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[.Selectcl 1>otry.]

".JESUS 0F NAZAPtlTHI 1ASSETH MI."

lYaieIier, wîo wak'st by thîe bcd of pain,
While the stars swep ou mith their iniduiglit train,
Stilling the tear for thy lovcd one's Sake,
Holding thy brcath lest lier sleep slîould break,
li tlîy lonelicst hiour there's a lielpjer nighi-

"Jestis of «Nazatyrctlt passeth by."

Stra>îgd', afar froni tlîy native land,
W'hoin no mie takzes with a brotlîer's biaud,
TSable and hieartli-stoîie are gloving free,
Ca'seilients arc sparkliîîg, but not for thie;
iliere is eule eau tell of a borne on highi-

"Jcsus ofIR.waretlî lassetît by."

Sad oise, in secret bending low,.
N: dart iii thy breast thiat the world înay neot unowv,
Wrcstling thie faveur of God to wifl,
H-is zeal of p;ardon for days of sin;
P>ress on, pîress ou îvithi thy prayerful cry,

. Sesus ofNaart passeth by.*"

Vounevr, wlho sitteth iii thîe cliurcli-yard loue,
Scanning the liues on tliat mnarble stone-
VI)ucking. th aed roseth eliildrei's bcd,

Plati- te yrtead rseinsteadl-
Loolcing up fontme toîub withi tlîy tearful oye,

"Jesus of «Nazareth inssetli by."

1'adinl orne, witlb the licctic streak
Iu thy vejus cf tire arnd h ws cheek,- -
Fletr'st thou thie shade of the clarkened vale?
L.ook to the G uide wlîo eau ner'er fail ;
lie biath trod it Iîiielf !liew~ill lîcar thy sigb), y"Jesus of 'Nazay.reth, rassetlî y.

THE LORDYS DAY.

The traveller oms a rougli and dusty roaci, wbvlei froin trnie to tirne ]lu
fids by the ivay-Side a quiet green resting-PIace frorn whiclh lie inay look
aek on1 the way lie lias corne and also forward to the end of bis journey,

wvil1 surely stop at it for a little witli tliaiikfulness. And wvhat, are Thy
Sabbthls, 0 Lord, -%ith. thieir swcet services and their solein hours,
but freshi and peiceful oases such as these, inviting sie to put away for a
momnt flic troubles and the fatigues of thse ]îgwyof life, that I ilay
breathe awhile nisd gather iiew Z>strengtls for nîy journey. Ye giddy
crowd, %vhio rn iad rua on, m-itlîout looking round, unstil ye slide imito,
thse grave, 0! look ;tt these oases provided for you by God, wlso pities
you m-ore than yoss do yourselves. IlIf I fots'get thee, O Jelusalem, let
rny riglit bansd forget ils cunniiing !"says the Psailuiist. And "'let lit
tongue cleavwe to, the roof of imny mentis !" if I ever forget you, ye solemuni,
hioly hours prcparcd for mie by God ini the place wvhere Ris glory dwells,
and -%vhes*e He invites nie f0 enjoy Ris owNv rest !-Tl'holýucL.


