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Will My Work Abide? There Remaineth a R ast.
Easr ma' work %aOU te 55id asfleSfU- ETY NU. NELES< E. BIOWN.

1 Cor. iL . "-TUEsa rernaissth a rest," Maid Sirnos, "but

WILL MY worlc &bide, Lord Jeans, now, ywrki e
When the testing-day &hall corne? And liers for mentae

Whsn I hear the echoisg chorus B)y day I mont catch the fiafrret

0f the jovoua 1 "Harveut Horne, At slght I muot mend tie iast."

And I pressats joan the number
0f the blood-waahed workers' throng, ".There rsrneth a reot," sighed Martha,

oShaIl 1 bs arnong the nurn¶,.r "but oh,

Who Cao join with JOY that gong 1 Mow rnuch bave I Dow to do
With houshold cas and varied toit,

Till rny work &bide, Lord Jeans, 1 arn wearied ttarough and through."

When I stard before Thy throne,
Anad earh secret thooght and mostive "Ther@ i. a reat,"1 affire John the beloved,

le revealed and fully known' "Irudi1ttefat

Shai 1 fiud what 1 hadl coonted W)'en I foilowed close heside the Lord,

As a holy sarrifice And leausd opon ies bresat."

las en lesu thas doot bofors The.- .I é -letdi
Worthleaa iu Tby holy eyes 1 -Tbsrela," saya Mary etrdl

Whaen I ust at ths Mster's fset;

Wheu 1 pasa the pearly potl@ sins forgiven, rny heart made uew,

And witb raptor ene iny paire how full, bow iveet 1"

To the holy land Of anfglais,
Freed at lait froo al rny is- pour toiling brother aud aister, weighed down

Shall 1 fid rny sheaves al vanished- With the carea Of a huay life,

Burned toa shs ia the florne, You nesd sot watt till your lifs la dons,

Or paased saoly tbroogh the furnace, For the sud of tiai cruel strife;

Blininggloy t Th Dae 1For the vent that rsrnstneth la reached by thomes

Will rn, work abidle, Lord Jeanst- Who believs and lov" their Lord;

Shalî'this lifa.work ba in vain t« Who euat thair burdes sai Him feet,

Ail rny toil ha wors thas useless, And las opon His Word.
Losa ttan worthtsas aIl rny pais?1

Whan 1 watt with ear tongtsg There ta vent in teaiuç, sud rent lu lova;

To behotd tha trop hle won, Thera la rtti l ookang up;

Shahi t look lu vais, Lord Jeans, Trhougb the font grow weary, the whots hsd mlck,

As 1 se that t hava nanat Th.r. is rst lu "the blsed hope."-

Lot rny worlc &bide, Lord Jeans, W . anlu d atruggte and toit for Ogrth,

For 1 aide sot for revaut: With sstflah burdons prsst; [thon,

Ail I amk la ibat rny labour But wheu wa hava eeaad fror n u owu works,

Shah1 sot ha lu vaan, 0 Lord. Ah, then vs hava round sur rut
Thine, 0 Lord, shall ha the glovy,

Onty tet sorne fruits ha seau; W. hava corn lu ose Sahhath ; vs taire of grass

And t alir us other guedon; The vietory Christ bas won;

Self ns mre saat corna betveeu. Wairy worker, hatieva, the blamatug rassive,
-Firelus retAo(55O And haves sud runt ara baguas.


