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TEACH ME TO LIVE.

Teach me to live! "Tis easier far to die

Gently and tly to pass away—

O earth’s long night to close the heavy
eye,

And waken in the glorious vealis of day.
Teaeh me that harder lesson—how to
live,
T'oserve The
AT

in the darkest paths of life.

me conflict now, fresh vigor
And make me more than conqueror in
the strife.

ach me to live Thy purpose to fulfil ;
¢ht for thy glory let my taper shine
h day renew, remould the stubborn
will;
Closer round Thee my heart’s affectic
twine,

Teach me to live for self and sin no moy
But use the time remaining to me yet :
Not mine own pleasure secking as before,

Wasting no precious hours in vain regret

! Noidler let me be,
But in Thyservice hand and heart emplay,
Prepared to do thy bidding cheerfully
Be this my highest and my holiest joy.
Ellen Elizabeth Burman.

Teach me to live

HIS OWN REFERENCE BIBLE,

What se
home-made

s an ineredible story of a
Bible is told by
Willinm Wetherald, a pioneer minister of
the Friends’ Church in Canada.

“When I hought my first Bible 1 set
'k to make a reference Bible, and
en years I kept up this work of

ing the veferences, until one day |
found I could buy one cheaply.

“But the knowledge of the Bible 1

gained in this attempt has been of such
value to me that T think it was the best
thing my heart ever turned to, to try to
make a reference Bible.  For seven years
I did not get more than four hours” sleep

on an average,

renee

Maxy books in my library are now be-
hind and beneath me. They were good
in their way once, and so were the clothes
I wore when I was ten years old ; but |
have outgrown them. Nobody ever out-
grows Scripture ; the book widens and
deepens with our years.—C. I, Spurgeon.

TEr

Ir we would grow like Christ, we
must keep him steadily before us,  Did
you ever watch a child taking a lesson in
model-drawing ! Never two strokes of
the pencil without a glance at the mode .
And the first law of the imitation of
Christ is just this—*looking unto Jesus.”
We must fix our eyes upon him; we
must hold him steadily in our hearts and
in our minds, until, just as the sunlight
prints the object on the sensitized plate
of the camera, so we, “beholding, are
transformed into the same image from
glory to glory.” Supernatural! Yes,
and yet very natural, too. We grow like
those we live with, those we love ; every
day beholding we are transformed, and
the same law holds here. If we are so
little like Chris*, is it not because we are
so little with  Christ !—fRer.
Jackson.

Georye

THE CANADIAN EPWORTH ERA.

A Favous preacher onee gave the fol
lowing a_t illusteation : 1t is instruc
tive how each living thing takes from the
sunbeam what it wants—one its aroma,
another its color, a thivd its lyseious taste

should we extract from Christ what
ever we require to complete our character,
The short-tempered must take patienes
the passionate, purity : the cowardly,
moral the  domineering, pa
tience ; the downeast, comfort,

strength
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few will now read Paley's £
Butler's Aualagy, yet seldom
have Christian Evidences been read more
or with keener scrutiny than  today
Only they are not those bound in boards,
calf, or but in silk, wins
fustian.  They do no
stand in silent rows on wood shelves, hat
are sitting under
and moving in home, oftice; shop, or mart
on every other d e only Christian
evidences read by thousands today are

MOroceo,

broadeloth and

the Gospel on Sunday,

women who claim to e

Thos, Wanyh

and
Christians

the men

A panovs artist onee wandering in the
mountains  of  Switzerland  met
officials who demanded his passport. It
is not with me, bhut my name is Dord
“Prove it if you are,” replied the in
eredulous Tuking a piece of

hastily sketched a group of
standing by with sueh grace
that the wmen of the law ex
cluimed, “ Enough, vou must be Dord
“Write yvour name,” is the challenge of
the world to the follower of Christ. No
awkward serawl of a worldly life will do
Nothing but the grace and beauty of a
character born of God will convinee men
that our profession is trae. —Rev. Hevhert
W. Lathe, in “ Chosen of God.”

cors

ants

I
and skill

Wonbs, more than all else, indicat
mental poverty or wealth, as well as ow
mental cubture and refinement.  The
pretty girl whose sole adjective is * cute,
and the young man on the foothall team
whose

our

sole  adjective i eat,” seem
like intellectual paupers, with but one
poor little rag of a word to do duty on
all occasions in li Many people who
would be mortified at appearing unsuit
ably or unfashionably clad, will neverthe
less go on all their lives with a verbal
wardrobe  so ill-assorted, and
slovenly, that eve they  possess
wears always the arment.  The
dinner and the mountain  are  alike
“splendid,” the pug dog and the sunset
are alike “lovely.”
R

T saw once, lying side hy side in a great
workshop, two heads made of metal.
The one was per fect ; all the features of a
noble, manly face came out clear and dis
tinct in their lines of strength and beanty
in the other scarcely a single feature could
be recognized—it was all marred and
spoiled.  *“The metal had been let grow a
little too cool, sir,” said the man who was
showing it to me 1 could not help
thinking how true that was of many a
form more precious than metal.  Many a
voung soul that might be stamped®vith
the image and superseription of the King.

while warm with the love and glow of

early youth, is allowed to grow too eold,
and the writing is blurred and the image
is marved. — Canon Teignmonth Shorve
s

A1 the valnerable point is the spot to
post the sentinel © We must watch and
pray right the I of the sin that
hus a handsome face and a smooth tongue
Look out for the sin that says, “Oh, 1
am only a little one .7 sins are never con
tent to be habies.  Look out for tempta
tions that jump with your natural
inclinations, Tt is oftener an ambition
for distinetion than indolence that tempts
a mininister into the viee of plagiarism
To young Christians I would say  form
no intimaey that of your
religion.  Keep away from places and
i amusement

lowers the tor

however attractive
that soil your conscience,
love of Christ,
and doing

k Jesus Christ to be
go with

from
and weaken your
and unfit you for
vour whole duty,
with

evervwhere  olse

prayer,
You can
vou, and to
vou 0 l'\l‘l'[vl
where you into temptation. Dy

Theo. L

enter
Cuyler
..
Dors your spirit faint I'he Divine
promises arve a dropping honeyeomb, bet
ter than Jonathan's,  Dip your pilgrim
stafl into their vichness and put your hand
to your mouth, like him, and your faint
ness shall pass away.  Are vou thirsty
They ave the flowing stream of the water
of life, of which ay drink by the
way, and lift up your head. Are you
overcome by the sultry burden of the
day ! They are as the cool shadow of a
great vock in a weary land.  Have your
steps well nigh slipped ! They are a staff
in vour hand, on top of which, betimes,
acob, you may lean and worship
Are you sad I There ave no such
songs to beguile the road and to bear you
on with gladness of heart.  Put but a
promise under your head by night, and
were vour pillow a stone like that at
Bethel, you shall have Jacol's vision, and
the thirstiest wilderness will become an
Elim, with palm trees and wells of water,
—dndrew Geikis
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people \m'lll to take a morhid
g themselves and other
peop! ple miserable. |' they have no real
troubles to worry about, they manufac
ture artificial ones, and their mills never
shut down. They grind out just about
s0 much misery, whether the market i
brisk or dull.  They are like old, rusty
pianos, that have not been tuned for
forty years. They ar full of dis
cordant elements that no harmony can
be evoked from them.  Play on any
and you evoke nothing but a jangle
They whine wad sigh, but they never
sing.  And yet a Christian, above all
others, should be forever singing at the
heart. A sure recipe for cheerfuln
to be always on the alert for some ples
thing that may happen to us, A washer
woman in a miserable tenement house
wis asked how she kept singing in her
disheartening  surroundings,  “Oh, be
cause there is always a breeze our
alley.” She might have said it was
because she had a singing heart within
To every such soul God giveth
us in the night. — Louis Alhert Banks,
in Preachers’ Magazine
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