THE GOOD NEWS,

 UNCHANGING FRIEND.
. ,
! k!?“‘; thy works and tribalation.’—Rev.

B ii, 9,

- 7 Dot weary in well-doing."—2 Thess. iii.13.
Lord’ I will calmly labour on

For Thy -loved cause, and Thy loved
. hame; ’

Ough every joy on earth were flown,
0u art my God~-still, still the same.

And while Thy smile doth on me rest,

Wi e heaviest burden I can bear;
hlle‘cradled on Thy loving breast,

triumph over every cure.

0 crugh’d by grief—Thy precious love
Ase then my wounded spirit heal;
$earth grew dim—Thou from above
Didst brighter still Thyself reveal.

Yy weary thoughts from it the while,
W hy pitying merey did set free; .

hon friends forsook—Thy tender smile
48 beamiug full of love on me!

T-he“, Lorq, for Thee I'll labour still,
Owever rugged be my road;
-0y on earth, to do Thy will,

Aud all my strength inThee my God.
O Thou unchanging, faithful Friend,
Ah 4y I to Thee still cling the more;

',“,I_ ou Thine arm of love depend,

Fil lie's calamitios we o'er.

88~ would live and labour still
or Thee, my pitying, gracious Lord;
4 bear, and'do, 'Thy holy will,

bheld Ly Thine Aimighty Word,
R with the will, Lord, give me power

O work, and wuit, and waich for Thee;
Patient jonging for that hour

en Thou wiit come, to sot me free!

A PARADOX

. R
“That iy softuess to feel ‘hardness.”
ReTHERFORD.

QFI();?} excellent Rutherford! What heights
re@lin»mt“m Jjoy, what depths of Christian
He S 8¢ untoided in his matchless Letters!
fery Pems to tuke us on the wings of hisown

s 804 1ift ug up out of our coldness, and
heigharmuess, and stupidity, nearer to the
Bee, s“? 0 which he dweit. © Much of his life
tabjy \deed to have been spent ou the Delec-
%{cgftfui"(‘};‘tt?ilw—yea, in very sight of the
expeﬂen we look within, and compare our
Hoy “UCe with his, how far we seem apart!
©ad and cold our spiritual life, if, in-

® ¢an hope that we have any spiritual

287
life, But is Christianity altered any since the
days ‘of Rutherford? Are not its hopes, its
fears, its joys, its sorrows, the same as then?
Are we not privileged to drink as' Ceep
draughts of faith and joy in the Redeemer a3
he did, if we will? Are we not living below
our Privileges, to “live at this poor, dying
rate?”

‘When mourning our coldness and hardness
of heart—when feeling the emptiness of earth-
ly enjoyments—when rejoicing in the Chris-
tian’s hope—or when striving to look upward
with an eye of faith during heavy trial—there
is in Rutherford’s experiences, as nortrayed in
these letters, that which meets them all. I'here
we find, as it were, the iuner experiences of a
true Christian opened for our belp and en-
courayrement.

Are we mourning our hardness of heart—
our inability to mount on the wings of devo-
tion with warmth and urgeney of desire? Do
we seem so cold and dead, that we are ready
to wnite “ bitter things” against ourselves,
and conclude that we know nething of the
Christian’s life?  1n one of these letters,

written in apswer to a friend who was in this

state of darkness and doubt as to his Chris-
tiwn hope, he says ¢« kHold on in feeling and
bewailing your hurdness; for that is softness
to feel hurdness.”  And again, “ Oh,” say ye,
“ Lemmot pray.”  Answer: “ Honest sighing
i faith breathing and whispering Him in the
ear: the life is not out of faith, when there is
s’n;;“.liug, looking up with the eyes, and breath-
ing toward, God: (Lam. iii, 56). « Hide not
thine ewr at my breathing.” Oh, comfurting
assurunce—* that is softness to feel huwrd-
ness,”

Fellow-Christian, dost thow bemoan thy hard-
ness of heart? oes it seem impossible to
raise one warm desire to heaven? 1)o thy sing
raise o wall around thee, above which it seeins
hopeless for thy weak faith to attempt to
mount?  Art almost in despair concerning
thyself 2 Remember “ it is softness.to feel
hardness.” Once it was not so with thee.
Ouce thy luck of fuith troubled thee littte.
Thou wast biind, and knew it not; poor, bat
felt it not; ignorant, but cared not for light;
siuful, but wus not troubled at the thought,
heither sought the Fountain of Healing. The
last thing thou wouldst have thought of doiny,
would have been to mourn over thy hardness
of heart. Now, thy harduess of ficart is thy
chief 'trouble. Art thou not differeut from
what thou once wast? Remember, it beto-
keneth softness of heart to feel and bewail thy
hardness of heart. How knewest thou that
thou hadst a hard heart? Truly, ouly through
(od’s grace teaching thee. And remember,
too, that “the life is not out of faith, when

cre i3 sighing, looking up with the eyes, and

reatiing toward God."—Independent,



