
90 POETRY.

PRr.ssiNG FoRwARDi.-Each believer should be thirsting for God, for the living
God, and longing to put his Uip to the well-head of eternal lif,-to follow the Sa-
viour. Satiséfled I amn that rnany a believer lives in the cottalge of doubt wheù ho
rnight live of faith. We are poor starving tliings when we rnight ho fed ; we are
weak when we rnight be inighty, feeble when we rnight be as the giants before
Giod, and ail because we will not hear the Master say, "1 Rise up rny love rny
fair one, and corne away. " Now, brethren is the tirne with you after your sea-
son of trouble, to renew your dedication vow te God. Now beloved, y.ou shall rise
Up frorn worldliness and corne away-frorn sloth, from the love of this world,
from unbelief. What enchants you to niake yon sit stili where you are ?-What
delights you to make you as you now are ? Corne away 1 Thero is a higher
life ; there are higher and botter things to live for, and botter ways of seeking
theni. Aspire 1 Let thy high ambition be unsatisfied with what thou hast already
learned and known; not as tbough thou hast already attained, either wert already
perlèct; this one thing do thoui-press forivard to the things that are before.-
Spurgeon.

The satei nustyi e statnc J» 4lneAi ur u? piensure, -but a holy warfare,
in whichi there are always toils and fatig,,ues to be endured. Whoever is not re-
Bolved courageously to maintain the interests of Christ, and to labor oontinually
to enlarge hie klngdorn, ie not fit for lis warfare.-Quenel.

ONLY WAITING BY THE RWER.,

Wc are watching by the river,
We are waiting on the shore,

Only waiting for thue àlczt-nan;
Soon he'l1 corne te bear us o'cr.

le h-qq called for many a loved one,
We have scen theni bave our side;

With our Saviour we shahl meet thcrn,
When we too have crossed the tide.

Though the xnist hangs o'er the river,
And its billows loudly roar;

Yet we hear the song of angels,
Waftcd froni the other shore-

And that brighit celestial city-
We have caught suchi radiant gleains

'Of its towers like dazzling sunligh4
With its sweet and peaceful strearns.

Whien we have passed the vale of shadows,
With its clark and chilling tide,

In that bright and glorious. city
We shall cverrnore abide.

So we're watching by the river,
We are watching on the shore,

Only waiting for the boatrnan;
Soon hc'll corne to bear us o or.


