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ENTER, REST AND PRAY. .

~ FAMILY DEPARTMENT. . |

At eventide I walked the bugy atreet,. ¢
‘And neared the portals of a:grand old chureh; -,
At once the chimés rang out profound and sweot, "~ !

Proclaiming to the world the hour.of prayer.::

A moment did I stand beside the gate, - S
Then softly stepped within the sacred walls, . .. ¢

‘W here ne'er tho strife of man could penetrate, i
But holy ealm and peace forever rest: ..+~ t.x

No garlsh light was there to blind the oye, - e
But glimmered low, and like an urehed‘imwer. B

.Through which the beauty of the moon doth spy, .
'The consecrated walls to mo appeared. - - . .. i

Fow worshippers were there, yet did I foel ot
Thao blesyod truth that God hlmsclf was therc; .

Wheore two or three in prayer to Him do knecl,
To ask for His pardon, grace and peace. =

The solemn stilliress of the holy piace
Impartéd to my mind, perplexed with care,

A grateful rest, snd for a little space . S
1 seomod to be transported from the oarth.

d then the organ, with its pealing notes, T
ARnd whlbo-rob%d c’horistors like seraph b’a.nd,"-r ' ;
Burst forth In melody which upward floats, . - -

To greol the cholrs antiphonal on plgh..

. [ .

« ADbide with me, fast falls tho eventide!” .
'zi\iow rwectly st'mndﬂ the burden of that hymn = - e

To woary sonis to whom the world supptied :
No golace for thelr trouhbles, griefs or wocs. i

he musie ceased, Lhe evening prayor was sald,
TThe blesslng of {he Lrinne Gmi)invokcd !
By holy priest on cach bellever's hoad,-

And then 1 sought nguin the busy street.

o hateful tecling of r vague unrest
T]‘l&'hl"(':h late ran rlob througl my troubled mind,
A dismal phantom and unwelcome gnest,
‘0 happy tboughts and prace had glven placo.

Ol ye who weary of she ceasoless strife ,

Whose souls the heavenly manna-food demand,

Within your Father's house tind strongth nnd Hfe—
Pho doors are open, entor rest and pray.

~JTAMILTON SCIOIUYLER.

Qrange, N.J.

‘WHO HATH RESISTED HIS WILL?' -

(Centinwed.) =~ i
‘You'er a good lad, Bill, said Thomjson
quietly. But you've scen a littlo of the world,
‘and you know what bad men can be. Will
you beliove me when I tell you that I've been
u8 bad as the worst you evor saw ?’
*No, I won't cried Bill defiantly;
true.’ - :
¢ Ab, but it is. And it is worse for me than
for the rest, for I knew bottor.  All those good
words that you spoll out so carefully from you'r
boolk yondor were drilled into mo from the time
that T could run along,” Tho curse for mo is
the curso of those who know how to do good
and do it not,—nay but do evil instead !’
Ho was silont for a minute, but the boy made
no answer, 'This was a trouble too great for
him to meddle with, and he had wisdom to

hold his tongue.
‘Takan't toll you all the evil that I have

‘it isn’t

done, went on the other, woarily. FPerhaps)

there woro excuses for some of thom, but they
were not such as you would understand, I am
trying nll the time to forgot thom, in the hopé
that God may romember. But I did one thibg,
not eo long since, that no one could  excuse-—a
thing that will sink me as.deep as hell, unloss
I repont and makoe amonds—-' -
¢'Phero wns a man that trusted me, and I
yuined him. I sold him, body and soul, and
I have tho price hore, in this belt voiind ‘my
waist—notos and gold—burning into my heart
night and day. T got the moncy, and got safo
away, and left him tobear thedisgrace, They
gny ho lkilled himself, If ihat iz so, then I am-
a murderer, ns well ag all the rest. ButT did
hoar something just at th¥last that seemed to
contradict that. I had no time 1o wait. I
heard the police woro on tho look-out for me,
and somoone told mo of tho Mary Alice. I put
on a sailor's rig—and not for the first time,
- either—and came out of hiding at' the last
minute and came on board hevo.”
He stopped, and the boy Bill sat silent, star-
ing at him with big eyos full of interest and
‘wonder. ‘ o

!|smile” “Nay, bit* you “don't;" not ‘half 'of “it, . A
| Thomson quietly ‘asleep, with the Testament

- | hand is keavy upon me,

“wish'‘yo'd ‘read it yoursslf)

the , man, Tooking at him with a strange, sad
and T'm’ h.ot’-':gb‘{iig' 10 tel] you. * I'Wonder—i
you knew? it ‘all-—whether ‘you ‘wonld think
‘there was'a change for me?’ ' LTl
¢ God kiiows'4ll ghout it, I supposé, said'Bill,
doubtfully, looking wistfully at his friend,
‘Ay, I'know He dbes! answered - Thomson,

| half raising himself, while:a deep lighf came into' -

his sunken eyes. ,‘l used to think, long ago

' that T didn't know whether theré was a God or

‘Inot; bdt I -kno¥ mnow! ' Never ong hour's
‘| peace 'has he et me have since the'thing was
7 1 |done. What's that.it eays in the psalm: * Thyl-

Aana 18 iieavy d.a:l!Dl and night—*%'
‘They're dll, about David—the Psalms—

|aren't they? said ‘Bill, honestly trying'to puz-

¥le-out an answer to this dark; dad’ riddle of 2

misépent Tife ‘that was being unfolded to him,

LAnd ke .,came.vall:right in the end, didn’t he?’-
. *But_who -can tell whether 1'm. meant.io
come all right in the end ?’ angwered the other,
tossing himgelf to the other side of his ham-
mock, with'a weary sigh. ‘Doesa,t it look as

| if there weré 4 curse upon me ?~first the'storin,

then .the fever, .and then—this morning—
Ie stopped short, as if some new thought had
just come to him, - .

‘What' was it this morning 7’ asked Bill,
rather glad to come back to’ pldin mattors of
fact. S K e e
‘TIL. tell you,' he said, dropping his voice a
little. I was lying slill here, thinking over

it all, wondering how it was I'd come safe out|

of both storm and fever, and wheéther God had-
done with ‘me ot or if there was something
more coming. - And-:I' half turned = myself

round and' looked, and there was: the. snake|

just creeping out of the folds of my coaf, oroep-
ing up towsrds my hand; I eould have flung it

dut of the hammock with ope jerk,—I was justj

going to do it,—bht ‘something’ held mektill.
Something seemed ‘to "say to -me, “He hath
found. me out.at last.”, And I thought to -my-
self that I had flung it from His face and fought
against His will, so far, but that I would do so
no more. And I thought, “I will notlift a
finger either way. If it lets me zlone I shall
hope there is one more chance for me; and, if
not, let it strike and let me die.” So I lay and
looked .at it, and it looked at me, and came
créeping up and up towards my face. I want-

ed to-shut my eyes, that at least I might not!

ses my-death coming nearin snch a <hape;:but

I would not lat myself do.it. . Then, at last,. it |-

turned slowly away, and glided.of at the pide
of the hammock.there, and was gone!’ .

‘ Then it came put all right!’ eried Bill, who
had been listening with open ‘éyes. ‘You said
if ‘it went away you'd believe there was a
chance for yqu still, and it did ?’ SRR

-4 Ah ! but I'm not so sure:of:it since,” sighed
his friend. - Telling you about'it has brought
it all back—=all I've done, and it seems'not pos-
sible that I should ever come to good, Doesn’t
thatvery book that you are hugging theresay
that-ome of us are -created .«véssels  of  wrath,
ordained beforehand for destruction, :and; in;the
samo
will?” . -

“Whereabouts is it that it says. that?’ asked
Bill; looking grave and turning over the leaves
of his beloved book,’” 't ©* T o

" ‘Tha niitth chapitér ‘of Ronians. T believe, an-
swerod Thomson, and lay looking’ at the boards
abové his head with a sad and dreamy look..

" Bill' turned” over the 'leaves for a minute or
two, then found the plage, and pored over it
for some’time, ~ V" T o e

‘Beforeé he had made it"out to his'mind a
ﬁ_:rax;i%ing wag heard or deck, and & voice call-
ing * Bill,’ at ‘which he started up in a hurry.’

"' ‘I'den't make it ount,’ he said ; “it's very hard

to undeistand. But  theére’s things' in ‘that

same ‘thapter 'that seemis to me 0 go olean

againgt ‘what you "were'‘§aying ‘just now, ‘I

“Do you think you know it all now?' asked

i o ool s g e R, and

the. old nature, gradually dying out,

placo it says, ‘WWho hath resisted his|

‘i-ivin.: Tt was '.sbm_ié,_' time before he could get
down ' again, and “when he''did so he found
still. held fast in his' hand.

T3 . . R 3 * ¥
A fow

weels later this strange pair of friends

| were taking leave of one another on the deck

of the Mary Alice, - . ,
‘Good by!’ sdid the man to the boy. ‘You
will ‘see mie dgain some day, perhaps, but with
& 'different. dress:'and a-different name, and,
please to-God, with-a different chardcter.’
,“ And what are you going to do now?’
‘Look out for the man I robbed, and give
‘him back bis own, ‘and give myself to him,
‘body and ‘goul, till I have set him up in the
world agsain B

‘But supposing:you can’t find him?,

‘Then I shall help every other man I see in
trouble, tili God takes pity on me, and gives
me’ a chance to’undo the wrong I did. Lad!
here’s a smart néw Bible for you, if you'll give
me the little old one in exchange. And you'll
find . & bit of that snake's skin put in.at one
place, to remind you, whenever you see it, of
me.l Lo . . . o

After this'fiiend had gone, Bill looked out
for theé dnake’s skin. - And this was the text
that was mearked on that page: ‘ In the place
where it was said unto them, Ye are not My peo-
ple; there shall they be called the children of the
living God’—zlen Shipton.

BISHOP WILKINSON ON THE OLD NA-
' ~ TURE.

Realize your  true position with regard to

‘the ‘old nature. 1t is &, great help to look

quietly, on' these spiritual diseases—this un-
holy temper, this discontent and murmuring,

or whatever it may be—us apart from your-

self,” Tt is the *‘old man,” as St. Paul calls it;
that the
new man may, be raised up in you. Learn to
say: ‘“What & Dlessing, that I am baptized
into Christ; that I have put on Christ; that

‘the Holy Ghost is developing in mo the higher

nature! What a blessing, that the old nature
is like a grain of corn dying out; and that
my real ‘self, this higher nature, is growing

‘wp like the blade out of the dark soil: “first

the blade, then the ear,
corn in the ear.” -

While you are dealing thus with the old
nature, be continually strengthening, in every
possible way, your higher nature. * Put on the
new. an, which after God is created in right-
eousness ‘and true holiness.” Try to lay hold
of this ides; that although the tabernucle of
your earthly nature is gradually decaying,
there is forming in you a glorious mnature;
even as, by the Incarnation, the Godhead
dwslt in the frail temple of humanity. Say
to yourself: There isin me this. higher na-
tare; 'and my part in’ this: to go on feelin%

after that, the full

‘the higher nature, in every possible way.

must take care to spare no effort. I must not
neglect my devotions, I must lkneel down,
even if I feel I cannot pray. I must read my
Bible, even if I had no inclination for its
holy teachings. T must prepare for' that Com-
‘munion, ,and thank God afterwards for the
blessing {hat I Rnow I shall have received,
though’ I may not enjoy it at the time—nay,
may feel as if I were a hypocrite. I must go
on feoding the higher nature by drawing near
to His Holy Table, however long God may
allow me to remain under the dark cloud of
temptation,” " . ’

A clérgyman in . the Northwest writes:—*I
am so pleased with the CEUROH GUARDIAN, both
in regard to its news and tone, that I have been
endeavering to securé more subscribers to it,
'and I sppend the names and addresses of seven

Béw subscribers, and enclose $7.”. - Why should

10t others of the clergy follow this exafiple?



