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AT THE FOOT OF THE CROSS.

Just as I am ! I dare not tarry longer,
Striving to wash the deep, dark stains away,
Striving to make my faltenng spirit stronger,
Striving to teach these dumb lips how to pray.

Just as I am—thengh every past endeavour
Bat mocks me with the stormy battles lost ;

Though Iihe tiie heaving of a troubled river
In tempest's wrath my weary soul is tossed.

Just as T am  with the old idols broken,
The old mabitions buried in the dust ;

‘I'he old proud hopcs—onee all too madly spoken—
Dead as the youth that gave them all their trust,

Just as I am—un:ot in the bounding gladness
‘I'hat touched with Leauty the far morn of life,
Lut scourged by mem'ries that are blent with maduness—
Fleding for shiclter from the noonday strife.
Just as 1 am—footsore, and worn, and weary—
Fairt from the rugged paths 1iong have tiod 5
With paliid lips T ey cut, < Miserre!”
And at Thy foutstool lay me down, O God'!
Just as 1 am— thie erimgon stains upon me,
Put ‘Lhou canst wash we whiter than the snow ;
With the dark bosions that bad wdlnigh wenme,
Thronging my pati to mock me as 1 go.
Just as I am--never again to falter,
Never again, O world, to dread Thy frown ;
Iat clasping close the Crozs—our blood-stained altar—
To bear 1t onward L1 I grasp the crown,
Fropesce HantLasn,

CHRIST THE KING.

YERIIADPS {he reatest Lindrance to the reception of
]_ Cliist in thic case of thousands is their unwillingness to
reeeive Hua as a King. They have no gieat objection to
reccive Him simply as a friend, if that were posaible ; they
would like weil crongl to enjoy the advantages of is friend-
ship—the enjuy aant and happiness which it can give here and
the glorics which it would Lestow hereafter ; they have no
wreat objection Lo receive Him as a Saviour ; they do thuk it
desirable to be irced from suffering and made now and for
cver seeure, and if these things were attainable without con-
ditions they would gladly receive them: but to have Cbrist
for their Koy, to submit to His authority, to consult His will
in all things, to make His law their rule, His life their pat-
tern, His glory their 2im, to be bound by His requirements,
to obey the stern precepts of His word, to make the costly
sacrifice andd exercise the painful self-denial which he enjoins
ou His disciples, to beready to part with all for ilis sake—sh,
that is so much agzainst the grain of their nature, so counter
to their wishes and inclinations that they would rather not.
You younyg wen, you young women would rather not be sub-
ject to the Lord 1 wil things ; you would rather be gay, and
light-hearted, and merry, and thoughtless, and frivolous, and
foolish. Give you salvation! Certainly, you will have that.
Give you peace here, joy here, and heaven hereafter! You
would be glad of that, all of us would ; but, unfortunately for
such desires, Christ must be received as a King, or He cannot
be received at ali. Wherever He comes now o comes to
reizn. His friendship cannot be enjoyed by those who persist
in rebelling against Him. e cannot extend His protection
to thosc who will not submit to His control. If men will
wander into the devil's territory, they must fall at last into
the devil's hand. Ii they retan a place in their heart for
Saten, who is the cnemy of God and man, they must endure
the sufferivy which he inflicts. The shepherd will gladly
bring back the wandering sheep, but that sheep, if it is to
cnjoy the shepherd’s care, must not renew its wanderings,
but rest within the fold, and walk in the footsteps of the
flock. The son, prodigal as he has been, is welcome when he
returas home ; but if he is to enjoy the son’s privileges, he
must keep the son’s place and obey the parental rule. The
Great Physician is prepared to heal the most aggravated
disease, but He will not heal those who refuse to ﬁo and to
receive what the Physician prescribes.  The soul's rescae

means tho Saviour’s rule. The heart through which He dif.
fuses His peace and joy, and the blessed fruits of His love, is
the heart which becomes His temple and His throne. Our
friendship with Him is only equal to the extent of Ujs
dominion over us. ‘“ Ye are my friends, if yo do whatsoever
1 command you.” XNow, think it not strange that our gl
vation should thus demand our submission. Say not that ii
Christ desired to save us, He might save us whether we
beeame submissive or not.  Not only would such a procedure
be derogatory to His authority, not only do His own glory
and the welfare of the universe demand that they should be
punished who will not obey Him, not only would He, in a
certain sense, sin and dishonour the law, if He protected
rcbels from the consequences of their rebellion, but the thiye
is impossible. The very supposition of such a thing, when
you think of it is absurd. —Our complete subjection to Hig
will is our galvation. ‘The discordant claments of our nature,
which are the cause of our misery, cannot be rcndered hari-
monious cxcept by being brought under llis control.  Gusts
of anger will sweep across the soul; passion will rise in
tumultuous waves ; clouds of fear and remorso will darken i,
until the Master appears there and speaks that authoritative
voice; and then the raging winds are hushed, the
tumultuous waves subside ; the black clouds are dispersed,
because 1lis presence makes the darkness light, and Ihs voice
to all the uniuly clements says, * Peace, be still.”  Rebdllion
against Christ is disorder, wretchedness, ruin, death, The
soul that will not submit to Him has in itself the elements ¢!
hell.  Continued resistance to His authority, continued insen-
sibility to the attraction of llis love, are preof of the soul'’s
sinful and lost condition. When such is its state, its aliena-
tion is its damnation. Its wickeduess is its woe.—I,
Landdls.

WE ALL HAVE FAULTS.

HAYVE been a good deal up and down in the world. and

I never did sce either a perfect horse or a peifect man,

and I never shall until two Sundays come together.  The oli
saying i, ¢“ Lifeless, faultless.” Of dead men we should say
nothing but good, but as for the living, they arc all tarred
mere or less with the black brush, and half an eye can se.

it. Every head bas a soft place in it, and every heart has
its black drop. Every rose has its prickles, and evary day

its night. Iven thesun shows spots, and skies are dark
with clouds. Nobody is so wise but he has folly encu
stock a stall at Vanity Fair. Where I have not ccenth
fool's cap, 1 have, nevertheless, heard the bells jingle. s
there is no sunshine without some shadow, go is ail human
good mixed up with more or less evil ; even poor law guar
dians have their little failings. and parish beadles are nct
wholly of heavenly nature. The best wine has its Iees. Al
men’s aults are not written on their forcheads, and it's yuite
as well they are not, or hats would need wide brims ; yotas
surc as cggs arc cggs, faults of some sort nestle in cvun:
man's bossm. There is no telling when a man's sins may
show tl.emselves, for hares pop out of a ditch just whany. .
are not looking for them. A horse that is weak in theles
may not stumble for a mile or two, but it’s in him, and tie
rider had Dbetter hold him up well. The tabby.cat is nt
lapping milk just now, but leave the dairy door open, and w.
shall seo if she is not as bad a thief as the kitten. Thaes
fire in tho flint, cool as it looks; wait till the steol gets 2
knock at it, and you will sec. Everybody can read that rid-
dle, but it is not everybody that will remember to keep his
gunpowder out of the way of the candle.—Spurgeon.

Livixe To Purrose.—Thousands of men breathe, move.
and live—pass off the stage of life, and are heard of no mor.
Why? Nonc were blessed by them ; none could point t
them as tho means of their redemption ; not a line thu
wrote, not a word they spoke, could be recalled, and so th
perished ; their light went out in darkuess, and they were
not remembered more than the insects of yesterday. Wil
you thus live and dic? O, man immartal, live for some-
thing. Do good, and leave behind you a monument of virtue
that the storms of time can never destroy. Write your nanie
by kindness, love, and mercy, on the hearts of thousands yoz
come in contact with year by year, and you will never be
forgotten. No, your name, your deeds, will be as legible on
the hearts you leave behind, as the stars on the brow of the
cvening, Good deeds will shine as brightly on the carthas
the stars of heaven,—Nr. Chalmers,




