
THE WESLEYAN, FRIDAY, JANUARY 18, 1883.

OUB HOME CIRCLE.

COMIffQ,

“At even, or it midnight, or it the cock- 
crowing, or in the morning."
It irey be in the evening,

When the work of the dav is done,
And you have time to «it in the twilight 

An i watch the sinking »un,
While the long, bright day die* slowly 

Over the eel,
And the hour grows quirt and holy 

A V h thowglits of me ; t 
While mu hear thr village children 

Passing along the street,
Am< those thronging footsteps 

May come the sound of my fret ; 
Therefore I tell you—Watch

I y the light of the evening star,
Win n i he room is growing dinky 

As the clouds a'ar ;
Let the door lie ou the latch 

In your home,
for it may be through the gleaming 

I will come.

It may be when the midnight 
Is h-avv ujwin the land 

And the black waves lying dumbly 
Along ihe sand ;

When the moonless night draws close,
And the lights are out in the house,

When the tire burns low and red.
And the watch i* ticking loudly 

Beside the bed ;
Though you sleep, tired out, on yoer cewoh, 
«till your heart must wake aud watch 

Id the dark n om,
Cor it mav be at midnight 

I will come.

It mav be at the cock-crow,
When the night ia dying slowly 
the sky,.
Aud the sea looks calm and holy,

Waiting for the down 
'«ftho golden sun,

Which drsweth nigh ;
When the mieta are on the valleys, shading 

Its rivers chill,
Aad m« morning star is fading, fading 

WW1 the hill;
Behold ! I say to you—Watch!

-let the door be on the latch 
In your home.

lit the chill before the dawning,
«•two'll the night and morning,

1 may come.

<t may be in the morning,
When the tun is bright and strong,

And the dew is glittering sharply 
Over the little lawn ;

When the waves are laughing lewdly 
Along the shore,

Asd the birds are singing sweetly 
About the door ;

With a long day’s work before you,
You rise np with the sun,

Apd the neighbors come in to talk a little 
Of all that must be dor.e ;

«Ut remember that I may be the next 
Income in at the door,

Tb call yon from your busy work 
Forevermore ;

A» y eu work 'our heart must watch,
Cor the door is on the latch 

In your room,
Apont may be in the morning 
. A will come.

• 1

THE STONE CHAIR.
tin Thanksgiving morning sit 

young men stood in quiet conver
sation on the corner o1 Clark and 
Washington streets, in the great 
and busy city of Chicago. “ l 
jeropose to walk out to Graoeland, 
tbe beautiful city of the dead.” 
Thus spoke the leader of the com
pany, and all agreeing they jour* 
eeyed forth. There aie many 
Beautiful monuments in that quiet 
eity ; aud many a noted one from 
among the learned and the 
-wealthy, from bank and store, 
Jrom pulpit and bar, from church 
apd state, has been borne there to 
<reat, but the visit of these six 

ing men at this time to this 
iud of sacred dust is not for the 

purpose of seeing the great and 
4grand moooments, or visiting the 
graves of the rich. They have 
♦cached the beautiful entrance of 
jGraeeland,and passing under the 
imposing archway through which 
arjtieam of sorrow flows day by 
4hy and hour by hour, they turn 
I» the right, and following the 
■rincipal drive for more than a 
Block, they reach an elevation 
where they stop to rest and medi- 
<Bte. And for these young men 
'there is no more appropriate spot 
xm this earth to meditate than just , 
here.

Reader, though you Are not in
terested, yet perhaps you would 

4ike to see and keow something 
-4Â. this spot. Then draw near,see 
the place, and bear the words of 
4heee young men. It is a small 

■4fajee cornered lot forming an al- 
^•anost perfect equilateral triangle, 

with thiee oak trees, one stand
ing near each of the angles. Near 
4he centre of the lot is a single 
,gpave, that all through the sum
mer months resembled a bed of 
the richest flowers ; bet to-day 
the flowers are gone, and two 
well-wrapped rose bushes are all 
4h*t remain of the summer beau
ties. When the foliage is full up
on the trees, this grave is covered 
with their mellow shadow all the 
day. At the head of the grave is 
W plain, low headstone of Italian 
marble. On the south end of the 
eh-ne are these letters, “ Sec. W. 
9., M. S. on the top of the stone 

Abe letters “ S. E. F.," and just 
.beneath these, in large letters, 
“•Dear mamma." Ou the front 
0^ this stone are these words, 
“ Resting in the everlasting 
■fins.” Near the head of the 
grave and immediately under one 
of the trees, is a rustic chair, cut 
oqt of solid stone, that extends its 
mute invitation to every weary, 
sorrowing pilgrim to stop and 
««tv

l Reader, do you ask whose dust 
lies here ? Let these young men 
answer. The leader of the com
pany says : “ Here lies the dust
of a holy woman who found me 

I two years ago a stranger in ’.he 
great city ot Chicago—a strangei

! to ah the people, but what was
| much more, a stranger to God. 
This lady invited me into her Bi
ble-class,and tho -gh my garments 
were threadbare, she invited me 
to her home. She talked to me 
of Jesus and the better life ; she 

i pointed out to me the way up to a 
I imblo manhood, and by her lead- 
i ing I was constrained to give nt}
| heart to God, and this day Jesus 
is mine, and I am his.” “ And 
I ” said a second of these young 
mon, ‘‘well remember the day 
when I landed in Chicago, a per 
feet stranger, direct from Eng
land. Qn my first Sabbath m the 
city I was invited by a young 
man whose acquaintance I had 
made to visit this lady s Bible- 
class. I had no sooner entered 
the church than she had rae by 
the band, inquired of me whence
I came, where I lived, and mvit-
-ed me to become a member of her 
class. Her sweet womanliness, 
her face of sunshine, and the mu
sk: of her voice, charmed ne into 
obedience to her wishes. I was 
constrained first to give my name 
to the class ; afterward 1 gave 
my heart to God, and my name to 
the church. Praiee God dor such 
a friend." A third young man 
speaks, and says: “ I came to 
Chicago from Toronto, Canada. I, 
too, was homeless and friendless. 
I heard of this lady and her work 
for young men who were strang
ers in the city. I went to her 
class, and the first Sabbath took a 
(back seat, and strove to bide my
self; but the eyes of tins lady 
missed no young man who appear
ed to be alone or friendless. At 
the close of the lesson she came to 
me, and as if I were her own son, 
she sat down beside roe and ques

tioned me concerning *my tempor- 
i al and spiritual condition. I told 
I her I had once been a Christian l and a member of the church, but 
! that I had wandered far away in
to sin. She looked me mi the face 
and said, while the bigteara stood 
iin her eyes : * My Jesus is anxi
ously hunting and calling for bis 
wandering sheep; let me lead you 
back into the fold.’ Yea, and she 
did lead me back into the fold,and 
this day I am one of the Great 
6heplierd’s flock." “ I will tell 
you how it was with roe, ■ said a 
fourth. “ I cause from my Iowa 
home and found myself in Chica
go, without friends, without mon
ey, and without work. Alter 
tramping from early one morning 
out’I four o’clock in the afternoon 
without finding work, and with
out anything to eat, I called at 
this lady’s home, and asked for 
something to eat. She gave me a 
tittle work to do, and while 1 was 
doing the work she ordered a din
ner prepared for me. While I 
was eating she questioned me as 
to any home, my purpose « the 
city, and my religioes life. She 
said little to me at 'that 
time about my religions life, but 
finding me desirous to find work, 
she exerted herself for me ; and 
throagh her influence,in tw# days 
I had a situation which I have 
been able to hold from that time 
to this. After she bad found me 
good work with fair pay, she invi
ted me into her class and her 
home, and afterward she led me 
to Christ and the church.”

«« And I,” said the fifth young 
man, “have more reason to thank 
God for this lady than you all. Two

Îeare ago I was a poor drunkard.
hie lady found me at the Young 

Men’s Christian Association 
rooms, and asked me to call at 
her borne. She prayed with me, 
and entreated me for Jesus’ sake, 
for my dear mother’s sake, and 
for my own sake, to reform. She 
induced me to sign the pledge ; 
placed her hands upon my head 
and offered, Ô1 such a prayer for 
me. Thus and there new strength 
came into my life, and from that 
day to this, by the grace of God, I 
have been able to live a sober life. 
Boys, 1 tell you this dear woman 
waft a mother to me.” The sixth 
young man spoke and said: “ Un
der God, all 1 am Unlay, or hope 
to be in the days to come, I owe 
to this noble woman. No wonder 
they have cut the name ‘ Dear 
mamma’ on the headstone, for she 
was a mother to us all.” The 
leader said, “ You see on the 
headstone, * Resting in the ever
lasting arms.’ This reminds us 
that the lust hymn she sang was,
‘ Sale in the arms of Jesus.’ 
Boys, let us sing that by ran ” 
And they did sing it with the 
tears streaming down their 
cheeks ; after which they kneel
ed around the silent grave, and in 
voiceless prayer dedicated them- 
selves anew to God.

Reader, would you know whose 
dust lies here ? Over the back of 
the rustic chair bangs a scroll ; 
draw near and read : “ Born
July, 1858." “ Departed April,
1883." Read on: “ Her work 
for God and humanity is her mon
ument." Whose dust lies here ? 
Ah ! this is the grave of Sara 
Hough ton Fawcett. And these 
young men whom she bud led to 
Jesus came hither, this Thunks- 
giving duv, to otter their tribute 
of pi aise and thanksgiving to God 
for the memory they have of the 
blessed woman whoso dust rc-ts 
here by the chair of stone. She 
is not dead ; “not dead but depar
ted.” .She lives in the work she 
did and does.
“ There is no death ! What seems so is 

transition,
This life of mortal breath 

Is hut the suburb ef the life elvsian,
Whose portal we call death."

THE

DID I GUIDE 
STRAIGHT.

YOU

When Gen. Wolseley was about 
to undertake bis march over the 
plains of the Nile for his last en
gagement with Arabi he secured 
the services of an educated young 
Scotchman wko was familiar with 
the course to guide the movements 
of bis army. Before they took 
up their march the general said to 
him: “Now I want you to guide 
me straight; guide me by the 
star.” During the battle that 
followed theyoung man was mor
tally wounded. Hearing of this, 
Gen. Wolseley found him In his 
tent. As he entered, the dying 
soldier raised his eyes and said: 
“Didn't I guide you straight, gen
eral? Didn’t I guide you straight? 
And the general could only ac
knowledge that he did. Is this 
not a most appropriate question 
for parents, pastors, and teachers 
to ask as the eld year is dying out 
and as we leek upon the souls 
committed to our trust? By our 
example have we led our follow
ers only in the paths of safety? In 
our instructions have we declared 
the truth warmly, earnestly, 
plainly, affectionately. Have our 
warnings been faithful, and ten
der, and loving In our exhorta
tions have wo plead with them 
“as dying men with dying men?" 
In our supplications for them at 
the throne of grace have we 
wrestled for them as dij^^. whose 
heart’s desireand prayer Tor Israel 
was that they might be saved? 
Can it be said of us—
“He watch’d and wept, he pray’d and fait 

for alt;
And ae a bird each fond endearment tries 
To tempt its new/fledged effipring to the

skies.
He tried each ert, reprov'd each dull dalar. 
Allured to brighter worlds end led the 

■vayf”

Can we say as we will want to
say when we look up from our dy 
ing beds, “Didn’t I guide you 
straight?”.—Evangelical Re peti
tory.

WHAT WHISKY WILL DO

Some years ago, in one of the 
counties of New York, * worthy 
man was tempted to drink until 
drunk. In the delirium of drunk
enness he went heme and murdered 
his wife in the most brutal man
ner. He was carried to jail while 
drunk. Awakening in the morn
ing, and looking around upon the 
bare walls, and seeing the bare 
upon ll»e windows, he exclaim-

“Is this a jail?”
“Yes, you are ia jail," answered 

some one.
“What am I here for?” was the 

earneet inquiry.
“For murder," was the answer. 

, “Does my wife know it?”
“Your wife know itf" said some 

♦ne. ‘ Whv, it wae yoer wife you 
murdered.’

On this announcement he drop
ped suddenly, an if he bed been 
struck deed. Let it be remember
ed that the constable who carried 
him to jail sold the liquor which 
caused hie drunkenness; the jus
tice who issued the warrant was 
one of those who signed his lic
ense; the sheriff who hanged him 
also sold liquor and kept a ten-pin 
alley.

DUTY OF TRUTH 
telling.

Bnt what is a lie? Various def
inition* have been given, but no 
sensitive conscience will be 
fied with anything less »lnnL*" 
than this. Any word spoken 
with intent to deceive. {n *°"J 
cases an act may be a lie, U P
formed with intent to deceive but
on the whole it is best to résilia 
the definition to words. lhe 
words themselves may express 
truth if interpreted in a ce.ta.n 
way; but if they are with them
tout that the hearer shuil under
stand them in » different wa), 
and so bo deceived, the} •
In other words, the VjJth “VJ : 
so told as to be a he. Many Chi is 
tian people who would not di cam
of lying in the straightforward
f'hiun, will he without scnip^e 
in this indirect way. Their con 
sciences need to be educated.

Some professedly Christian peo
ple will toll shameful falsehoods
apparently without suspecting the
real nature of their offense. Fo. 
example it is no very uncommon 
thing for a communication to be 
received at this office relative to 
the resignation of some pastor, 
whose work is described in g 
ieg terms, and who is warmly 
commended to the churches.. c 
eompanying this will be a P" vftt® 
note to the editor, saying that the 
foci is the man has torn the 
church asunder by bis;lack of wis
dom, and has some grave defects 
of character. But to secure his 
peaceful departure, and not to do 
him any harm, the church wish 
the statement inclosed published. 
In plain English, the church is 
willing to tell a lie to its water 
churches in order to get out of its 
dilemma, and asks the Examiner 

, to give deliberate circulation to 
the lie ! Such people must have 
.queer ideas, not only of morals 

i but of journalism.
I Then another thing must be 
taken into the account : it is no 
.easy thing to tell the truth. Those 

! who have bad any experience in 
courts of justice know that even 
an honest witness is often unable 
to tell tbe truth. “ How long 

i Was it after tbe blow was struck 
before the pistol was fired ?" asked 
the Judge of an evidently honest 
witness in a recent trial in »J.i* 
.city. “ About two minutes, lhe 
point was important, for on the 
.answer might depend whether a 
verdict of murder in tbe hr*t de
gree or one of manslaughter 
ehould be returned. Tbe Judge 
took out his watch and said, 

•“ Wait till you think the same 
itime has passed, and tell mo. 
Alter u pause the witness said 
“Now !" Said the Judge, “ it is 
precisely twenty seconds.” The 
iman had no idea of the passage of 
time without a timepiece before 
his eyes to measure it for him. 
Very few people can accurate^ 
measure time or distance without 
the aid of instrumente. Few peo
ple can hear accurately and re
port correctly tbe substance of 
• speech, to say nothing of recall- 
i«g foe exact words spoken. Even 
those who call themselves educat
ed men often lack thoae habits of 
precise observation and accurate 
lue of words that make testimony 
trustworthy when the honesty ot 
a witness is undoubted.

Truth-telling is not, therefore, 
a matter of morale only, but a 

of intellect. It presup
poses a certain degree of educa
tion, and tbe education of a child 
is incomplete from which this kind 
of training is omitted. For every 
lie told through malice there are 
two untruths told by reason of 
inability to tell tbe exact truth. 
The preacher, tbe parent, the 
teacher, need to give constant in
struction not only on tbe duty of 
telling the truth, but on how to 
tell it—Examiner.

FOR 7ROSS WHO FAIL.

“ All honor to him who shall win the prise,” 
The world has cried for s thousand years,

But to him who tries end who fails and dise 
1 five gnat honor aud glory and tsars.

Giro glory and honor and pitiful tsars 
To all who fail in their deeds sublime,

Their «hosts are many in the ran of years. 
They were born with Time ia advance of 

! Time.

Oh, great is the hero who wins a name,
But greeter raauv and maay a time

Some p«le-faced fellow who dies in shams 
And lets God finish the thought sublime.

, Aud great is the man with sword undrawn. 
And good is the man who refrains from 

wine;
Bnt the man who fails and still tight» on,

| Lo, be is tbe twin born brother of min-,

fligate and immoral of men, and 
betrayed the woman whose adap
tation for bis talent and grateful
ness for the benefit his intellec
tual companionship had been to 
her, prompted her to any sacri
fice on bis behalf. Then came 
upon her the misfortune which 
she has herself expressed so well : 
“ There is no compensation for the 
woman who feels that the chi. f 
relation of her life has been no 
more than a mistake. She ha* 
lost her crown." George Eliot 
lost her crown, the larger crown 
that she n.ight have won. One 
who knows whereof he writes 
says : *• There has been no sadder 
tragedy on the stage of recent 
history than the life of George 
Eliot, and never has a crucified 
soul more purely sought to re
deem, with sweetness of light, a 
life as dark and bitter as trouble 
could make it.”—Central Adv.

WHAT ARE YOU READING.

Step into this public library 
and watch the many comers and 
goers. Is it not a little awesome 
to think that here, preserved in 
life beyond life, wait.the spirits of 
thousands of the mighty dead— 
wait to be invited to hold commu
nion with these living minds, to 
touch and stir these eager throb
bing, human hearts ? Do we care
fully select from among them 
“ the best society?" Let us 
watch this pretty young girl pa s 
ing near us : Her eyes glance 
along tbe full shelves. Here Sir 
Walter Scott throws open to her 
ancient castles and baronial halls 
but she does not pause to enter ; 
then Tennyson pushes gently to
ward her the light shall >p of the 
Lady Shallot, but she lets it drift 
idly past ; tiilton opens before her 
heedless vision heights crowned 
by angels, and depths blackened 
by demons, but still that unsatis
fied look of search is upon her 
face; Shakespeare clears a little 
glade in tbe greenwood, and makes 
room for her among Tita in and 
her circling days, but she only 
looks bewildered aud amazed. 
Then science comes forward with 
adjusted telescope and micro
scope ; with bird, and beast and 
shells, and crimson corals. His
tory and travel unroll brilliant 
panoramas of all ages. Art sets 
up before her fine buildings, grand 
stataee, and beautiful paintings, 
while religion proffers knowledge 
and consolation and growth in 
grace from many an open page of 
truth. But see I the girl we are 
watching pushes past them all, 
and says to the librarian, “Haven’t 
you any of Guide’s novels in this 
library ?" I’ve been looking all 
throagh these shelves, and I can’t 
find one.” Yet that girl will not 
bate jot or tittle, mind you, of her 
rightful claim—a place “ in the 
best society."—Cumberland Pret- 
byttrian.

GEORGE ELIOT.
Slowly yet certainly, but not 

unexpectedly to thoae who look 
below the surface, the hitherto 
well kept secret of George Eliot’s 
blighted life is being uncovered ; 
not curiously, nor prudishly, but 
in her own defense and as well in 
the interest of parity and truth. 
That her greatest abilities bad an 
unfortunate development any stu
dent of her writings at once per
ceives. The subtle faculty of spir
itual insight, the highest element 
of genius which is the chief char
acteristic of her earlier works,
“ Adam Bede," and “ Tbe Mill on 
tbe Floss," is completely lost out t 
of her later writings. Works of ' 
wonderful intellectuality are they, 
but tbe soul has lost its freedom 
and poise. What this great wo 
man might have been bad she 
not fallen under tbe malign influ
ence of Geo. H. Lewes no one 
may say. He wits the most pro

OUB TOUJTG FOLKS.

LO VE LINUS 8.

“ Beautiful thoughts make • beautiful soul; 
and • beautiful soul makes a beautiful fee#.”
Once 1 knew a little girl,Vary «I,;- .
You eight try her hair to curl,

All in rain ;
On he cheek no tint ef rose 
Paled end blushed, or abugbt repose ;

She war plain.

Bat the thought# that through he brain 
Came and went.

As a recompense for pain 
Angela sent ;

So Aril many S beauteous thing,
In the young coal hi «warning,

Gava content.

Ivory thought U full of grace,
Pure and true ;

And ia time the homely fees 
Lovelier grew ;

With a heavenly radiauce bright,
From the soul'» reflected light 

Shining through.

SbaU I tall you, little child.
Plain or poor,

If your thought» we node tiled,
You arc cure 

Of the lorelia 
And this 1

fveliuwe of worth; 
beeety, not of earth. 

Will endure.
Bi. RiekoUt.

THIS CHILD MINISTER.

Hereisa story of achild minister 
that will show you bow very much 
children can do for Jesus. Little 
Aanie Gale had given her heart to 
Jesus, and now all day along she 
wanted to be doing bis will and

Eleasing him. But one morning 
er heart was very touch grieved! 

A gentleman called at her father’s 
house, and be laughed at the no
tion of little Annie being convert
ed. “She was always so good 
that she did not need it to make 
her any better,” be said. “If old 
Dan Hunter began to love Jesus, 
now, I should think that there 
wa* something in it." Poor little 
Annie was very grieved, and go
ing away to her room, she knelt 
down arid said, “O Jesus, they

GO HOME, BOY.
Boys, don’t hang around tbej 

corner of the streets. If you have 
anything to do, do it promptly, 
right on, then go home. Hornsi* 
the place for boys. About tbs| 
street corners, and at the stables, 
they learn to talk slang, and they 
learn to swear, to smoke to bacs», 
and to do many ether thing*, 
which they ought not to do.

Do your business, and then go] 
home. If your business is plsyj 
play and make a business of it y 
like to see boys play good,earnest, 
healthy games. If I was tbs • 
town,! would give the boy* 
good, spacious playground. I6 
should have plenty of soft greei 
grass and trees and fountains, an< 
broad space to run and jump am 
to play suitable games. I woul 
make it as pleasant, as lovely *• 
it coul.l be, and I would give i ’ 
to the boys to play in, and wbei 
he play was ended, I wjuld te 
hem to go home.

won’t believe that Thou dost lore 
me, because I am so little. 0, 
Jesusl help me to got poor old 
Dun Hunter to love Thee, and 
ihey will believe thou dost love 
me too.” Then litt|e Annie set 
out for old I)an Hunter's hou-e.

Now, there fas no mistake 
about it that old Dun was the very 
crosscut and most disagreeable 
man in the village. He worked 
away in his wheelwright yard, 
grumbling and growling all day 
long. No poor woman ever came 
into his yard lo get shavings for 
the fire, and no boy ever crept in 
there for u basket of chips. No. 
body who could help it ever came 
to see old Dan. This morning he 
was at work bending at his saw, 
when a very pleasant little voice 
said, “Good morning, Dan."

The voice was so pleasant that 
Dan looked around and forgot to 
scowl. “Please Dun," said little 
Annie, “l want to speak to you, 
and I’m sure you won't mind, 
will you?”

Now it was so long since any- 
body had cared to speak to Dan at 
all, that ne couldn’t understand 
what this little maiden could have 
to say, so he set down his saw and 
rolled his apron round his waist, 
and sat down on a trunk of a tree. 
Really, for old Dan, he was look
ing quite pleased.

“Well, whatever do yon want 
to say to me, little one?" He 
spoke gruffly—be always did, but 
it was a good deal for old Dan to 
speak at all, for he generally only 
grunted.

Little Annie sat down by hi» 
side, and looking up into his rug
ged, wrinkled face, she said, 
“Well, Dan, you know Jesus doe* f 
love me, and I do love] him. But | 
the gentleman at home says that 
I am so little, and that I am eo 
good, that he does not believe that 
I know anything about it. Bathe 
says that if you would beg^n to 
love Jesus, then he would believe 
in it. Now, Dan, you will, won’t 
you? because Jesus does love you, 
you know:"—and little Annie took 
hold of Dan’s groat rough hand. 
“He loves you very, very much, 
Dan. You know tie died upon 
the cross for all of us.”

Poor old Dan! Nobody had 
ever talked to him like that for 
years and years—never since bis 
mother had gone to heaven. And 
down those wrink'ed cheeks the 
tears began to come, very big and 
very fast. “Don’t cry, Dan; be
cause God loves us though we have 
sinned, and he sent Jesus into the 
world to save us.” Dan’s heart 
was broken. lie could only say, 
“God be merciful to mo—the 
worst of sinners.” As little An
nie talked with him, he came to 
see all—how that Jesus had died 
for him, and was able to give him 
a clean heart and a right spirit 
Little Annie left him praising God 
his Heavenly Father, for each 
wonderfhl love, and went away to 
tell the gentleman at her home.

“Now Sir," said she, "you 
must believe that Jesus loves me, 
because old Dan Hunter has real
ly begun to love Him, and he hae 
got converted."

“Nonsense," laughed the gentle
man. “Why, Annie, whoever told 
you that?”

“Well, you’ll see.” And be did, 
and so did everybody else ia tbe 
place. They saw that old nipped 
frowning fine# turned into joy andj 
gladness. They saw the ill-tem
pered old Dan become so kind tbd 
everybody bad a friend in hint 
and when yon passed tbe yard yo* 
might be sure to hear a happy oW 
man, as he worked with baton* 
and saw, cheerily singing «fc* 
the wondrous love of Jesus.

So little Annie ministered not» 
the Lord.—Mark Guy Pea-se.
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with us are lor < 
resist the devi 
no rightful autli 
cause he is ou 
cause he hates 
over us with a 
cause to yield 
the way to des| 
all his dealing'] 
our ruin, ll 
from us. V\ l|
weapons ot r«-i
2. Faith 3. ll
Saviour repolit 
Satan wi h a 
Letu* have ot 
passages ol the I 

8. “ Draw 
H Vie re ? The ,l< 
it to mean goiij 
We may to soij 
it thus too. 
specially set 
nigh to God, 
leet any opp.»rd 
ship. But we| 
God anywhere, 
do so in privai 
lie'.y, at the ap 
ship and we si 
in time. I’riro 
ient times as w 
selves—always 
ing. Specialty, 
tion, trouble 
he will draw ni 
often the Lon 
to be true, be 
ami private de 
olht rwi'e ? 
some lault in ot 
near to God, lor] 
to draw near t 

8-10. Here 
of the nbruptncf 
es Si. James’s 
breaks off Iron 
and breaks outi 
“ Cleanse yuu^

Jour hearts.”
saiah s words 

ai e thus taught ’ 
pemaneu beforl 
unto God accept 
sinner in his cai 
to be turned inti 
the light, jo-ial 
sure-seeker into 
mercy ol God c. 
when the sinner 
bled in the sighj 
draw near and 
depths ol clespail 

11-12. This 
terms, a repetit| 
teaching in the 
(Matt, vii- 1-6.) 
ojficiout in puttiij 
metits on the imf 
other people ; 
ness hi doing tli 
an uncharitable 
to judge hastily 
always ready, 
worst possible I 
doubitul actions! 
wrong motives | 
tion*. Such 
de rimed both 
James. It is 
judge at all. ex 
lion we hold mi- 
it should lie don 
u em ms ring our 
one J edge ol a I 

13-14. It is ast 
a thought ol th( 
men form plans 
schemes. Thoil 
cuts off others ij 
busy lile, and 
to naught, they | 
that it may be 
To be dll'gent il 
tian duty, out itf 
that diligence 
fact that aay he 
from the scene < 
igent lo busines 
vent n spirit, 
thus prepared]

• befall. St. Jal 
« the Irailty ot oq 

most graphic ir 
ses speaks of it I 
tale that is told I 
David, as bein'; 
breadth (1’salr 
of these cotic-ep] 
ol a vapour wt 
What is so eval 

15 Here we 
recognition. Tb| 
feeling al way 
od ; none knew] 
tie the danger 
very matter,
Dot even the fe| 
their eyes, fall 
of flippantly s.i 
ter ot lorm,
I will do so al 
Ho real meaning 

17. This is ll) 
parable ol llo 
with the one tall 
it, but he made!
tempi to d i ol 
km-w it was giv| 
■Sins of omis si- 
as great comic i 
punishment as 
AbriiL/fd /mm

As wo are n( 
in this world 
so we are not 
and do wh it w| 
Henry.


