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soften with ii sense of 1 he goodness of the Lord, uiid

mellow into (he lendei'ness of ni.-xlui-e .-iffeclion

lowaids Ilin) y Were you not still fruitless, aye, and
dead? And now winter has eoine lo some of you
and your sun of life is sinking low. Soon shall you
sink in the midnight storm, soon shall time cover
your last resting-place with withered leav(>s and the
ashes of moi'tality. Oh ! nuserahle one, hast thou not
within thee still the spirit of life, the earnest of
immortality? Do cold hearts heat ? No. Dead in

spring-time, dead in summer, in autunm and winter.
Thou hast remained unehanged hy the light of ex-

F)erience, hy the warnings of years, hy the swift flight
of seasons, hy hlighted hopes and gathering shadows.
Thy past, lost

: thy prosent, perishing; thy future,
God only knows.

Look again unconverted man or woman at that
dry tree. Never does the rising sun shine upon it.

but it finds it mor(> decayed than it was the day
before. Branch after branch drops oif as it slowly
rots to the core. Siiuu'r, thou art th.it dry tree. You
are not moiv dead now than you were in childhood,
but you are more coirupt. Then you were fi'esh

dead, now you are long dead. You have exiiosed
yourself to niany things that have hastened your
decay, h.arboured nnich that has hred decay. Once
you had little knowledge of what was had and people
called you iiniocent. Rut your knowledge of evil

increased, you became wise about men's open follies

and learned about men's secret sins, while Satan's
power over you inciea.sed. Yoiu' memory t.iok on
fre.sh stains (>very day. the good faded or was forgot-


