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teiyof the Hereafter. Doyouknow Whittier's
beauty poem of the old monk who had spent
lus whole life m hard and menial work for the
rescue a^d help of othere? And when he isdjmg his confessor tells him work is over,
Thou Shalt sit down and have endless prayers

aad wear a golden crown for ever and ever m
Heaven." «Ah,» he says, "I'm a stupid old
man rmdullat prayers. I can't keep awake,
but I love my fellow men. I could be good to
the worst of them. I could not bear to sit
amongst the lazy saints and turn a deai ear to
the sore complaints of those that suffer I
don't wa^t your idle Heaven. I want stiU to
work for others." The confessor in anger left
bun, and in the night came the voice of his
Lord

—

Tender and meet compassionate. Keverfear,For Heaven ia love, as God Himself is love/'Thy work below shall be thy work above/t I

Be sure that the repose of Heaven will be no
idhng m flowery meadows or sitting for ever in
a big temple at worship, as the poor, weary

» Whittier, •• The Brother of Mewy."


