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sfmys tho Apostlo{ that men peay overywhere, lifting up
holy hands.’  And anothel Aportle tells us that the great
seorot of obtaining our potitions is to wall: obediently with
Gud; ¢ Whatsoover we ask we recerve of IHim, beeause
wo koop His commandments, aud do those things that
wro pleasing in Iig sivht,”

5. Pray in faith, Why are our prayers oftentimes so
pour, aud cold, and languid 2 It is beeause we do not
really believe that the Lord is able to givo us, and also
wilhng to give us, what we ask for. Therefore we ap-

mnfsh the throne with wavering, doubting, undeeided
1earts,

Now, this dishonors God, It is very displeasing to
Him,  Would it not displense a fellow-creature it wo
were to go and ask him for something, and at the same
timo were to tell him that we mistrusted him?  And re-
meraber, Cod reads our hearts.

Hore then is n reason why we so often get up from our
knees so little refreshed and comforted, What! shall
we doubt God when He so graciously promised to ve-
ceivous?  How abundant ave the promises to believing
prayer! Does not our Lord Himself give us plenteous
encouragemeat, when He says ‘All things, whatsoever ye
shall ask in prayer, believing, yo shall receive’; and
again, *What things soever yo desire when you pray, be
lieve that yo reeeive them and yo shall have them.*

Bvery timo you drop n letter into tho letter-box, you;p

do it Ly fuith, You believe that tho letter which con-
tainsg your words will be carried to its destination, and
that in due time the reply will come.  You cannot see the
postman put it into his bag and earry it off. You can-
not follow it, as it travels mile after mile, from one part
of tlie country to tho other. But yot you trust, and be-
liove, and expeet that all will be wetl, and that yowr
writing will not be in vain.

Exercise thesame faith in higher things, Believo that
the words uttered in your private chamber will mount
“ll)) to the throne of God, and bring dowin blessings from
above,

God has an abundant snpply. Only ask in faith, and
that supply is open to you. Prayer is tho golden Key
which unlocks the heavenly treasure; and no one can
usoethint key too often, It is the Pitcher that we let
down into tho well which is never dry. Go again and
again, and bo assured {ou will never come away empty.
God loves to * fill the hungry with good things,’ whilst
‘the rich’ and those who fancy they have nced ‘of noth-
ing, ‘aro sent cmpty away.’

6. Ask carnestly, Our prayers must bo fervent; they.
should come from s burning, glowing soul, The whole
inner man should go up in secret cries. Surely, if wé
frol our wants deeply, wo cannot express them coldly.
If tho fire really burng within us, there will bo he .
Neod I tell you that prayers without earnestness avo like
a bird without wings ? The caglo soars away towards
hieaven, but these never leave the ground,

Did you over go into s court of justico, and hear a
priconer tried for hislife? When heis-found guilty and
condemned to death, have you not keard ham cry for
merey ? Did you not notice his prle and anxious faee,
which so plainly told youof the bitter agony of hismind?
Al, his was an earnest cry ; for he dreaded his punish-
ment, and longed for pardon, .

Again, was not the Prodigal Son in earncst, when he
ran to his father and said ¢Father, I have sinned’?
Was not drowning Peter in earnest, when he cried
‘Lord, save me’? Was not the Publican’s a forvent
prayer, ¢ God be merciful to me, a sinner’ ?

Do you know what such prayer &s this is? I do not
ask if you pray thus at «ll times, but do_you ever offer
up such earncst, hearty supplications to God ? Depend
upon it, this is the prayer which prevails, It is the bow
fully bent that speeds the arrow, and sends it straight
home to themark. It iswhen tho wrestlor puts forth bis
whole strength into tho stmgqlp that ho wirs ‘the day.
Tho cry that will tuke no donial is thai which pierces to
the throne of heaven.

O then, be carnest with God ; for your wautg are
many, your need is great, and His dolight is to give,
And’it is to the urgent, pressing petitioner-that He loves
to hearken. From such an one tho Lord will never turn
away. .

‘7.yAak all in tha name of Christ, And why not in our
own unme ? It is because we have sinned, wd our sins
have separated us from God, But it is not a_ hopoless
separation. 'T'hereis a way by which wo may draw near
to Him. Christ sacys ‘I am the way, . . . . 1o man
cometh unto the Father but by Me.’ "There is this way,
and no other, by whivh wo may come to God, And this,
is the reason why, in all our Church ﬂmyers especially,
wo use some such words as these—¢ Through the merits
of our Lord Jesus Clirist ' ; or, ' For Jesus Christ’s sako’ ;
or, ‘Tor the honor of our Mediator and. Advocate, Jesus
Christ.’

What a blessing it is that we, who ave so unworthy to
speak to Cod, have One who allows us to use His name,
and who Himself speaks to His heavenly Father for us |

But let us not merely go through the 1orm of mention-
ing Christ our Saviour’s namec. Let us oarnestly plead
His merits; and let us believe His gracious promise,
“Whatsoover ye shall ask the Father in My name, He will
give it you.’ L. .

I might give you many more directions-; but it is hop-
o2 that theso few will be useful to you. Try to act upon
them. It may be well to examine yoursclf on each of
thesc heads, and see what.is your weak point, and.wliere
you fail. The word of God tells us that we ‘ask and re-
ceive not, decause we ask amiss,’ . ‘

It is a blessed thing if God has taught you this lesson
—that you have naturally no power to pray. There.was
a time, perhaps, when you .could say-prayers fluvatly
enough ; but nowat times you find yourself scarcely able
to pray st all.  You now realize -what it i8 to be-in the
presonce of God. You feel that it is a verysolemn thing
to speak to Him. You cannot do it -until the spirit loos-,
es your tongue, and teaches you to cry ‘Abba, Father.”

mong other petitions, then, do not forget to ask for

the powerto pray. Aud may the Lord give you *thespirit |

of grace aud of supplication 1’ May He teach you how !
ask ! And moy the act of ‘prayér be one 6f -real voe
ort and joy to your soul I-—Bishop Orenden,

MABEIS'S VOCATION.
BY MARY ASHTON.

‘Beantiful ! noble !’ murmured Mabel Iinrne as she
closed the book she had been reading, and leaning back
in her low seat by the fire, began to thiuk over the story
that had so inforested her, It was n tale of thrilling in-
torest, of high purposes and noble ncts wrought by a
young, weak girl, amidst uncongemal surroundings;
and was, as Mabel said, & noble and beautiful life, And
it aroused in Mabel a desive for some similar career ; o
longing to do some great deed, to suffer some grea. sor-
row, if need be, so that it might be a path rather cleva-
ted above the ordinary way of life—something ‘out of

the common,’ as she put it to herself,

Aud as she dreamed on, imagining herself the heroine
of n kimdred unlikely and impossible incidents, the short
Wintor afterr oon closed in, the fire burnt low, and yet
Mabel sat stall in her comfortable seat, uaconscious of all
her surroundings, until the opening of the door, and a
great flood of light from the ball, breke up her reverie,
followed as it was by the reproving voice of Aunt Anna.

‘The fire nearly out, the room cold and miserablo;
and you were too mndolent to ring the bell, Mubel, I sup-
ose.” Aud ina fow minutes the energetic lady had coax-
ed out n bright blaze, had ordered in tea things, and had
shutters shaut, curtains drawn, and o general transforma-
tion in the room; while Mabel, coloring nigh, partly
from shame and &mrtly from vexation, had picked up her
bool and harried to her room, te smuoth her disordered
liair bafore she joined the family meal.

Mabel Herne was a guiet, dveawmy girl of fourteen.
For a few months she had been living with her Aunt,
sinco the deuth of hor father. Her mother had died
when Mabel was bnt an infant, and perhaps growing up
as her father's constant companion, and with no oue to
control her but her indulgent maid—who had nurse:d her
all'her life—wns tho cause, ns Aunf Anna said, of the

ixil’s want of onecrgy, and many indolent and disorderly

18bits,

Certainly, Mabel was a very great trial to Aunt Anns,
who was an nctive lady, fond of her housckecping, very
ri§id in her notions of neatness and order, and who prid-
cd herself on the punctual and orderly arrangements of
her household,

But Mabel was a frequent oftender. [t began in the
morning, when lingering until the Iast moment in bed,
shofound to her dismay that there was not time to dress
and present herself at the breakfast table at the proper
hour; and - duy afcsr day she came down to find cold
coffee, and cold, diaapproving looks, ns might well be
expeeted from punctual, orderly Aunt Auna. Then
through the day, Mabel proparing her lessons in a list-
less, absent manner, and lounging by the fire, absorbed
in a book, or deep in some day-dreum, all these things
were groat trinls to Mrs. Spicer, and were the source of
much dizecomfort hatweon Aunnt and nicce. Yet Mubel
truly loved hier aunt asvd uncle, loved them for their
warm welcome to the comfortable home which was now
hers ; and constantly she made promises of amendment,
whiceh, alas | were nover kept. And so Mabel dreamed
on of some impossible career of usefulness, while she dis-
regorded the many duties and pleasures of the life that
wag hers.

On this particular evening Mabel saw, as sho took her
seat ant tho ten table, her uncle half-hidden behind his
out-sprend * Z%mes’ nowspaper, her Aunt sitting erect
before the tea-tray, while the kettle hissed and sputtered
and botled away on the firo—Mabel saw, as I say, that
she was in disgrace, and that a reproof was impending,

I’]t‘csently, when the meal was in progress, Auat Anna
spoke.

P I should Lo sorry to say anything harsh, Mabel ; I on-
1y speak for your good ; but it is best to spealk out. You.
must turn over afresh leaf, for I e do with these care-
less, indolent ways no longer.’

Maubel looked down, aud her Uncle looked up for the
explanation his wifo was quito ready to give : How Mabel
idled in bed half the wnrning; came down.when the
breakfast-table ought to have been cleared, was lato for
dinner, ten and snpper, upset all the order of the house ;
in fict, did not one single useful thing from morning to
night, -as Mrs, Spiccrobserved, but rather increased peo-
‘ple’s work by her lnziness, Jotting out fives, and sitting
dreaming over books, when she ghould sce tho room was
comfortnble for other people. Here Aunt Auna pauséd
and took-brenth,

Mabel had no excuso to offer.  She could only say, as
felt.hor Aunt’s reproof more keenly, a3 there was an un-
usual listoner to it in the person of alady ; who had come
on o vitit to Mrs. Spicer that very day. This lady was
very pleaxing in Mabel's oyes; theré was suomething 8o
sweot .and.calm in her face and quiot movereuts, so dif-
ferent to bustling Aunt Annn; and yet there was encrgy
and life in het expression, and a bright manner, which
tade lier very attractive, although she was long past
middloe life: .

This.Iady looked rather pityingly at Mabel that ave-
ning. She read something of the girl’s dreamy, imagina-
tive nature, and guessed ut her ambitious longings for a
different life ; and Miss Bruce determined that before her
visit ended she would try and rouse Mabel from her ro-
mantic imaginings,.and see a bettor state of things be-
‘tweon Aunt and Niece. 8o for several of the short after-

‘| noons, Miss Biuce drew Mabol into conversation, as the

da‘ylight'waned, and they sat by the fireside in the ‘dark
hour* when even Aunt Anna's busy fingers dropped the
knitting-needles, and: she subsided into a quiet doze:
Thew Maxgaret Bruce and young Mubel Herne talked -of
books, of history, of,b;ogmtgby. of great decds aud noble
natnes, and Mabel’s heart throbbed with pledsure, as she
fouind some ona to'listen to her who did-not condemn all
her fanciful notions as ¢ trash,” and bid her rather darn
stockings or learn to make pastry.

" And as the two grew friendly and communicative, Ma-

bel confided to her pationt listener some of her own
dreams of life, some- of herwild longings. ‘I wish, O
pow Dwish J could:find out my vocation | she spjd, ‘It

sho had said before, that she waus * very sorry’; but.she

seams such n heautiful idea, that we all have a vocation,
something which wo are made to do, and one just suited
for, ard which we must strive to find out. Do you know,
Miss Bruco, I think I could ben Florencs Nightingale, or
& Grace Darling, or like one of those many women who
do great, glorious th +gs.” And the tears glistened in
Mabel.Herne's oyes, and the face flushed with the eacite-
ment of her feelings,

¢ Porhaps your voeation is nearer home, dear Mabel ;
perhaps it is closer to you than you think,’ eaid Miss
Bimiee, quietly.

Mabel looked at her incredulousiy. ‘O no,’ she said,
with a half smile, ¢ there is nothing for me to do at home.
Aunt does all that is to be done, and there is no need for
any ono elso ; besides, that kind of work is not in my
way. I don’tlike it.’

¢ But, Mabel, it seems to mo that our vocation may not
lie in just what we lke to do ; it may be in pursuits which
are naturally uncongenial, but which by use we come to
find pleasant, The great thing is to do that which licg
n]cn_rcst,. and at a future time God may make the path
pluiner.’

¢But what work-is there for me here, Miss Bruce ?°
argued Mabel. ‘I have my studies, and I love thom,
‘Then when they are done I have only myself to pleas. ;
and Iread, aud think, aud so passthe timne away.’

¢Well, if T may spenk plainly, Mabel, T think you arce
neglecting your vocation, putting aside the work which
is sel in your way. God has taken away your parents,
and disposed your Aunt to take you into her home as a
danghter, and so it woald scem that there is work for you
here, at any rate for the present.’

‘But what canIdo ?’ said Mabel. ‘I can’tzec one sin-
gle thing to be done, excopting, perhaps, poking the fire
at the right time ; or watering Aunt’s Howers, or reading
the paper to Uncle, and those common sort of things,’
and Mabel smiled scornfully.

¢ There is the mistake, Mabel,’ sai@-Miss Bruce, ‘those
little things aro not common.” In: 1gthem faithfully,
one by one ns they come, many a woman lives s nobie
life, a life of more true self-denial than one whose name
'is before the world. It may be great and glorious to be
o writer, or a public worker and henefactor, one whoso
work is scen and valued by all; but o woman’s truest
lifo is pngsed jin her home, and in the little details you
call common—which make that life happy.’

Mabel sat silently, It was a new and not agreeable
suggestion to her. What, was it possible that all her
mdent idens and glowing fancies could subside into a
quict domestic life resumbling. her Auut Anna’s ?

After o time she spoke again, but her voice was gen-
tler, the zcor. i smile was gone, ‘But my life, Mics
Bruce—you.see-just what it is ; tell me what nm I to do
with it ?*

‘Lot us take one day, just a solitary day, Mabel. Now
suppose to-morrow you were tn rise ten minutes sooncr,
come down as soon as Aunt Aniia, or perhaps a minute
sooncr, and see if the fire is burning brightly, and the
tablo spread as she likes to ace it. Suppose,-instead of
sitting over a book, you joined iun talking, listened to -
the little bits your uncle reads from the paper——'

‘But ~ don’t wint to hear them, IXread a book be-
canuse I hate to know what is to be for dinner, and who
is married ov dead, or what the Queen did yesterday,’
interrupted Mubel.

‘But we are talking of what they like,’ resumed Miss
Bruce ; ‘of your power of giving them pleasure. Then,
suppose when the hours for your study are over, how
you would please your aunt by sitting down with a little
needlework, to chat with her. Neover mind if her talk
is about her houschold ; it will be good information. for
you, and will also'be a lesson in self-deniul. And then,
denr Mabel, if wo add punctuality at every meal, a little
reading naloud to your uncle in the eveniug, joining him
in his favorite game of chess, and other little tﬁinga
which will arise themselves, 1 don’t think you will fret
that your day has been 80 aiwless, vo selfish, as it nowis.®

‘And you think that is the work I am called to do ?
asked Mabel sadly.

*I do not know what it:may be.in the future,’ said her
friend ; “ but I feel sure yourwork, now you are & young
girl in your a- 1t's house, lies in the faithful observance
of just theso little dutics which would make you and
others happier.’

¢ Not me,’ said Mabel. ‘Such things wonld not give
me happiness, unless indeed it makes ons happy to deny
our own sclves. Howover, I will try it; I do want to
find my vocation.’

And Mabel kept her word. Day by day there was a
otruggle, an effort to subdue herimaginings, and go atead-
ily tlnongh the round of little duties which had appeared
to her so worthless, but which grew in importance as she
renlized the happiness und comfort which discharging
them faithfully will bring. .

A year after, and Miss Bruco wns again a visitor at
Mus.. Spicer’s house.

But what a chango was there. The clouds between
aunt and nicco scemed smoothed away. Aunt Anna was
growing quite ‘placid and calm, while Mabel had a ring.
in her voice, an energy in her manner, that were great
improvements to her. And Miss Bruce noticed with
pleasure how Mabel’s quick oye was the first to detect
and set right any little hotschold affair that might yuffie
hev aunt; how her place was alwa{ls filled at the rigk
time ; how she seemed to aiticipate th
and:h::d becomz, as her aunt délightedly. told, her ¢ right

e wants of others:
hand.. .

And that first night, as Miss Bruce sat.by her bedroom
fire, musing oit the chinge in the house, and the bright,
healthful face of her young friend, shefelt the touch of
a soft hand, and Mabel tookiher old seat at her feet.
‘And you arc happy now ?’ asked Miss Bruoce, after lis-
tening to the girl’s-account of how good-aunt was, how
nicely thoy got on together, and how yucased her uncle

-wpas if she sat and read to him,

‘You are happy now, then, Mabel ? Have you found
your vocation ?’ '

And Mabel blnshed and smiled us she whispered ¢ Youn
bave not forgotlen my old silly fencies and ideas, thep,
But I think 1 have found my vocation. end it is, as you
told me, very close to home, —XKind Weids, -




