
WIIA WAD BE MuE LOSER?

You are drawing ncar to the water o'
death,

And soon it 'Il he to bo crosscd;
Now wliat wad you say wi' a' your faith,

If Ie'd let your soul be lost?

"O, if my trusting soul could be
Torii from my Saviour's cross,

The greatest loser wvad no bc me,
But His wad ho the loss 1

"My loss wai
And a poor

But ifis, RHis
If He couli

Fine Grove.

tbe but love
lost soul, I t
truth i..nd ho
fail me 110w

)CK 0F AG

ini vain,
row ;
cour gamme,
!1P'

W W. Smi'r

"Rock of Ages, cleft for me,"
Thougbtlessly the mnaideii Sung,

Fell the words unconsciously
Froiu lier girlisli, gleefuit tongue;

Sang as littie chidrcu sing;
Saiig as sfiig the birds in June;

Fell the words like liglit leaves dowil
On the current of tiie tume-

"Rock of Agres, cieft for me,
Let me bide myseif in Thce."

"Lot me bide mnyseîf ini Tbee,"
FeIt lier soul. no iieed to Ilide;

Swcet the Song as sommg could be-
Anmd she lmad no thouglit beside;

Ail the words unheudingly
Feil froiu lips untouchcd by care,

Dreaiug not tbey ecd ii<,ht ho
On sonie other lips a prayer-

"Rock of Ages, clef t for, me,
Lot me bide myseif inm Thce."

"Rock of Agoes, cleit for nue "
'Tvas a ZDwomau sang themu niow,

Pioadingly and prayerfully,
Every word lier heurt did know;

Rose the sommg as storin-tossed bird
Beats Nvit1î %eary wiing the air,

Every mnote wit]i sorrow stirrcd-
Every syllable a prayr-

"Rock of Ages, cleft for me,
Lot me bide imyseif in Thce."

"'Rock of Ages, cleft for me,"
Lips grown aged Sung the hymn

Trustingly and tenderly-
Voice growvn -%veak, and eyes grown dim.

"Let me hide mayseif in Thee,"
Trembling throueh the voice and low,

Rau the sweet strain peacefully,
Like a river in its flow.

Sung as only they eau sing,
WVho belhold the promised resù-

"Rock of Ages, cleft for me,
Let me hide mnyseif in Thee."

"Rock of Ages, cleft for me,"
Sun- above a coffin-lid;

Undclrucaztlh, ail restfully,
Ali life's joys ammd sorrows. bld.

Nevermore, 0 storm-tossed soul 1
H Nevermore fromn wind or tide,

Nevermore from hillow's roll,
WVilt thou need thyseif to hide.

Coîîld the sightless sunken eyes,
Closed beuieath the soft grey hair,

Could the imute and stiffen'd lips
Miovc again ini pleadimg prayer,

Stili, aye, still the wvords wvould be-
"Lot iue hidc myseif in Thee."

FASIJIONABLE SINS.

IDLENESS.

Amiong the most fasliionable sins of
the present day, one of the most preva-
lent, and, at thle saine time the least re-
garded, is idleness or ivaste of our own
and other people's tinie. \Vaste of other
people's timo is a double sin, because, in
so doing, we necessarily wvaste our owni
timie-which is one sin-while ýat the
sanie time, we deprive our neighbour of
that whicli of ail his possessions is most
valizable-which is anoter sizm.

In troating of fashionable sins 1 select
for consideratiomi those %whicli are thie
least regarded, tbosc whicl we scarcely
consider to ho offences at all, but whicli,
in God's sighit, are grievous crimes, for
being guilty of whiehi we inust, wlien wo
stand for trial before HlEm wvho will
coine to judge ail men wvithi righteons
jmdginent anid fromu whose decision we

13(a
MDM£ anb -%fljû£rllb


