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preaching, thut we have no better practisingi Suppose that every inîrns-
ter who stands iii the pulpit shouid be touciîed withi seraphic lire, wveuld
the wvorld be se speedily converted as it would if every Christian iii ail
the churci commuunions of the earth, should at once stand forth clothed
iii the fuîll pow-r and beauty of thc Chîristiani litè?

By many motives wve are urged to personi lioliness. Our Master
calis us to it. Ang-eis cail us to it. Heaven calls us to it. But ne cal
is leucler than the call of a world 1ying in wickedness. The despairing
cry of dying men is a caîl to ail of us so te live the gospel that we Shahl
adora the doctrine of God our Saviour. We are preaching more serinons
every week thail our ininister preaches from bis pulpit in a year. We
are preachiîîg te men in the hyways, to strangers, to, thoso wlîo bear ne
%vorIs frin1 bis lips. Our' life, oui' conversation, ouibusiness habits, our
îîuicoîîscious influence ýis preacingý. Is it preaching Christ 'i1 -Iewinucli
of Christ is it preachingi Is it iiiîistrating wliat is taught in the sanc-
tuary? 15 it ciincbing the utterances of tue pulpit? Do we take the
miesýages of tue pulpit, te send thein eut into the world se burdened
dlowîî with the rich fruits of gospel living that men weicome thin, take
tic truthis inte their hearts and feed uponi them for their eternal life?

If Clîristians will live eut the power of Christ's life great will be the
con1pany of the l)reacllers, and glorieus tho resuits achîeved.

PATSY AND THE SQIJIRE.

Patsy O'Blaîc svas a peer lad, living on a wild Irih niee. Ile felded
the slîeeî., stacked the peat, and dug tlîo potatees; lie also cooked the
food, nind swept the dlay fleor, wlîile lus fâther hierded the cattie of the
bquire, wlîo owned ail the lanîds and cottages arotund them. Tlîeirs was
a poor dwvelliîîg, Nwith its one ouiy witndo.wv; but wvas home, and therefore
deai te them.

Dan O'Blane owned one boek, the Bible, wbichi he and Patsy dearly
leved, foi- it liad raised tuenti froni the dust te, be Ilkings and priests
unt, OL."

Oîie evening, as Patsy sat at the door, wvitIî lis pet lamb at, bis side,
and the Bible on bis knee, awaitinig the return of his father, lie heard
thée loud voice of the blunt bjut geod-natured squîire.

"lPat, nîy boy," hoe sbouted, "lklave tluat great book for priests anud
bislîeps te read, and -o huntiug wvith O'Roek's beys."

"Please, yer luoneor," said Patsy, IlIm forbid o' my father to go witlî
tîtein siîne at ail, for ihey takes tîte namne o' God in vain."

"«But you caîs go hunting withi themn without swearing," siaid the
gentlemn

"lAh ! sir, I kuuow it's flot easy te go into the lire without being buirned,'
replied the lad.

IlWeli, n'y fine fellowv, what do you flnd iii that great book? Withi
aIl iny 1erinI dea't understancl lusîf of it," said the squire.

"4And now, yer honor. deesn't yer own woi d show - jw thruue this
1book is V' asked Pat, Ilfor it says, ' Ho bath I- *dden these thiligs from


