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THE VISION AND THE- CALL.

1W SADIE E. SPRINGER,*

Sccretary Methodist Deacaness Roule and Training Sehool, Toronto.

That so perchance the vision rnay
]3y tliee be seon, and thase, and ail the world be hieuled.

*UR worth to the world
will dcpend, upon the

0kind of vision we have.
The almost pathetic
narrowness of maany
lives is due to laek of
soul siglit; we eau only
do the thing as we me,
it. The îieart, of human-
ity is ever in seareji of
some ideal, some lloly
Giail, whose lumnous

celoud shall sooner or later enshroud
it ini sueli a peace as shall queli for
,ever life's tumult of unrest. For onu'
and al the vision waits, but how,
long our eyes are hoiden that we
inay not; see 1 The outer show of

* Miss S. E. Springer, the w'riter of this
impressive paper, prepared at aur special
request, wvas for same time lady principal
-of the Columbiaii MethodistCollege at New
Westminster, 1.0., and lecturer in Enjzlisli
literature. She wvas providentially led inta
-the Deaconess wark and bas reeeived rich
spiritual experiences therein. We hope
that ber earnebt %vords -%vill corne with
power ta, the hearts of niany, of the nast
-cultureci daughiters of Canadian Methoadism
and lead them ta, ehoasa, nat merzly the
gaod part of sitting, like Mary, at the
-Saviour's feet, but alsa, the stili better part
-of gaing as Ris ministrants ta, the heathen
abraad and the heathen at home. bliss
Springer edits the weekly page in 'The
Guardian on Deaeaness Work, canduets the
vrery voluminous carrespandience of the in-
stitutian, and addresses publie meetings in
its hehalf, thus; praving a devatedl ally.of
its -aceaniplished and suceessful -,uperin-
tendent, Miss E. .Tean Seott.

The iimat and madest garb of the dca.
canea will eonirnend itself ta, universal
favaur. It servei as an introduction ta,
thase wba are in need, as a proteetion where
-even a policeman would be in peril, for-

A thausand liveried angais laekecy her.
Driving afar off each thing of sin and guit.-

-and is every way beeoming and beautiful.-
ED.
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t hings, the trappings and decora-
tions of life's external sicle, dazzle
and blind our sight; or perchance
ive lose our simple, childhood. f aith
and are led away after strange and
wandering fires ini some drear,
dark land, where quagmfres and pit-
falis lurk about our unwary feet.

B3ut love neyer faileth. Into the
darkest life there fail littie flashes,
mystie hints of ]3igh andf holy
things, and a voice within urges the
questing soul unceasingly-

After it, follawv it,
Follow the gleamn.

Some great, glaif day it leads us
on to Him in whoxn is no darkness
at ùIl, and in whose ligbt we shall
sec light. Stiil ringing down tue
flying years, we hear the eehoes of'-
Goethe's dying cry-" More liglit.»
The great need of the Ohurchi, as


