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"11W FAR IS IT CALIED TO THE
GRAVE,?"I

"Row far is it called te the grave?"
The boy looked up froni hie play-

"The grave? I have not heard of the grave;
It muet be far away.

{)ften the sailors have told me
0f lande -%vhetre therXlm.-trees wvave,

<if lande of heauty an. woii er,
But they neyer.epoke of the grave."

~Nought lie knew%% of thcsilont grave,
Nouglit kne'w but his play and prayer;

Yet bis life's travel wae nearly o'er
Hlie littie feet juct there.

How far ie it called to the grave?"
The lover looked up wvitli a emile-
Ah! froin the golden land of love,
It muet be nany a mile!

ýOur road lices yet in the sunishine.
Through song, axîd throughi sceîited May;

Far, far off je the sileit grave,
And ite sliadows cold ani gray !

BEe could not sec that bis darling,
WVith the bride-fiowers in lier haïr,

.And the wcdding token on lîir hand,
WVas almoet, aLiost there !

Row far je it called te the grave?"
The inother turned wvith a tear;

*White grew the roses in lier chieek,
Bier heart stood stilli vith fear.

" IFow far? 'Tie close to tle Iieatii-stonie;
Alas ! for the baby feet-

Tlîe little baro feet that ail ilied
Haste there with steps so fleet!

"And alas for th(e nged footstupe,
And thiose that have goneaetray!

.And aias for the broken-hearted
They find it far away.

Yet Io ngest journeye have tlîeir eîîd,
.And the darkest shadows fiee,

-And eç-en the dreariest rivere
Find their way into the sea."

«"How far is it callcd te the grave?"
It is only a life, dear friend ;

«And the longeet life la short at lact
When heaven le at the end!

Lillie Di. Barr, Ilerald of Mercy.

LIFE A FAILTJRE.
How maîîy persons there are who mîust,

-count their lives as failures. reckoning
from the standpoint of tlieir pujrposes and

their intentions! Anmari entera into busi-
ness, lhe aime at wealtli and influence, he
toile for years, but lias loases and nuiefor-
tunee, until at the end hie fnda xnoney is
gone, time je gYone, toil la expended, life àa
weJl-nigh wasted, and nothing %Yhich ho
undertook to do la accomplislied. The
great object which men have in view is
frequently too far off, it is beyond their
reacli, they neyer will attain, te it. The
marn who does hie present 'vork for Qod,
in obedience and fidelity, will neyer need
to counit hie life a failure. He may see
littie fruit, but lcnows full well tliat the
eeed, though deuply buried in the soil,
does not die. R1e knowe also that the day
of ingathering hae riot yeb corne, but it
will corne, and wlien it cornes "tie joy of
the harvest" shall more than coipensate
the sower's bitter toil.

If you wvould have your life a success,
let it be devoted to, God; let some portion
of each day ho spent in R1is service; let
sorne victory be achieved, soine trophy
won, soine sinner saved; and then, though.
poverty, iniefortune a.nd affliction may
corne upon you, you will have this conso-
lation, that eornething la forever safé.
Bleseed are they who, find in Chirist and
Rise salvation, their highest treasure, their
pureet and inoet enduring joy. Disap-
pointinents nay corne to thern, riches
niay take wings, earthly friends and friend-
ships uiay vanisb, but the mani wlio, stand-
ing on the hill of God, beholde one sinner
saved as the resuit of a lifetinie of toil,
can aay with truth that lie has not labored
i vain, nor spent his strength for nauglit.
-Sel.

SWEETER THAN HONEY.

At the National Qouncil of the Congrre-
gationalists.hield.in, Chicago Dr. Mex:editl
said : I have read of a little colored boy
dowii in Mississippi who ivas coiverted to
God, and lie ias ce happy lie didn't know
wvhat te, do with hlmecîlf. H1e iaughied, and
lie danced, and lie sang, and lie shouted,
and finally lie crîed out, -"Oh, it ie sweet
-it la sweet--it je sweet--«s molasses !"I
[Laughter.] Yes, you laugli at abat; but
2,800years before that, Israe]'s rtoval"iintg-
er said, " It is sweeter than honey and the
1honey-comb." One of tlim lived la a
lioney country, and the other lived in a
molasses country, but the sentiment je ex-
actly the saine.


