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It

is siunuuT
; tho garden!-; an- colored with flowirs, hut

it stands as haii^ as it stood in the spring. It is

autumn; the orchards are golden and red with fruit,

hut it remains hl.ick and dead.

Sinner, thou arc that dry tr(>e. T.ook hack to your
early years aiulthink what you were, -ere ever the
light of knowledge of go.nl ov evil .lawned upon your
now-hoin wondei'ing mind, ere evil stoiiiis of passion
overhimg to darken or ti'ouhle it. How wai'm was
yom- fresh tender heart towards your earthly parent,
how cold towards youj- Heavenly Father r Von wept
sometimes from religious impressions, »-ut were the
tears which fell from your eyes true s.^ i of the life

of Godui yomsouli' Do not those who are at enmity
with God perchance weep over the suiVerings of
Christ? Have you not wept over the pathetic story
of the cross ? But was there any more real spiritual
emotion in your tears than in the tears you shed over
a hi'oken toy, or a dc^ad pet ? Did your child-voice
ever utter i)rayei-, true prayer ? Do the dead hreathe ?

And wlien sunnner came and others of your age were
blossoming in spiritual loveliness, did you brighten
and break forth into the bloom of grace ? Did you
become humble and obedient and affectionate ? Did
yom- heart begin to swell and beat with a ww and
hidden life, sending the- warm streransof joy and love
thinugh your entire being, until no longer able to
contain yourself yoii broke forth into sweet eonfe.ssion
of Christ and praise to God Y Do the de.ul speak ?

And when autumn came to you, and the souls of
men you loved were ripening under the c;onstant
shining of God's face upon them, did your feelings


