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with my Lord, the trend of my life is quite

another way. I cannot think about hem be

cause I am so inclined to sleep I A tjenumb-

ment settles down upon my spirit, and the

pangs of the world awake no corresponding

sympathy. I can take my newspaper, which

is ofttimes a veritable cup-full of horrors,

and I can peruse it at the breakfast table,

and it does not add a single tang to my feast

I wonder if one who is so unmoved can ever

be a servant of the suffering Lord I

Here in my newspaper is the long, small-

typed casualty list from the seat of war ; or

here is half a column of the crimes and mis-

demeanours of my city ; or here is a couple

of columns descriptive of the hot and frantic

doings of the race-course ; or here is a small

comer paragraph telling me about some
massacres in China ; or here are two litde

hidden lines saying that a man named James

Chalmers has been murdered in New Guinea I

And I can read it all while I take my break

fast, and the dark record does not haunt the

day with the mingled wails of the orphaned

and the damned. My brethren, I do not

! 'M


