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for nothing? Why, mani, the nettie lin the corner of the cburch-yard hath its
uses, and the spider on the wali serves ber lUaker; and thou, a maxi in the image
of God, a blood-bought mani, a mani who is in the path and truck te heaven, a
maxi regenerated, twice created,-art tbou made for nothing at ail but to buy and
to sell, to eut and to drink, to wake and to sleep, to laugli anid to wcep, to live to
thyseif ? Small le that -axi 'wbo holds himself %itbin bis ribs ; littie is that nian's
soul who, lives within hiirnself; ay, so littUe that hie shiff n-iwr bc lit to bc a com-
peer 'with the augels, and neyer fit to stand before Jehovah's throne.-C. IL.
Spurgeon.

TIIE WEARY IIEART.
My heurt is weary of its inner life,

So dark, so cold, so bardened, so unclean:
So powerless for the Christiaxi's constant strifé,

Sbrinking so cowaxdly from each rougli scene.
So full of doubt and dread, and murmuring,

So empty of the beautiful axid good;
Full of coniplaints ut every painful tbing,

And, 'mid its blessîngs, sucb ingratitude!
~My hcart le weary of its constant sin,

Freeli spots accunîulûte, eaclh passing hour;
My spirit siekens ut a glance witbîn,

Where cvii bas such uxidisputed power.
Thoughts, wisbes, feeliugs, baye the same deep stain

Darkly it gathers ail around my life:
Sinning, repenting, sinning then again ;-

Shall 1 ne'er rest from. al. this sin and strife ?
Ny heurt is weary of its constant toil,

Labouring ever amid maxiy fears;
Sowving upoxi a vild axid fruitless soil,

Anid reaping xiotbing but more grief and tours:
Striving for phantuims tliat elude nuy grasp,

Lured by the ignis-fatuus astray;
Apples of Sodou lin my tigbtened clasp-

Joys that, if briglit, are brief, axid fade awa.1y
My heurt is iveary even of its love,

Pouring its deep tide forth in bitter pain:-
Throwing its texidrils earthward, not above;

Speriding its rich intensity ixi vain;
Lc.-nng on frail, frail reeds that 'weakly bend,

E'en while the "Rock of ziges" is close by;
Ycarniug for love, 'while the all-loving Friend,

WVitli more thaxi humaxi tenderness, is nigli.
1bly beart is weary:- Jesus ! Thou art rest

To thcse who sigh in agoxiy for Thee.
Oh, take me to Thy kixid and sheitering breast,

And calm anid happy wiIl my spirit be!
11elt, bleas, axid purify my iestless heart,

By keeping me for ever near Thy side;
'Tis beaven to be, dear Saviour, where Thou art:

Oh, let mny weary heurt with Thee abide
Anou.


