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: he work, but tBey cannot make the seed
their Pﬁ.’;ﬁfone gives it life, see 1 Cor. iii. 6, 7. If
K"";ed is sown in the * good ground " of an ** honest
the good heart,” it will grow ; theré will be a gradual
and wib, sod we must not be disappointed if, when the
s:do .'ppearsg‘“ does not at once bring forth the “full
in the ear.” We mast bring forth * fruit with
oo ' thus & child not so strong as a man, so
are " babes in Christ,” 1 Cor. iii. 1, and must

Another thounght for us.

heaven our beloved friends and relatives. Again, iet
us remember that this world is a preparation for the

higher world.

fails, our prayers may, b ; ) .
shen the swelling ear, and o the Christian = ¥, by Gods grace, sacoeed
(s to grow Tp to manhood, *‘ unto the measure of the
of the fulness of Christ,” Ephes. iv. 13, and

pow is shis to be done? Oaur own souls must be fed,
ives us in His Word and Sacraments what we

peed for our growth. Let us ask ourselves, are we
wing? 2 Peter iii. 18, if so, when the harvest

gnu we shall be gathered as wheat into God’s barn,
geo St. Matt. xiii. 80.

Family Reading.

"MY FIRST GRIEF.

How widely varied have been the paths by which
those early friends of mine have wandered thus far
through life! How many of those paths have
already led to the grave! How few to glory!
There was one fide boy who was my constant play-
mate; generons and true, we loved and trusted
him : he was the first one from whom I ever received
a letter : that was when we were yet boys, and he
was removed to the city to be a clerk in a store.
That was thought to be something very giea:: a
certain passport to independence Hoa wrote . me
a few times while his heart yet yearned fo: the
green hills and forests of the counsry ; but he iound
new friends and new pleasures in the city, he ceased
to write to me, and I ceased to hear of him. He
grew to the vegge of wanhood, ran a brief career of
folly and vice, left his business and lost his character,
and died as a fool dieth. This was ouve; and then
there were others who have left the old town to be
leaders in the Church aund the State; and many,
the most of those who were my cowpanions in
youth, a-e soter, substantial citizens and farmers,
tilling the land their fathers tilled, and worshipping
their fsther's God.

In the congregation that joined upon ours,
at the distance of several miles, lived » youth whom
I tenderly loved. I have never known any love of
the sawme sort since he left me. We were boys at
school together when we first became acquainted,
and both being of the same age, with simiiar tastes
and pursuits, it was not strange that we should
biud us to each other with an absorbing devotion,
such as is not felt when the coldness and cares of
the world steal around our hearts. George Williams
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«The Rich Man and Lazarus.”"—St. Luke xvi. 19, 31.

This world is a preparation for the next, all im-
¢ then, that we should keep the end in view.
;he parable to day is about this. It is not strictly a
parable, rather a history of two imaginary persons
who stand for the class to which they belong, the one
for those who, having much intrusted to them, are
yet destitute of grace ; the other for those who, though
nob ing mach of this world’s goods, are yet
vick in faith. As this is the only one of the parables,
il it can ba called such, in which an insight is given
into the state of men in the next world, we may be
sure that something is intended to be tanght us worth
knowing. ‘ .
1. In this World. First we have account of a rich
man. We can pictare him to ourselves as living in a
msnsion, everything that money could purchase
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i ion like the prodigal, bat he lived for this

alone, a selfish life. Not wrong to be rich, for

we have many instances of rich men in Bible history
who were menof God, see Gen. xiii, 2; Job xlii. 12;
Dan. vi.3; Neh.v. 17, 18; St. Matt. xxvii. 577 but
he had leit undone things he ought to have done. He
pever thought of the life to come, his soul starved,
his God forgotten. He was clothed 1n *‘ purple and
fioe inen,” (purple from Tyre, fine linen from Egypt)
bat he fine linen had never reminded him of what it
is the emblem of, ** the righteousness of the saints,”
be had every delicacy on his table, but had never
hungered for that food which ** endureth unto ever-
lasting life "’ ; had given grand feasts, but never such
88 described in St. Luke =xiv. 13 or Isaiah lviii. 7,

. had never thought of Him ** Who giveth all,” or what | wag a manly, boy. He was always known among

should he have done ? see St. Matt. xxv, 85, 36. Bat
who is this at the gate of the rich man? whom he
met every day, whose name he knew, but never
thought it necessary to belp or relieve in any way,
and yet this poor man was one of God's Saints, bear-
ing his lot cheerfully, a terrible one it was, not pov-
ety alone, but disease; and yet -not forsaken. Cne
bad His Eye ever upon bim, he had a * Friend wio
sticketh closer than a brother.” Oae Wno soothed
his troubles, his very name, Lazarus, means “ God is
W{O help,” and no doubt for this reason our Lord tells
us, :

2. In the next World. Ooe day they both die,
Yetse 22, the buggar one minate has none but dogs to
Lun company, -the next his spirit is borne by
:‘Q‘h into the place of bliss described here as
Abraham’s bosom,” or, as in the Prayér Book, the
place * where the souls of the faithful after

they are delivered from the burden of the flesh are :n
1oy and felicity.” But this is not becansc he had
been poor, see St. Matt. v.3 St Jamesjii. 5. The
fich man, where is he? his vody was laid in the
E" with h;;omp and magnificence, but his soul in
, in that pact which is separated by s great

guf from the other part. 1s this becanse he was rich?
No. For Abrabam himself had been rich. Read his
Mato, verse 23. Hear his requebt, verse 24. He
knows deliverauce to be impossivle, but if he cun only
one moment's relief. Even that cannot be
franted, as he sowed such was the harvest. He had
40 prepare, now it is too late. He entreate that

8 may be sent to his brethren ; as much as to
':ﬁ‘h. did not have sufficient warning, but Abratam
e him glo‘}f have sufficient lighs it they really wish
know God's will, and if they despise that, t:?
;"“‘d not believe even if one rose from the dead.
I“.—M see how this was fulfilled in the raisiog of
Arus of Bethany, when it only roused the Phari
#eés to greater hatred of Jesus. What & glimpse shus
Rives us into the unseea world. One thought for us
e ; & hopeless and eternal n:g:nﬁon between the
The »_the lost in hell, and sacred in heaven.
i ‘b:"mﬂ Jesus tells us this for our warning. Now
shal) accepted time, them, it will be too late. How
We escape if we neglect so great salvation.

his class-mates as above everything mean or low;
despising such things for their own sake, and seek-
ing to be known and loved as a boy of bonor. We
stadied many of our lessons together, and both
being foud of the Latin and Greek, we found
mutual, and often intense delight ia detecting and
admiring the beauties which these classics unfolded
to our young eyes.

Bat this was not the true secret of our attach-
ment. We were both away from home, at college,
neither of us yet seventeen years old, when we
simultaneously set out to seek the Saviour., Often
did we meet, and kneeling down by the same chair
we poured out our hearts in &r:‘y.nr. and many were
the vows we made together if God should par.
don our sins we would consecrate ourselves forever
to his service and live to his glory. Tuose hours of
deep distress, when we seemed to be cast.off of God,
aud we had not our parents near us to whom we
oould go with our load of grief, those hours drew
us closely to each other’s heatts. There we could
unburthen our souls; compare our emotions, pray
for one another, and thus gather enco ment to
persevere in seeking eternal life through Ohrist.
We found peace very nearly at the same time, and
in all the ardor of new love we devoted our whole
souls to God. It seemed as if this were the very
begianing of our attachment, so new, so deep,
joyous were the emotions that swelled
when we entered the way to heaven, and together
sought and found those pleasures whiech ripeun only
under the sunlight of the divine eye.

A faw months after this, and while we were
in tue ardor of new convert's love, we r to
our respective homeés to spend a vacation of four

friend, about sunrise, and as we were i

. We shall recognize each|travelling by.
other in the next world. We shall meet and know in|and we resumed our walk.

‘ his name was George Williams."
pierced my heart, the poignancy of the pain had
scarcely been more acute. Rather, had a bolt from
heaver fallen on my head, I could not have been
more stapefied. For a moment I reeled, like a
& drunken man and then partially recovering
strength I put my ear close to the mouth of my
friend, and asked him to tell me what he had said,
and to speak loud, for I was not sure that I heara
him aright. He begged me to be calm, and refased
to repeat the faot. ‘
in the sience of a desoloted heart waited for the
storm of/passionate grief to puss by.

weeks. Oune morning I was walking out with a

the street he left me for a moment fo speak io ajel
gentleman whom he recognized, and who Was

The young man returned to me,
In the course of a few

minutes he observed casually, that the gentleman
next, and that those who persist in closing their eyes w“h.Whom he had just been conversing, mentione d
to shings eternal, will find out too late that there is a|t¢ Dim & very sudlen death in the neighboring
. And should not this spur us on to|town the day before.
make kind, loving efforts now to stop a brother in a|haa been cut down after a few hours’ sickness. I
sinful course? It may be that when everything else|asked'if he mentioned his name.

He said that a young man

“Yes,” he said,
Had a spear

1 sat down on the grass, and

Mor¢/than fifty years have crept by since that

morunjfg, and yet I feul this moment something of
tue smotherin
was just olimbing in the East; but it was dark,
very dark ; and the whole fave of nature, a momeut
before smiling in the charm of a summer morning,
was huog with black. I went home, und rushed to
my pareuts’ chamber, and shrowing myself across
their feet as they lay in bed, I sgbl

vhen first coming to my relief), "%}
is dead ! "
power of my gnef, and, rising from the pillows,
threw their arms around me, and we
together—I for my Jonathan whom I had lost, ana
they in sympathy ‘with me ana the parents who
had lost their boy. Ia the ecourse of tho day I
went up to the funeral, and stood petnfied with
sorrow over the remains of my dearest friend. He
was buried.
but| @Y dreams, sometimes us ia the days of our youth-

sensations of that hour, The sun

out (tears
eorge Wiliams
In aa insiaut they cowprehended the

| wept

Night after night he came to me 1n

ful love, and there was nothing to remind me that
he was not a8 in the days thas were passed ; and

again he would come to me all cluthed iu white, an
angel from the skies, and would beckon me to follow

bim ; aond toucbing the strings of a little harp of
gold that he held in his haad, as the gentle musie
fell like the light of heaven on my ravished ears,
be woulid spread his wings and vanish into thin sir.
Often after such meetings and partiogs I wakea and.
found my pillow drenched in tears. This was my
first grief. It is ensy to see that my miud was quite
unprepared for such & blow, and that the loss vven
of such & friend now, might bé borne with more
composare. There was no msnliness in that sorcow,
Bat it was good for me. O how vain the world
secmsd to me from thas date! It was an e in
my ufe. I felt thas everything my heart was set on
here was so uncertain that I would live for God and
heaven. And then, in my folly, I thought I would
never love anybody again, for fear they, too, would
die. How soon 1 {ot over that, it 16 needless to
write. This tale of boyish love aud sorrow will be
read with varions emotions according to the tastes

I say that it severed the cords that bound me to
eartly love, and’led me # consecrate every facult
to the service of the Redeemer.—Inznzus in N, }’
Observer, x

A SUNDAY IN LONDON.

' London is more than a city. It is a8

nation, & world in itself. Within i
one handred and twenty square

more than seven shoussnd streets,

straight line,

ic Ocean.
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