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THE CLAImS 0F THE SABBATH.

Gýod gave command 'mid thiundere from Hiz hill,
"One day in seven give to Me entire.
lJ epent thy sine, bow humble to- My will,
Jehovah's goodness know and dread his ire;
Then at thy death-the dread resuit of eim-
Heaven's gates shall open to thy spirit life.
Relue, for g t thy crime and thou shalt win
Hell, and a mieeries of Eternal strife."
<bey lusg iill? Whe'd,( dare to disobey,
When Heu nnding gapes ite wide profound.
Refuse? Who eo irratiional as pla7r
Above Niagarae verge or, Norway e Malestromn round.
(Jl)eY His twilli Who would net gladlly eerve,
W ith Heaven in endiese Jife as a reward,
When namelese joye, eternal, in reeerve,
With angele mingle and with God accord.
(Me day in 8et-eni! What false mmnd s0 base
As te refuse that time unto hie Ged.
One seventh of if e! Who wou1d for thie erase,
Their namnes from th' list, communion with their God.
What man? Alas! in numbers are they found,
In thousande, nay. ia millious are they found,
How Helu rejoices at, Heaven mourus the sound,
That rises myriad tongued from Sabbath daye profaned.
How strange that inan, by God created, and
By Him pardoned, though disobeyed,
Should ever wish to resist the divine'cemmand
W'herein God'e wisdoiu'e fer their wante displayed.
However strange, 'tis true. Man's sine paut number;
Threugh life, hie sine are counted by bis heart,
No moment passes but be hastes te encumber
Hie Book of Life with blets in every part;
And on the Sabbath, as grown desperate,
Strives te exceed each precedig crime;
Sine on as usual, curses bis hard fate,
Profanes God's holy day, Hie own appointed time.
But why ehould he? ?od's forethou,9ht shown in ail;
Works of nlecessity steru, or mercy, li1e
Allowe man te performn at urgent cail.
XVhy net stop others? -Why net fear Divinit 1P
Why should amusements on1 that day be sought,
-Save the real pleasure, worshipping our Ged?
ýTis time te pause. ýStay idior!. give ene theught!1
Hast thou ne fear of Hie avenging rôd?
Do'st think with thy mean, weak,. and puny might,
That thou canet, with succese, reelet a G;od ?-
Heathen knew more, iwithout our Holy Light-
Short is thy epan and seen the cov'ring sed.
TVa/e careles Chtrigtian! Wake! in thunder loud
Thy warningt veice be heard the world around.
,Shoat! till thy voice reach eveli te, the cloud;
Shout! till it reachee earth's remeteet bound.
Hundrede are dying in our land te-day.
Hundrede wiil die before te-Mlorrew's sun;
Canet net thou warn themn of their evil way
Wh-ly net have Jesue say: "Servant, welue!
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