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surrounded with bad men "P You need have
no contamina:ting confidences with them, and no
bad man cin mke you dab if you will be good.
Do you say, "BIt think how long the quest,
how diflicult the discipline"? Exactly, the
hardness of the discipline is proportioned to the
splendor of the result. Is the drudgery of holi-
ness, of character-making, worse than any other
drudgery ? Is it worse than the drudgery of
fame, of which Dickens said that ail he was he
owed to the habit of tireless industry and pa-
tience ; or of literary excellence, of which Robert
Louis Stevenson has told us that long before lie
dared to print a line lie experimented ccaselessly
ut the study and combination of words ; or of
power, the quest of which made Bonaparte the
hardest-worked man in Europe, and led him to
say, with an enthusiasm which we miy well
emulate, that " impossible " was a blockhead of
a word, and was not found in bis vocabulary ?
Men take infinite pains and exercise infinite
purpose to win these things, but they will ta¶e
no pains to win character. And yet, to achieve
character,.-how much greater a thing than to
gain wealth, or lame, or power, since ali else
fades, and character alone remains ! Surmmon
your purpose to this suprene task and remember
that the bravest and noblest lives of this genera-
tion have been lived bv young men, by men like
Arthur Toynbee and Keith Falconer, and Mac-
kay of Uganda, and Uishop Hainington, who
have lived and died for the world as truly as did
Paul himself. There is no time to lose. It is
given to youth to save the world, because youth
is the period of enthusiasm, of ideal-worship,
and of purpose. Let your daily litany be

Here bath been dawaing
Another blue day.

Thiiik, wilt liou let it
Slip useles away ?

Jn that single, simple verse of Carlyle's the
secret of al victorious life is hidden.

Treffy. Christie took it out in the daytime, but
at night it stood against the wall untouched.

Treffy could not bear to hear it now. Christie

bad begun to turn it one evening, but the first

tune it bad played was " Home. sweet Home,"

and Treffy had said bitterly,-
" Don't play tiat, Christie, boy ; there's no

' Home, sweet home,' for me; I shall never

have a home again, never again."

So Treffy had nothing to comfort him. Even

his old organ seemed to have taken part against
him ; even bis dear old o'gan, whicli he had

loved so much, lad helped to imake hinm more

miserable.
The doctor had looked into the attic again

according to bis promise, but be said there was

nothing to be done for Treffy, it was only a
question of time, no medicine could save bis

life.
It w'as a very terrible thing for old Treffy thus

to be slipping away, chdi day the chain of bis
lire becoming looser and lonser, ard lie drawing
nearer eaci day to-he knew not what.

Treffy and Christie weic cruiig anxiorisly
the days to Sunday, when tiey would hear
about the second verse of the hymn. Perhaps
after all there might be sote hope, sone way
into the bright city, some entrarce into " Home,
sweet Home," through whici even old Treily's
sin-stained soul might pass.

And at last Sunday came. It was a vet rainy
night, the wind was high and stormy, and the
little congregation in the mission-room was
smaller than Lsual. But there was an earnest

purpose in the faces of many who came, and ie
clergyman as lie looked round at the little cocm-

t-
He told them that since that day on Calvary,
thousands had corne to the fountain, and each
one had corne out of it whiter than show, ev.
ery spot of sin gone.

The clergyman told them, that when tiese
washed eues reached the gates of pear, they
were thrown wide open to them, for there was
no sin mark on their souls, they were frce front
sin. And then he looked veryearnestly indeed,
and leaning forward he pleaded with his little
congregation to corne to the blood that thl
might be washed and cleansed. He begged
them to use the second verse of the hymni and
to say from the bottom of their hearts

" Saviourr, I cone to Tlhee,
O Lamib of God, I pray.

Cleanse me and pave me,
Cleanse Ite and save re,

Wash all my sins awtay."

There is one lttle word in my text,' sai
tIhe minrister, " which is a grent comfort to me, I
mean the word al/i. All sin. That takes in
every bad word, every bad thought, every bail
action. That takes in the blackest blot, tIre
darkest stain, the deepest spot. All sin, rach
sin, every sin. No sin too had for the blood to
reach, no sim too great, for the blood to cover.
And now," said lthe nilcister, " every sou] in
this room is cither gaved or unsaved, either
.vashed or not washed.

i Let me ask you, my dear friends, a very
solemn question : Is the sin or the blood on
your soul ? One or the other must be there.
Which is it ?"

The clergyman paused a moment when lie
had asked this question, and the rooi iras s()
still that a falling pin might have been heard.
There were deep searchings of heart in that lit-
tle company. And Christie was saying deep
down in bis heart :

" Cleanse Ie and save mP,
Cleane Ie and pave Ie,
Wash all may sins aray."

pany wlen ie gave out bis text, felt lthat many' ient a i er nig e centre
Alynuâ1j )qj1utrttuef. of them h.d not come fron mere curiosity, but Ingi
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from an bonest desire to ear the word of God.them te de]ay no longer, Lut te sa> at one.

I BELIEVE IN THE COMMUNION OF And lie liftet up bis becrt je ver> carneat prayer " Savieur, I cone te thee." lie bcgged tIes
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Wli no il liiiipogegRii 'li tet ws iis IdTheblod o lelis IdW'l yeîî do ibis ?"asked tbe clergyman.
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te fountain, n e pened tere for sutn d for ,Nly bey,"sid tbe minister kindi>' ic>ing

l" s ther any one, Chinie this roo who hascom
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