THE
1 WANT TO WORK FOR JESUS.

A POEM READ AT THE UNION MEETING OF THR liR:\NT-
FORD MISSION CIRCLES, JONE 1892, BY MRS. J. ¢,

1 want to work for Jesus !
"Twas a boy's young voice men heard;—
And ere the echo had died away,
Again all hearts were stirred
By the sgme sweet childlike utt’rance
Of another youthful voice; —
And the loving Master kindly gave
To cach his youny heart’s choice.

So. when a little more than g score of years
Had passed o'er\either head,

Afar, across the billowy deep,
Those young disciples sped;

One for the green Pacitic Isle
Where cannilals held sway; -

And cne for Africa’s buroing clime, —
Appointed the self-same day. (1)

One, after years of fruitful twil,
Died by th’ assassin's bapd;—

But bundred’s led to (,'hrisl\f.)y him,
Wilh him in glory stapdgy

And in those happy isles to-day
No heathen songs are heard;

But hymns of glad thanksgiving rise
For that martyred teacher’s word.

The other toiled for long, long yeats,
In wan and weariness,

In peril, ard hunger, and many tears,
Sad Africa to bless

He gave her letters, he gave her light,
He gave her God's dear word;

And won trom the Pagan's death and night
Rich trophies for the J. (ml

“T want to work for ]u\\xs! b
‘Twas a young gisl's voice was heard:
And cre its utt'rance hiad died away
Once more all heans were stirred;
Far yet another Rweet girl vaice
Responded in calm reply, -
“Goest thou, dear heart, to work for Christ 2
Then so indeed will 11 (2)

And so America sent lcrih,
Ry the God of missions stirred,

Those two young lives to the far off East
Bearing His precious word:

And, leaning, each, on her Joved one's ;m%
They bravest the treacl erous main,

They went in the springtune of buayant youth,
But one came never aguin ! «

She died, with her message of love untold
To the heathen she went to save:

But an inspiration 10 young and oid,
Went forth from her far-off graves

And mén and'yomen in lofty faith,
By her high example fired,

Followed; nor yet, *'is it life or death,
To which we are sent 2" inquired.

And that ather, - the story is sad and long
Of her weary sorrowfal years,

'Mid persecutions and crucl wrang,
And sickness, pr'mlmn and tears;’

But the woman's love and the woman's trust
Never faltered ar failed, till she

Fell asleep in Jesus, and went to rest
"Neath the boughs of the Hopia tree.
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At eve in lhe sunset’s glow;

None heard but i]esus but that low sigh
Touched deeply His lovmg heart;

And, ere long to serve Him ‘neath Persia's sky
He graciously set her apart.

And then. for sixteen weary years,
She taught, and labored, and prayed

For Persin's degraded women and girls,
Unwearied and undismayed;

And, when sick, and worn, to her native land,
She turned her at last to die,

Scores of redeemed ones clung to her hand,
And sobbed out their last good-bye.

“I want to work for Jesus!”
T'his voice was of our own; (4)
And from our College halls went forth
One now in glory known;
Went forth to labor in faith-—then die,
Yet dying, he grandly lives 4
In the men and women that Canad: s
Ta-day to the heathen gives ! -~

And yet these workers over the sen,

-¥rom those dark idolatrous lands,

Ave ever stretching imploringly
Ta us their suppliant hands;

And calling, calling, as long 4e called
*‘Help, help, for the years goby;

And while we are waiting your slow response,
Unsaved ones by thousands die "

Long. long ago on ]udea{: hills
Sang a wondrous Prophet-King,

And the grand fulfillnent, this hour, flls
The world with wondcring,

“God giveth the word” —he s;ud “and lo,
A nnghty host lhcy 1l be—

The women —whao'll carry the ndmgs blest,
Afar ever land and sea!”

Dost ask what tidings ? —the/tidings blest ~
Of a Saviour for all mankind!—

Of an open luuntain where all who thirst,
The Water of Life may find;

Of life and immartality I)mughl
To light by God'’s risen Son;

Of death abolished and sins forgiven
Thro' the blood of the Crucihed One.

And woman, for whom that hymn, so long,
But a partial meaning held,

Has heard it at last, and her inmost heart
With a holy joy has thrilled;

And her hands are gathering mite by mite,
The littes that lie in her way,

To send her heralds to carry the news
Of her risen Lord to day.

“1 want to work for Jesus!"
“And [" “and 1," “and I; "

Oh, many arc calling, calling thus,
And what i§ our reply?

Is it *‘go, mny sister, God speed you, go,
And I'll pray and work for yiu here?”

Is it **go, and tell those sorrowing ones,
Of the Saviour ive hold so dear?”

15 it **ga, and T'll help you day by day
With all that I have to spare ?

With my efforts and with my influence ton,
With sympathy, love and prayer?

If so, Jet the Master’s gracious word
A holy incentive be:

* As ye have done for my pcnshnng ones,
E'en so have ye done for Me !’V

(1) John Williams and Robert Moffat. (2) Mrs. Harriet
Newell and Mrs. Ann H. Judson. (3} Miss Fidelia Fisk.
(4) A. V. Timpany.

1 want tr work for Tesus!”
In Mout flolyoke. not long ago (3)
Sighed . young girl-teacher as she sat



