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The Ministries of Nature

(A Paper read at Young Church Epworth League, and published by reques

BY CHARLES W. LOWE, Max1moBA UNIVERSITY.

of the splendcur and glory of Nature, must be placed
among the first of our pleasures. As children we found
delight in her as we gathered the early flowers of spring, and
that delight has grown with the thoughts and sights of later
vears. Many things have come and gone since our childhood
days, but the wonders of the creation have retained their
old-time sweetness. They are ever young. The colors of the
artist will fade and stain, and the lifelike studies of the
sculptor will decay, but the lilies
of the field are still arrayed in
\ glory greater than that of
Solomon, and a star in the heav
ens ot night still gulc he
traveller on land and sea like
the one that led the shepherds
to the manger at Bethlehem
It is not difficult to account
for our delight in this beautiful
world of Nature, for we are part
of it. Man is the fruit which
cost all the foregoing ages (o
form and ripen; he Is the finite
and summary of all things. In
him, the life, which our Creator
has put into all things, returns
to its Maker. Apart from our
intimate connection with Nature,
the mother of us all, how nu
merous and rfjed are the
aspects of her beauty; the sum
mer glory of the woodlands; the
majestic sweep of the hills as
they rise and fall on the far
horizon; the glassy lake hemmed
in by trees—an emblem of sweet
repose; the mighty ocean moved
by tempest hanging its waves,
with a thunderlike roll, to the
fast-speeding clouds; the soft
carpet of grass making the earth
so fair; spring with its waken-
ing mystery of life; summer
with many flowers of varied
BLOODROOT colors; autumn with its golden
and winter with its crystal
mantie of whitest snow; «oin and many tints of falling
leaves; the delicate scents of the rose and violet; the
peach and pear; the sweet music of the lark as she greets
the rising sun; the blue dragon fly as it darts like & javelin
of steel over the reeds in the slough. These are but a few
of the glories and voices of Nature, and if we be not blind
and deaf they must fill our hearts with gladness and our lips
with praise. It is the palace of the King of kings and, as we
wander through its courts we are filled with adoration and
thanks i The soul is satisflied with her loveliness. Sh
lelights to exalt and gladden us with a spectacle which
appeals to the lowest and for which the poorest have nothing
1o pay
What 1

NATI RE, or rather the joys which we receive in a vision

yre can be said of Nature’s kind influence on the
human life One who is keenly alive to all the ministries to
which he is called by The Almighty Giver has expressed that
influence where he says, “There is religion in everything
around us, a calm and holy religion in the unbreathing things
of Nature which man would do well to imitate. It is a sweet
and blessed influence stealing in as it were unawares upon
the heart, it comes quietly and without excitement, it is un-
trammelled by the creeds and unshadowed by the superstitions
of man; it is fresh from the hands of the author glowing
from the immediate presence which prevades and quickens
it: it is the poetry of Nature, it is this which uplifts the
spirit within us until it is strong enough to overlook the
place of our probation; which breaks link after link the
chain that binds us to materiality and which opens to our
imagination a world of spiritual beauty and holiness.”

Having considered the aspects of Nature, let us now con-
sider the Ministry of Nature. We find that she can attend
to our needs in many ways as a mioistry of joy, a ministry
of beauty, of rest, of assimilation, and as a teacher.

In every scene of Nature we find joy, and into her stuaents
she infuses a kindred mood. She pleases all who love her.
She delights the child, being herself a perfect child, and she
charms the poet because she revels in a spontaneous play of
life that cannot be criticized by the intellect of man. When
we turn to Nature as a friend there is not a flower on prairie,
a leaf in the forest, or a bird in the air, which does not
ghare its life with us and breath its benediction upon us,

We do not merely receive from Nature what we give, but

she gives us something better than we take. The joy of
Nature is not the simple projection of our joy upon her but as
Wordsworth puts it, “ The Joy of God in His own life.” God,
Himself, renews each moment His ancient rapture in the
continuous act of creation. Therefore, though we may enter
her presence weary and sorrowful, we soon catch from her
some of her joy, her sunlight strikes in our hearts and she
heals with her soft air the wounds received in the battle of
life. For evoiy sickness she has some medicine and for every
hurt some balm. She takes our graves unto herself and
covers them with flowers, the symbols of the resurrection.

Nature is a ministry of rest, a deep calm is in the he
of Nature. The sun makes no clatter with his fiery hoofs
he ascends the sky, and the moon glides on her journey with
the silence of a silver dream. Nature's life is at peace, for
her children never wage a foolish war with her, neither does
self enter lives to make them restless. The peaceful things
of Nature give of their own peace to restore our hearts
Wordsworth often tells us how in the midst of noisy sport
the voice of Nature would still him for a time into thought-
fulness, Once when resting near the lakeside and the whole
scene entered his soul, he wrote:

rt

“The calm
And dead still waters lay upon my mind
Bven with a weight of pleasure, and the sky,
Never before so beautiful, sank down
Into my heart and held me like a dream.”

According to this great poet this peace of Nature is the
ineffable calm of God's existence speaking to us for our own
redemption.

The ministry of Nature is a ministry of beauty, € alting
the soul. The poetry of the earth is never dead. Nature
gives to every season some beauty of its own. All the gifts
of God bring a double blessing, and many gifts in Nature are
for beauty and for use. The wheat falls to the reaper in
lances of gold, feeding the sbul before it feeds the body
Water, too, is not for use only, but also for heauty, breaking
into a diamond spray as it hits the rock in its downward
race on the mountain side. Everywhere beauty is enthroned
The commonest piece of g with its straightness of stem
and flowing contrast of its leaves, is a wonder of loveliness
and for what purpose s this beauly given unless it is o win
us from our meanness and shame us from our sin? The
heauty of Nature speaks to us very muc h as the purity of the
infant speaks to the sinner as he gazes upon its innocent
face. It seems to say, “From this state thou hast fallen, such
thou shouldest still become. What the flower is unconsciously,
such must thou make thyself consciously; by penitence and
prayer thou must return to thy lost paradise.”

It was by this sweet rebuke of Nature's loveliness that
Wordsworth was redeemed from worldy pleasures. He was
returning home after a night of merriment at a country dance,
when through the vision of a glorious sunrise the will of
God was re-
vealed to
wim and he
conse-

calling  as
Natures
poet-priest.

Nature is
»  ministry
of assimila-
tion. There
1§ more
than poetry
itn those
1ines of
rRussell
Lowell  in
which he
nictures
himself  as
receiving some special gift from the things he loves. Turning
to the forest oak he begs it to give him of its steadfastness

“That the world’s blasts may round me blow
And I yield gently to and fro
While my stout-hearted trunk below
And firm set roots unshaken be.”

TRAILING ARBUTUS

Then to the granite he asks some portion of its

“Stern unyielding might
Enduring still through day and night
Rude tempest shock and withering blight”
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From the pine he desires its “ pensiveness serene,” and
with brook he fain would share its “sparkling merriment,”
and then looking down at the flowers of spring he cries

“ Heaven help me! How could I forget
To beg of thee, dear violet,
Some of the modesty
That blossoms here as well unseen
As Il before the world thou'dst been,
0, give to strengthen me.”

Thus does kindly Nature lend us some touches of her end
less grace and give us too of her vigorous life,

Among other interests we are improssed by the blessed
equalities of N
ture. She has u
voice for us all.
Truly Nature does
not belong to
those whose
wealth is counted
by the acre, hut
to those who love
her. The farmer
or landlord may
eleim  the land
but the land
scape is ours. The
millionaire may
have as many
sunset scenes
W uls Al cou
tion as he pleases,
but the poorest
urchin  in  the
north end of any
city can come out
at the close of day
and gaze on the
’ actual scene.

- While thinking of
VIOLETS this blessed equal-
ity let us think
also of the beauly of the common things. There is no
orchid, even if it cost $1,000 to procure, that can be com-
pared with the little blue-eyed grass so common on our
prairies. The sweetest and earliest of our wild flowers blooms
with a courage we must admire. The Prairie Crocus or Early
Anemone braves the cutting winds and stinging sleets of
early spring, and such is its Jove of the common ways that if
it is moved to the shelter of our gardens it pines and dies.
In Nature the sweetest things spring up at our feet. The
late J. T. Fields used to relate the following incident which
happened at the home of the poet Tennyson. They were
wandering in the fields late one night when the poet suddenly
fell on his knees, his face to the ground. * What is it?" said
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Mr, Fieid, thinking some sickness had overtaken his friend.”
* Violets! man, violets,” crled Tennyson, “Get down on your
knees and take a good sniff; you will sleep all the better for
it.”

Turning to Nature as a teacher we find that she unfolds as
a book so that those who run may read. All her colors, forms,
and actions have a voice, He who reads Nature reads God's
language. Only let our thoughts be of equal greatness and
Nature stretches out her arms to embrace us. Every appear-
ance in Nature corresponds to some state of the mind. Every
character in human life has its parallel in Nature, from the
highest in soclety to the pocvest in slumland; from the most
Christ-like Christian to the greatest hypocrite; for each
one there is a like character in Nature. Even the saloon and
bar-room has its likeness in the many pitcher plants. A weary
fly settles down to rest on a leaf of the plant, and after a
little time looks around for food. At the end of the leaf
he sees a peculiar structure decorated with a color" that
usually denotes the presence of food. It decides to make a
closer examination, and so arrives at the base of the pitcher
where it gets a drink of honey, but one drink does not
satisty, it looks about for more and starts on the road which
leads to destruction. It soon reaches the top of the pitcher,
getting several small drinks on the way. All would be well
il it stopped here, but much wants more, and just inside the
rim at the top is a greater supply of hon The fly sees it,
is tempted and falls. The surface of the rim is about the
only surface a fly's foot cannot hold to, and so intent is it on
the drink of honey that it does not realize its danger until
it has slipped and fallen into the slimy fluid at the bottom,
where it is held to give its life to the saloon that so neatly
enticed it  Many other comparisons could be given of human
life and Nature. Our life we compare to a river, our death
to the fall of a leaf, the resurrection to the butterfly waking
from its sleep. The sunshine is our joy, the tempest our
passion. How eloquent is Nature's testimony to God. *“Na-

ture,” says Emerson, “is too thin a screen, the Glory of
God breaks in everywhere.” This Is joyfully true. The
study of Nature's everopen book is profitable in so far as

it raises up “ by golden steps of sweet ascent to the enternal
throne.” None but the foolish will deny that Nature wit-
nesses for God. She is the garments by which we see Him.
To everyone it is apparent that this orderly and beautiful
world of Nature is not the product of accident but the em-
bodiment of thought. Nature is but the name for an effect
whose cause is God, but her laws cannot account for their
own origin. Admit the great truth of Divine existence and
all is radiant and consistent. Without it we grope about
amid mystic shadows, but bring in the idea of God and all
is light. Such are some of the visions which impress us as
we move in
“Nature's Cathedral boundless as our wonder
Whose quenchless lamps the sun and moon supply,
Its choir the wind and waves; its organ thunder,
Its dome the sky!"

Fanny Crosby —Blind Poet and Hymn Writer

BY IDA E. HAMILTON.

March 24th Fanny Crosby, Amerlca's famous blind
hymn writer, if living, will celebrate her ninetieth
birthday.

Although totally blind since her infancy, it would be hard
to find a person of a sunnier disposition. She believes that
everything happens for a purpose, and that her misfortune is
only a part of the great plan that has enabled her to bring
happiness to hundreds of others through her hymns. At the
present she is living with a friend in Bridgeport, Conn,

When but five years of age she was placed in the New
York Institute for the Blind, where she afterwards became a
teacher. It was here that her instructor, Hamilton Murray,
a man of fine literary taste, encouraged Miss Crosby in her
st efforts at writing, and no doubt much credit is due to his
sympathetic guldance.

We are indebted to Fanny Crosby for over five thousand
hymns, so she stands second to none excepting Charles Wesley,
who is said to have written over eight thousand,

A few of the most familiar of these hymns are: “ Safe in
the arms of Jesus,” “Rescue the Perishing,” and “ Pass me
not, O gentle Saviour.” “Safe in the arms of Jesus” was
composed in less than fifteen minutes, and it is in like man-
ner that a great many of the others have been written,

In her younger days Miss Crosby was greatly interested
in the Bowery Mission in New York. One evening she went to
the Mission greatly fmpressed that she would make a stronger
effort than usual to bring someone to Christ, and made an
address in which she appealed to young men. She asked if
there was any young man in the audience who had gone
away from his mother’s God, and held out hope to him. After
the meeting a young man went up and spoke to her, and told
her how he had drifted away, but now he had heard the
address, he felt he could meet his mother. It was after this
service that Miss Crosby went home and wrote “ Rescue the
Perishing.” Several years afterward, when addressing a meet-
ing in'Lynn, she told this story, and at the close of the ser-

vice a middle-aged man came to her and said, “ Miss Crosby,
I wish to thank you for the good you have done for me. I
was the boy who came to you that night in the Bowery Mis-
sion, and, thank God, I have tried to live a good life since
that time.”

To my mind, one of her most beautiful compositions is
“Saved by Grace.” What must be the faith and experience
of a woman who at eighty-five can say:

“Some day my earthly house will fall,
I cannot tell how soon 'twill be;
Rut this T know, my All in All
Has now a place in heaven for me.”

When asked if from all the hymns she had composed,
she had ever wished to change any of the sentiments ex-
pressed in (hem, Miss Crosby sald, “No. I have made
changes to improve the literary quality but I do not recall
a single hymn I regret having written. [ believe I was in-
spired to write what I did, that I was controlled by o higher
power, and that my hest hymns performed their mission.”

Miss Croshy has not always been a writer of sacred songs,
and it is a constant source of regret to her that so many pretty
airs are wasted on verses totally unworthy of them. She
thinks that much could be done to elevate these pieces and
has expressed her willingness to try it sometime herself.
“ Blue Bell ” is one of her favorites and to her mind is one
of the prettiest things along that line she has ever heard

Miss Crosby had the distinction of being the first woman
whose voice was ever publicly heard in the Senate chamber
at Washington. This was way back in the '50's when she
read a poem there,

Although nearly to her journey’s end, Fanny Crosby will
leave a living monument in the hearts of the people, which
time will fail to crumble or wear away.

Listowel, Ont.
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The Testing of Ralph Mason

ALPH MASON stood at the door of the dean’s office as
he waited quietly for the two freshmen who stood at
the desk to finish their business. He held in his

nervous grasp a crumpled slip of paper, at which he stole
one or two glances, full of doubt and apprehension.

Yes, it was certainly true; no mistake about it. It stated
plainly, “You are requested to report at the office of the
dean before twelve on Tuesday.”

As the freshmen hurried out as fast as decorum would
permit, their faces crimson and downcast, Ralph's heart gave
a bound. What could it mean? Was a reprimand in store
for him?

His clear glance met the grave, dark eyes of the dean of
the university inquiringly.

“git down, Mason! I see you are anxious, and I will not
keep you in suspense. The matter is just this: the com-
mittee recommends you for the Dalmy scholarship—Latin,
you understand. It isn’t much financially, but it's big in
honor, and only goes to a student whose general average for
two years is ‘cum laude’ I congratulate you!”

Young Mason’s ears fairly buzzed with the tumult in his
brain, * Is it possible? O Doctor Farrel, how I thank you!"

The dean smiled. *You chose a classic course at your
matriculation, and when you have your A.B., the scholarship
will privilege you to take an added year for AM. With a
year or so at another university, when you have finished
here, you will be eligible to the appointment of Latin in-
structor with the selary of fifteen hundred the first year, at
your alma mater. Not a bad future for a young student in
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Mr. Gains will take your desk as assistant manager next
Mecnday.”

“1 have worked in that office forty years, and in all that
time have lost just seven days! 1 have never been late. 1
ata doing exactly the work I did ten years ago, and more
than half the younger men in the office are doing, yet they
say they must have a younger man. 1 am only sixty-five!’

The strong men seemed suddenly old and broken. He
tried to rise, but his body was bent with helplessness. Ralph
glanced appealingly at his mother, and together they assisted
the sick man to his room. Here, after an hour of soothing
and petting, he fell into a deep sleep of exhaustion which
lasted for hours.

Walter waited for his mother in the library.

“Not a word to him about the scholarship,” he implored.
“It would add to his distress. We must change our plans,
mother. I have already made a new one. You remember
last year Mr. Daggett offered to take me into his establish-
ment, and with a salary at the s because of my educa-
tional advantages, would teach r coffee business in all
its details. He sald my knowle { French and Spanish
would be invaluable. Father declined, but Mr. Daggett told
me that if the next year or two we changed our minds, the
offer was still open. I shall see him this afternoon, and
in the morning, if all goes well, I shall see the dean and tell
him all about it. Father needs me!”

His mother burst into tears, “How can I seen you sacri-
fice such bright prospects? Perhaps we can do something.
Let me try to borrow the money. Your future it at stake! ”

“ Mother, it isn’t the future that I think of just now; it's
the present, You have done so much for me. I have had

To the Leagues of the Manitoba Conference

DEAR FELLOW WORKERS:

a few suggestions.

neglect this.

of it?'" Let this training be comstructive in its nature.
Fellow workers, win success this year in our work.

Minnedosa, Man.

The time is now upon us when we should be perfecting our plans for our winter’s work. I would like to offer

In many parts of our Conference the Church is planning for very aggressive work along evangelistic lines. As
best thought and endeavor in it, and be on such friendly
terms with our Leader, Christ, that we can introduce Him to our friends in such a way that they ‘will become His com-
panions. Work for those who need you and need you most.

This year let us do for missions something which will be worthy of all that has been done for us. The young
people of each District should have a representative in some part of the missionary work of our Church, and I am
looking forward to a union of the Sunday School and League forces, which will make this achievement possible. In
our far away look do not let us forget the needy at home, the young about us who may not be able to converse in our
tongue. Win their confidence by showing that you are their friend. Plan something of work along this line. Do not

a League let us be a positive factor in this work, give your

Do something for the purpose of educating our young people as to the value of our national resources, and the
proper use of them. Train ourselves and them along the line of what contribution can we make to our nation that
will enable it more perfectly to fulfil its God-appointed destiny, and not the mere selfish idea, ‘* ‘What can I get out
Do not look upon the League as something only to draw
help from, but rather as a living agency, through which there may come the life of Christ to our fellows.

B. W. ALLISON, President.

these troubled times of unrest. Its all due to your own
standing. You can thank yourself!"

Ralph laughed nervously. “ Four more years of study!
Oh, I am so glad! I think with his assured position at the
insurance office father will arrange it for me financially. He
will be delighted to do just what you suggest, Doctpr Farrel.”

The two shook hands, and Mason hurried out, glowing
and radiant. As he stepped into the open air, the keen De-
cember wind struck him in the face. He buttoned up his
coat, and almost ran the eight squares to his home, arriving
in time for luncheon. The good news was quickly told to his
mother, and the two were soon busy with plans for the next
four years.

“Yes, indeed! Your father will be more than willing!
With strict economy we may contrive to have the last year
of all spent at a school in Germany. You will more than
repay us for the slight sacrifices.”

While they were talking in high spirits, a noise at the
door startled both. Mr. Mason appeared in the doorway,
pale, haggard, and almost reeling.

His wife started to her feel
You are ill! What has happened?”

He dropped into a chair and buried his face in his hands.
Then lifting his head with a groan, he cried, “ O Elizabeth
and Ralph! how can I tell you? How can we face this awful
disaster? Read that!”

He extended a sheet of paper, which his wife seized, while
he murmured brokenly, “ They did not even tell me! They
placed that on my desk at noon.”

With misty eyes Mrs. Mason read, “ Your services are no
longer required. Enclosed please find three months' salary.

“0 Henry! What is it?

my high school training, and nearly three years at the
university. 1 am almost twenty-one. You could not strug-
gle on for four years while I would be studying, and father
must not be harassed. His mind would be vastly relleved
to knoW that I had started in a fine concern at a salary,
with good prospects of advancement. 1 must, mother; it is
the only way!"”

The arrangement was quickly made. Not to one human
heing did Ralph betray the pain and anguish that the giving
up of his dearest ambitions cost him. Parting with his class,
and last of all the dean, was the hardest outward test. Even
the quiet, well-poised head of the great institution was moved
as he heard the story. His eyes were dim with tears as he
arose to take Ralph’s hand and say briefly, “ I would do the
same, Mason, I hope. God bless you. I am glad that the
university is turning out men!” ‘With a strong handeclasp,
the two parted, and Ralph hurried out, unable to speak.

But the shock had been too great for Mr. Mason. He
kept his bed, complaining only of being tired, and in a few
weeks died, leaving Ralph his small savings, and Mrs. Mason
a life of a few d dollars. When he tried
al the last to express to her his regret that it would be so
little, he denly br and d tr »
“But I leave you rich, Elizabeth! in our boy. I do not
worry. You will have our Ralph, and you cannot be com-
fortless.”

And the boy, standing mute with grief in the shadow
near the bed, knew that these parting words of his father
more than compensated for the sacrifice of his dearest ambi-
tions, for honor and success in the proud little world of the

. Ferg' Beat, in Bervice.

|
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League Problems

“Kindly give in your paper some suggestions as to how to
make our C jon Meetings less of a f lity
and more truly helpful tu our Leagues.”

A good consecration meeting, like everything else that is
good, does mot come for the mere asking, but as the result
of definite and prayerful work., No meeting requires more
careful preparation than does this service of the League. In
searching for fresh ways of doing things that we may avoid
the customary method of conducting the service, let us fear
the offence of mere “smartness” rather than the fault of
dullness.

“Mix brains with your paint, young man, if you want
good colors,” said an old artist, and so to relieve the monotony
which prevades the majority of Consecration Meetings there
must be a quickening rather than a deadening of spirit pre-
vailing in the atmosphere and in the hearts of the waiting
members. Change the usual routine of service very often.

Bearing in mind that the hearts of the Associate members
are to be touched and their energies aroused to active en-
deavor, the meeting must be planned for them as well as
for the active members, but the active members especially
must come prepared to contribute each a bit of helpfulness
either in prayer or application of the assigned topic. Divide
the topic for the evening into several portions, giving a part
to a separate speaker, who will make careful preparation for
the service. Do not assign the Bible Reading to one whose
voice is feeble, and articulation poor, and who reads without
gpirit and understanding.

If your Look-Out Committee has wisely divided your en-
tire Society among its members, a section to each member,
for which that member is responsible, the roll might be called
not by the Secretary, but by the members of the Look-Out
Committee having charge of a division. Thus attendance
would be noted and reasons for absence afterwards obtained.

From the biographies of eminent philanthropists or writ-
ers, brief sketches or comments might be made by a few of
the members. The meeting could afterwards be thrown open
for many others to take part, affording them an opportunity
to say something regarding the life of the persons studied.
The Secretary should of course keep a record to see that all
participate in these delightful exercises.

“What does consecration mean to you?” might well be
asked, and the answers be illustrated with personal exper-
fences, or the repetition of a verse beginning with “C.”

These are but a few of the varied methods of calling the
roll. While some may deem it wise for the President or
even the pastor to always conduct the Consecration Meeting,
a number of leaders could be utilized at different times for
such service.

The Music Committee should very carefully select the
hymns for the evening's service, interspersing them ju-
diclously throughout the hour. An impressive introduction
to the meeting is a brief series of prayers.

By no means dispense with the Roll Call. It has many
advantages. It is needed to give definiteness. It inspires
fellowship. It spurs lagging members, and is a test for
insincere ones. It is a spiritual tonic. “A voiceless Chris-
tianity is a puny Christianity. Profession and testimony as
well as fruit are required of the Christian disciple.”

Following some of the suggestions as above, the use of
stereotyped phrases too common at times In our meetings
will perhaps be prevented.

Always seek to make the meeting evangelistic, and strike
in earnest for the salvation of souls. Your associate mem-
bers should be given an opportunity at every meeting to take
the active members' pledge. Therefore, do not allow the
pledge to hang unused on your wall. Enforce its claims,
expect others to take it, work and pray for the increase of
your active roll every month. A Consecration Meeting with-
out an effort to obtain recruits is a misnomer, or at best a
selfish proceeding.

Whatever the plan adopted for the evening may be, it
must never be forgotten that all forces trained and developed
elsewhere are to find their highest sphere of activity in the
Consecration Meeting.” “The widened a the
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Life Problems

**How Can I Make a Success of Christian Life?"”

This question will interest not only the writer, but many
others of our young people who are anxious to follow Christ
in loving discipleship.

Let the quest ner be assured that success in Christian
living is possible, not only to others but to him. What others
have done he may do, not perhaps in exactly similar manner;
but with equally good results. No two lives are precisely the
same, no two characters are identical; but there are certain
laws that are applicable to all, and foundation principles that
govern all, Some of these we must examine:

. Be sure that you have Christian life to start with.
This is found in affectionate union with Christ. It is not so
much a question of the head as of the heart. Not the in-
tellect but the affections determine our vital relation to
Christ. It is supremely a matter of heart attitude toward
Him. One may know a great many things about Christ,
he may have memorized creeds, and dogmas, and yet be
dead. The new birth, without which there is no conscious
life, the birth from above, is supremely a matter of the
heart, and the entrance into the Kingdom of God. Be sure,
therefore, that you trust in Christ as your Saviour, that you
are in Him and He in you, that you have taken Him as your
Lord and are resolved to do His will. That is having Chris-
tian life—union with Christ.

. Have correct ideas of what constitutes success In
Christian living, for unless you have correct standards you
will fail at the very outset.

Success in Christian life does not necessarily mean promin-
ence in the Church, nor the performance of numerous religious
rites, nor a record of many benevolences, nor the exercise of
& ding and far- g influence. If these were essen-
tial, many would hopelessly fail. Thousands have been lowly
in position, feeble in utterance, poor in material possessions,
limited to very small circle of influence, and yet eminently
successful as Christians,

True success may embody such things, but they do not
constitute in themselves, success. This consists in the pos-
session and development of a Christian spirit, the manifesta-
tion of a Christian motive, and the practice of Christian
virtures to the utmost of your capacity. To be wholly
Christ’s, to measure up to your full standard in resemblance
to him in character, to rise up to your full height and exert
vour utmost weight and strength of influence for Him Iis
success. Whether this be great or small, much or little in
comparison with others, does not much matter, for each one
must live an individual life in himself and be himself hefore
he can live a related life and do his best with others.

3. Study well Christ’'s doctrine of living, and copy closely
His own example.

He taught and preeminently exemplified humility, self-
sacrifice, and service as the highest, hollest, and noblest
features of living. And behind those and operative through
them is the impelling and sustaining spirit of love. With
that all prevailing and divine grace In the heart, the practice
of vital Christianity becomes not only possible but easy.
Without it life becomes burdensome and duty a ceaseless
round of grievous and grinding drudgery.

4. Observe the laws of spiritual health, for one can no
more ign