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XJYNCIUNGING FRIEND.

ýJOfthY works and tribulation."- er,

1l0t weary in weli-doing7-2 Thess. iii. 13.

Ir, wiii caimly labour on
l'Or Thy ioved cause, and Thy id;ved

l1b Dame;
)Liugh every joy on earth were flovn,

Thou art mny God-still, stili the sanie.

&1 While Thy smie doth on mne rest,
ýh evetburclen 1 eau hear;

NViecradied on Thv loviug breast,
1triumph over every care.

IV1ICI crnsh'd i)v grief-Thy precicus love
b1olth illy wouudcel spirit hieai;

A1 earth grew dini-Thou frern above
1bid 1t brigh&er still Thyself reveal.

"YWleary thonghits from it the while,

,Wlypityîng ilerev did set tree;
fnud orcek.-h teuder smile

'ýe4 beamiugr fuil of love on ie

Loi*, 'rd, for Thee l'Il labour still,
MItowever rugdbe my road;
* .1Y ou eiirth, tu (Io Tl wiii.

'Adail niy strLiugtI lu Tûce iuîy God.

0,rThou uî hawict, faithful F riend,
1Mçi 1 tu 'rliee 'still.ii-, the mlore;

'I' 01 hiiue ai-in of'lv liId
lires calamities arc o'er.

~*1 *I- would lie ai labour stili
Tlnee ' iny h'-w gracieu. Lord;

(ai1d, ïlîyV ho)IV wili,
)h 1cld liv Tûjuie Aiigc(hty Word.
with the wili, Lord, gîve nv' power

or.and w.it anl waluch l'or The
IDatlq'ji toXii- for that hour
WhÙeu1 lim- wiit corne, te .ýet me free!1

A PARADOX

Th4t L softuiess tu feelhrns.

nt 1'iexcellent Rutherford! What hcigbhts
4iQjit11 jev, wvhat deptis or Christian

lit l"' at in ~ddl his ia:telless Letters!
fvvlfclstu taice us ou the Mwiigs or ha ownl

l~ad liît usJ Up out of our cOiuCss, inud
a~eS nd- stai)idity, nearer to the

Ot onwhiehl lie Mwit Mach of bis life
eeî ~ d to have beea speni. ou the I>elec-

jf8t 0e Mutaius-yea, ln very sight of tho
eCity.

iYl ook within, and compare our
r1eld'With his, how far we seem apart!

t%"e'daud cold our spiritual ife, if, in-
CCIII ea ope that we have any spiritual

life But is Christianity altered any since the
dayî 'of Rtutherford? Are not its hopes, ita
fears,' ita joys, its sorrows, the sanie as thon?
Are we net privileged to drinik as" Leep
drauglits of faith and joy iu the ILedeemner as
lie did, if we will? Are we not living below
our priviieges, to "'live at this poor, dying
rateý?",

When rnouruing- our coliuess and hardnecss
of heart-wheu feeling the emptiness of earth-
ly enjoymcns-wheu Mrejoiciwg in the Chris-
tian'8 hope-'cr when strivingi to look upward
with an eye of faith duriug heavytrial--there
is iii Rutiher[rd's experieucees, as portravcd iiu
thes'le ictuthat which nieets them ail. Thlere,
We tiud, ns it wcre, the muier experieuices of a
true (Jrsta pcned fe.r car help and eü-
COUl'agerient.

Are we, mouruing our liarduess of heart-
our iablt te ouit on the wiugs of devo-
tien 'vitl wrnith and uirgeucy of tiesire? Po
we'C scm so celui and demi, that we are ready
te write 1-bittor thumîgs" against ourseives,
and c(miclude that we kulow uîctiugi( of the

(' .txslit lu oue of' thce ltto4,
Wttuiiu answver te a frieild Who iras ini this

Stateý 0' darIîlieýS auld deulit as to his Chris-
tilili hopo, lie says Il old ou i feîin-r aud
hcwaiiiiig vour h airoless; for theiýt la scftness,
to fèci hardouaes." Ami againu , Oh,"' say ye,

Jcaulleýt priay." Amîsîer; 1' -loiuest shiugli
O' aith analugmd whisperiug flitu ili the

earl: thle liiè is not out of faith, when thiere l8
ç 1uî, reko up with the eyes, anîd breath-

GIotwadCd: (L,ýuu. iii, 56),.1 ide not
thille car ut amiY 01hig."O, coxuferrtig

1slrce"thâat is softness tuel brdl-

Feilçw-Citritiaiu, dost thon bemoaui th' v hrd-
Ucý1- of h1eart? Pees it Secm iwp1 otýsibie to
raise wie warm,ire to heaven? lIe 1hv sýwi

ai a ai ao-aud thee, above wvhicit it S(eIC1
hiopeluss for thy weîak failli to attcumpt to
momit? Art imeot lu despair coucriug
thyseif ? Roinlenîher ", it la soiluiessal te tè

hades" Once it wus not se wîth thee.
Oace thy lack cf faith treuled Ice litme.
Thîou waAt bliud, andi kucu'i il miel; peor, but
tE'it it neot; ignorant, but cared net for light;
smt ni, b)ut 'Vas not troui)ied ut the thoughit,
11neither souglit the Fou utaia of Healing. '[lie
last thing theu wouldst have thought cf doirig,

IwouId have heen te inourn over thy har0uie.ss
of hourt. N«ov, thy haroluess of hcurt la thy
chiet"troibîe. Art thou not difièreut froin
what thon once wast? Itemember, it bete-
KoimOýth sofîness cf heart tu feel and bewail thy
hirdimess cf heart. IIew knewest flîcu that
thon hadal a liard heurt? Truly, eiy lhrongli
Good1% grace teching tliee. Aud reineniber,
tee, tilat " the life is not out of falth, wheiî
thcre is sighing, ieokingc up with thc eyes, andi
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