hic appeared to his
¢ mpanions te be the most joyous of men, he was in realty
so wiverable that he wished he ware the dog under the table,
Byron held the mirror up to nature in * Childe Harold : *

¢t It is that weariness that springs
From all I meet or hear or see,
‘To me no pleavure beauty brings ;
‘Thine eyes bave scarce a charm for me,
1t is that settled, cuaseless gloom
The fabled Hebrew wandeier bore,
That will not lovk beyoud the tomb,
But cannut hope for rest before.”

OxL 815, —1f one note in the organ be out of Ley or harsh
of tunc, it mars the whole tune Al the other reeds may be
in harmony, but the one defective reed destroys the sweetness
of all the rest  In every tune this reed makes discord some.
where. Its noise jars out into every other note.  And so one
sin destroys the harmony of a whole Iife. A boy or girl may
be obedient, fihal, industrious, and houest ; but ill-temper 18
a jarring reed that tuuches every grace with chill and discord.
Let every affuction, und every thought, aud every word, and
every action, be right ; then there is music in the life,



