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% JOHN MARTIN'S LAST DAY. 5

‘Why, John, you arc late, said Sarah.
¢ Sit ye down ; I'll make you a drop of fresh
tea, and then you must give yourself a bib
of a wash and put on your Sunday clothes.
Why, you've never gone and forgot that
baby’s to be christened to-night, after the
eight o’clock service !’ He had forgotten it
though; that Voice had put most things
out of his head.

, There’s a bit of something extra for
supper,’ continued Sarah, ¢so you can ask
& friend if you like.’

¢ No, no, we'll have just the children, all
of ’em, no one else,’ said John, puiting his
arms out alnost mechanically for his sleep-
ing youngest-born. As John carried his
baby to church, he prayed that she might
grow up a good little lass, and that the
God who cares for orphansiwould carefor her.

He was feeling rather low now. It was
hard to part with Sarah and the children,
and how had he spent this last day on
carth ? It puzzled him to think that it had
been much like any other day.

¢ Only I bave kept the Lord in mind, and
prayed Him to show me what best to do,’
he said to himself.

After supper, and the putting to bed of
the children—in which John assisted, some-
what to Minnie's surprisc—Sarah and he
had a quiet hour, aud John told her all
about the Voice and his strange day of work
and thought.

«John dear,’ said Sarah, ‘I don’t take it
your way.’

¢ Don’t say it don’t mean nothing,’ said
John, almost sternly. He was rather worn
out, poor fellow, with his thoughts; and
the time was so short, there was no time
for disbelief. :

«T'm sure the dream meuns a deal,’ said
Sarah, solemnly; ‘dreams are sent, we know,
to teach us. But it mayn’t mean, John
dear, that your last day is to come to-night.
The Voice didn’t say that. I'msureIhope
God 'Hl leave you a long while yet.’

And the poor soul fell a-sobbing on his
shoulder.

Ferbaps John shed & tear to-, for his
human love for wife and children tugged
sorely at his heart.

¢I think the Voiee meant to warn us both,’
said Sarak. ‘Look you, Johm, it's past ten;
Iet us say a prayer together, and then we'll
go to bed, and in the morning I advise you
to go to Mr. Blair, asis so kind, and get the
explanation from him.’

With the awe of the Yoice and the closing
day upon him, John went up to the little
bedroom. Mimnie was awake, excited with
the late sitting up.

¢TI can’t go to sleep, daddy; may I say
my verse again ?’

¢ Yes,” said John mechanically.

So the little thing sat up in bed, put her
hands together, and repeated :—

Now I lay me down to sleep,

I give my sonl to Christ to keep ;
Sleep I now, or wake I never,

I give my soul to Christ for ever.

And so the day had gone by, and John
had not been ealled.

He took Saralt’s advice next morning, and
went to Mr. Blair, telling him all the cir-
cumstances of the Voice and its effects.

I tried to live vight, sir, all the day, but
P afraid I didn’t manage it properly,
things turned out just like other days.’

“Well, it’s God’s world we live n, my
man, we can’t change that. We've got to
rule our hearts, not the world. .God has
set you plans, tasks: your work to do, voux
wife to tend, your children to bring up,
your neighbours to help. Doing all that,
forgiving a brother his trespasses, and
humbly craving pardun for past sins, I
don’t see what better preparation you could
make for death.’

¢Why, sir,) said John, surprised, ‘I
might live that way every day.’

¢ And so you ought to do,’ said Mr. Blair,
¢ And for this purpose I conccive the Voice
was sent to you.

Redeem thy misspent moments past,
And live cach day as if thy last.

‘T'll try and do it, siv,’ said John, humbly;
¢T think I see it now. The Voice was sent
to rouse me to serve God better. I'm
thankful for it, and I'm thank{ul to God
that he's leaving me a bit longer to Sarah
I and Jhe children.’




