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SINS OF OMISSION. I

Fow mon ever lived a life 8o buay and
#0 devoted to God as Usher, Archibisho
of Armagh. His learning, habits of busi-
ness, statiou, friends all contribu‘ed to
keep his hands full every moment ; and
then his waa & soul that seemed continu-
ally to hear a voice saying, *‘Redeem the
time, for the days are evil.” Early, too,
did be begin, for at ten rears of age he
was ho %ully converted by a sermon
pnache«nn Rom. xii. 1, I beseech you,
therefore, by the mercies of God that ye
g{ment your bodies » living sacrifice.”

e was a painstakiny, laborious preachier
ofthe Word for fifty-Give years. Yet
bear him ~n his death-hod! How he
olings to Christ's righteousness alone, and
sees ia himaelf, even ufter auch a life, on-
1y sin and want. The last words he was
heard to utter were about one o'clock iu
the afternoon, and these were uttered in
a lond voice—*‘Lord, in special forgive

It was omission, aays his biographer,
he begged forgiveness for with his most
forvent last breath. He who was never
known to waste an hour, but who em-
ployed the shred ends of his life for his

reat Lord and Master. The very day
ﬁo took hia last sicknesz he rose ug from
writing one of his great works and went
out to vieit a sick woman, towhom he
apoke ao fitly and so fully that you would
bave taken him to have spoken with
heaven before he came there. Yet this
man was oppressed with a sense of his
oumisaions, |

Reuder, what think you of yoursell—

our undone duties, your uuimproved

ours, timos of prayer omitted, your
shirking from unpleasant work and pat-
tiug it on others, your being content to
sit under your own vine and fig tree
withont uzing all efforts for the souls of
others? O sius of omission! *‘Lord, in
special forgive me my sins of omission 1”
Words to Winners of Souls.

THE DYING MINISTERSZWISH.

A saint who has passed to hisheaven-
ly home used to siy he would dropa
tear on entering heaven, hecause he was
parting with that friend repentance.
“There is another reason, I think, why
we may all drop a tear as we find that the
hour of our s:lvation is coming neaver,”
eaid Rev. Dr. Donald McLeod at a recent
meeting. ‘I remember, as a youog min-

ister, sitting at the bedside of one of the
most faithful pastors in our church in
Scotland. As the time of his departure

was drawing very near, he said to mo,
*Oh that I could yet do something more.”
A wife abont to becomne a widow, and
sevoral children, were standing around
the death-bed as <alm as Iam now, It
was not the fear of parting with them
that trouhled the departing saiant, for he
had committed them to the Father of
the fatherless and the Husbaud of the
widow. He said to them, ‘I know God
will never let you waunt.' The fear tha}
was still clinging to him and preventiug,
as it were, the glad sPirit from soaring
away as upon eagle’s wings into the
presence of his King, was this—he had
no* done enough. *‘Oh that I could do
something more before I see Him face to
face.” Do youfeel that you counld do
more, pray more, or give more, and are
tempted not to doit? Look at it again
in the light of Gethsemane and Calvary.
How the treasureand plensures of earth
pale, like the rushlight before the glori-
ous noontide sun, as we think of the ap-
Eeal of the great Apostle, who himself

ad sacrificed all for Christ : *Ye kuow
the grace of our Lord Jesus Christ, who,
though he wasich, yet for your sakes he
became poor, that ye through his poverty
might be rich.”

RIGHT WORDS.

One is tempted to ask, “How is back-
bone to be forined in the risinz generation
of Christians if every thing about the re-
ligious life is made so pleasant and casy ?
If sermons niust be so light or so short as
bardly to iavolve any effort of attentian
on the part of the hearer, and the rest of

the service is to be a bright little con- °
cert? And if the other hurs of the day
given us to be spent at the gates of hea-
ven sre to he merely enlivened with ‘Sun-
day talk?’ Weare in great danger of
degenerating into molluscous Christians.
Christian preachers and writeis ought, I
think, to be continuaily remiunding their
people of the place of sclf denial in the
Christian life. If we let down the tone
of the chureh in this respct, it may please
God to give her a new chapter of the dis-
cipline of persccution, for that has becn
the great meaus usually employed for
teaching her that ““the cross” has to be
borne in anothersense than as an orna
ment on a lady’s bosom- *“If any man
will come. after e les him take up hia
cross daily and follow 1we.”—Ar. V. G,
Blakie.



