PERSONAL EFFORT FOR CHRIST.
ALWAYS WITH US.

1l

Words by ALEXANDER CLARR
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In our homesand on our with us all the
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" way Christ is
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ours  and 1t

is onrs and we me His;

Evening shadovs, oue by oue,
Mark our journey nearly done—
And we turn aside for rest ;
Jesns, Muster, kuow before,
Tarry with us evermore :
Thon vur Guide, he Thou our Guest.
0 how swect, ete.
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O how sweet

is

S presence

His presciee is?

Risen for us from the grave,
Might~ Saviour, save, O save!
Hule we now ouiselves in Thee,
Resur ection is ac! 1:
Seeing not, we have helieved ;
Blessed ones indedd ate we't
0 how sweet, ete.

an earnest Christian, and she was watching to bring her pupil,
if possible, to Jesus; and at last she succeede(%, and the
young lady, under her teaching, worked bard for C'brist and -
brought many companioans to Him, and that occupation carried
her mind right out of the world. Her father and mother were
much disappointed, and strove hard to bring her out into what |
is called *“ society ” or lugh life. They gave large and fashion-
able parties, but shehad no taste for such frivolitics, and she
turned her attention to the Sabbath-school, and asked the
superintendent of one if he could give her a class. He was
sorry to decline, but was obliged to say no, as they had moi«
teachers than they really needed. One day as she was walking
up the town she came across a very dirty, ragged, bare-
backed little street-Arab-lovking lad mnuing out of a
shoemaker’s shop as if for his very life. The shoemaker was
running after him, but not being able to catch him, flunga "
last 2t him with all his might, which bit the boy in the back, -
and then went into his shop again. Well, the young lady
stepped up to the lad (no doubt the Lord had moved her to
the work), and said, *‘ My little boy, what is the matter?”
and he, not believing she was sympathising with him, for he
had not been used to it, said, ¢ None of your business.” ¢ Oh,” -
but she said, ‘I want to be your friend ; and after a short
time she won his confidence, and then she said, ** Did you ever
go to school #* ¢ No,” said the lad; and then she found that
lug father kept him hawking articles instead of going to
school. So she said to him, *‘If you will come and mcet me
next Sunday, I will tell you some beautiful stories ” : and -
he promised at last to meet her next Sunday at the crossing
of such and such a street.

1 don't know whether any of you have tried that, but I have,
many a time. 1 have often promised to meet a boy at the!
corner of a street, but he has not been there. Well, she got
the little fellow to go to the Sabbath-schaol, and when be*
returned home he said he bad been awong the angels, henever
heard such singing, they seewed like angels.

So his mother !

"about it coming afterwards ”

. told him, No, he was dying.

Well, the boy was so deter-
mipned to go to the achool that the father promised, ii he wonld
give it up, he would allow him to go out to play every
Saturday afternoon, and to keep for himself what he had made
by hawking.

So when the boy heard this he begsed the young lady to
teach him every Saturday as he had only an hour on the
Sunday, and she did so, spending the whole of the Saturday
afternoon in teaching this poor boy to become a Christian.
And when she at last succeeded, although he durst not tell
bis father and mother, he became kind, dutiful, and obedient
to them, and they saw the change in him.

Well, one day he was at the railway station hawking as
usual. He was standing on the foothuard of the train, his foot
slipped and he fell, and the trzin passed over his two legs.
When he had been carried away, and attended to, he said to
the doctor, * Shall 1 live t> get well, doctor 27 The d- ctor
Then the little lad lovked up
into his face, and said, ** Doctor, won't you tell my father and
mother that I'm dying a Christian, and I want to mect them
i beaven?”

Ah, my friends, I think I see him standing on the bappy
shore waiting for that teacher, aod taking her by the baud and

. sayimg to the angels, ¢ This is she who took me aud led me to

Cnnst )™ 1 sometimes think if an angel were to wing its way
to heaven, aund tell them tnat there was one little child here
on earth — it might be shoele~s, coatless, what you call a

- street Arab—with po one t) lead 1t to the cross of Christ, and

1f God were to call the angels round His throne in heaven and
ask them to go and spend, ay, fifty years, in teachiung that
child, there would not be an avgel in heaven who would not
respond gladly to the appeal.

We should sce even Gabriel saying, ¢ Lot me leave my
exalted position that I may go and win that soul to Christ.”
We should see Paul buckling on his old armour again, and

gaid, “* Ab, that's a Protestant school ! you must not go there | 53ying, *“ Let me go back again to earth that I may have the
again " ; and his father told him he woald fl g him if he did ' joy of leading that child to his Saviour in heaven.” Ah, my

50 ; but the boy went next Sunday, and sure enough he was ' friends,

flogged. Well, he went again and again, and got a flogging !

overy time, until one Sunday he said, ¢ Father, I wish you send

the churches want rousing ; there is too much apathy
amongst professing Christians.  Let us pray God that He may
18 Holy Spirit to inspire us with fresh energy and zeal

wonld flog me before I go, and then I shan’t have to think i to do His work.



