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Our ills are not so many,

Or >o hard to bear l»elow,
Hut our suffering dread of the future 

Is more than our present woeî 
We sec, with our vision imperfect, 

Such causes of doubt and fear,

Hence he attempts to 
when he ha* an“ IT NEVER DRIES UP
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“By not delaying." One hour there is 
for that man who is even just a little 
anxious for his soul, in which the way is 

theie is no promise of any other, 
these unusual solicitudes, these

1Some yet that are far in the distance, 
And some that may never l»e near, 

When, if we would trust His wisdom. 
Whose purpose we may not wee,

our trial'.We should find, whatever
As our day our strength shall he.

—Phirhf ( ary.

with soft murmur of fulness and freedom. 
It flowed down to the highway side. It 

w ithin reach of every child’s little

XOT knowing.
what -«hall befall me.I know not 

Cod hangw a mist o’er my eyes,
each step in my onward path.

was was 
pitcher.

thither to
hail trodden down a little path to its brink.

1 leasts of burden along the

It was enough for every empty open ;
And w hen
wistful regrets, these desires, so new, 
although perhape so vague, arrive, then 
“The Master is come ;
thee.” If you put Him away,

victory, and all the good in 
rushes in

And so,
He makes

And every Joy He sends
As a 'trance and sweet surprise.

The small lords came
drink. The sheep and lamhs me comes

and calleth for 
then wil-The ‘hirsty

dusty road knew the way 
that “ never dries up.”

It reminded me of the water of life and 
salvation flowing from the Rock of Ages, 
and brought within the reach of all 
of the t iospel of JesusChrist. Every other 

become dry in the days of

I see not a step before me as 
I tread on another year ;

Hut the past is still in Hod s keeping,
The future His mercy shall clear.

And what looks dark in the distance 
May brighten as 1 draw near.

For, perhaps, the dreaded future 
Has less hitter than I think.

The Lord may sweeten the waters 
Hvfore I stoop to drink ;

Or, if Marah must lie Mar ah.
He will stand l>eside the brink.

It may l>e He has, waiting 
For the coming of my feet,

Some gift of such rare blessedness,
Some joy so strangely sweet,

That my lips shall only tremble
With the thanks they cannot speak.

Oh ! restful, blissful ignorance,
*Tis blessed not to know !

It keeps me so 
Which will not let me go,

And hushes my soul to rest 
On the liosom that loves

So 1 go on, not knowing ;
I would not if 1 might .

1 Wouid rather walk in the dark with Hod 
Than walk alone in the light ;

1 would rather walk with Him by faith 
Than walk alone by sight.

My heart shrinks hack from trials 
That the future may disclose,

Yet I never had a sorrow
But what the dear Lord chose ;

So 1 send the coming tears hack
With the whispered word, “ He knows."

to the stream
fulness wins a

is demoralized. Sin at
this time becomes heavily 

barricades and grow*

once

violently, and 
trenched behind new

defiant. -F.fis, ofal Ketorder.

brook may 
drought and adversity, but this heavenly 
spring never ceases to flow.

Thirsting soul, you may come 
Wearied and fainting, lingering disap­
pointed around the broken cisterns of liu- 

hope and consolation, Jesus call' you 
“ If any man thirst, let him 

“ Whosoever

“I ONLY WANT YOU."
I was going to 

Before
Nkari.y four years ago 

spend the day in a large city, 
starting, 1 said to my «bar invalid sister, 

satisfied with the fill-

and drink.

who is in glory now,
ness of her Father’s house, “Can 1 buy
anything for you, dear? I do want so much
to bring you something from the town. 
She interrupted my question by saying, 
with a sweet, yearning look. “Nothing, 
dear. Don’t bring anything. I only want 

: you Come home as soon as you can.
Her tender words rang in my ears all day 

i —“ I only want you ” ; and, oh, how of­
ten, since her bright entrance within the 
{•early gates, have her touching words and 
loving look returned to memory !

Well, dear reader, is not this, too, what 
a dear Saviour says to you ? Do you not 
want, sometimes, to offer prayers, tears,

; almsgiving, deeds of kindness, sacrifices, 
service, and patient endeavors ?

man
to Himself.
come unto me, and drink, 
drinketh of the w ater that I shall give him 
shall never thirst ; but the water that I 
shall give him 'hall l>e in him a well of 

springing up into everlasting life.
still in those arm*

water 
Good News.

COME JUST AS YOU ARE.
It seems to be a law, more or less 

fixed with unconverted |<eople, that they 
better their condition lieforewill try to 

coming to Christ. Every sinner seems to 
take it fur granted that he is not what he

this isshould lie, although in many
,penly avowed. Down in his heart, 

lie has a
more or less strong sense of his unworthi- 

and unfitness for receiving any saving

cases

not c
he feels that he is at fault. , earnest

| put He, too, turns from all, and says,

■L


