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we are the Jhildren of God, aud juint heirs with Cheist.’ And
as children travelling to their Father's house, they ha.  but
one object in life. .And in the pursuit of it they gladly . b
their Master, ¢endure the cruss and despisc the shame.” .
His strength they areunabled to “fight the good fight.” ‘ They
go from stremgth to strength,’ “They that wait upou the
Lord,” nut at His gate, or in His huuse, or at His altar, o
upon 1lis ministers, or on their word, or in His ordinances,
¢ {)ut they that wait upon the Lord Himseli, shall renew their
strength; they shall m nnt np with wings as cagles, they shall
run and not be weary ; and they shall not faint.

« And the ransomed of the Lord shall retuen, and come to
Zion with sougs and cverlasting joy upun their heads . they
shall ubtain joy a1d gladness, and surrow and sighing shall
flec away.” -

A DAY T0 BE

A DAY TO BE REMEMBERED

DY AUNT MAY.
*Remember the Sablath bay to heepat holy.*

U.N CLE PHILIP was ill, aud I, his picce May, was

keeping him and the blazing fire compavy one
giutering March day, when he thus began one of his many

8 1

It was my fifteenth birthday, my dear, when I had this
Bible given me. I remember well my father’s words, ¢ Here,
my son, is & Bible from me and your mother, and we hope
that it will be your guide all through life. It will I am sure
be dear to you, for our sakes, as well as becausc of the precious
truths it contains. My father spoke feebly, for he was only
Just recovering from a dangerous illness, and it made us all
very sad to noticc how wasted and weak ho hid become.
Then Bessie came forward, with a purse she had worked for
me with her own fingers. I bave it still, May, although your
dear mother has long been numbered with the silent dead.

. X Jeft home the very next day after, and went to a mea-
side town, to learn the trade I had myseli chosen—that of a
ship nter. At first everything was so fresh and strange
to me, that T forgot my Bible, and there it lay day after day
at the bottom of my box, as though 1 had forgotten both my
father and my God. RBy-and by I grew more accustomed to
my work, my companions, and the glorious sea ; but yet I was
a8 careless as cver (as carclessas the rest, I was going to say,
but perhaps they were the better of the two, seeiug how I had
been brought up), instead of that, however, I will say, that 1

REMEMBERED.

still furgot my Bible aud the Gud who was canng for meal
the while.

“It was a fair Sabbath morning, and the sea sparkled
‘neath the bright May sunshine. I was walkiog aluoe upon
the sands, when a voice catled to me frum the chils above,
‘I'hil, we are going for a sail tu-day. Will you juin us? It}
be glorious fun, and Steadman has laid in no eud of good
things tv take with us. I told the chaps you'd be sure to
come, so don't keep us waiting,” i

1 was upun the puint of saying Yes, when it tlashed across
my mind that it was Suvday, and therefure no day ior
pleasure. 1 had no time to_hesitate, for the une whe spoke
was in a hurry, clse he would be too late, 80 remetubuning the
uld temptation, and pour Jim who was drowned, I called vut,
¢ No, Icannot come, and you, Frost, be persuaded by me and
stay at hometoo, Remember it is the Sabbath.’

€¢ ¢ Stufs,’ and he turned off, for the others were calling hin
on their way down to the boat. I went home to my lodgings,
and never beforo bad the morning sun shone so brightly, never
before had I felt so happy, so light-hcarted—it secmed, May
dear, as thoughI had that day chosen whom I would serve,
The next morning brought me a letter saying that my dear
father was dead. He had passed from life sudaenly, unex.

ectedly, upon that glorious Sabbath morning, but althoughl
?elt the blow terribly, I was quite sure that he had but gone
from our Sabbath, to one more glorious still, the cternal
Sabbath of heaven. Then, when he was gone, I remembered
his words to me some years before, when I had begged to be
allowed to go to the woods on a Sundsy. ‘My son, if six
days are not enough for us, in the which we may seck our own
pleasure, depend upon it that the seventh will be a dead
failure—it will not answer, Phil, it will not answer.’

*¢But, father, when folks work all the other days,’ 1
urged.

¢ ¢ Then, my son,” and he smiled, ob, so kindly upon me,
“the scventh will be welcome as a day of rest—a day of
worldly pleasure it can never be.’

““Supposing I had gone with the rest, May, would it have
been a pleasure ? Ten thousand times No. My father dying,
and—but it seemed then, and it secems now, too dreadful w
think of. By my father’s grave, 'neath the sweet spring sua.
light and the fair heavens, I thanked my God who had kept
me from gsing wrong, and so adding a bitter sting to my
memory of the past, and the day on which my father died.’”

Dear chiléren, honour the Sabbath ; believe me, you will
be, oh, so glad that you have done so by-and-by. You may
not have a dear friend die on that day, like Uncle Philip, so
as to cause you to be thankfnl that you have not been sinning
while their souls have been passing to glory, but Jesus will
come some day to us all, and He knows all those who are His.
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S a concise, cxhaustive, and impartial commentary, and
help to the study of the Bible, Mr. Gray's * Biblical
Muscum” (1) can hold its own with any similar contemporary
work. We give it unequivocal prefercace, and many others
may do the same. The new volume, from Joshua to Samac),
is most interesting. X
Mr. Stock deservesthe hearty thanks of the reading public,
as well as of the antiquariap, for his admirable series of fa
simile reprints from the original cditions of various old works.
The ““Pilgrim's Progress” was, if we remember rightly, the
first of the serics, and published at a rather high figure, but as
a commemoration of the bicentenary of this glorious dream
be has just reissucd it (2), identical in appearance with the
first cdition, but at & much lower price, which ought to com-
mand for it & large circulation,

By Rev, J.



