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THR TEXT OF THE WALL.

Every day, or blue or gray,
Cloud or sun, as may befall,
Turn I, with the earliest ray
To my text-roll on the wall;
Word of comfort, word of cheer,
Word of courage waits me here.

Sometimes ’tis a whisper sweet,
Sparkling like a drop of dew !
Just to sit at Jesns’ feat,
Thence my loving Lord to view.
And I mcet the day untried,
With the Master at wy side.

Sometimmes 'tis a bugle note

Crisp and clear, serene and high ;
Or a ~ong ‘hat se ms to fluoat

Like alavk’s f1om out the sky.
Sometimes ‘tis a battle call —
That bri-f text upon the wall,

Now, in ringinz phrase and terse
Frow the lips of prophet old,
Meets 1y eve a Warning verse,
Stzran, detiaug, eagzer, bold !
Nervid to dure whatever fos,
Forward in that strength 1 go.

Sometimes when my spivits droop,
Anrd the gatkering tears are migh,
Radiant as an angel troop,
Flits a single promise by—
Promise, herald of a train,
Swift to cubarin away the pain.

Every day, or blne or gray,
Sun or cloud, as may befall,
Turu I with the dawning ray
To my text-roil on the wall ;
Word ot solace, word of cheer,
Word of faith awaits ine here.
— M. E Sangster, in Obse-ver.

JOSEPII BENSON.

Joseph Beason was born to be
a preachicr and a scholar. He
gravitutad o Kingswood School,
to Treveeea College, and to the
pnl].?t by the loree of a tendency
which wa~ providential, - The ad-
justment” of means to ends, of
agents to the work to be done in
th(‘ (';:u:t’:l, I~ of God,

He wastenacious ot his opinions,
conservat:ive in every fiber of his
mental Wesleyan
theotosy was aeeepted by him
without wny mental reservations,
and ve wa~ ai ]:1‘\141 to 1nsist that
all otiiers called by the Methodist
name ~noiid do With
reZaid 1o il (ilh‘xti«;l;.\ ot Church
p'li . he was content with what
bad worked well; and opposed  all
changes jroposed with the hope
of dommy better.

Fraii of boly, be was mighty in
intellest—a hiving refutation ot
the fundumental assumption of
materialism.  His mental euery)
seemad almostinexhaustible, and
he pertormed almost incredible
labors. At midnight his study-

coustitution,

A i
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lamp was burning, and at five in|
1 =

the morning it was relighted.

A studiovs youth and of a
sedate and religious turn of mind,
before he was ten years old he
was in the habit of praying daily
in sceret, In his sixteenth year
be felt consciously the regenera-
ting powcr of the IIHly Spirvit. He
had come in contact with the Me-
thodists, and he felt drawn to them
by spivitual aftinity.  Believing
that Mcthodism offered to Lim
such a careey of sclf-sacrificing
service for Christ as his heart
coveted, he went to London to
meet and confer with Mr. Wesley.
The great leader saw that he was
no common youth, and took him
to Kingswood and appointed him
classical teacher. At Oxford he
Em]mwd to complete hin studies,

ut his relations with Wesley and
Lady Huntingdon caused him to
be regarded with distavor there.
The Bishop of Worcester refused
him ordination, and thus he was
thrust out to do a work that was
ready for his willing hands, and
be went forth under a bigher com-
mission.  Soon he received clear-
or light and fuller assurance,
“The Lord,” he writes, “ scutter-
ed my doubts;, anl showed me
m(,bl'(rv('!(‘zll‘l.\' the way of salvation
by taith in Christ. 1 was not now
anxious to know how I had resolv-

ed or not resolved. 1 had the
Lord with me in all things; my

soul rejoiced in his love, and 1
was continually expecting him to
faltill in me all his good pleasure.”
His lite had been providentially
drawn its proper current;
he knew and  felt it to be so, and
his thankful heart found a heaven
on carth in the work to which he
wascalled and to which he joyfully
consecrated his life.

As a preacher he was richly
and var lousty endowed.  Possess-

into

ing largely the ceritical faculty, he |
was exceptionally able as an ex-|

pounder of Ill(‘ll"l)' S('l'i]b[’ll'k‘\,
while hix declamatory  powers
were such as often made his awe-
struck hearers feel as it the thun-
der pe s of the tinal judgment
were breaking on
ITe wus a revivalist,

ears,
crowds flocked to hear him, to
whom lhLe preached with such

power that they were moved to!

loud cries of anguish
tfrom the hearts o

tears, and
WCeI'e wi unge

sinners picreed by the arrows of

conviction.  As in apostolic times,
the  word as preached by him
bl free course and was gloritied;
rotos were converted while he was
kpciuking their darkness turnel
into light and their mourning in-

to joy. His journeys were evan-
gelical ovations, great companies
of people turning out and escort-
ing him on his way. The chapels
being too small, he preached to
the assembled thousands in the o-
pen air. At Gwenna) ten thousand
men and women stood before him
at once, and under the divine
afflatus he preached with such
overwhelming etfect that the
saints wept for joy and sinners

penitential pain. In a single
month he preached over forty
sermons tosiXty thousand hearers,
He was a master of assemblies,
konowing the way to the con-

oil of consolation into their
troubled hearts. On one occasion
when thronged by a vast mulii-
tude eager to hear him, he request-
ed all converted persons to retire
to the outskirts ot' the crowd, so
that the unconverted mizht ap-
of God. No one moved—they
stood as if spell-bound.”
all unconverted ?"

conviction of 8in ran through the
multitude, and “conscience-
stricken sinners fell as if slain by
theze three words.”

His literary labors were abund-
ant and useful.
which he is best known i
Biblical Commentary — a work
which shows the truits of his ex-
traordinary dilizence and good
| jJudgment as“a compiler, and a
high order of ability as an exegete,
It became a standard with the
Wesleyan  preachers, and  still
holds its place as a valuable con-
tribution to Methodist literature.
IIe was prolific in other lines of
literary labor—biography, pole
miecs. and the editing ot the Meth-
odist Magazie and of book~, Tae
Gireek Testament was his special
study, and his accurate kuowledge

wailed aloud, in the agonies of

proach him and hear the mersage |
'to go now,”

The work by !
bis |

|

Now, brethren, will you persist
in baving your own way, and
destroy the church? It seems

| know all this? Did you see it?"’ | to the edge of the precipice and

just as though the Lord had left |

us to our ovn devices, and we
aren’t willing to work for him; so
we find time to meddle with our
neighbors. l.et us pray, brethren,
that we may not consume the
church in fire everlasting,

The old man knelt, and the rest
of the evening was spent in a real
prayer meeting.

A WARNING TO PARENTS.

Few people seem to properly

" estimate the great wrong of fright-

sciences of men, and how to pour |

“ What! |

he exclaimed, | or 1'll tel: that ugly old man to

Like an electrie thrill, the keen | come and take you away,

ening children. Nearly every
honsehold has its “ ugly old man,”
orics “great old bear”  This
terrible old man and this great old
bear are powertul factors in
nursery dizciphine. “ Comealong
here, now,” a mother or nurse
will xay to a child, “and let me
put you to bed.”  “I don’t want
the child replies.
“You'd better come on here now,

There
lie comes now.” Tais has the
intended effect, and the child,
trembling in fear, submitsat once
and goes to bed, probably to see
in imagination all kinds of horrible
fuces.

Tho sad death of alittle girl,
which occurred recently, shows

"what a strong impression these

Y fancies

of its contents, and his spirttual

exposition, a trustworthy guiie
to ~uch as were disposed to dig
deop that they might reach the
hidden treasures in this mine of
heavenly truth,

Ile died in 1521 in his seventy-
third year, literally worn out in his
Master's work, Iisdust sleeps
the City Roud Chapel, London.

A ~light,stooping tigure plainly
attired, a grave, thoughtful face,
a well-shaped: head, with a few
scattered haire above the broad
forehead, a voice feeble and un-

ungraceful yet singularly impres-
sive—Joseph  Benson stands in
his place, a master spirit among
the mighty men who made Me-

influence will be felt until the last
chapter of Methodist history shall
have been written amid the thick-
coming wonders and glories of the
final consummation,— Nushville
Christian Advocate.

A TELLING INCIDENT.

A certain New England church
recently became the scene of
much wrangling and contention.
Oue of the deacons had made him-
self obnoxious in secular affairs to
several mambers, and the good
brethren were determined to oust
him. Nearly all the members
had taken sides for or against the
deacon, and the charch seemed on
the verge of dissolution. At one
of the evening meetings in which
the prayers ana testimonies were
of a decidedly” personal nature, a
venerahle man ot eighty arose,

and told the following ~tory :
When [ was a boy, our tamily
lived on a small farm overin York
State.  Oncany in the fall ot the
year, father aud mother went
away, and left us children to our
own devices. - They told us not
to go away trom the house, but to
pick over beans until we were

their startlel]
Vast !

tired, then to play quict games in
the kitchen.

It dido't take us long to get
tired of picking  over beans; and
we soon growled ourselves hoarse
playing menagerie; then by com-
moun consent, we weunt to the barn,
and began hunting  hen's
One old hen was sitting, and re-
tused to leave her nest. MJ
' brother wis of an inquiring tura
i of mind, and very stubborn. " 1le

was determined  to know  how
| many egus old Nancy had under
| her.  He seized her energeticully
| by the tail-teathers, and wried to
‘(iru\v_: her from the nest, but she
1 picked him iu the face o ticz‘('cly
| that he was glad to retreat.  Soon
a bright idea suggested itselt to
| him,and he snouted triumphantly,
“1 know what I'll do, I'll burn
her off.”  Ile¢ ran to the house for
a match, and we looked on al-
miringly while ho set fire (o the

vorgs
egygn.

hay.  You cin readily imagine
the result, We routed the hen,

but we burned the barn aud the
"'house.

insight, made him a masterin its

musical, with:a pulpit mannerism |
an’ call dat ole dog what growled

thodisi what'it is to-Cay, aud his |

make on the minds of
children.  Fhe little girl was a
beautiful child,and everyone at the
fushionable boarding-house where
her parents were spending the
summer months loved her with
that purity of afiection which a

child “so gently yet so strongly |
She would stand at the |

ill.-'};il'\‘-.
gateand clap her Jdittle hands in

¢lee when her father came to
dinner, and when he would take
her on his shoulder, she would

shout and call to cvery one to look
how high she was.  One day a
large, shagey dog came into the
yard, and when she ran to him
and held a flower to his nose, he
growledand turned away. Shewas
termbly frichtened, and the black
nurse, who stood near, was not
slow in making a mental note of
the impression the dog had made,
Several nigrhts afterwards, when
bed-time came, tho child was un-
usually waketul,

“Yer'd bettercome heah an' git
in dis bed,” the purse commanded.

“T don’t want to,”

“All right, den.  I'se gwineout

atyer.  When he comes an’ fin's
yor outen de bed, he'll bite yer
head oft.”

The little child grew deathly
pale.

“ Nuthin’ would suit dat dog
better den ter git a chance at yer.,
"Tother night he cotch a little girl
across de road an’ eat her allup.”

The child screamed.

“(Come here den, an’ I won't let
him ketch yer,”

The poor little thing obeyed.
Her father and mother wereat an
entertainment, and there was no
appeal from the negro woman's
decision.  When morning came
the little girl did not awake with
her giad ¢ good mornin’, papa an’
mamma.””  She had tossed all
night, and a hot fever had settled
upon her.  She grew rapidly
worse, and the next day the physi-
cian declared that there was no
hope for her. She  became
delirious, and, struggling, would
cxclaim :

“ Dog shan't
little giel 1"

It was a sorrowing circle that
surronnded her death-bed. The
parents were plunged into a grief
which none but the hearts of tuth-
ers and mothers can feel.

Her last moments were a series

have mamma's

of struggles, How hard the |
beautiful can die.  She wildly

threw up her little hands, and
shricked :

“Go away, dog!”

A gentle hand wiped the death
froth from her lips.

Again  she  struggled,
shrieked :

and

finished, -—E.L't‘/ulllf/&

A SHREWD INDIAN.

The story about an Indian who
found a white man lying dead 1n
the woods with a bullet-hole in his
forchead is one of the best illustra-
tions of the habit of observation
which a detective must cultivate.
The Indian came into the white
settlement and told his story :
“ound a white man dead in the
woods. Had hole in his head.
Short white man shot him with
long gun; ramrod of gun three
inches beyond muzzle of gun.

\VU}‘U "_’I'.‘l‘\' woolen coat, J{;“]
little doz with short tail. Had

waited Jong time for dead man to
come alung.”  “How do you

“ Doz shan’t have—"" |
but she died ere the sentence was |

[
|

|
|

|

i gmup

| was naturally demandéd of the In- ' fall over.

dian. *“O now
show you,”
the scene of the murder, and the
Indian showed them the spot where
the muardercr had waited for his
victim. He had set his gun again-
st the'tree. It was along one,
because the bark was slightly
grazed high up, and about three

yes! me saw;

inches above the mark left by the |

muzzle there was a slighter mark

made by the ramrod, showing that |

it projected three inches. The
man wore a gray woolen coat,
because where he had leaned

against the tree little particles of ! soil.

gray threads had becn eaught by
the bark, 'There was the place
where the dog sat on his haunches.
his stump-tail left 8 mark in the

cases there is generally seen at the

The settlers visited | foot of the clitff a trim little boat |

| house with askiff moored close by.

| It is as necessary that the Nor-

|

| wegian farmer should have a boat ! had with the children ?

to me here a long time ago. I

‘In these and in similar | did not forget it. I bave been very

sorry and ashamed about it, and
have often since prayed to Gog to
| make me a better child, Wy
| you know the little mectingy )u,u‘
I went

below him as that he should have  tosome of them and resolved that

| a root over his head, and he is as
| much at home on the billows ason
the rocks; but, with all this, itis
marvelous that such
should have been selected for hu-

| ble to extract the means of living
from such places and out ot such

| Geiranger, and they cannot be
| said to encroach on its grand
| solitude any more than the eyrie
I

situations |
man habitation, and it is ever. more |

| marvelous that it should be posxi- |

There are many such in- |
| stances among the clitfs ot the

[ I would give my heart to Jo

! , ! sus,
but I did not.  Yesterday your
sermon in church made me 8eo

what a great sinner | was, and
I went to bed very llnhzl)np\' last
night, thinking of my sins ang
wondering it God would torgive
me. I don't know how it ;\'as
but T think God must huve a\\'ukj
ened me. Tt was in the night and
quite dark, when 1 awoke, I
‘Lhuu;_:ht ot my ~ins, and then
" thought of all you had taucht me
about Jesus. Then ] ot out of

yielding soil. The murderer was | of the eagle mars the grandeur of | bed and knelt beside it, angd gave

short, because when he reloaded
his gun heset the butt a good way
from his feet.  The trail he left
coming and going showed he was
white, because he turned his toes
out. Indians never did. The
trail also showed that the one
comiug to the tree was older than
the one going away from it—
hence, the murderer had waited.
—New York Times.

THE LIFE OF F AITH.

Secure upon the flood’s deep floor

The diver walks where others drown ;
In vain round him the waters pour,

Or strive to sink him breathless down.

His armor breaks the dangerons tide ;
Wiih airs that range the realins above
His vital flame is still supplhied,
While safe he seeks for treasare-trove.

So may we, mid the o’erflowinz flood

Of worldly thought, aud “in, aud care,
Stand in the “ panoply of God,”

And breathe the drauzhts of heavenly air.

So may we live as strangers Liere
Winnmyge the wealch ot Paradise ;
[ill that our Lord, the Lite appear,
Aud bid us joytul to Lim risc.
—E, Jehnson.

IN NORWAY.

The Geiranger fjord is one of
the branches ot the Stor fjord, near
its head.  Though small, it pre-
sents in a concentrated form all
the most notable features of Nor-
wegian scenery—steep and lofty
clitts rising abraptly from the
water’s edge, towering mountains,
rushing watertalls, dark ravines,
dense and feathery woods. The
fjord is one of the narrowest in
Norway, and the rocky walls that
flank it on both sides are steep,
rising in many places sheer trom
the sea to a height of 2,000 feet,
with still loftier mountainsin the
background. The entrance to the
fjord is guarded by two lofty
headlands, and from these the
fjord winds inland for twenty-five
miles,  On the north side, about
half way up, there is a magniticont
Eile of rock, supported by massive

uttresses, and surmounted by a
bold horn which rises to a height
of 5,500 feet. On the top ot a pro-
longed ridge on thesouthern bank
we see a deep layer of snow, the
transverse section of which has the
appearance of a wall fifty or sixty
feet high. Theechoes reverbera.
ting among these mountains,when
the steam-whistle sounds or when
a gun is fired, are wondertul. The
walls of rock approach more close-
ly, and become more precipitous
and more picturesque, toward the
head of the fjord. There the wild
grandeur is most impressive, and
it is intensified by the grotesque
profiles that stand out against the
the sky. The magnificence of

| nature is lavished in all directions,

Tho watertalls, which sweep over

every ledge and fill every corrie, |
(=] ’

add immensely to the charm of
the scene., Insome cases they are
all dissolved in spray before they
reach the middle of the rock.
Others appear to drop directly
from the clouds, or to pour them-
selves forth from the overhanging
mists. The tinest of ull i~ the
of falls called the Kuniv-
slaafosserne, or the Seven Si-ters,
the streams of which cross and re-
cross, separate and reunite many
times, formiog, when the water is
abundant, an ¢laborate network of

silver threads covering the whole |

face of a broad and dark precipice.
High upon the cliffs we sce

little gaards, or farm houses, in

positions in which it seems in-
credible that human beings can
live. Some 1,600 fect up the cliff
thero is a glassy ledge not more
than 100 feet wide, and above it
there is another cliff 2,000 fect
high.  On this ledge the hardy
Norseman has built a log hut for
his family and a shed for his cattle.
The farm can be reached ounly by
a tortuous path which goes zigzays
up the bed of a roaring torrent.
The supplies of the peasants must
be carried painfully up this path,
or must bedrawn over the face of
the cliff by ropes. When the
parents go out to the hill to work,
or descend to the shore to tish,

they tether their youug children ‘

the Alpine height.—Good Words. |

SATISFIED.

Do you know the origin of the
| word satisfied ?  Satis isa Latin
word meaning full. To be satis-
fied means to be made full, with
no room for any other wish. How
impossible, theretore, for things
which relate only to time to satisfy
am immortal soul! A lady who
came into a large fortune, built a
splendid mansion and called it
‘“Satis House,” thinking that as
she now possessed all the heart
dexired, she would be perfectly
happy there. Butalas! she had
to tind, as others have found, and
are every day discovering, that
money cannot buy bhappiness
Her life was very dreary and sad
in spite of her possessions, and it
ended™in her growing terribly de-
pressed (still seeking the happi-
ness of which her heart was ca-
pable in earthly things, which
cannot po~sibly minister to spiri-
tual needs), and one day the mis-
tress of Satis House was found
dead, having herself terminated
the life which had become so un-
bearable to her.

Reader,that lady is not the only

|

ing that her iife, her inner and
spiritual being, can be satistied
with the things of this world ; nor
is she the only one to awuke to

l‘sido label, “ Satis House,” while
within the heart, “ out of which
are the issues of life,”” there are
“ fu:hin},r void and an anxious long-

ing 5 the mere profession of being
' salistied is as an empty name, a
| foolish mockery ' — Moruing
| Thoughts for our Daughtcrs.

—

OUR YOUNG FOLKS.

NOW I LAY ME.

Golden head, so slowly bending,
Little feet so white and bare,
Dewy eyes, half shut, halt opened,

Lispiug out her evening prayer,

Well she knows when she is saying,
“Nov llay me down to slezp,”

"Tisto God. that she is praving,
Praying him her soul to keep,

Half asleep, and murmuring faintly,
“If I shou.d die before I wake,”—
Tiny fingers clasped so saintly—
*I pray the, Lord my soul to take,”

O, the rapture, sweet, unbroken,

Of the soul who wrote that prayer '
Children’s mvriad voices floating

Up to heaven, record it there,

If, of all that bas been written,

[ I could choose what might be mine,
[ It should be that child’s petition,

| Rising to the throne divine.
|

[

\

CONVERSION OF A CHILD.

[ was at this time pastor of a
| large church in Bostor.  Special
interest uarose among our people,
cand I was holding a few extra
~mecetings, and giving some  ad-
dresses to the children and young
people. I was greatly pleased to
se¢ Lucy at several of the meet-
| ings, coming of her own accord.
One Menday morning, a week or

so after this, as 1 was going down |

to the dining-room, she intercept-
cd me at my stady door. I was

ly, for she was not usuully the

first to come down to breakfast, |

She came towards me with a

strange eagerness, 1 saw by her

face und the tears standivg iu her

i eyes that something unusual had
ha 'pened to move her, | said,
“What is it, dear ?"

She made noreply at once in
words; but with a bound she flung
her arms around my neck and be.
gun to cry and sob, not as if in
sorrow, but with gladness, hug-
gingand caressing me all the time.

Presently she said, “Papa, I
have got something to tell you.”
I at once turned and drew her
with me into the study., Aund
catching bher in my arms she sat

lon my Kknees in the same chair |

| where a tew months before she
2o unwillingly sat to reccive my
rebuke and 1nstruction in right-
eousness,

“Now tell me all
dear,” T said to her,

* Woll, paps, you kiow how

about it

one who doceives herself in think- |

| the fact that life may Lear an oat- |

surprised to sce her down so ear- |

my heart to him, and o, | am so
happy ! and I have been awake
ever since, waiting for the morn.
Ing o come ~o that [ couly tell
. " v A\l

| you. —Dr. . F. P ntecost.

4 BOY'S RELIGION,
Ifaboy is a lover of the Lord
Jesus Chris}t, he can’t lead a
prayer-meeting, or be a church of.
ficer, or a preacher, but he can be
# good boy, ina boy's way and ig
# boy’s place. He ought” not to
be too =olemn or too quiet for g
| lmy. He need not ceoase to be a
| boy because he isu Christian. He
[ ought to run, jump, play, climb
aud yelllike areal boy.  Bufin
it all he ought to show the spirit
of Christ. He ought to be tree
from vulgarity and profanity. He
ought to eschew tobacco in every
form, and have a horror of intox-
tcating drinks, He ought to be
| peacedble, gentle, mercitul, gen-
[ erous. . He ought to take the ~;.;u't
| of small boys against larse boys,
| He ought to discourage xi;miﬂ\:;_
| e vught toretuse to be a purty to
mischiet, to persecution, to dutcit
| Aod above all things, he ough.
i how and then to show his ('(»I;)z'st
: He need not ulwu_y~ be inl\'l'rul;L-
ing a game tosay that Leis a
| Christian ; but he ought not to be
|'ashamed to say that he refuses to
do something because it is wrong
or wicked or because he fears God
oris a Christian, e ought to
| take no part in the ridicule of sa-
| cered things, but mect the ri-
| dicule of others with a bold state-
| ment that for the things of God
| be feels the deepest reverence.—
Royal Road.
R

‘ — - ==
5 THE TWO MEN INSIDE.
|

f
|
|
|
i
|
1
|
|
,
|

|

An Indian once asked a white

| man to give him some tobucco 1or

his pipe.  The man gave him

| a loose handful from his pocket,

The next day he came back and

| asked for thewh’ :man; * For,”

said he, ‘“I fovrd a quarter of a
dollar among t ¢ tobacco.”

“Why do . you keep it?”
asked a by-s' nder.

“I've go 4 good man and a bad
man here,” said the Indian, po nt-
ing to his breast; and the good
man say, ¢ It is not mine; give it
back to the owner,” The bad man
say, ‘ Never mind, you got it, and
it is your own now.” The good
man say, ‘ No, no! you must not
keep it.”  So I don’t know what

| to do, and I think to go to sleep,
| but the good and bud men keep
| talking all night, and trouble me;
ani now I bring the mouey back
'L feel good.”
Like the old Indian, we have
tall a good and a bad man within,
The bad man 18 Temptation, the
good man is Conscience, and they
keep talking for and aguinst many
things that we do cvery day.
Whowins?  Staud uap tor daty;

l'down with sin, Wrestle with
Temptation  manfully.  Never,
never give up the war till you
win.—Karly Days.

4 GOOD PLAN.

The children lived in a little
cabin home, and all three of them
—XNell, Rob and Lizzic—were tak-
ing a gay * muke-belicve' ride on
an old log. Fido jumped and
barked asif he enjoyed the fun as
much anybody,

- Agentleman who was passing
down the road stopped and luughed,

“Good morning, httle tolks !
That is  rather slow riding.
Wouldn't you like a horse and
carriage 7V

“Yeu, sir,” said Robhie ; ¢ but

we haven't any, and so we are get-
ting the most fun we can out of
what we do have,”

Was not that a wisc answer?
Iow much pleasanter this world
would be if all the little pvu]vlg—-
and big ones too—would stop tret-
' ting about the things they canuot
I get, and make the best “of what
| they have!

Do you know any verse in tho
| Bible that teaches us to be ratis-
fied with what we have 7—Syn-

with ropes, lest they should stray naughty [ was when you talked ' beam.
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