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'HE CANADA PRESBYTERIAN,

BAsToR AND 2ECPLE,

RNFST -ONLY RAST,

My feet are wearied, and my hands are tired—
.\l‘y soul oppresscd—

And with desite have T fong desired

Rest—only rest.

¢ *Jis han! to toil—=when toll is almost valn
In banen waysg
*T'is hard to sow amd never garnes grain
In harvest days.

The bunden of my days s hand to bear—
. But God knows bests
And I have prayed, but vain has been iny prayes
For rest—~aweet rest.

*Tis hard to plant in spxln(i and never reap
The autumn yield;

*Tis hand to tal} - and when “tis tilled to weep
O'cr fruitless field,

And so 1 cry a weak and human ery,
So heatt-oppressed 3

And so 1 sigh a weak and human sigh
For jest—for rest,

\y way has wound across the desert years,
And cares infest

My path; and theough the flowing of hot teass
1 pined for rest.

*Twas always sng when atill a child, Tlald
On mother's bieast

My weaned little head 3 ¢'en then 1 prayed,
As now, fos rest.

And 1 am gestless still.  *Twill soon be o'er—
For dawn the west
Lifc’s sun 1s sctteng, and I scc the shore
Where [ shall rest.
—Fa’ler Ryan.

THE VACANT PLACES.

How much soever, in this life's mutations,
\We seck our shattered idols to replace,

Not onc in all the myriads of the nations
Can cver fill another’s vacant place,

LEach has his own, the smallest and most humble,
As well as he revered the wide world through;

With every death, some loves amd hupes must crumble
Which never strive to build themselves anew.

And so with souls we Jove, they pass and leave us—
Time teaches paticnce at a bitter cost s

Vet all the new loves which the years may give us
Fill not the heart-place achieg for the lost.

New friends may come, with spints even rarer,
And kindle once apain the tear-drowned flams,

But yet we sigh, **This love is stranger, fairer,
And better—it may be—but not the same!”

THE SECRET HINDRANCES.

When you summon your physician to your bedside,
the first thing you expect from him is to discover
what is the matter with you. He explores, your wrist
for the pulse, inquires the symptoms, and when he
ascertains the nature of your discase he is able to
prescribe for you intelligently. Standing outside of
your body, he must deal with a malady working
within,

Many of iy own congregation and many of the
readers of this journal are suffening from the spiritual
disease of sin, and are yet unconverted to Christ.
The Psalmuist prayed that he might know “what evil
way was in him,” and might be led into the way cver-
lasung. Now there must be some ewil way in every
unconverted heart, which requires to be discovered
and 1o be abandoned. Nine-tenths of all impentent
persons arc kept from Christ by some secret hin-
drance. [t 1s very important to ascertain what that
hindrance 1s. 1f a man 1s not a Chnstan, there is
usually a reason for his rejecting the most precious of
all gifts—the “gft of cternal life.”

1. Some are hindcred from accepting Christ by an
cvil way of thinking. In their hearts there is a secret
scepticism.  Whatever dispute there may be about
the responsibiity of a man for hus own behief, 1t 15 un-
deniably true that heis responsible for the conseguences
of hus belief. 1f 1 form an opinton and act upon it, 1
must take the conscquences. I a young man forms
so lugh an opisuon of a young woman that he marrics
her, and she proves te be a vixen, he cannot escape
the misery he has brought upon himself by lus own
voluntary choice. Kindreader, you may have adopted
an opinion adverse to the distinet declrrations of
God's Word, and adverse to the claims of the Divine
Savicur. When you meet that Saviour as your Judge,
you alone will be responsible for the consequences of

having rejected His offered salvatlen. R is perfeatly
safe to obey God's Word, You will be an lmmense
gamer by keeping Clivist’s commandments,  But you
run a tremendous risk of eternal ruin if you inake up
your mind against both the Gospel and s offers of
cternal life. I have ofticlated at many fnerals; but
never at one in which the surviving fricnds wished it
to be stated that the deceased person had lived and
died a rejecter of Jesus Christ, 1 have never heard of
n dying man as desiring that this should be said of
him.  Yet this will be tho exact truth in regard to you
i you cling to your sceptical opinion to your last
Lreath. God is always right.  Sce to it that you are
not wrong.  Your error may cost you your soull

2. Others are hindered from following Christ by an
evil way of looking at the faults of .professed Chriat-
fans and of shutting their eyes to their own sins, 1
do not wonder that the discovered niquities of some
church members has awakencd your just indignation.
1€ 1 did not know that the Christianity of the Bible is
vastly better than the lives of even the best of its pro-
fessed followers, 1 should be sometimes disturbed in
my own mind by the detected vices of certain profes-
sors of religion. But I have also learred never to re-
ject a good “greenback” because there are some
counterferts afloat.  You will certainly admit that the
person who Jives up most closely to the pure and
benevolent and holy teachings of Jesus Christ is
deaidedly the better for so doing. Upon the tiee of
s daily hfe there may be a few gnarled or wormy
apples among the bushels of good fruit.  Now, is it
not rather contemptible for you to spy out those
scrubby and worm-eaten outgrowths, and claim that
they are fair specimens of the fruit which his piety
produces? No sensible Chnstian professes to be
perfect.  The best things in every Christian are the
legitimate fruits of his religion. The weak or wicked
things are born of his own yct imperfectly renewed
heart.  You fasten on his faults, and refusc to acknow-
ledze the immense benefits he has gained by hiseven
imperfect imitations of his Divine daster.  You see
his few sins.  You 4 #9¢ see his repentances.

It was sald in olden times of certain persuns ke
you: “They eat up the sins of my people; they have
left off to take heed to the Lord.” Precisely thus are
you cating up the poor, gnarled fruit that you cull off
from the branches of a Christian neighbour's life.
The good fruit you reject, and persist in setting your
teeth on edge and in souring your system by devour-
ing the little that is worthless. ‘This wretched diet
may fatten your prejudices; but it is starving your
soul. Nay, worse. It is setting you against the very
bread of Heaven and leading you on to the guilt and
peril of throwing away your own salvation. 1 beg
you not to cling an hour longer to this evil way, It
will never lead you to a better hife or to Heaven.

3. A more common hindrance than either sceptic-
ism or censonousness is the dominion of some sceret
sin. In digging up a tree, especially if it is an elm,
the workman is surprised to sce how long the tree will
stand after the earth has been removed and the
lateral roots have been cut offi.  What holds the tree
is the “taproot.” Until thatis sundered the stubborn
trunk will not yield So in the impenitent heart there
is often a favourite sin which the heart is unwilling to
sacrifice. A covetous man clings to his money, and
refuses to give up Mammon for Clirist. The sensual-
ist will not deny his lusts, if that be the prerequisite
to reeciving Christ. Sometimes a stubborn sin fairly
blocks the road: and the man must decide whether
he will give up his besetting sin or give up the salva.
tion of his soul. That was the battle with the young
ruler. He would not put the knife to his sclfishness.
So the sin remained, and Christ was kept out of his
heart. [ laboured long—as did many others- with a
fricnd whose secret sin was licentiousness. He lis.
tened attentively to our appeals and seemed grateful
for our interest in his welfare. But he died uncon-
verted. ‘The evil way kept him out of the “way cver-
lasting.” No man can ever exercise saving faith
unti} he has repented of sin and cast it from him

4 The last hindrance that is quite as effectual in
cheating the soul out of Christ as any other is that
treacherous tempter Zo-morroiv.  Millions of impeni-
tent people will tell you: “1 expect, I infend to be-
come a Christian before I die.” But when? Has
God cver hung a promise on to-marrow? Does he
not tic down the offer of salvation to the word “now?”
Ah! my friend, if a pusse of gold was awaiting you
before you go to bed to-night, you would not whisper
the werd “to-morrow.” You ought to curse that

lying word, It has sent milllons to perdition, Before
this year closes you way be in eternlty, Living with.
out Christ is Helt begun. Dying without Chrlst is
Hell perpetuated, Living for Christ is tho first in.
stalment of Heaven,  Give Him thy heart,and He
witl “lead thee in the way evetlasting.”—ZAcodore L.
Cuyler, DD,

THE MINISTER'S WIFE—~A TRUE STORY.

We were about getting a new minister, a difficult
matter, as all can testify who have tried it.  He had
preached for us a Sabbath or two. He was carnest;
that was unquestioned; had a consistent life for his
record, and that was n great point; was a good
thinker, and a fearless advocate of what he believed,
but his volce was poor, hic was not quite so famous as
some wished, and his bearing was not sufficiently {
marked and dignificd, some of the: people saids

Yect as often as anything disparaging was remarked,
somehody immediately added, “But his wife is
lovely!” \We heand this reiterated so often that some
of us finally said, “What difference docs_it make?
We thought it was not the wife we were to Settle over
us, but the man himsell.” Every possible objection
was overruled however, because the wife was so Le-
yond compare,

He came, and brought with him one whom wo were
all eager to sce and know; one of the sunniest, gen-
tlest, yet strongest, tmost unselfish wormen it has ever
been my blessing to know and love. She was not
beautiful, but her face had such a kindling of interest
for onc and all, that you could never forget its cx.
pression, .

She entered heartily into his work ; they were all ker
people, her friends. She showed no partiality. No*
one of us ever felt that she liked one above another,
She kept our secrets locked in her own heart, and
never betrayed a trust,

No cne cver heard her speak ill of another. She
was approachable ta everybedy, yet we paid her defer-
cnce, both from her position and because we loved
her. Men and women received alike equal favour
and honour at her hands., We looked to her as a
leader, while she was in reality a companion. We
expected her home and husband would be first in her
carc and hier afiections, and so they were,

She was interested in everything, cultured enough
to talk with the learned, and not above the poorest
and most ignorant of her flock, She never showed
unitability,  If she had temper, she conquered herself
by prayer, She was hier husband’s best adviser.

Not everything went right with the minister. He
was able, but not always wise; sometimes hasty,
sometimes domincering, it seemed; sometimessaying
things better left unsaid, occasionally too frivolous,
and now and then too austere. Some said he liked
therich better than the poor; the cultured tetter than
the unlettered. Some said he was over-ambitious;
that he was not always unconscious of himself; others
that he lacked magnanimity in pecuniary matters and
in the iittle things of cvery-day life; but they liked
his preaching, and always added: “ He has such a
lovely wifcl®?

She healed all differences, and really kept the
church a unit by her kindliness and Christian tact,
A wife less sympathetic, or less wise and capable,
would have completely changed the aspect of affawrs,

A little child came into the minister’s home, and
the young wife went out of it. I never saw a church
so crushed. For weeks and months every face wore
a wistful look, as though they hoped in some unex-
plained way to mcet her, perchance, and feel again
her cordial welcome. The pastor too began to realize
as never before how she had brightened and sustained
him. The people cared for the motherless child, be-
causc .t was Zer baby. A blessed revival followed,
and her death was the spiritual life of 2 great number,
The little failings of the minister were forgotten in the
noble work he did to win souls, and yet they were not
fully satisfied, and the pastorate was changed.

Our pulpit has since then been filled by able and
cloquent men, who have had pleasant wives, and our
church has prospered, but our hearts have hungered
again and again for the lovely woman who came to be
such a power in our midst. \We have said to each
other often in all these years, “Doesn’t it, indeed,
make a difference what kind of a wife the minister
has?® Ah, vastly more than he thinks, when he
chooses her as his companion, and vastly. mere than
the people imaginc when he comes among them to be

.their leader and guidel—Coxgregationaliss,



