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ICC£ Ili.
r otir blessei Lordi tooli a Lonton
season te prepare Himself for
His great work, do we not need

Lo e4 one every year to hoelp us to tgo
righitly about our lifo's %voriV

Then let us sec to it that Lent lias soine
real Ineaning for us. We spealc of self-
d1enial, and looki upon Lent ri-lhtly as a
tinie for practisingy it, and hihrstili as a
scason of self-sacrifice. It is a time, too,

fur punitence, for loolin- our sins unflinch-
ingly in the !Mce, calliing thein by their
r-ighlt naines, and setting ourselves, %with
the hlp of Vod and ail ttic force of our
nature, to conquer and destroy tlhcm.

But it ineans sonmething hi be tili ; it
is flot a well-spent Lent unloss it teaches
us Io look out of ourselves to Christ.

Some speali of Lent as if its whiole iii-
tcntion Nvcrc t(, produce a feeling of glooin.
Oixe of the deop Sayings of a saintly mail
spea-s of humiliation as a meaus to amend,

ana iL is a gooa sayîng to bear in mina iu
Lent. Yoti nitust flot place the chie f part
of your religion in humiliation, as f it
wvere a life of more sorrow that we' are
callod to by the Gospel. But you must
makie it a servant to your faith, and love,
and joy in the Iloly Ghiost, and other
g-races. As the use of the needie is but to
ialie roomi for the thread, and thon iL is
tbe threaa and îiot the necdle that mak-es
thc scain; so muchl of our sorrow is but to
prepare for faibli and love, and these are
they that close the soul with Christ. It ie,
therefore, a sore mistakie wibh some that
are ver'. apprehiensive of their want of
sorrow, but littie of their wvant of faiLli or
love, and that pray and striv'c to break
thieir hearts, or weep for sin, but mot mucli
for those higlier graces which iL tendeth to.
One must be done, and the other net loft
undone.'

WArZIFCL HvUMÀIrT.-EZchZiCI XXVii.

HTAT ship is this with broidered sail,
Perfect iii every part,

SThe ivory bondli, the cedar inast,
Provo lier a wvork of art. ?

A ship of Tarshishi, built by mon
In their vocation skilled,

lieriariners ana pilots wise,
IIer liold withi treasure filled.

Spices fromn Slieba, precious stones,
Silver and gela are thore;

Perfect in beauty is lier form,
lier freizlitage ricli and rare..

But human skill is ail in vain,
Iu storm and adverse wina,

The men and gold together siink
Ana Ïeave nô trace behind.

SLr.rrio DIVINITI:.-IMattIhcW yuL

A fisbing boat is on a lalcie
fleneatli an Easterni Sly,

1;o ivory bouches lino bier sides,
No purpie îloïats on1 hifli.

No predious stones, nlo spices rare
Bier narroiv hiold contains;

BR creW are humble, ruggedxmeii,
..Content with se-anty gins

Thé'smiliing sty by clouas 9bscuircd,
Groivs onlinous-ana-dark,

*Thc stormn in aIl its fury rmars,
Thc wavcs sweep ô'er the barque.

Our Saviour Christ in slumber lies,
But wh 'en, with eaýnést prayer,

His followers turn to Hlmi they fluad
Protection in lis care ;

F or Hie arose, ana to the wavcs
In tbeir tumulktous sway

Said, « Peace be still,' and.whule Ife space
Tic teinpest dliedl away.
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