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sere." In God's reckoning of the humnan
lives, there wvill doubtless be a great re-t
versai of estimates, and for the comfort of -t
those who make no headway against wi"'nd
and tide, it wiil appear at last that

«"They also serve
Who only stand and wait."

A HEART PIERCIED.
The Rev. Dr. Punshon, at the meeting of the Me-

tropolitan Wesleyan Chapel Building Fund, spoke as
foUloiws

When ministers preached in London,
they neyer knew to whom tbey were
preaching. This occurred in the metro-
polis, perhaps, to a greater extent than
anywhere. else in the worid. London

Zogrgtin > ere in one respect, the
most fluctuating congregations on the
face of the earth. It xas utterly impos-
sible to tell, wvhen a minister wvent into a
London pulpit, who might be listeniing to
hlm-; because ail the worid came to Lon-
don. They might possibly take hold of a
mnan at one of his byways of life, just
whlere Philip met with the eunucb, once
in a lifetime. They rnight take hold of a
man by %ylhat rnight be considered a
chance word, which wouid, however, be
an arrow sent by the Spirit of the Lord
straigit, into the heart of that man just
before he wvas going to the ends of the
earth, and who, but for his providenial,
entrance into the bouse of God, wouid
neyer have heard the Gospel. On the
very last Sabbath but one, wvhen bie was
himseif preaching in the Kensington
Chapel, a poor, broken-down penitent
came into the vestry afterwards, and
looked up to bim, xvith a fade the expres-
sion of which be could neyer forget, and
said, " You have cut me to-night ; I shall
neyer forget." He said to the man, IILet
us talk a littie." He had just before given
an invitation to any wbo were impressed,
as wvas his customn, to come and converse
upon matters appertaining to the best
things ; and hie got at last to this man's
history. "Sir," said he, III have been
wandering about Kensington Gardens ail
this afternoon, and 1 arn as miserable as
1 can be. What sent me to this place I
do not know. But, sir, I arn going to
Newv Zealand, and the thought came upon
me, if 1 wvent to Newv Zealand and the
ship bhould be lost, and I was flot saved,
1 should go to hell. I determined wben

Eheard your sermon--and it cut me to.
hle heart-to find peace xvith God." He
:len s§aid, IIDon't leave me, don't leava.
.ne. That was the oid thing. They had
:hat many a time-the power of the Spirit
'roiiig straight with the word into a man'?s.
âeart there and then. That penitent did
âot leave the chapêl until hie was enableci
Io rejoice in finding peace.

THIE OLD-FASHIONED MOTHER.
Thank God! some of us have an oid-

fasbioned mother. Not a woman of the
period, enameled and painted, with ber
great chignon, hier curîs and bustle ; -whose
white jewvelled hands neyer have feit the
clasp of baby fingers ; but a dear, old-
fashioned, sweet-voiced mother, N'itb eyes
in whose clear depths t*he iove-ight shone,
and brown bair, threaded witb silver,
lyingsmootb upon ber faded cbeek. Those
dear hands, worn witb toil, gentygie
Our tottering steps in childhood, and
smoothed our pillow in sickness; even
reacbing, out to us in yearning tenderness,
when ber sweet spirit wvas baptized in the
pearly spray of the river.'

Blessed is the memory of an oid-fasb-
ioned mother. It floats to us now, like
the beautiffil perfume of some woodland.
blo-ssoms.. The music of other voices rnay
be lost, but the entrancing memory of bers
will echo in our souls forever. Other
faces will fade away and be forgotten,
but bers will shine on until the ligbt frorn
heaveni's portais shail glorify our own.
Wben in the flu pauses of busy life our
feet wander back to the old homestead,
and, crossing the wvell-worn tbresbold,
stand once more in the lowv, quaint room,
s0 ballowed by ber presence, how the feel-
ing of childisb innocence and dependence
cornes over us, and wve kneei down in the
moiten sunsbine, streamning tbrough -tbe
estern window-just where long years ago
we kneit by our mother's icneeiisping 1'Our
Father.> How many times wvben tbe
tempter lures us on bas the memory 'of*
those sacred bours, that motber's wvords,
bier faith and prayers, saved us frorn
plunging into tbe deep abyss; of sin!
Years have filled great drifts between ber
and us, but they bave flot bidden frorn
our sight the glory of bier pure, unselish
love.
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