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PREFACE.

The point at which many Christians fail in the gsiof
divine truths is the point at which doctrine shoute
transmuted into life. They know and honor the Bibk the
Word of God, and sincerely wish to conform thewes to its
inspired teachings, but have difficulty in applyitigem to the
actual experiences of daily life. This book iseoffd as a
humble help in this direction. Its aim is to britige divine
lessons down, and give some hints of the way thay be
used on common days and in the actual experierfck®se
days. The title, “Silent Times,” is suggestivetbé need of
seasons of quiet in every life that would grow ifd, rich
beauty. It is suggestive also of one particula &t may be
made of the book, — the reading of its chaptergootions of
them, in the “ silent times” of busy, feverish dags helps in
the directiorof true Christian growth. The book is sent out in
Christ’'s name, and with the hope that it may mdieway a
little plainer for some earnest pilgrims, and relig a little
more real, and that it may become a lamp for soarnk @ays,
and a staff for some rough and steep paths.

J.R. M.

PHILADELPHIA.
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SILENT TIMES.

CHAPTER I.
SILENT TIMES.

In Wellesley College a special feature of the défly of
the household is the morning and evening “sileneti Both
at the opening and closing of the day, there isief period,
marked by the strokes of a bell, in which all tleie is quiet.
Every pupil is in her room. There is no convermati No step
is heard in the corridors. The whole great houst s
thronging life is as quiet as if all its hundredsronates were
sleeping. There is no positively prescribed waypénding
these silent minutes in the rooms, but it is urtdes that all,
whose hearts so incline them, shall devote the time
devotional reading, meditation, and prayer. Atsteahe
design of establishing this period of quiet as jpérthe daily
life of the school, is to give opportunity for sudevotional
exercises, and by its solemn hush to suggest thealfitness,
the helpfulness, and the need of such periods wihamion
with God. The bell that calls for silence, alsti<to thought
and prayer; and even the most indifferent mustfteeted by
its continual recurrence.

Every true Christian life needs its daily “silenmes,”
when all shall be still, when the busy activity ather hours
shall cease, and when the heart, in holy hush| sbaimune
with God. One of the greatest needs in Christif@nin these
days is more devotion. Ours is not an age of pragenuch
as an age of work. The tendency is to action ratiien to
worship; to busy toil rather than to quiet sittireg the
Saviour’s feet to commune with Him. The key-nofeoar
present Christian life is consecration, which islerstood to
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mean devotion to active service. On every handngancited
to work; our zeal is stirred by every inspiring émtive. The
calls to duty come to us from a thousand earndseso

And this is well. There is little fear that we #haver
grow too earnest in working for our Master, or thatr
enthusiasm in his service shall ever become tangd. We
are set on earth to toil for the world’s good aod God’s
glory. The day’s heat is not to draw us from octivee duty.
Till death comes, as God’s messenger to call us tal, we
are not to seek to be freed from service. Devoisonot all.
Peter wished to stay on the Mount of Transfigurgtim go
back no more to the cold, sin-stricken world beldw} no:
down at the mountain’s base, human suffering andowso
were waiting for the coming of the Healer, and Mhester and
His disciples must leave the rapture of heaveniyroanion,
and hasten down to carry healing and comforts #hvays so.
While we enjoy the blessedness of fellowship wittd@n the
closet, there come in at our closed doors, andkhupan our
ears, the cries of human need and sorrow outsftaid the
raptures of devotion we hear the calls of duty wgitvithout.
We should never allow our ecstasies of spiritugynent to
make us forgetful of the needs of others around Exgen the
Mount of Transfiguration must not hold us away from
ministry.

The truest religious life is one whose devotionegiyood
and strength for service. The way to spiritualltinelées in the
paths of consecrated activity. It is related inmnastic legends
of St. Francesca, that although she was unwearieter
devotions, yet if during her prayers she was sunedaway
by any domestic duty, she would close her book rthiég
saying that a wife and a mother, when called upoust quit
her God at the altar to find him in her domesti@ies. Yet
the other side is just as true. Before there caralstrong,
vigorous, healthy tree, able to bear much fruitstand the
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storm, to endure the heat and cold, there must beeslh
planted and well-nourished root; and before thexe be a
prosperous, noble, enduring Christian life in tliespnce of
the world, safe in temptation, unshaken in triéd, of good
fruits, perennial and unfading in its leaf, therasinbe a close
walk with God in secret. We must receive from Gumdore
we can give to others, for we have nothing of own awvith
which to feed men’s hunger or quench their thikste are but
empty vessels at the best, and must wait to exlfiefore we
have any thing to carry to those who need. We nistsh at
heaven’'s gates before we can go out to sing theehba
songs in the ears of human weariness and sorrout. ligs
must be touched with a coal from God’s altar befogecan
become God’'s messengers to men. We must lie mpoh u
Christ's bosom before our poor earthly lives canstmick
through with the spirit of Christ, and made to €hin the
transfigured beauty of His blessed life. Devotismever to
displace duty, — it often brings new duties to bands, —
but it fits us for activity.

“That Thy full glory may abound, increase,
And so Thy likeness shall be formed in me,
| pray: the answer is not rest or peace,
But charges, duties, wants, anxieties,
Till there seems room for every thing but Thee,
And never time for any thing but these.
The busy fingers fly; the eyes may see
Only the glancing needle which they hold:
But all my life is blossoming inwardly,
And every breath is like a litany;
While through each labor, like a thread of gold,
Is woven the sweet consciousness of Thee.”

In order to this preparation for usefulness andisey we
all need to get into the course of our lives maaieghours,
when we shall sit alone with Christ in personal comion
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with Him, listening to His voice, renewing our wagdtstrength
from His fulness, and being transformed in charadig

looking into His face. Busy men need such quietops of

spiritual communion; for their days of toil, caand struggle
tend to wear out the fibre of their spiritual lifend exhaust
their inner strength. Earnest women need suchtsiimes,

for there are many things in their daily househiie and

social life to exhaust their supplies of grace.e Tare of their
children, the very routine of their home-life, ti@usand little
things that try their patience, vex spirits, anddtg¢o break
their calm; the influences of much of their soditd, with its

manifold temptations to artificialness, insincerifprmality,

unreality, or, on the other hand, to frivolity, edless, vanity,
and worldliness, — amid all these distracting, igatng,

secularizing influences, every earnest woman needst into
her life at least one quiet hour every day, whike, Mary, she
can wait at the feet of Jesus, and have her owh csbumed

and fed.

Preachers, teachers, Christian workers, all needsdme.
How can men stand in the Lord’s house to speakndisls to
the people unless they have first waited at Clsrifgét to get
their message? How can anyone teach the chiltietraths
of life without having been himself freshly taught God?
How can anyone bear heavenly gifts to needy sduie has
not been at the Lord’s treasure-house to get thds® Dr.
Austin Phelps, in speaking of the danger of inaeis€ristian
activity without a corresponding secret life witlhod; says,
“The very obvious peril is, that the vitality of lineess may be
exhausted by inward decay through the want aharease of
its devotional spirit proportioned to the expansidrits active
forces. Individual experience may become shallow the
want of meditative habits and much communion withdG
Activity can never sustaimtself. Withdraw the vital force
which animates and propels it, and it falls likdesad arm. We
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cannot, then, too keenly feel, each one for himsled#t a still
and secret life with God must energize all holyydais vigor
in every fibre of the body must come from the styocalm,
faithful beat of the heart.”

A Christian man of intense business enterpriseaatiglity
was laid aside by sickness. He who never woulermnit his
labors was compelled to come to a dead halt. Els$lass
limbs were stretched motionless on the bed. Heswaseak
that he could scarcely utter a word. Speakingfteead of the
contrast between his condition now and when he lheeh
driving his immense business, he said, “Now Igmowing.” |
have been running my soul thin by my activity. Nowm
growing in the knowledge of myself and of some gsinvhich
most intimately concern me.” No doubt there areynaf us
who are running our souls thin by our incessanioact
without finding quiet hours for feeding and waitingon God.

“The world is too much with us: late and soon,
Getting and spending, we lay waste our powers.
Little we see in nature that is ours:
We have given our souls away, a sordid boon.”

Blessed, then, is sickness or sorrow or any expegi¢hat
compels us to stop, that takes the work out ofr@unds for a
little season, that empties our hearts of theiutamd cares,
and turns them toward God to be taught of Him.

But why should we wait for sickness or sorrowctmpel
into our lives these necessary quiet hours? Wibuldt be far
better for us to train ourselves to go apart eaghfdr a little
season from the noisy, chilling world, to look irBmd’s face
and into our own hearts, to learn the things wedrsemuch
to learn, and to draw secret strength and life fthenfountain
of life in God? George Herbert's quaint lines @ntwise
counsel: —



“By all means use sometimes to be alone;
Salute thyself, sec what thy soul doth wear.

Dare to look in thy closet, — for 'tis thine own, —
And tumble up and down what thou findest there.”

With these sacred “silent times” in every day af amd
struggle, we shall be always strong, and “prepargd every
good work.” (2 Timothy 2:21) Waiting thus upon Gosle
shall daily renew our wasted strength, and be &blkein and
not be weary, to walk and not be faint, and to maymwith
wings as eagles in bold spiritual flights.



CHAPTER II.

PERSONAL FRIENDSHIP WITH CHRIST.

“I would converse with Thee from day to day,
With heart intent on what Thou hast to say,

And through my pilgrim-walk, whate’er befall,
Commit with Thee, O Lord! about it all.

Since Thou art willing thus to condescend

To be, my intimate, familiar friend,

Oh! let me to the great occasion rise,

And count Thy friendship life’s most glorious prize

We are in danger on several sides of superficial an
shallow conceptions of a religious life. One ofgh is, that it
consists in correct doctrinal beliefs, that holdiignly and
intelligently to the truths of the gospel about Bhmakes one
a Christian. Another is the liturgical, that thaitfiful
observance of the forms of worship is the esseat@ahent in
a Christian life. Still another is, that condust all, that
Christianity is but a system of morality. Thengepvamong
those who fully accept the doctrine of Christ’sregment for
sin, there is oft-times an inadequate conceptiotheflife of
faith, a dependence for salvation upon one grest @et of
Christ, — His death, — without forming with Him &nfsonal
relation as a present, living Saviour. In the Négstament
the Christian’s relation to Christ is representsedaapersonal
acquaintance with Him, which ripens into a closd &énder
friendship. This was our Lord’s own ideal of dgeiship. He
invited men to come to Him, to break other ties] attach
themselves personally to Him; to leave all and gii wim.
He claimed the full allegiance of men’s heart's dinds: He
must be first in their affections, and first in ithebedience
and service. He offered Himself to men, not meraty a
helper from without, not merely as one who wouldesthem
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by taking their sins and dying for them, but as whe desired
to form with them a close, intimate, and indisstdub
friendship. It was not a tie of duty merely, oratfligation, or
of doctrine, or of cause, by which He sought todbiis
followers to Himself, but a tie of personal friehgs

That which makes one a Christian is not thereftre t

acceptance of Christ’s teachings, the uniting with Church,
the adoption of His morals, the espousing of Hisseabut the
receiving of Him as a personal Saviour, the engeritto a
covenant of eternal friendship with Him. We are saved by
a creed, which gathers up in a few golden sentetives
essence of the truth about Christ’'s person and weekmust
have the Christ Himself whom the creed holds fontiHis
radiant beauty and grace. We are in the habitaging that
Christ saved us by dying for us on the cross. ninngortant
sense, this is true. We never could have beerdsawe had
not died for us. But we are actually saved byrelation to a
living, loving, personal Saviour, into whose hamgs commit
all the interests of our lives, and who becomesksiend, our
Helper, our Keeper, our Care-taker, our All in alhristian
faith is not merely laying our sins on the Lamb&@dd and
trusting to His one great sacrifice: it is the fayiof ourselves
on the living, loving heart of One whose friendsbigcomes
thenceforward the sweetest joy of our lives.

The importance of this personal knowledge of Chiist
seen when we think of Him as the Revealer of thibdfa The
disciples first learned to know Christ in His disgg) with His
divine glory veiled. He led them on, talking teeth, walking
with them, winning their confidence and their lovand at
length they learned that the Being who had grown
inexpressibly clear to them was the manifestatibnGod
Himself, and that by their relation to Him as Hiehds, their
poor, sinful humanity was lifted up into union witine Father.
They became children of God through their attactinh@ithe
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Only-Begotten Son of God. Clinging to Him, andaslmg to
Him in deathless friendship, in His humiliation, H&alted
them in His exaltation to be joint heirs with Him His divine
inheritance. It was as if a royal prince shouldvke his
father’s palace for a time, and in disguise dwetloag the
plain people as one of themselves, winning thewejoand
binding them to him in strong personal friendstapd then,
disclosing his royalty, should lead them to hisapal and
keep them about him ever after as his friends awthérs,
sharing his rank and honors with them. The frieQdsist
won in His lowly condescension He did not castwaffen He
went back to His glory: He lifted them up with Him share
His heavenly blessedness.

It is in the same way that Christ now saves mee.whs
their love and trust by the manifestation of Higddor them,
and then exalts them to the possession of thelggas which
belong to Himself as the Son of God. Anyone whiifseis
knit to Christ in love and faith, is lifted up intbe family of
God. Someone has represented this truth in thys dvavine
has been torn from the tree on which it grew anohg| and
lies on the ground: it never can lift itself up agto its place.
Then the tree bends down low until it touches twhe The
vine unclasps its tendrils which have twined abioaitl and
unworthy weeds, and, feebly reaching upward, fikesm
upon the tree’s strong, living branches. The tegmin lifting
itself up, carries the vine with tb its natural and original
place of beauty and fruitfulness, where it shates tree’s
glory. This is a parable of soul-history. We wéven from
our place, and lay perishing in our sins, clinginghe earth’s
treacherous trusts. We could never lift ourselwpdo God.
Then God himself stooped down in the incarnaticending
low to touch these souls of ours; and when ourthdat go
earth’s sins and its frail, false trusts, and lajdhnever so
feebly, by the tendrils of faith and love, upon Shrwe are
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lifted up, and become children and heirs of God.

But how may we form a personal acquaintance with
Christ? It was easy enough for John and Mary,thadthers
who knew Him in the flesh. His eyes looked inteith; they
heard His words; they sat at His feet, or leanednuplis
bosom. We cannot know Christ in this way, for ldegone
from earth; and we ask how it is possible for ubdge more
than a biographical acquaintance with Him. If Hereva mere
man, nothing more than this would be possiblas #bsurd to
talk about knowing St. John personally, or formamgintimate
friendship with St. Paul. We may learn much of tharacter
of these men from the fragments of their story Wwhare
preserved in the Scriptures, but we can never becom
personally acquainted with them until we meet thenthe
other world. With Christ, however, it is differenthe Church
did not lose Him when He ascended from Olivet. ridger
was more really in the world than He is now. Hassnuch to
those who love Him and believe on Him as He was$li®
friends in Bethany. He is a present, living Saviand we
may form with Him an actual relation of personaémfidship,
which will grow closer and tenderer as the years ago
deepening with each new experience, shining modenaore
in our hearts, until at last, passing through toetgd which
men misname death, but which really is the bedugiftie of
life, we shall see Him face to face, and know Hwereas we
are known.

Is it possible for all Christians to attain thisrgenal,
conscious intimacy with Christ? There are some wdbaoot
seem to realize it. To them Christ is a creedjle of life, an
example, a teacher, but not a friend. There amesexcellent
Christians who seem to know Christ only biograplhyca
They have no experimental knowledge of Him: Heoishiem
at best an absent friend, — living, faithful: amdsted, but
still absent. No word of discouragement, howesbnuld be
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spoken to such. The Old Testament usually goesrddhe
New, in experience as well as in the biblical orddviost
Christians begin with the historical Christ, knogiof Him
before they knowHim. Conscious personal intimacy with
Him is ordinarily a later fruit of spiritual growthyet it
certainly appears from the Scriptures that suchmanty is
possible to all who truly believe in Christ. Chridimself
hungers for our friendship, and for recognition by, and
answering affection from us; and if we take Higgiivithout
Himself and His love, we surely rob ourselves ofcimyoy
and blessedness.

The way to this experimental knowledge of Christésy
plainly marked out for us by our Lord himself. Bleys that if
we love Him, and keep His words, He will manifesiidelf
unto us, and He and His Father will come and mdiesr t
abode with us. [John 14:23] ltis in loving Hinmdadoing His
will, that we learn to know Christ; and we learnléwe Him
by trusting Him. A dying youth looked up into tfece of a
friend, and with troubled tones said, “I want tovdoChrist:
will you tell me how?” — “Trust Him first,” was thanswer,
“and you will learn to love Him without trying atld It was a
new revelation. “I always thought | must love Ghitefore |
could have any right to trust Him,” was the answéfttimes
we learn to know our human friends by trusting théive see
no special beauty or worth in them as they moveunyside in
the ordinary experiences of life: but we pass agtle into
circumstances of trial, where we need friendshmat then the
noble qualities of our friends appear, as we tthsim, and
they come nearer to us, and prove themselves tindike
manner, most of us really get acquainted with Glordy in
experiences of need, in which His love and faithdsk are
revealed.

The value of a personal acquaintance with Christ is
incalculable. There are men and women whom itasttwa
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great deal to have as friends. As our intimacyhvitiem
ripens, their lives open out like sweet flowersctbsing rich
beauty to our sight, and pouring fragrance uponspinits. A
true and great friendship is one of earth’s richestl best
blessings. It is ever breathing songs into ourtee&indling
aspirations and hopes, starting impulses of gaat;hing holy
lessons, and shedding all manner of benign inflegngon
our lives. But the friendship of Christ does ity more
that this for us. It purifies our sinful lives; nhakes us brave
and strong; it inspires us ever to the best andesblservice.
Its influence, perpetually brooding over us, woag the
winsomest graces of mind and spirit. The richibst,sweetest
and the only perennial and never failing, fountafirgood in
this world, is the personal, experimental knowledf€hrist.

That Christ should condescend thus to give to ofulsi
men His pure, divine friendship is the greatest a@ayrof the
world; but there is no doubt of the fact. No hunfia@ndship
can ever be half so close and intimate as that hwithe
lowliest of us may enjoy with our Saviour. If wetlrealize
our privileges, the enriching that will come to olives
through this glorious relationship will be bettéiah all gold
and gems.

“And can a thing so sweet,

And can such heavenly condescension, be?

Ah! wherefore tarry thus our lingering feet?
It can be none but Thee.

There is the gracious ear
That never yet was deaf to sinner’s call:
We will not linger, and we dare not fear,
But kneel, and tell Thee all.
We tell Thee of our sin,
Only half loathed, only half wished away;
And those clear eyes of love that look within,
Rebuke us, seem to say, —
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‘Oh! bought with My own blood,
Mine own, for whom My precious life | gave,
Am | so little prized, remembered, loved,
By those | died to save?’

And under that deep gaze
Sorrow awakes. We kneel with eyelids wet,
And marvel, as with Peter at the gate,

That we could so forget.

We tell Thee of our care,
Of the sore burden pressing day by day;
And in the light and pity of Thy face

The burden melts away.

We breathe our secret wish,
The importunate longing which no man may see:
We ask it humbly, or, more restful still,

We leave it all to Thee.

The thorns are turned to flowers;
All dark perplexities seem light and fair;
A mist is lifted from the heavy hours,
And Thou art everywhere.”
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CHAPTER III.

HAVING CHRIST IN US.

“As some rare perfume in a vase of clay
Pervades it with a fragrance not its own,
So when Thou dwellest in a mortal soul,
All heaven’s own sweetness seems around it thrown”

The Scriptures make a great deal of having Chnishén,
if they are Christians. Christ Himself speaks lofdang in His
people, and of His life as flowing through themtlas life of
the vine flows through its branches. The figurehaf body is
used, believers being members of Christ’'s body, gerd/ing
all their life from him. The idea of a building temple with
the divine Spirit as indwelling guest, is also eayeld to
represent the Christian’s relation to His Lord. emhSt. Paul
says without figure, “Christ liveth in me,” and s of being
“filled with the Spirit,” “filled with all the fulress of God,” as
a possible and most desirable attainment of Chansti
experience. From the many forms in which this hrig
represented in the Scriptures, it is evident thed tdeal
Christian life is one that is thoroughly pervadsdturated, so
to speak, with the life and spirit of Christ. Faore certainly
is implied than mere divine influence over us oomus from
without, such influence as a friend exerts overiantl, a
teacher over a pupil, or even a mother over a chiltb
become a Christian is to have a new spiritual difger the
soul, as when a seed with its living germ is pldntethe dead
soil: to grow as a Christian is to have this nde increase in
strength and energy, making dally conquests over diul
nature, extending itself, and the evil by the foofets own
good, and ultimately bringing the affections, fegh, desires,
and all the activities, even the thoughts of tharteinto
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subjection to Christ.

There is a great difference between having Chusside
and having Him in us. If He is only outside, weyntiaten for
His words, and try to obey His voice, following whehe
leads; and we may gaze upon His loveliness, aridtsesopy
it in our lives; but our following and obeying witle under the
impulse of duty only, with no inward constraint; daour
striving after the divine likeness will be like tlzarving of a
figure in cold marble rather than the growing upadife from
within by its own vital force and energy into fugseof power
and beauty.

Only as we get Christ into our hearts, and let idinell in
us by His Spirit, shall we reach the true ideaCbristian life
and experience. Then shall we do right, not bgation of
written rule, but by the promptings of our regetedanature,
the Christ indwelling. Then shall our dull lives transfigured
by the light that shines in our hearts, and sloalganges all
the earthliness to heavenliness. Then shall theifes of the
divine image come out little by little as the newe Iwithin
forces itself through the dull crust of the old urat until at
length the full beauty of Christ shines where oooéy sin’s
marred visage was seen.

Christ within makes an inner joy that all the daks of
earth’s trials cannot quench. There are greatrsitkes of
experience in sorrow. Some when this world’s kglatre
guenched are left in utter gloom, like a house eutHamp or
candle or flickering firelight when the sun goeswdo Others,
in similar darkness, stand radiant in the deep ®ladthey
have bright light within themselves. Christ dwaeltsthem,
and the beams from His blessed life turn night addg. There
is an ancient picture of the Christ-child in thalbdé which
illustrates this experience. The child lies upba straw, the
mother is bending over Him, the wondering shephends
near, and in the background are the cattle. Hhight, and
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there is only one feeble lantern in the place bunfthe infant
child a radiance streams which lights up all theeeracene. So
it is in sorrow-darkened hearts when Christ trulywetls
within. The light streaming from Him who is thedtt of the
world,” (John 8:12; 9:5) in whom is no darkness,Jfihn 1:5]
illumines all the gloom of grief. Indeed, when @Ghdwells in
the heart, sorrow is a blessing, because it revedsties and
joys which could not have been seen in the eatidiy. It is
one of the blessings of night, that without it weuld never
see the stars: it is one of the blessings of ttiedt without it
we could never see the precious comforts of God.

“Were there no night, we could not read the stars,

The heavens would turn into a blinding glare;
Freedom is best seen through prison-bars,

And rough seas make the haven passing fair;
We cannot measure joys but by their loss;

When blessings fade away, we see them then;
Our richest clusters grow around the cross,

And in the night-time angels sing to men.”

When Christ is within us, sorrow is a time of reaten. It
is like the cloud that crowned the summit of thé/hmoountain
into which Moses climbed, and by which he was hidde
long from the eyes of the people. While foldedha clouds,
he was looking upon God’s face. Sorrow’s cloudekidhe
world, and wraps the wondering one in thick darknésit in
the darkness, Christ himself unveils the splendout glory of
His face. There are many who never saw the bedu@rist,
and never knew Him in the intimacy of a personenidship,
till they saw Him, and learned to talk with Him faend with
friend, in the hour of sorrow’s darkness. When ldmaps of
earth went out, Christ’s face appeared.

But Christ is not a friend for sorrow alone. We ©ot
have to wait till trial comes to enjoy His love,dahe blessed
by His indwelling. His light shines in many placsbere the

19



brightness of other lamps still beams. Yet, evend, it does
not shine in vain. Christ within has a deep megurtm the
joyous as well as to the sad. All blessings achen, all
gladness is sweeter, all love is purer, becausbave Christ.
Peace in the heart makes every earthly beauty iével
Indeed, all human gladness is but a vanishing pEct@a
passing illusion, unless the joy of the Lord bespsing and
source.

What confidence it gives to us in our enjoymentthod
transient and uncertain things of earth, to knoat these are
not our only possessions; that if we lose themshadl still be
rich and secure, because we shall still have ChA#tday the
stars are in the sky. We cannot see them in taee gif the
sunshine; but it is something, surely, to know tthey are
there, and that, when it grows dark, they will ghout. So,
amid abounding human joy, it is a precious conftageno
know that there are divine comforts veiled, invigilbo our
eyes in the sunshine about us, which will flashtbatmoment
the earthly joy is darkened.

“I wonder if the world is full

of other secrets beautiful,

As little guessed, as hard to see,

As this sweet, starry mystery?

Do angels veil themselves in space,

And make the sun their hiding-place?

Do white wings flash as spirits go

On heavenly errands to and fro,

While we, down-looking, never guess
How near our lives they crowd and press?
If so, at life’'s set we may see

Into the dusk steal noiselessly

Sweet faces that we used to know,

Dear eyes like stars that softly glow,

Dear hands stretched out to point the way,
And deem the night more fair than day.”
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To the happiest heart that really makes room foristh
within, there is always the assurance of a worldsmfitual
blessings, hopes, and joys, lying concealed inltisére of
human gladness, like stars in the noonday sky,réady to
pour their brightness upon us the moment the rfagtg with
its shadows. Whether, therefore, the earthly llgghbright or
dark, Christ in the heart gives great blessednedgaace.

But there is another way in which Christ withinwidl be
made manifest. If we have this divine indwellingg should
also have in ever-increasing measure in all oertlie gentle
and loving Spirit of the Master. We should noticldao have
Christ in us, if, in our conduct and speech, in disposition
and temper, and in our relations with our fellowanthere is
none of the mind of Christ. If Christ truly beuis, He cannot
long be hidden in our hearts without manifestatiout, there
will be a gradual transformation of our outer lifgdo Christ
likeness. As He lived, we will live; as He minisdd to others,
we will minister; as He was holy, we will be hogs He was
patient, thoughtful, unselfish, gentle, and kina vall we be.
Christ came to our world to pour divine kindnessveeary,
needy, perishing human lives. Christ truly in cwrarts
should send us out on the same mission. And tiseneed
everywhere for love’s ministry. The world todayeds
nothing more than true Christ likeness in those videar
Christ's name, and represent Him. Christ “wentulining
good:” (Acts 10:38) He sought to put hope and clieter all
He met. If Christ be in us, we should strive topg¢uate this
Christ-ministry of love in this world. Hearts dveeaking with
sorrow, men are bowing under burdens too heavyhHem,
duty is too large, the battles are too hard: bus mission, if
Christ be in us, to do for these weary, overwroudkteated,
and despairing ones what Christ himself would ddefwere
standing where we stand. He wants us to repré$iemt and
He fills us with His Spirit, that we may be abledcatter the
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blessings of helpfulness and gladness all aboutyes$, one of
the saddest things about life is, that, with so Impower to
help others by kindliness of word and kindlinessacf, many
of us pass through the world in silence or withdéal hands.
Silence has often times a better ministry than dpedt were
well very frequently if we did not speak where naw speak
with quick and glib tongue. There are words thainpand
wound the heart. There is speech that is most.cileere are
tongues that had better been born dumb than tothawgift of
speech, and employ it as they do. “Speech isrgij\atlence is
golden,” says the old proverb; and there are hamddives in
which it were well if fewer words were uttered. tBbere are
also silences that arc cruel. We walk beside nends whose
hearts are heavy, who are bearing burdens thatniglicrush
them, who are yearning for cheer and sympathy awnel lwe
talk incessantly with them of other things, — ofsimess, of
society, of books, of a thousand things, — but nepeak the
sweet word for which they are hungering. If theri&mpf
Christ is in us, it should prompt us to speak sudntds as
Christ Himself would speak if He were in our place.

Surely we should learn the lesson of gentle, thtugh
kindness to those we love, and to all we meetfeislibusy
ways; and we should show the kindness, too, whiér tired
feet walk in life’s toilsome paths, and not waitaiang flowers
for their coffins, or to speak words of cheer wiiegir ears are
closed, and their hearts are stilled, and it is lede to give
them comfort and joy.

If we have the true Christ-spirit in our heartswitl work
out in transfigured life and in Christly ministrig;will lead to
the brightening of one little spot, at least, ois thig earth.
There are a few people whom God calls to do greags for
Him; but the best things most of us can do in wusld is just
to live out a real, simple, consecrated, Chrislia in our
allotted place. Thus, in our little measure, wallstepeat the
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life of Christ himself, showing men some feebldeetion of
His sweet and loving face, and doing in our pooy wdew of
the beautiful things He would do if He were herenself.
Whittier tells us,

“The dear Lord’s best interpreters
Are humble, human souls:
The gospel of a life
Is more than books or scrolls.”
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CHAPTER IV.

COPYING BUT A FRAGMENT.

“Heaven whispers wisdom to the wayside flower,
Bidding it use its own peculiar dower,

And bloom its best within its little span.

We must each do not what we will, but can,

Nor have we duty to exceed our power.”

Nothing is more striking to a close observer of laanfife
than the almost infinite variety of character whiekists
among those who profess to be Christians. No teoabke.
Even those who are alike revered for their saiefigy who
alike seem to wear the image of their Lord, whasgesl are
alike attractive in their beauty, show the widestedsity in
individual traits, and in the cast and mould ofitleharacter.
Yet all are sitting before the same model; all streving after
the same ideal; all are imitators of the same bhkkdife.
There is but one standard of true Christian charaet- the
likeness of Christ. It is into His image that wkimthe end to
be transformed, and it is toward His holy beautst thve are
always to strive. We are to live as He lived: we #@ copy
His features into our lives. Wherever, in all therld, true
disciples of Christ are found, they are trying épnoduce in
themselves the likeness of their Master.

Why is it, then, that there is such variety of cuaer and
disposition among those who aim to follow the saxample?
Why are not all just alike? If a thousand artisere to paint
the picture of the same person, their picturegithful, would
show the same features. But a thousand persoksseepy
into their own lives the likeness of Christ, ane tlesult is a
thousand different representations of that likeneestwo the
same. Why is there this strange diversity in Glamslives,
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when all have before them the same original type?

One reason for this is that God does not bestow @gho
His children the same gifts, the same natural teali The
Creator loves variety, as all His works attest:two animals
are precisely alike in every feature; no two plaats exactly
similar in their structure; no two human lives ihthe race are
identical in all respects; and divine grace doesreoast all
dispositions in the same mould. When gold is niintsach
coin of a kind is stamped by the same die; andlBomicoins
of the same value will all be precisely alike. Bifg is not
minted as gold is. Grace does not transform Retera John,
nor Paul into a Barnabas, nor Luther into a Meldmmh.
Regeneration does not make busy, bustling Marthet gund
reposeful, like her sister Mary; nor does it chardary’s
calm, restful spirit into the anxious and distractetivity of
Martha. It makes them both friends of Jesus, del/td Him
in love and loyalty and service; but it leaves eafhthem
herself in all her individual characteristics. nitakes them
both like Christ in holiness, in consecration, ieahenly
longings; but it does not touch those features Wwigive to
each one her personal identity.

You drop twenty different seeds in the same gaiubsh-
and they spring up into twenty different kinds ddrgs, from
the delicate mignonette to the flaunting sunflowllio skill of
gardening can make all the plants alike. The fiachsll
always be a fuchsia, the rose will always be a, rdke
geranium will always be a geranium. In the samé sath
the same sunshine and rain, and the same culack,grows
up after its kind. In like manner divine grace slo®t make
all Christian women either Marys or Marthas, or €ases or
Priscillas, nor all Christian men either Johns atels, or
Barnabases or Aquilas; but each believer growsnip his
own peculiar self. Regeneration neither adds tadalaes from
our natural gifts; and since there is infinite e&yi in the
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endowments and qualities originally bestowed upiierent
Individuals, there is the same variety in the comyp®f
Christ’s followers.

Another reason for this diversity among Christiass
because even the best and holiest saints realize hitie of
the image of Christ, have only one little fractiamd fragment
of His likeness in their souls. In one of His &ollers, there is
some one feature of Christ’'s blessed life that appein
another, there is another feature; in a third] stidifferent
feature. One seeks to copy Christ’'s gentlenessthan His
patience, another His sympathy, another His meaknes
thousand believers may all, in a certain sensdikbeChrist,
and yet no two of them have, or consciously stafter, just
the same features of Christ in their souls. Tlasoa is, that
the character of Christ is so great, so majestiglarious, that
it is impossible to copy all of it into any onetlit human life;
and again, each human character is so imperfectied,
that it cannot reach out in all directions aftex boundless and
infinite character of Christ.

It is as if a great company of artists were sergdaimt each
one a picture of the Alps. Each chooses his owint paf
observation, and selects the particular featuréhefAlps he
desires to paint. They all bring back their piegjrbut lo! no
two of them are alike.

One canvas presents a sweet valley-scene, witQuitt
stream and bright flowers; another has for its reériigure a
wild crag among the clouds; another a snow-crowpeak,
glittering in the sunshine; another a rushing tarrieaping
over the rocks; another a mighty glacier. Yet me of the
artists can say that the pictures of the othersar¢rue. They
are probably as true as his own, but there is netad them all
that has painted the whole Alps. Each one hasupah his
canvas only the little part of the magnificent seavhich he
saw.
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So it is with those who are striving to reprodute t
likeness of Christ in their own lives. A thousa@tristians,
earnest and sincere, begin to follow Him and taatei Him.
One seizes upon one feature which to him seems tthd
central beauty of Christ’'s character; another, loglupon the
same glorious person with different eyes, or frohe t
viewpoint of different experiences, sees anotheatuie
altogether, and calls it Christ; each one strive<adpy the
particular elements of Christly character whichdees. No
two reproductions are precisely the same: no twee htae
same conception of Christ likeness. Yet no onesanthat
the others are not true Christians, that they hmtealso seen
the Lord, and have not faithfully copied into theiwn lives
what they saw of Him.

The truth is, the Alps as a whole are too varied, \tast,
for any one artist to take into his perspectivej paint upon
his canvas. The best he can do is to portray smrmeeor two
features, the features his eye can see from wherstands.
And Christ is too great in His infinite perfections the
majestic sweep of His character, in the many-sidsdof His
beauty, for any one of His finite followers to cofhe whole
of His image into His own little life. The mostathany of us
can do is to get into our own soul one little fragrmof the
wonderful likeness of our Lord.

Thus it is that there is such variety in the indual
dispositions of Christians, while all seek to falldhe same
copy, and while all may be equally faithful in theioble
endeavours. The practical lesson from this fadhest no one
follower of Christ should condemn another becabseother’s
spiritual life is not of the same stamp as his owlret not
Martha, busied with her much serving, running ewérsre to
missionary meetings, or to visit the sick and tlo®rp find
fault with Mary in her quiet devotion, peaceful otightful,
gentle, loving, because she does not abound ins#me
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activities. Nor let Mary in her turn judge Marttend call her
piety superficial. Let her honour it rather as t@py of
another feature of the infinite loveliness of Chris

There is the greatest diversity in the modes ofiser
rendered by different followers of Christ. All mée alike
loyal and acceptable, and yet no two be the sarBach
follows Christ along his own path, and does his kmor his
own way. Whatever we may say about the sweetneds a
beauty of Mary, as we see her sitting in such gdehde#itude
at the feet of her Lord, we must not forget thatvds not
Martha's service which Jesus reproved, but her carsxi
fretful worry. Her service was important, was eessential
to our Lord’s own comfort, and to her true and hiadye
entertainment of Him in her home. The Marys areyve
lovely; and every woman should have the Mary-spaoft
peace, and should sit much, Mary-like, at the M&steet to
hear His words, in order to be fitted for the bestvice. But
Martha’s work must be done too: no true Christiaoman
will neglect her duties of service in her privilegef devotion.

“Yea, Lord. Yet some must serve.
Not all with tranquil heart,
Even at thy dear feet,
Wrapped in devotion sweet,
May sit apart.

Yea, Lord. Yet some must bear
The burden of the day,

Its labor and its heat,

While others at thy feet
May muse and pray.

Yea, Lord. Yet some must do
Life’s daily task-work: some

Who fain would sing, must toil

Amid earth’s dust and moil,
While lips are dumb.
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Yea, Lord. Yet man must earn,
And woman bake the bread;
And some must watch and wake
Early for other’s sake,
Who pray instead.

Yea, Lord. Yet even thou
Hast need of earthly care.
| bring the bread and wine
To thee, O Guest divine!
Be this my prayer.”

Let each of these good women follow the Masteredigs
see as much as possible of the infinite lovelinesHis
character, and copy into her own life all she cae; get let
her not imagine that she has seen or copied alhoist, but
let her look at every other Christian woman'’s IiWgth
reverence, as bearing another little fragment & fame
divine likeness. Let every man do earnestly and e
particular work which he is fitted and called to, thot let him
not imagine that he is doing the only kind of wevkich God
wants to have done in this world; rather let hinoklaupon
every faithful servant who does a different workdmsng a
part equally important and equally acceptable éoMlaster.

The bird praises God by singing; the flower lagdribute
in fragrant incense as its censer swings in theZarethe tree
shakes down fruits from its bending boughs; thesgtaur out
their silver beams to gladden the earth; the clagide their
blessing in gentle rain: yet all with equal faitimieiss fulfil
their mission. So among Christ's redeemed seryamie
serves by incessant toil in the home, caring ftarge family;
another by silent example as a sufferer, patiend an
uncomplaining; another with the pen, sending fevtrds that
inspire, help, cheer, and bless; another by thediwoice,
whose eloquence moves men, and starts impulsegtter,b
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grander living; another by the ministry of sweetngoanother
by sitting in quiet peace at Jesus’ feet, drinkimdHis spirit,
and then shining as a gentle and silent light,curimg out the
fragrance of love like a lowly and unconscious fowyet
each and all of these may be serving Christ acbbpta
hearing at the close of each day the whispered Wikl
done.”
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CHAPTER V.

THY WILL, NOT MINE.

“Our lives we cut on a curious plan,
Shaping them, as it were, for man;
But God, with better art than we,
Shapes them for eternity.”

Many people only half read their Bibles. They skine
surface, and fail to get the full, deep meaninghaf golden
words. They get but half-truths, and half-trutliimes are
misleading. Even inspired sentences standing attm&ot
always give the full and final word on the doctriorethe duty
which they present: frequently it is necessary fiagoother
inspired sentences, and set them side by sidethatliirst, in
order to get the truth in its full, rounded completss. When
the Tempter quoted certain Scriptures to our Lok
answered, “It is written again.” (Matthew 4:7) élplausible
word in its isolation was but a fragment, and otlerds must
be brought to stand beside it to give it its trueamng.

Many mistaken conceptions of the doctrine of prayene
from this superficial reading of the Scriptures.neOperson
finds the words, “Ask, and it shall be given yo@Matthew
7:7) and, searching no farther, he concludes tadids a key
for the unlocking of all God’s storehouses; he gahanything
he wants. But he soon discovers that the ansvweer®tcome
as he expected; and he becomes discouraged, ahdpper
loses faith in prayer. The simple fact is, thas ttvord of
Christ standing alone does not contain the fulthtrabout
prayer. “It is written again.” He must read maoleeply, and,
gathering all our Lord’s sayings on this subjecinbine them
in one complete statement. There are conditionghi®
general promise. The word “ask” must be carefd#fined by
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other Scriptures; and, when this is done, the stan¢ stands
true, infallible, and faithful.

One of the ofttimes forgotten conditions of allgrand
acceptable prayer is the final reference of evergird and
importunity to the divine will. After all our fdw, sincerity,
and importunity, our requests must still be leftGod, with
confidence that He will do what is best. For haawee know
that the thing we ask would really be a blessingugoif it
came? Surely God knows better than we can knod;tlae
only sure and safe thing to do is to express osireeavith
earnestness and faith, and then leave the mattdisihands.
It is thus that we are taught, in all the Scripgyt® make our
prayers to God.

But do we quite understand this? Is it not sonmgtimore
profound than many of us think? It is not mereersil
acquiescence after the request has been refusedy su
acquiescence may be stoical and obstinate, or ¥ bwa
despairing and hopeless; and neither temper idrtiee one.
To ask according to God’s will is to have the cdefice,
when we make our prayer, that God will grant itasslin His
wisdom He knows that refusal or some different arstan
the one we seek will be better for us; in whichecag pledge
ourselves to take the refusal or the other answeha right
thing for us.

If we understood this, it would remove many of the
perplexities which lie about the doctrine of prayerd its
answer. We pray earnestly, and do not receive wieaask.
In our bitter disappointment we say, “Has not Godnuised,
that, if we ask, we shall receive?” Yes; but I@knoment at
the history of prayer. Jesus himself prayed thatdup of His
agony — the betrayal, the trial, the ignominy, tnecifixion,
and all that nameless and mysterious woe that &k lof
these obvious pains and sorrows — might pass, ahi gid
not pass. Paul prayed that the thorn in his flesght be
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removed, yet it was not removed. All along thetasas,
mothers have been agonizing in prayer over theingly
children, crying to God that they might live andeawvhile
they were praying, the shadow deepened over thaotte
little hearts fluttered into the stillness of deatAll through
the Christian years, crushed souls, under heavgsero of
sorrow or shame, have been crying, “How long, OdLdrow
long?” (See Psalm 6:3; 90:13; Habakkuk 1:2; Rdimia
6:10) and the only answer has been a little modz@do the
burden, another thorn in the crown.

Are not our prayers answered, then, at all? Gdytainey
are. Not a word that goes faith-winged up to Gailsfto
receive attention and answer. But ofttimes thewvanghat
comes is not relief, but the spirit of acquiescentésod’s
will. The prayer many, many times only draws ttemtbling
suppliant closer to God. The cup did not pass friw
Master, but His will was brought into such perfactord with
the Father’s, that His piteous cries for reliefddi@way in a
refrain of sweet, peaceful yielding. The thorn wast
removed, but Paul was enabled to keep it and forgetglad
acquiescence in his Lord’s refusal. The child mid recover,
but the king was helped to rise, wash away hissteand
worship God.

We are not to think, then, that every burden we@Gs# to
remove, He will surely remove, nor that every favawe
crave, He will bestow. He has never promised tHiBhis is
the confidence that we have in him, that, if we asl thing
according to his will, he heareth us.” (1 Johr4%:linto the
very heart of the prayer which our Lord gave, sgyitfter
this manner therefore pray ye,” (Matthew 6:9) He the
petition, “Thy will be done.” (verse 10) Listegnat the
garden-gate to the Master’'s own most earnest stgtjgn, we
hear, amid all the agonies of His wrestling, therdso
“Nevertheless, not as | will, but as thou wilt.”Mé#tthew
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26:39)

The Supreme wish in our praying should not, them, b
merely to get the relief we desire. This wouldtbeut our
own will before God’s, and to leave no place fos Miisdom
to decide what is best. We are to say, “This éesrvery
clear to me: | would like to have it granted; yehnot decide
for myself, for I am not wise enough, and | puinto Thy
hand. If it be Thy will, grant me my request ifthgraciously
withhold it from me, and help me sweetly to acqoggsfor
Thy way must be the best.”

For example: your health is broken. It is rightptay for
its restoration; but running all through your masrnest
supplication, should be the songful, trustful, “idetheless,
not as | will, but as thou wilt.” You are a mothand are
struggling in prayer over a sick child. God wikwer blame
you for the strength of your maternal affectiony ar the
clasping, clinging love that holds your darlingyiour bosom
and pleads to keep it. Love is right: mother-lessr@ght, and,
of all things on earth, is like the love of God'sro heart.
Prayer is right, too, no matter how intense andormmate;
yet, amid all your agony of desire, it should be Hupreme,
the ruling wish, subduing and softening all of mats wild
anguish, and bringing every thought and feelingo int
subjection, that God’s will may be done.

“Not as | will: “— the sound grows sweet
Each time my lips the words repeat.
“Not as | will:" the darkness feels
More safe than light, when this thought steals
Like whispered voice to calm and bless
All unrest and all loneliness.
“Not as | will,” because the One
Who loved us first and best has gone
Before us on the road, and still
For us must all His love fulfil,—

“Not as we will.”
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The groundwork of this acquiescence is our confidein
the love and wisdom of God. He is our Father, vatha
father’s tender affection, and yet with infinitesgom, so that
He can neither err nor be unkind. He has a plaruso He
carries us in His heart and in His thought. Thagh we, in
our ignorance, desire, might in the end work usagik the
things from which we shrink may carry rich blessrfgr us;
so we should not dare to choose for ourselves whatlife
experiences shall be. The best thing possibleusoin this
world is always what God wills for us. To have awn way
rather than His, is to mar the beauty of His thdumgimcerning
us.

The highest attainment in prayer is this layingafour
requests at God's feet for His disposal. The hsgheach of
faith is loving, intelligent consecration of all olife to the
will of God.

“Laid on thine altar, O my Lord divine!
Accept this gift to-day, for Jesus’ sake.
| have no jewels to adorn Thy shrine,
Nor any world-famed sacrifice to make:
But here | bring within my trembling hand
This will of mine, — a thing that seemeth small;
And Thou alone, O Lord! canst understand
How, when | yield Thee this, | yield mine all.

Hidden therein, Thy searching gaze can see
Struggles of passion, visions of delight,

All that | have or am or fain would be, —
Deep loves, fond hopes, and longings infinite.

It hath been wet with tears, and dimmed with sighs,
Clenched in my grasp till beauty it hath none:

Now from thy footstool, where it vanquished lies,
The prayer ascendeth, ‘May Thy will be done.’

Take it, O Father! ere my courage fail,
And merge it so in thine own will, that e’en,
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If in some desperate hour my cries prevail,

And Thou give back; my gift, it may have been
So changed, so purified, so fair have grown,

So one with Thee, so filled with peace divine,
I may not know or feel it as mine own,

But, gaining back my will, may find it thine.”

When a beautiful life hangs trembling in the baanwe
should not, with all our loving yearning, dare tboose
whether it shall be spared to us, or carried holkvhen some
great hope of our heart is about to be taken freywe should
not dare settle the question whether we shallilpse keep it.
We do not know that it would be best. At least,kmew that
God has a perfect plan for our life, marked outhlsyinfinite
wisdom; and surely we should not say that whatwith our
limited wisdom, might prefer, would be better thahat He
wants us to be.
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CHAPTER VI.
GOD’S RESERVE OF GOODNESS.

God never gives all He has to give. The time neoenes
when He has nothing more to bestow. We never réaeh
best in divine blessings: there is always sometlhieter yet
to come. Every door that opens into a treasurpwé shows
another door into another treasury beyond. Thewealed is
ever better than the revealed. We need not fedarwh shall
ever come to the end of God’s goodness, or to apgreence
for which He will have no blessing ready.

Yet the divine goodness is not emptied out in hedpsur
feet when we first start in faith’s pathway; ratliteis kept in
reserve for us until we need it, and is then disedr The
Scriptures speak of God’s great goodneskaiasup for them
that fear Him. This is the divine method, bothpirovidence
and in grace. We think of one gathering food imgltr
summer days, when the harvests are golden, whefruite
hang on bending boughs, when the hillsides arel@umih
their vintage, and laying up for winter’'s use, whae fields
shall be bleak, and the trees and vines bare. €himk of a
father gathering riches, and securing them in defgosits or
investments for his children when they shall grqw o God
has laid up goodness for His people.

God laid up goodness in the creation and preparaifo
the earth. Before man was made, God was fittingthig
globe to be his home, storing in mountain, hilld giain, in
water, air, and soil, and in all nature’s treasyriupplies for
every human need. We think, for example, of the bads of
coal laid up among earth’s strata since, in ordat dur homes
might be warmed and brightened in these later ciestuof
the iron, silver, gold, and other metals secretethé veins of
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the rocks; of the medicinal and healing virtuegesian leaf,
root, fruit, bark, and mineral; and of all the lstdorces and
properties lodged in nature, to be called out ftome to time
to minister to human wants. No sane and sensilale will

say that all this was accidental: it was divineethought that
laid up all this goodness for the welfare of Gazhddren.

The same is true of spiritual provision. In the@oant of
His love, in the infinite ages of the past, Godllap goodness
for men. Redemption was no afterthought: it wasnpéd
before the foundation of the world. Then Christ, His
incarnation, obedience, sufferings, and death,dpidoodness
for His people. We sometimes forget, while wequill our
heads on the promises of God, and rest secure en
atonement, and enjoy all the blessings of redempitd the
hopes of glory, what these things cost our Redeenmethose
long years of poverty, those sharp days of temptatihose
keen hours of agony, He was laying up treasurdsiessing
and glory for us. There is not a hope or a jopwf Christian
faith that does not come to us out of the treassi@®d away
by our Redeemer during the years of His humiliatowl the
hours of His agony.

But all this goodness was laid up. The treasuree wot
all opened at the beginning. This is true, bothature and in
grace. So far as we know, there has been notlangcneated
since the beginning, but there has been a contsuadession
of developments of hidden treasures and powerseet ithe
new needs of the multiplying and advancing rackus] when
fuel began to grow scarce, the vast coal-beds diso®vered.
They were not created then for the emergency: losigre,
they had been “laid up,” but the storehouse way dmén
opened to meet the world’s want. So, when matéoralight
was in danger of exhaustion, the reservoirs oflaig hidden
in reserve, were opened. And in these recent dags, are
discovering the powers of electricity, not a newation, but
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an energy which has flowed silent and unperceitealigh all
space from the beginning, only to become availablthese
later days. Human need is the key that unlocks
Storehouses of God’s provision for the childremnain.

In spiritual things, the method is the same. TileeBible
for illustration. It is a great treasury of resesvblessing.
There has not been a chapter, a line, a word, atddiédince
the pen of inspiration wrote the final Amen; yetepyv new
generation finds new things in the Holy Book. Tisigrue in
all individual experience. As children we studg tBible, and
con its words; but many of the precious senten@& mo
meaning for us. The light, the comfort, or thephi there,
but we do not see it: indeed, we cannot see il wdihave
larger experience, and a fuller sense of need. aRime the
rich truths of the Bible seem to hide away, refggim disclose
to us their meaning. We read them in sunny yduoti do not
discover the blessing or help that is in them. rifix@ move
on into the midst of the struggles, trials, andflicis of real
life, and new senses begin to reveal themselvéseifiamiliar
sentences. Promises that seemed pale before, vasttén
with invisible ink, begin to glow with rich meaning
Experience reveals their preciousness. Every @dmisvho
has lived many years, and passed through trialssandgles,
knows how texts with which he has been familiarnfro
childhood, but in which he has never before foung special
help, all at once, in some new experience of ned¢dad, flash
out, like newly lighted lamps, and pour bright bsampon his
path. The light was not new: it had shone ther¢hal while;
but he could not see it until now because otherntdigvere
shining about him, obscuring this one.

Most personal knowledge of the Bible has to benledrn
this way. The words lie in our memory, and thergeaome
and go, with their experiences. The light of hun@nwanes;
health gives way; disappointment comes; sorrow Kerea
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upon us; some human trust fails; the sunlight tiawved
about us yesterday has gone out, and our patinldgrkness.
Then the words of God that have lain so long in @M
without apparent brightness, flush out like heaydalmps,
and pour their welcome radiance all about us. iiose
words have no light in them before? Yes: the lavese
shining all the while; but our eyes did not disceire
brightness until this world’s lamps went out, ahdrew dark
about us. The goodness was laid up, reservedwatrieeded
it.

God’s storehouses of spiritual truth never are efddn us
until we really need their blessing. They are pthcso to
speak, along our life path, the right supply at tight point.
By the plan of God, in every desert there are qaddabe foot
of each sharp, steep hill, there are alpenstoakslifmbing; in
every dark gorge, there are lighted lamps; at ewtrgam,
there is a bridge. But we find none of theseatdl come to the
place where we need them. And why should we? Mot
be soon enough to see the bridge when we stanchdy t
stream? Will it not be soon enough, when it gralask, for
the lamps to shine out? Will it not be soon engwghen the
larder is empty, for God to send bread?

The storehouse in which God’s goodness is laid up i
found always at the point of need. Take a proraisevo for
illustration: “In the time of trouble, he shall leidne in his
pavilion.” (Psalm 27:5) It is very clear that wantot get this
promise when we are in joy and safety, but only wive are
in peril. “When thou passeth through the watersyill be
with thee.” (Isaiah 43:2) This goodness is laidmughe midst
of the wild waves, and cannot be found in any sufielg.
“Leave thy fatherless children; | will preserve ihalive: and
let thy widows trust in me.” (Jeremiah 49:11) Tpi®mise
can never come to the tender wife when she leanshen
strong arm of her husband, nor to the happy childwben
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they cluster about the living, loving father's kne# can be
found only by the dark coffin or by the grave ofdo it lies

hidden amid the desolation of sorrow. Thus, theindi

treasuries are placed in the midst of the very sidleeinselves,
and we cannot get the help or the comfort until stend

within the circle of the need.

Many a mother, when she reads how some other @nrist
mother bore herself with sweet resignation when ¢teld
died, says, “I could not give upy child in that way: | have
not grace enough to do it.” But why should sheehauch
grace now? It will be time enough when she needJhat
supply can be gotten at only when she is in thestmid the
experience. While the child lives, the mother'sydis not
sorrow, not submission, but rather, with lovingefity, to
train her child for this life, and for the life bayd; and for this
duty, the mother will receive all needful graceslife seeks it
in faith. Then, if death comes to her child, gradk be given,
enabling her to meet the bereavement, and sweetytmit
to God'’s disclosed will.

Many people dread death, and fear that they camrnev
meet it with triumph; but God does not give graneuwgh for
victorious dying when one’s duty is to live. Hevgs then
grace for living, grace for honesty, grace for liye grace for
heroism in life’s battle: then, when death comebemvlife’s
work is finished, and the hour comes for the departHe will
give dying grace. The storehouse in whilsat supply is laid
up, is found only in the valley of shadows; and ca@not get
the prepared and reserved goodness until we contheto
experience to which it is pre-eminently suited. eTiest of
God’s goodness is laid up in heaven: hence, to @sizn,
death is always a glorious gain. A poet representsfirst
parent as trembling when he thought of the sumggtite first
day of his life, and of night's coming. It seemedhim, that
only calamity could result to this fair world. Buto his

41



amazement, when the sun went down softly and Silent
thousands of brilliant stars flashed out, and lareation
infinitely widened in his view. The night revealé&a more
than it hid. Instead of fly, flower, and leaf, whithe sun’s
beams showed, the darkness unveiled all the glerohs of
the sky. So, similarly, we shun and dread dedtlseems to
be only darkness, and seems to hide the lovelygshion
which our eyes have looked; but, in reality, itlwéveal far
more than it hides. If it shuts our eyes to thieli perishing
things of earth, it will unveil to us the splendswf eternity.
The best things are laid up in heaven, and can baljhad
when we pass through death’s gate into the Fathetse.

Thus, this principle of reserved goodness runsuinoall
God’s economy. Blessings are laid up, and arengigeus as
we need them. Every experience brings to us its stare.
Sorrow comes; but, veiled in the sorrow, the ammjelomfort
comes too. It grows dark, but then the lamps ofhpse shine
out. Losses are met, but there is a divine se¢begtchanges
loss into gain. A bitter cup is given, but it pesvto be
medicine for our soul. Death comes, and seemsrilleof all
but, lo! it is only the beginning of life; for ieads us away
from empty shadows to eternal realities.
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CHAPTER VILI.

THE BLESSING OF NOT GETTING.

“The good we hoped to gain has failed us. Well,
We do not see the ending; and the boon

May wait us down the ages, — who can tell? —
And bless us amply soon.

In God'’s eternal plan, a month, a year,
Is but an hour of some slow April day,
Holding the germs of what we hope and fear
To blossom far away.”

There is one class of mercies and blessings of hwive
are not sufficiently ready to take note. These theethings
that God keeps from us. We recount, with more ess |
gratitude, the good gifts that we receive from Hioj there
are many blessings that consist in oo receiving. In one of
Miss Havergal's bright flashes of spiritual trutthe quotes
these words of Moses to the Israelites: “As foreth@e Lord
thy God hath not suffered thee so to do.” (Deutenoyp
18:14) Then she adds, “What a stepping-stone! dgiVe
thanks, often with a tearful, doubtful voice, faurcspiritual
mercies positive; but what an almost infinite fighekre is for
mercies negative! We cannot even imagine all Gad has
suffered usot to do,not to be.” There is no doubt that very
many of the Lord’s greatest kindnesses are showsgaving us
from unseen and unsuspected perils, and in kedpomg us
things that we desire, but which would surely washarm
instead of blessing, were we to receive them.

There was a trifling accident to a railway traineoday,
which caused an hour’'s delay. One lady on then treas
greatly excited. The detention would cause hemiss the
steamer, and her friends would be disappointedemtorning
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when she should fail to arrive. That night theaster on
which she so eagerly wished to embark was burnethd¢o
water’s edge, and nearly all on board perishedr félding of
grieved disappointment was changed to one of grhapehise
to God for the strange deliverance He had wrougi#.
carriage drove rapidly to a station one afterngast as the
train rolled away: it contained a gentleman and famsily.
They manifested much annoyance and impatience at th
failure to be in time. Important engagements famarrow
could not now be met. Sharp words were spokenhé t
coachman; for the fault was his, as he had beemiantes
late in appearing. An angry scowl was on the gemn’s
face, as he drove homeward again. All the evehiegvas
sullen and unhappy. In the next morning’s papersdad an
account of a terrible bridge accident on the rajwdhe train
he had been so anxious to take, and so annoyedssing)
had carried many of its sleeping passengers tarébleodeath.
The feeling of bitter vexation and sullen anger westantly
changed to one of thanksgiving. In both these cake
goodness of God was shown in not suffering hisdeéi to do
what they considered essential to their happinessaxess.
These are typical illustrations. In almost evefg there
are similar deliverances at some time or otherughonot
always so remarkable or so apparent. There isysomo has
carefully and thoughtfully observed the courseisfdwn life,
who cannot recall many instances in which providént
interferences and disappointments have proved ibgssn
the end, saving him from calamity or loss, or biriggto him
better things than those which they took out ofdresp. We
make our plans with eager hope and expectatiotingetur
hearts on things which seem to us most radiantveorthy:
then God steps in, and sets these plans of oude,asi
substituting others of his own, which seem desitract We
submit, perhaps sullenly, with rebellious hearseeéms to us a
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sore adversity; but in a little while we learn tltaé strange
interference, over which we struggled so painfuilgd were
so sorely perplexed, was one of God’s loving thasighlis
way of saving us from peril or loss. If He had usthave our
own way, pain or sorrow would have been the inéléta
result. He blessed us by not permitting us toslwe wished.

Who can tell from how many unseen and unsuspected
dangers he is every day delivered? When a passangezs
at the end of a stormy voyage, he is thankful é&scue from
peril; but when the voyage is quiet, without tentp@sangry
billow, he does not feel the same gratitude. ¥Ydty is not
his preservation even more remarkable in this ¢haa in
that? He has been kept not only from danger imntiaad
apparent, but also from terror or anxiety. In dd-tome
gathering of clergymen, one of them asked the stteunite
with him in thanksgiving to God for a signal delimace on
his way to the meeting. On the edge of a perilmgipice
his horse had stumbled, and only the good handaoaf &ad
saved him from being hurled to death. Anothergstaran
asked that thanks might be given also for his spittater
deliverance: he had come over the same dangerads and
his horse had not even stumbled. Surely, he vghs: ine had
still greater cause for thankfulness than the otligach of our
lives is one unbroken succession of such delivemand here
is not a moment when possible danger is not imntinéfet
we too often forget God’s mercy in saving us fratpasure to
perils. We thank Him for sparing us in the midstlite’s
accidents, but do not thank Him for keeping us evem the
alarm and shock of accident.

Passing into the realm of spiritual experiences, fibld is
equally large. God is continually blessing us bffexing us
not to do certain things which we greatly desiredto He
thwarts our worldly ambitions, because to permitauachieve
them would be to suffer our souls to be lost oricsesty
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harmed. One man desires worldly prosperity, butignevery
effort in that direction he is defeated. He speaziisis failures
as misfortunes, and wonders why it is that othen,niess
industrious and less conscientious, succeed so rbetier
than he. He even intimates that God’s ways areenotl.
But, no doubt, the very disappointments over wielgrieves
are in reality the richest of blessings. God kndhat the
success of his plans would be fatal to the highterésts of
his spiritual life. The best blessing God can destipon him
is to suffer him not to prosper in his plan to gathiches, and
to attain ease. The same is true of all other muamabitions.
To let men have what they want, would be to opengtites of
ruin and death for them. What they hunger fornkimg it
bread, is but a cold stone. The path that to #s seems to
be strewn with flowers, and to lead to a paradisdull of
thorns, and leads to darkness and death. Thestkivey crave
and cry for, thinking to find sweet satisfactiontirem, when
gotten at last prove to be but bitter ashes.

“l think God sometimes sends what we have cried for
Year after year in vain,

To prove to us how poor the things we’ve sighed for
And how beset with pain.

The human heart can know no greater trial
Than comes with this confession,

That the continued sorrow of denial
Was better than possession.”

Sometimes the ways of God do seem hard. Our fondes
hopes are crushed: our fairest joys fade like sunflowers.
The desires of our hearts are withheld from us; ifete are
God’s children, we cannot doubt that in every ohghese
losses or denials a blessing is hidden. Right ereget a
glimpse into the mystery of many unanswered prayérge
things we seek would not work us good in the end,dvil.

The things we plead to have removed, are esseotialur
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highest interests. Health is supposed to be bdtian
sickness, but there comes a time when God’s kirsdwikbe
most wisely shown by denying us health. He neakes
pleasure in causing us to suffer; He is touchedurysorrows;
every grief and pain of ours He feels. Yet He Bws too
well to give us things that would harm us, or targpus the
trial that is needful for our spiritual good. ItiMbe seen in the
end, that many of the very richest blessings ofoall lives
have come to us through God’s denials, His withimgisl or
His shattering of our hopes and joys. When wecatked to
be Christians, we are not promised earthly ease and
possession. True, we are told that we shall bes beia great
legacy, — “heirs of God, and joint-heirs with Cliyis
(Romans 8:17) — but our legacy is not such as methis
world bequeath in their wills to their children.o be “joint
heirs with Christ,” implies that we must first shawith Him
His life of self-denial and sacrifice before we chacome
partakers with Him in the joys and glories of Hiakation.

“My share! To-day men call it grief and death;
| see the joy and life to-morrow;
| thank our Father with my every breath
For this sweet legacy of sorrow;
And through my tears | call to each, ‘Joint heir
With Christ, make haste to ask him for thy share!™

We should never forget that the object of all dévoulture
is to sanctify us, and make us vessels meet foiMaster's
use. To this high and glorious end, present pleasund
gratification must ofttimes be sacrificed. Thisthe true key
to all the mysteries of Providence. Any thing tiéders
entire consecration to Christ is working its haang though it
be our tenderest joy, it had better be taken awiayone of
Miss Havergal's poems she tells of one who had emdke
Master’s service, but who could not yield the fukkasure that
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other lives could bring, because the Master ha@mgiter a
charge to keep, —

“Atiny hand, a darling hand, that traced
On her heart’s tablet words of golden love;
And there was not much room for other lines.”

Jesus wished her to do larger, wider work for Him,
gather not one new gem, but many, for His crown.

“And so He came:
The Master came Himself, and gently took
The little hand in His, and gave it room
Among the angel harpers. Jesus came,
And laid his own hand on the quivering heart,
And made it very still, that He might write
Invisible words of power, — free to serve!
“Then through the darkness and the chill He sent
A heat-ray of His love, developing
The mystic writing, till it glowed and shone,
And lit up all her life with radiance new, —
The happy service of a yielded heart.”

This is but one illustration of a discipline thatgoing on
all the while in the lives of Christ’s disciplefrayer is not
always granted, even when the heart clings withiebbl
affection to its most precious joy. Nothing mugtder our
consecration. We should never think first of widt give us
joy or comfort, but of what will work out God’s holwill in
us, and fit us for doing the service for Him whidbe wants us
to render. Pain is ofttimes better for us tharaglee, loss
than gain, sorrow than joy, disaster than deliveean Faith
should know that God’s withholdings from us when dtes
not give what we ask, are richer blessings thanewés to
open to us all the treasure-houses at whose damstamd and
knock with so great vehemence. Our unansweredepay
have just as real and as blessed answer as thosk lring
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what we seek.
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CHAPTER VIILI.

“ AFTERWARD.”

“Let us leave God alone!
Why should | doubt He will explain in time
What | feel now, but fail to find the words?”
Robert Browning.

There is a wondrous power of explanation in “aftemy’
Things do not seem to us today as they will seemotoow.
This is the key which the Scriptures give us fa solution of
the strange mystery of affliction. “No chastenifay the
present seemeth to be joyous, but grievous: neslegh
afterward it yieldeth the peaceable fruit of righieness.”
(Hebrews 12:11) There are many things in God’s wii
His people which, at the time, are dark and obsdurewhich
the future makes clear and plain. Today's heawuads
tomorrow are gone; and under the bright shininghef sun,
and the deep blue of the sky, the flowers are svetite grass
is greener, and all life is more beautiful. Todayears
tomorrow are turned to lenses through which eyas, mb
longer, see far into the clear heavens, and belio&
kindliness and radiance of God’s face.

One reason for the present obscurity of life is our
ignorance, our limited knowledge. We know now ofily
part:” we see only in “a glass [mirror] darkly.” @orinthians
13:12) We have learned merely the rudiments, arthat
understand the more advanced and abstruse thiAgeoy
enters a school, and the teacher puts into his hataeek
book, — a New Testament, we will say, — and asks to
read from the page before him; but he cannot make evord
of it; he does not know even the alphabet; it ipage of
hieroglyphics to him. But the years roll on: helkgs himself
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with diligence to the study of the language, andpagient
degrees masters it. The day of his graduation spara the
teacher again places in his hand the same pagetuiated
and perplexed him on the day of his entrances é&liplain to
him now; he reads it with ease, and readily undeds every
word; he sees beauty in every line. Every senteocgains
some golden truth. Itis a page of St. John’s @bgpe words
are those that fell from the lips of Christ Himselhd are full
of love, of wisdom, of heavenly instruction. Asteads them,
they thrill his soul, and fill his heart with warintand joy.
Every line is bright now with the hidden fires obs love.
Riper knowledge has cleared away all the mystend a
unlocked the precious treasures.

We are all scholars in God's school. The book of
providence is written in a language we do not yetaustand;
but the passing years, with their experiences, gbriper
knowledge, and, as we learn more and more, thefypain
mysteries vanish. When we stand, at length, aetiteof our
school-days, the old, confusing pages will be péaid clear to
us, as childhood’s earliest lessons, though hatleatime, are
afterward to ripe, manly wisdom. Then we shall thee every
perplexed line held a golden lesson of wisdom far lrearts,
and that the book of providence is but another of’'& many
testaments of love.

In one of George Macdonald’s poems\ithin and
Without: Part IV: A Dramatic Poem a little child runs to her
father, as he sits absorbed in his mental confliatsl asks,
“Father, what is poetry?” — “ One of the most b&authings
that God has ever made,” he replies. He opensog, land
shows her some poetry. She looks at it eagerlyalshadow
comes over her face, and she says, “I do not tthiak is so
pretty.” He then reads aloud some verses, anddhding
pleases her; but still she cannot understand hoetrypas
beautiful. Her mother is beautiful, the flowersdaihe stars
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are beautiful; but poetry is not like any of thesed she
cannot see the beauty in it. Then her father tedls she
cannot understand until she is older, but thatvali¢hen find
out for herself, and will love poetry well.

But the father’s lesson was more for his own putteart
than for his child’s. He, too, must wait until had grown
older and wiser, and then he would see the beautphld not
now see in God'’s strange providence.

We are all like little children. God writes in goewhich,
no doubt, is very beautiful, as His eyes look upipand read
its sentences; but we must, wait, to learn morerkefve can
read the precious truths and golden thoughts wiech the
lines. In our sorrows and disappointments, good nmme to
us, and tell us that the Lord doeth all things wislat there is
some blessing for us in every bitter cup; that stenge
answers we get to our prayers are the very besgghof
God’s love, though so disguised. We open the Bihel we
find there the same assurances; but we cannohsd®dssing,
the good, the love, in the painful and perplexingeziences
of our lives. To our dim eyes, all is darknesg] anr faith is
well-nigh staggered. Then our Lord’s word comesui)
“What | do, thou knowest not now; but thou shaltown
hereafter.” (John 13:7) *“Afterward” is the key.o93ibly in
this world, certainly in the great “hereafter” oédven, we
shall see that every providence of God, even toeigences
that were painful, and that seemed adverse, méesdibg and
good. No doubt, we shall see, too, that many efribhest
blessings of our lives, as they stand in radianghbness
before Christ’'s face, have come from the experientet
were most painful and most unwelcome.

“This life is one; and in its warp and woof

There runs a thread of gold that glitters fair,

And sometimes in the pattern shows most sweet
Where there are sombre colors.”
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Another reason why many of God’s ways seem so g#ran
to us, is because we see them only in their incetapess.
We must wait until they are finished before we dalty
understand God’s intention in them, or see the tyaaat is in
His thought. We stand by the sculptor’'s block whenis
busy upon it with mallet and chisel, and to our #y&ppears
rough, with no lines of beauty; but we see it afnd, when it
is unveiled to the world, and it seems almost teatire, so
perfect is the finished statue. A building is gpirp. There is
now but an unsightly excavation, with piles of gsntimbers,
and iron columns lying all about in confusion: aiftard,
however, we return, and a fine structure standerbebur
eyes, noble and majestic. Neither the statue r®rmthlding
was beautiful in its incompleteness. At presentsee God's
work in us and for us only in the process, nottefinished
state: when it is complete, we shall understand whyas
done in this way or in that.

“As when some workers, toiling at a loom,
Having but little portions of the roll

Of some huge fabric, cannot see the whole,

And note but atoms, wherein they entomb —

As objects fade in evening'’s first grey gloom —
The large design, from which each trifling dole
But goes to make the long much-wished-for goal,
So do we seek to penetrate the doom

That lies so heavily upon our life,

And strive to learn the whole that there must be;
For each day has its own completed piece.

The whole awaits us, where no anxious strife
Can mar completeness: here but God'’s eyes see
What death shall show us when our life shall céase.

The marble might complain of the strokes, whichnsee
only to cut it away, wasting its substance; but miee statue
stands forth, the marvel and admiration of all eyesvould
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complain no longer. The vine might cry out undae t
sharpness of the pruning-knife, as many of itssfir@anches
are removed; but when it hangs laden with purplsters, its
cry of pain would become a song of joy.

“Now, the pruning, sharp, unsparing,
Scattered blossom, bleeding shoot;
Afterward, the plenteous bearing

Of the Master’s pleasant fruit.”

Most things look different when viewed from diffate
points and in different lights. Events and experes do not
appear the same when we are in the midst of thatha#ter
we have passed through and beyond them. The \aéer,
however, is the truest. This is especially soifefd sorrows:
as we endure them, they are grievous; but aftertverdruits
of peace appear. In the Canton of Bern, in thesSwi
Oberland, a mountain stream rushes in a torrenarwhe
valley, as if it would carry destruction to thelages below;
but, leaping from the sheer precipice of nearlyennundred
feet, it is caught in the clutch of the winds, aifted down in
fine, soft spray, whose benignant showering coteesfields
with perpetual green. So sorrow comes, a dastomgrit,
threatening to destroy us; but by the breath of' &8girit it is
changed as it falls, and pours its soft, gentlevgns upon our
hearts, bedewing our withering graces, and leauiiof
blessings upon our whole life.

We should learn to trust God, even when the hour is
darkest. The morning will surely come, and inlight the
things that alarm us now will appear in friendlypeast; and in
the forms we have dreaded so much, we shall sebethign
face of Jesus as He comes to us in love. The pingg of
our hearts are but the preparation for fruitfulne3sie black
clouds that appear so portentous of evil passdayihg only
gentle rain, which renews all the life, and chandesert to
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garden.

“What shall thine ‘afterward’ be, O Lord?
| wonder, and wait to see

(While to Thy chastening hand | bow)

What peaceable fruit may be ripening now, —
Ripening fast for me.”

55



CHAPTER IX.

THE BLESSEDNESS OF LONGING.

“For God loves to be longed for, He loves to begshu

For He sought us Himself with such longing ancelov

He died for desire of us, marvellous thought!

And He yearns for us now to be with Him above.”
FABER.

At first thought, a condition of longing would seeambe
undesirable, and far from blessedness. Longingyesig
unhappiness, discontent, the absence of that pedweh
seems to us to represent the loftiest state oséthsess, and
the highest ideal of the life of faith. To havé@lr longings
satisfied, we are apt to regard as the most désitalbman
condition. Yet, when we think more deeply of ite know
that there is a blessedness in longing. Our poetsis are
true: —

“Of all the myriad moods of mind

That through the soul come thronging,
Which one was e’er so dear, so kind,

So beautiful as longing?”

If this appear too strong, we have to rememberdhatof
our Lord’s beatitudes was for those who long. ®Blkd are
they which do hunger and thirst after righteousnéssthey
shall be filled.” (Matthew 5:6) Longing is, thea,healthful
state; one that has an upward look, and has th&igpeoof
spiritual enriching. Satisfaction with one’s ati@ents or
achievements in any line, but especially in spalifife and in
personal holiness, is not an encouraging conddiwh may be
unhealthful, even a mark of incipient decay.

Probably the most perfect piece of marble ever ghoby
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human hands is the statue of the Christ by Thorsesid
Those who have seen it in the Metropolitan Churth
Copenhagen say that the whole light of the storhefGospel
seems to stream down upon them from the stoneegsidbk
at it. The artist wrought a long while upon itdanith intense
joy and enthusiasm; but when at last the statuecoampleted,
a deep melancholy settled over him. When askedehgon
for this, he said that his genius was decaying.eréHis my
statue of Christ: it is the first of my works witthich | have
ever felt satisfied. Till now my ideal has alwalysen far
beyond what | could execute, but it is no longer Isshall
never have a great idea again.” To Thorwaldsetigfaetion
with his work was the sure indication of the limuf
achievement. He felt that he would grow no moexanse
there was now no longing in his soul for anythimgtér.

In all life this law applies. In the physical realhunger is
a mark of health, and the want of appetite procadisease.
So the mind grows through longing. The doors ajdedge
are opened to the student’'s eye, giving a glimpkehe
boundless fields that stretch in all directionsi @noducing a
craving, a hunger to know, which leads him to seeth
eagerness for the rich treasures of wisdom, So Emghis
mind-hunger continues, the quest for knowledge edttinue,
and ever new stores will be discovered; but, whenelie
hunger ceases, mental growth is at an end, anchiheé has
gained and passed its best achievements.

In spiritual life the same is true. There is noathcso
hopeful as longing. The highest state is one afgeu and
thirst, intense desire for more life, more holineasre power,
closer communion with God, more of the divine ligss in
the soul. The Gospel promises rest to those whnecto
Christ. Peace was one of the benedictions theo8aieft for
His people. Contentment is one of the graces angl
enjoined upon the Christian, but spiritual hungsr not
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incompatible with either peace or contentment. isltnot
unrest; it is not anxiety or worry; it is not murrng
discontent: it is deep longing for more and everanaf all
blessings, — calmer rest, sweeter peace, more gperfe
contentment, with richer heart-fulness of Chrisitl anore and
more of all the gifts of the Spirit. It is depidten the Psalms
as an intense thirst for God, not the bitter cranefunforgiven
soul for mercy, but the deep, passionate yearniray loving
spirit for closer, fuller, richer, more satisfyingbmmunion
with God Himself. We find it in the life of the gatest of the
apostles, who, wherever we see him, on whateveamnad
height, is still pressing on, with unsatisfied lorg and
guenchless ardor, toward loftier summits and madiant
peaks, crying ever for more intimate knowledge bfi&, and
more and more of the fulness of God. The idealdilAn life
is one of insatiable thirst, never pausing in amgon of
spiritual content, but ever wooed on by visionsnefv joys
and attainments.

The absence of this longing tells of the cessatdn
spiritual growth. Longing is the very soul of alle prayer. If
we desire nothing more, we will ask nothing mokenging is
the empty hand reached out to receive new gifts fn@aven;
it is the heart’'s cry which God hears with accepganand
answers with more and more; it is the ascendingelatigat
climbs the starry ladder to return on the sameardditairway
with blessings from God’'s very throne; it is theyktnat
unlocks new storehouses of divine goodness andhemeant;
it is the bold navigator that ventures out on untneeas, and
discovers new continents; it is indeed, nothing l#san the
very life of God in the human soul, struggling tow up in us
into the fulness of the stature of Christ. Longiisgthe
transfiguring spirit which purifies these dull, gdy lives of
ours, and changes them little by little into theimk image.
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“The thing we long for, that we are
For one transcendent moment;”

and continued longing after the good lifts us ufo ithe
good. The heavenly ideal ever kept before the mamt
longed after with intensity of desire, carves itselthe soul.
As Lowell says again, —

“Longing is God’s fresh, heavenward will
With our poor earthward striving;

We quench it that we may be still
Content with merely living.

But, would we learn that heart’s full scope
Which we are hourly wronging,

Our lives must climb from hope to hope,
And realize our longing.”

The latter half of this stanza must not be overéabk If
longing is God’s angel to lead us heavenward, wetrallow
where the angel leads. Mere longing opens no gatkess us
to no heights, finds no rich treasures, discoveraew worlds.
Longing without action is a most unhealthy statesibut a
poor sentimental day-dreaming, which leaves thd soure
empty than ever when the dreams have vanishedgihgnto
be blessed, must become an inspiration. When Rapbvas
asked how he painted such wonderful pictures, he Sh
dream dreams, and see visioasd then | paint my dreams
and my visions.” With marvellous skill his hand wrought into
forms of radiant beauty the lovely creations of hiénd:
otherwise they would never have brightened the dvarith
their wondrous splendours. Longing not only seks t
heavenly visions, but is obedient to them, andesrio realize
them. It struggles up toward the excellence thates before
it: it seeks to attain the fine qualities whicla@mires. It is not
satisfied with good resolves, but sets forward t@kenthem
come true. When Joan of Arc was asked what visive
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supposed dwelt in her white standard that madeoit s
victorious, she replied, “I said to it, ‘Go boldgmong the
English,” and then | followed it myself.” The whitbanner
without “the lily-white maid” herself would have wono
victories. So, when we send out the white banokpire and
noble longings, we must be sure to follow them elwes, if
we would win the blessings which our hearts crave.

“I will not waste one breath of life in sighing;
For other ends has life been given to me, —
Duties and self-devotion, daily dying
Into a higher, better life with Thee,
My God, with Thee.”

Every longing should at once become an active isgir
the soul. The hand should instantly be reachedoopaint or
carve the beauty of which the heart dreams, andvfoch it
longs. Our longings should lead us into all path€£hristly
service and all heroic duty. Mere gazing heavedvadter the
ascended Christ, and waiting and watching for ldisirn, is
not the way to realize the blessed glory. Ther&osk to do
to prepare for His coming, and He will come soorest with
greatest joy to those who do most to advance Higdom.
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CHAPTER X.

THE COST AND WORTH OF SYMPATHY.

“If thou art blest,
Then let the sunshine of thy gladness rest
On the dark edge of each cloud that lies
Black in thy brother’s skies.
If thou art sad,
Still be thou in thy brother’s gladness glad.”
HAMILTON.

The true nature of sympathy is not always undetktias
more than tears, which often lie near the surfacel flow
easily at the touch of any external experiencemé&aoatures
are wonderfully sensitive to the expressions of goysorrow
in other lives. You stand before a cliff, and @sponsive echo
every sound that is made beside you comes backupear.
If a child cries, the cliff sobs back. The murnafia soft song
returns again, like a melody sung by some far-agiager.
The notes of speech come back echoing throughitherae
cliff is sensitive to every wave of sound, and mgs to it.
There are human hearts that are similarly senstivevery
touch of human experience that plays upon theny. #ne so
fall of emotion, that they respond to every notej@f or
sorrow that strikes their chords. They echo bdk merry
laughter, the voice of tenderness, the wail of@eybut they
are nothing more than echoes: only from their sg@ri@o they
reflect the tones of other lives. No depths ameest. They
know nothing of sympathy. Sympathy is more thareeho:
its background is individual experience. Strengthnot
enough for this ministry of sympathy, even the ptiraoblest,
most majestic strength: it must have passed thraolgtires
of suffering, or of struggle, to get the finenessl alelicacy
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required for this sacred work. Moral uprightness @urity

are not enough: unchastened, even these divinatigsiare

too cold to render the service that sad and weeaytd need in
their loneliness and weakness. Even the purestdss must
be swept through by the thrills of pain beforeah understand
the experience of pain in others, and be made tapaib
feeling with them in their weakness and sufferifgne may
have pity without knowing anything of the experieraf the

condition which appeals to him; but pity is not pathy.

Holy angels can pity the sons of men in their swed, but in
their lofty heights of unfallen purity they canm®¢mpathize
with us mortals.

“Not pity gazing from a height
In shining, and immaculate light,
Can touch the sorrow-stricken soul,
And make it glow with warmth again;
But love — 'tis love can ease the pain,
'Tis love can make the heart feel whole.”

Even Christ was not fitted to sympathize with metilu
He had entered into human flesh, and lived an attwaan
life. One would say that His divine omnisciencetaialy
gualified Him for sympathy. He knew already evphase of
experience, — in the sense that His eye saw inéoyenook
and cranny of every human heart, — and discerneatl an
understood every play of emotion, every strugglere pain;
yet His omniscience did not prepare Him for truenpgithy:
He must become a man. Nor was that enough: Hetrhagle
taken humanity upon Him, and then have passedcs with
it into the glory of heaven. But He must live artual human
life; His nature must be enriched by experience; st
know life, not merely by His omniscience, but byving
passed through it Himself. This is the backgrowfdthe
precious doctrine of Christly sympathy. Christ wi@spted in
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all points, and therefore he can be touched byfébkng of
our infirmities. “For we have not an high prieshish cannot
be touched with the feeling of our infirmities; bwas in all
points tempted like as we are, yet without sin.’elfiFews
4:15) No matter what the phase of trial or streggh which
He looks down upon the earth, He can say, “I uridedsthat.
At Galilee, or at Bethany, or in the wilderness, ior
Gethsemane, or on Calvary, | passed through tma¢ gdase
of experience.”

So even the tenderest human life — the one most
responsive to external emotional influences — carndy
sympathize with our lives until it has been enrathiey
experiences of its own. The young man brought n@i
sequestered home, away from the mad excitementheof
world, cannot understand, nor sympathize with, dtreggles
of the man who is wrestling with the sore temptaiof a
great city. The young woman who has never hessdféered,
who has never had a wish ungratified nor a hopettes, nor
has ever endured a pang or a grief, is not fitegit down
beside a sister woman in sore agony over a shatjeyeor a
crushed hope, and really understand her feelingsnter into
actual sympathy with her.

Every one knows how fruit ripens. There are a saod
influences that play upon it all the summer thrqugh
influences of climate, of sun and rain, of cold dweht, of
darkness and light. Some fruits wait, too, for fhasts of
autumn to come to complete the process of ripeningsome
such way human life ripens. There are countleBgences,
— trial, joy, struggle, hardship, toil, case, presty,
adversity, success, failure, — and at last the adtar is
mellow and gentle.

The old people understand this. Disappointments,
bereavements, anxieties, tender joys, the deemgbpiog of the
heart by afflictions, and all the diversified expeces of
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threescore or fourscore years, — how they enriehheart
that is held all the while close to Christ undes tharmth of
his love! This is one of the blessed qualitiesaofipe and
beautiful Christian old age, that we sometimes loodr or
underestimate. How much the aged know about ififthey
have lived it welll What a power of helpfulnesscisuan
enriching puts into their hearts! No ministry imst world is
finer than that of those who have learned life'srees in the
school of experience, and then go about, inspiring
strengthening, and guiding younger souls who corfter a
them.

A heart thus disciplined is prepared for sympaihythe
deepest, truest sense. It needs no laboured wofds
explanation to enable it to understand the stradss&rain of
trial, the bitterness of sorrow, or the burdenndirmity. It has
felt the same, and now is thrilled by the expergean which it
looks. Sympathy is a wonderful thing: it has asge and
mighty power of inspiration in it. How strong itakes us to
go on with our work, to know that others care fer and are
interested in us! There is something in the simpieh of a
friendly hand, or the look of a kindly eye, or thmotion that
plays on an earnest face, that sends a quickehirigthrough
our souls. When one is in deep sorrow, how is he
strengthened to bear it by feeling the pressugewéarm clasp,
which tells him, better than any words could do,sofcere
sympathy! It cannot bring back his dead; it camestore the
shattered life; it cannot calm the storm that igirmg about
him; it cannot remove a straw of the burden, nonielate one
line of the chapter of grief: but there is anotheman heart
close by that feels for him; there is a loving prese creeping
up in the darkness close beside him; there is corapsahip;
he is not alone, and this blessed consciousnesgsmain
strong.

A little token of love sent into your sickroom froeome
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gentle hand, when human presences are shut dutgtef a
heart outside that thinks about you, what a messen{
gladness it is! No angel’s visit could be more coehe or
more comforting. There is a story of a prisonerowiad
received nothing but severity in his prison-lifeydaknew
nothing of human tenderness. One day a kindly wisited
him, and spoke brotherly words, manifesting a sicand
hearty interest in him. It was a new and strangeegence;
and, after the man had gone away, he said, “I tay Isere
now, for | know there is one man, at least, in gheat world
outside, who cares for me, and has an interestari nAnd
that consciousness cheered and brightened for maysy the
gloom of his lonely incarceration. Life is full afimilar
illustrations.

“A clasp of hands will oft reveal
A sympathy that makes us feel
Ourselves again; we lose our care:
And in our heart’s first glad rebound
At tender sympathy new found,
The world once more seems bright and fair.”

If we would, then, be fitted for this blessed minjs we
must be content to learn in the school of expegeen&ven
Christ learned by the things He suffered. Angetsreot fitted
for sympathy, for they know nothing about humae.lifin a
picture by Domenichino, there is an angel standiggthe
empty cross, touching, with his finger one of tharp points
in the thorn-crown which the Saviour had worn. Ida face
there is the strangest bewilderment. He is trymghake out
the mystery of sorrow. He knows nothing of sufigtifor he
has never suffered. There is nothing in the angaire or in
the angel life to interpret struggle or pain. Téame is
measurably true of untried human life. If we wobklsons of
consolation, our natures must be enriched by expee. We
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are not naturally gentle to all men. There is eslhiaess in us
that needs to be mellowed. Human uprightness aipdirsed,

is apt to be stern and severe, even uncharitableart
weakness. We are apt to be heedless of the feadingthers,
to forget how many hearts are sore, and carry hbawgens.
We have no sympathy with infirmity, because we dbokmow
from experience what it means. We are not gemteatd
sorrow, because our own hearts never have beemgh@Edu
We give constant pain to sensitive spirits by wardl act,
because we have not learned that gentle delicagy an
thoughtful tenderness which can be learned onlguiin the
careless wounding of our own feelings by otherhiest are
lessons we can learn in no school but that of palso
experience. The best universities cannot teactheiglivine
art of sympathy. We must walk in the deep valleysselves,
and then we can be guides to other souls. We feakthe
strain, and carry the burden, and endure the d&ugg
ourselves, and then we can be touched, and canhgipeto
others in life’s sore stress and poignant need.

“May | reach
That purest heaven, — be to other souls
The cup of strength in someegt agony,
Enkindle generous ardor, feed pure love,
Beget the smiles that have no cruelty,
Be the sweet presence of a good diffused,
And in diffusion ever more intense!”
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CHAPTER XI.

FINDING ONE’S MISSION.

“To do God'’s will, that’s all

That need concern us; not to carp or ask

The meaning of it, but to ply our task,
Whatever may befall;

Accepting good or ill as He may send,
And wait until the end.”

One of the most inspiring of truths is, that Gods e
distinct plan for each one of us in sending us this world.
Not only does He create us all to be useful, t@ tstme part
in the world’s affairs, to honour and glorify Him some way,
But He designs each person for some definite phacksome
specific work. He does not send us into life metelfill any
niche into which we may chance to be lifted by the
vicissitudes of life, or to do whatever bits of wanay drift to
our hands in the vast and complicated mesh of huaffairs.
God has a great plan, embracing “all His creatarekall their
actions;” and in this plan every intelligent beitgs an
allotted place and an assigned part. God haseftiver a
distinct thought and purpose for each one of ud;atrue life
is one in which we simply fulfl the divine inteot
concerning us, occupy the place for which we weaglen and
do the particular work set down for us in God'spla

A distinguished preacher has said, “There is andefand
proper end and issue for every man’s existencenanwhich
to the heart of God is the good intended for himfoo which
he was intended; that which he is privileged tooee, called
to become, ought to become; that which God wilish$sm to
become, and which he cannot miss save by his owit. fa
Every human soul has a complete and perfect planstted
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for it in the heart of God, — a divine biography ned out,

which it enters into life to live.” Surely this &great thought,
and one that gives to life — to each and every, ltfee

smallest, the obscurest — a sacred dignity and rtapoe.

Nothing can be trivial or common which the greatdGloinks

about, plans, and creates. The lowliest plac&isworld, to

the person whom God made to occupy that placep@saion

of rank and honour glorious as an angel's seatausit is
one which God formed an immortal being in His owrage,

and with immeasurable possibilities, to Afill. Gger
MacDonald says, “I would rather be what God chasméake

me than the most glorious creature that | couldkttuf; for to

have been thought about, born in God’s thought, toeh

made by God, is the dearest, grandest, and masgbpsething

in all thinking.”

The question of small or great has no place h&mehave
been thought about at all, and then fashioned by <Gwands
to fill any place, is glory enough for the grandastd most
aspiring life. And the highest place to which amgocan
attain in life is that for which he was designed amade. The
greatest thing anyone can do in this world is whatl made
him to do, whether it be to a leader in the Chutohwrite our
songs, or to keep a little home clean and tidy. e Tiue
problem of life is not to “get on,” or to “get upAs men
phrase it, not to be great, or to do great thihgs,to be just
what God meant us to be. If we fail in this, thowge win a
place far more conspicuous, our life is a failure.

An intensely practical question, therefore, is, Hoay we
find our place, — the place for which God made ugfow
can we learn what He wants us to do in His greatdyavith
its infinity of spheres and occupations? How magylve sure
that we are fulfilling our part in God’s great ptanin the
olden days, men were sometimes guided to theiriomssy
special revelation. In the absence of such supeala
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direction, how may we know for what God made us?

It is very clear, for one thing, that we must putselves
under God’s specific guidance. We get this lesfom
Christ’s perfect life. He did only and always Hrather’s will.
On His lips continually were words like these: “ust work
the works of him that sent me:” (John 9:4)”l came. not to
do mine own will, but the will of him that sent riigJohn
6:38) Even in the garden, in the hour of His logse agony, it
was, “Nevertheless not my will, but thine, be dén&uke
22:42) Moment by moment He took His work from His
Father's hand: He laid no plans of his own. Hewkribere
was a definite part in the Father’'s great plan Wwtielonged
to Him, and He wished only to do that. If we wotilld our
mission, and fill our allotted place, and do therkvassigned
to us, we must do God’s will, not our own. All opersonal
ambitions must be laid at His feet, all our planbmitted to
Him, either to be accepted, and wrought into Hemnplor set
aside for His better way. If we have truly givemrselves to
God, we have nothing to say about the disposaluofliges:
they are in His hands to do with as He pleases. Hdf
interrupts us in our favourite pursuits, or breaks our plans
with some other work, or by laying us aside foriraet we
should not chafe or fret. Our time belongs to Hand He
knows what He wants us to do any day. If we arby tiaking
our life’s direction from him, we must always beady to
forego our schemes and plans, and take insteacewdrate
allots. This is where the hardest battle has ttmbght, for we
are loath to give up our personal ambitions. Whenhave
gotten thus far along, what remains is not so h&de who is
really ready to do God'’s will, and be just what Gaahts Him
to be, will surely in some way be led into His tplace.

As for the direction itself, God gives it in manyys. The
Bible is the basis of all right living. There weakn the divine
will and our duty. No one can ever find his akattplace in
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God’s plan who does not follow the divine commandtae
There is no use asking about our mission, unlessaxee
walking in the straight and clean paths markedoguhe Holy
Scriptures.

For specific guidance at points along the way, camse,
the voice of God in our own soul, must be listerfed
continually, and promptly and affectionately heeded
Providence also must be watched. God opens daus a
closes doors. He brings us face to face with dutide leads
us up to opportunities. If we are ready to be gdjcand have
a clear eye for the handwriting of Providence, wallshot fall
to be directed in the path on which God wants usétix.

“Blindfolded and alone | stand,
With unknown thresholds on each hand;
The darkness deepens as | grope,
Afraid to fear, afraid to hope:
Yet this one thing | learn to know
Each day more surely as | go,
That doors are opened, ways are made,
Burdens are lifted, or are laid,
By some great law, unseen and still,
Unfathomed purpose to fulfil,

‘Not as | will.”

People sometimes chafe because, in their circucestan
they cannot do any great things; as if nothing ddad really a
divine mission unless it is something conspicuoAsmother,
occupied with the care of her little children, lartethat she
has no time nor leisure for any mission that God rthave
marked out for her. Does she not know that caved for
her children may be the greatest thing that coeldooind for
her in all the range of possible duties? Certdiohyher hands,
for the time at least, there is nothing else intladl world so
great. Organizing sewing circles, writing booksining
pictures, these are all fine things when they laeethings God
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gives; but, if the mother neglects her childrendto any of
these, she has simply put out of her hands thedatfings to
take up those that are exceedingly small. In otmds, that
which the Master gives anyone to do is always tandest
work he can find. The doing of God’s will for amyoment is
ever the sublimest thing possible for that moment.

Another thing to be remembered in asking after ®ne’
mission is that God does not usually map it all attthe
beginning for anyone. When the newly converted|Sau
accepted Christ as his life’s Master, and asked Wweahould
do, he got for answer, only that moment’s duty. Whes to
arise, and go into the city; and there he wouldnleghat to do
next. That is the way the Lord generally shows marat
their mission is, — just one step at a time, jus¢ @ay’s or
one hour’s work now, and then another and anothéney go
on. A young man at school grows anxious about \ubathall
be when he is through his course, what profess®rshall
choose, and frets and worries because he can dejhno He
wonders why God does not make his duty plain to; Hiot
what has the young man to do now with his professiolife-
calling, when it must be years yet before he cdararpon it?
His present duty is all he has to think of now; ahdt is
simply to attend diligently and faithfully to higuslies, to
make the best possible use of his time and opptigsin One
step at a time is the way God leads. One day'y @etl done
fits for the next.

A young school-girl is sorely perplexed over thelgem
of her life-duty: — ought she to go to a foreignssion field,
or devote herself to work at home? It will take aeleast five
years to complete the course of education on wkiah has
just entered. Very clearly she has nothing toafoyet, with
the questionwhich is causing her such perplexity. Her present
duty is all that concerns her at the present tiamet that is, to
lay broad and strong foundations for a thoroughcation.
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What her ultimate mission in this world may be, Gol
show her in due time: about her mission just ndwerd need
not be a moment’s perplexity, for it is very plai8he has just
to do well each day’s routine of work, spending tigre in
diligent study. Common duties are the steps tead lupward
and heavenward. God lights only one step of thte pa a
time ; but, as we take that step, the light falisamother, and
so on and on, thus lighting the whole path for feat, until
we are led at last to the gate that opens intodreav

“So live, so act, that every hour
May die as dies the natural flower;
That every word and every deed
May bear within itself the seed

Of future good in future need.”

The way, therefore, to find out what God'’s plarias our
life, is to surrender ourselves to Him in simplensecration,
and then take up, hour by hour, the plain dutiesbkiegs to
our hand. No matter about our mission as a whmle:only
concern is with the moment we are now living, anel thing
God wants us now to do. If each hour's work ighfailly
done, we shall have at the last a whole life-wakhfully
done. If we neglect the duties of the commonpties while
waiting for our mission, we shall simply throw dives away,
and utterly fail to fulfil the purpose of our cremat.

“No man is born into the world whose work

Is not born with him; there is always work,
And tool to work withal, for those who will:
And blessed are the horny hands of toil.

The busy world shoves angrily aside

The man who stands with arms akimbo set,
Until occasion tells him what to do;

And he who waits to have his task marked out
Shall die, and leave his errand unfulfilled.”
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CHAPTER XIL.

LIVING UP TO OUR BEST INTENTIONS.

“We hope, we aspire, we resolve, we trust,
When the morning calls to life and light;

But our hearts grow weary, and ere the night,
Our lives are trailing in sordid dust.

Wings for the angels, but feet for the men!
We must borrow the wings to find the way:
We may hope and aspire and resolve and pray,
But our feet must rise, or we fall again.”
J. G. HOLLAND.

If our best moods continually dominated our whafe, |
we should all live well. We all mean to live wellt least,
there are times with all of us when we resolvedosd. New
Year’'s days, birthdays, communion Sundays, andr dimes,
when the realities of life stand out in cleareriafelthan
ordinarily, and impress us with unusual vividnes&rt in
most of us serious thoughts, and inspire in uy la$pirations
and noble intentions. We are apt then to make liexte
resolutions, and to start off in new and highenpkof living.
Now, it would be well for us if there were some waly
perpetuating these better moods, and living ughésé good
intentions. Too often, however, the serious imgies are
but transient, and there is too little vitality iime good
intentions and resolutions to make them really poi@pulses
for many days, or to give them permanence among
motives and forces of our life.

Of course, we cannot make our lives beautiful, hyehbg
alternately adopting resolutions of amendment, amadling
out dolorous confessions of failure. Life runs prethan
words. Beauty is not fashioned by evanescent gaedtions.
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Blemishes and stains are not covered up, nor aesfl
mended, by penitential sighings of regret. Merm@ngient
spasms of true living do not give grandeur to a.liflf a
temple is to be stable and stately, every stona faundation
to dome must be cut and set with care. If theurexbf the
fabric is to be beautiful and strong, every threadveb and
woof must be bright and clean, and the weaving rbasdone
with uniform skill and care. If a life is to be mdable when
finished, its periodical good intentions must beeostrong,
self-sustaining principles, shaping its every acig ruling all
its days and hours.

It ought not to be impossible to live up to the utges of
our best moods, or, at least, to do so to a mueatgr degree
than most of us realize. In many of these gooehindns, one
element of weakness lies in their vagueness offimtsness.
We simply resolve to be better this year than lastio do
more good in the future than in the past; but weehao clear
and distinct conception in our minds of the pointsvhich we
will be better, or of the particular ways in whiete will
increase our usefulness. Our ideas of living be#ted doing
greater good, are nebulous and undefined.

We would be much more apt to succeed in our new
purposes if we reduced them to definite and praksbape.
In what respects will we amend our ways? This tjoles
starts another. What are our faults? Wherein dofail in
living? What are the mistakes we have been makifg®
answers to these questions will indicate to usphsicular
ways in which we need to live better. Then, in tmbefinite
ways shall we strive to be more useful? To whatv ne
Christian work shall we put our hands? Upon wleat tines
of service shall we enter? Just what old mistakeswe to
avoid? If we would bring our vague, hazy ideasgodater
usefulness down into some practical forms, and t@er at
once upon the execution of our resolutions, thewld/de
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much more likely to become permanent, and to gre our
life.

There are many people who sigh over their poorgihn
living and their far-awayness from Christ, and pnaych, and
earnestly too, for more faith, more love, greaesmess to the
Saviour, who, after all, have no well-defined cquitns of
the better things they would like to attain. Th&ghings are
little more than a vague and indolent discontefhey think
they are sincere; but they are not, for they reddynot want
to be any better, or to have more of Christ, omdwe in His
service; if they did, they would soon be out ofithgoor,
unsatisfactory condition. Truly earnest longing=avenward
have a wondrous lifting power. There is a great @é only
imagined spiritual aspiration. Very much of oungng,
“Nearer, my God, to Thee,” is only the weakest kiof
religious sentimentalism. Such vapid good intergicome to
nothing, because there really are no good intesttonbegin
with. When the spiritual day-dreaming gets vigeaough to
be worthy the name of desire or purpose, the higher
attainments longed for will soon be reached. Westmuant
what we ask in prayer, or we shall never get ihemwe must
help to answer our own prayers, by reaching after
struggling toward, what we want, and by climbing tsteep
paths that lead to the radiant heights.

Another element of weakness in many of our dedwes
better life and larger usefulness is, that we thohigreat and
perhaps impossible attainments, and overlook tmeplsi
things that lie within our reach. No violent, o\arained
exertions are necessary to a noble life, no supeahuefforts
and achievements, — nothing but everyday duty fiaith
done. The most of us must be content to live wdrat
regarded as commonplace lives, without attractimg t
attention of the world, or winning the laurels ainfe. We
must, for the greater part, devote ourselves todiltees that
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spring out of our ordinary business, social, anadnestic
relations. The pressure of life’s necessitievigr®eat, that we
cannot often turn aside to do things that lie al&sof our
common calling. Whatever service we render to €hmust
be rendered in and along the line of these relatiand while
we are busied in the imperative duties which ewsy brings
to our hands.

It is just at this point that many fail. They speall their
life seeking for the place in this world which theyere
intended to fill: they never settle down to anythwith any
sort of restful or contented feeling. They havefty, though
possibly a very nebulous, ideal of a wondrouslylianit life,
to which they would like to attain, in which theuowers
would find full and adequate scope, and where tbeyld
achieve great things; but in their present condjtiwith its
limitations, they can accomplish nothing worthy thfeir
powers. So they go on discontented with theirdat] sighing
for another; and, while they sigh, the years ghkaeay; and
soon they will come to the end, to find that theyé missed
every opportunity of doing any thing worthy of anmortal
being in the passage from time to eternity.

The truth is, one’s vocation is never some far-off
possibility: it is always for the present the simpbund of
duties that the passing hour brings. Someone icasgd the
days as coming to us with their faces veiled; lten they
have passed beyond our recall, the draped figueesnbe
radiant, and the gifts we rejected are seen todastres fit for
king’s houses. No day is commonplace, if only veel leyes
to see the veiled splendours that lie in its opputies, and in
its plain and dull routine. There is no duty teatnes to our
hand but brings to us the possibility of kingly \see, with
divine reward.

We greatly mistake, therefore, if we think therenig
opportunity for ordinary people to make their yesaasiant
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and beautiful by simply filling them with acceptalChristian
service. There is room in the commonest relatafrige, not
only for fidelity, but for heroism. No ministry isnore
pleasing to the Master than that of cheery and thear
faithfulness to lowly duty, when there is no penwuote its
history, nor any voice to proclaim its praise. B® a good
husband — loving tender, unselfish, and cherishiagor a
good wife, — thoughtful, helpful, uncomplaining, dan
inspiring, — IS most acceptable service. To livelwn one’s
place in the world, adorning one’s calling, howelawly,
doing one’s most prosaic work diligently and hohgsand
dwelling in love and unselfishness with all men,taslive
grandly. To fight well the battle with one’s owasts and
tempers, and to be victorious in the midst of tlentless
temptations and provocations of everyday experieisc® be
a Christian hero.

There is a field, therefore, for better living verpse at
home. Itis in these common things that most ahust make
our progress, and win our distinction, or fail, dveldefeated.
And there is room enough in these prosaic dutied an
opportunities for very noble and beautiful livesThere is
nothing possible to a human soul nobler or grethim simple
faithfulness. “She hath done what she could,” @Via4:8)
was the highest commendation that ever fell froeNtaster’s
lips. An angel could do no more. When we are lv@sg to
live more grandly in the future than in the pastyill help us
to bring our eyes down from the far-off mountairak® and
from among the stars, where there is nothing wieaitéwr us
to do, and to look close about our feet, where niany
neglected duties, many unimproved opportunities| erany
possibilities of higher attainment in spirit, inniper, in
speech, in heatrt.

Another element of weakness in much of our resglvis
that we try to grasp too much of life at one tim&e think of
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it as a whole, instead of taking the days one ks odfe is a
mosaic, and each tiny piece must be cut with skilhe only
way to make a perfect chain is to fashion each ragpdink

with skill and care as it passes through our hantise only
way to make a radiant day is to make its each aedyehour
bright with the lustre of approved fidelity. Thalp way to

have a year at its close stainless and beauttful keep the
days, as they pass, all pure and lovely with thelloess of
holy, useful living. It is thus, in little dayshat our years
come to us, and we have but the one small fragtodhit and

beautify at a time. The year is a book, and fatheday one
fair white page is opened before us; and we arstgrivhose
duty it is to put something beautiful on the pagewe are
poets, and are to write some lovely thought, soadiant
sentence, on each leaf as it lies open before usyeoare
historians, and must give to the page some recbwbdk or

duty or victory to enshrine and carry away.

It ought not to be hard to live well one day. Aage
should be able to remember God, and keep his logem
toward heaven, and to remember others in need @feting
about him, and keep his hand stretched out in tuéhess, for
just one day. Yet that is all there is to do. Wéwer have
more than one day to live. We have no tomorrovizod
never gives us years, or even weeks: He gives lysdays. If
we live each day well, all our life will, in the énbe radiant
and beautiful.
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CHAPTER XIILI.
LIFE’S DOUBLE MINISTRY.

A twofold influence attends and follows every litae one
is planned and intentional, the other is unpurposed
unconscious. A man lives fifty years of activeeliin a
community, growing from poverty to wealth; and #heare
two classes of results left behind him when heoiseg There
are the buildings he has erected, the business ds
established and organized, the improvements hemaae in
the town, and the wealth he has accumulated: theseall
purposed results. He lived to do these things;hoeight
about them, and then with labour and pains wrotiggrh out;
but while he has been toiling and building, withrnest
ambition and intense energy, he has, day by dan lBaving
behind him another class of results, which were inohis
plans, and the columns of which he does not footvhpn he
estimates how much he has made during his lifeyloch he
does not bequeath when he writes his will. Thesetlae
things he has done along the years of his busy lijethe
words he has spoken in daily intercourse with nignhis
manners and his dispositions, by the little waysmgistries
which he has wrought ofttimes without consciousutiia or
intention, and through the silent influence thas tlwed
forth from his character and example, as fragrasgsoured
out on the air by a sweet flower, or as the soénie of light
stream in welcome radiance from a star.

Every life has this double history, and leaves tlosible
record. In the ordinary reckoning of the resulthiaved by
men, the purposed things only are counted. Wédeapade a
million dollars; or we point to the bridges he buibr the
cathedrals he planned, or the pictures he paiotethe books
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he wrote; or we say he travelled so many miles, @edched
SO many sermons, and made so many visits; or weugum
our funeral eulogium the great and conspicuousgthiof his
career, — and we think we have given all his bipgsa but
we have not. There is a part of his history tlstnever
written, that cannot be written; and it is probatblat in nearly
every life this is the better part, that a good m®man
unconscious, unrecorded, unintended influence agtgs
more in the end than his purposed acts.

Any one who carefully notes the comparative valdie o
lives in a community, will soon learn that the erhwhich
counts for the most, is that subtle thing whichca# personal
influence. One may give much money to religiousl an
charitable objects; another may be an eloquenétalind his
voice may often be heard in public meetings; anothay be
enterprising, foremost in all progressive movemeatsther
may be scholarly, a writer, an author, an oracle abin
guestions of learning; another may represent tisetheags in
art, in taste, in whatever is beautiful and refined yet not
one of these may impress himself on the commurstgaes
some quiet man, without either wealth or eloquencgublic
spirit or scholarship, but who possesses that mygsig
indescribable power, — a beneficent personal initee
There is something in him more subtil than monegmeech,
or activity or beauty, — a spiritual force, whiclows out
from his life, and touches all other lives, andsgely affects
them. It is to him what fragrance is to a flomehat light is
to a lamp: it is part of himself, and yet it reaglmitside and
beyond himself.

It is, so to speak, the projection of the man’s own
character, the flowing-out of his own life into ethlives; it is
the energy of the man’s spirit working, as it wdseyond his
body, and working without hands. In the good mians
goodness, — goodness dwelling in his soul, andipguout
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like light from the windows of a cottage on a daight. In
the Christian, there is more than mere human gasdrigod’s
Spirit dwells in him. Every true Christian is insanse a new
incarnation. St. Paul said, “Christ liveth in héGalatians
2:20) and he prayed for others that they “mighfilbed with
all the fulness of God.” (Ephesians 3:19) The lahad burns
in a Christian’s heart is the flame of the Divingir@, and the
personal influence of a Christian becomes spiripaber. It
is like the shadow of Peter: it has a healing;difang effect
wherever it falls. Such a man goes about his dailty as
other men do; but while he is engaged in commamgthihe is
continually dropping seeds of blessing, which gprinp
behind him in heavenly beauty and fragrance.

Every good life is constantly scattering these mscous,
unpurposed influences. A mother works hard all ohaper
home, keeping her house in order, preparing cosfort her
family, watching over her children. She can tefl, the
evening, just how many garments she has mended ey
rooms she has swept, and the entire day’s hisbutyall day
long she was patient, gentle, kind. At every twgime had a
bright smile for her children; she had cheeringdgoand fond
attentions for her husband; she had a pleasanbmeldor the
friends who called: in all these things she wasoasciously
scattering seeds that will spring up in sweet flev@ other
hearts and lives.

Who doubts which of these two ministries is in itgahe
richer and the more effective? Yet the tired wordaes not
think of counting these wayside influences and isesvat all
in her retrospect of the day's work. If she codl so, it
would greatly cheer her, and strengthen her foew day’s
life when it begins. She ofttimes comes to the'slajose
discouraged and depressed, because she has seededd
little beyond the endless routine of her househdidies.
When she sits down with her Bible, after all areetjin her
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household, and looks back, she can scarcely recalearnest
word she has spoken for her Master. The wholehdaybeen
filled with earthly commonplace, and she thinkstafith pain

and disheartenment; yet if she has lived sweettly @atiently

amid her toils and worries, dropping cheerful wardthe ears
of her household, singing bits of song as she waéout her
work, bearing herself with love and faith amid aHe

experiences of the day, she has unconsciously rpezfb a
ministry of blessing, whose value she can nevemktilb she

gets to heaven.

A bit of written biography fits in here. A youngam,
away from home, slept in the same room with anoyloeing
man, a stranger. Before retiring for the nightkhelt down,
as was his wont, and silently prayed. His compahiad long
resisted the grace of God; but this noble exammlaesed him,
and was the means of his awakening. In old agestdied,
after a life of rare usefulness, “Nearly half atcen has rolled
away, with all its multitudinous events, since théat that
little chamber, that humble couch, that silent,yprg youth,
are still present to my imagination, and will neberforgotten
amid the splendours of heaven, and through the afes
eternity.” It was but a simple act of common faithess,
unostentatious, and without thought or purposeotfigigood,
save as the prayer would bless his own soul; yettvent out
from it an unconscious influence, which gave to wwld a
ministry of rare power and value.

We do not realize the importance of this unconxipart
of our life-ministry. It goes on continually. Bvery greeting
we give to another on the street, in every moment’s
conversation, in every letter we write, in evenyntaet with
other lives, there is a subtil influence that gfresn us that
often reaches farther, and leaves a deeper impredban the
things themselves that we are doing at the timgerAll, it is
life itself, sanctified life, that is God’'s holiesind most
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effective ministry in this world, — pure, sweet, tipat,
earnest, unselfish, loving life. It is not so mwehat wedo in
this world, as what ware, that tells in spiritual results and
impressions. A good life is like a flower, whictiough it
neither toil nor spin, yet ever pours out a richfp®e, and
thus performs a holy ministry.

There is no place where this unconscious minisgrga
potent as in the home. The lessons which pareathttheir
children are not one-thousandth part so importantha life
they live before them day after day. This inciddras
appeared in some of the newspapers, and, thougloraely,
has its illustrative value: A gentleman who hasklgn-haired
little daughter, three years of age, took her tarch for the
first time the other day. At home she causes naumshsement
by attempts in cunning baby-fashion to do just as father
does. It was an Episcopal church, and she saughrohe
service and sermon with mature gravity and sedagendt
happened to be communion Sunday; and, being
communicant, her father went with others towardahancel,
unconscious that his little daughter was followmm. As he
knelt, and bowed his head, she took her place édsid, and
bowed her head upon her tiny hands. The storg example
of what is going on perpetually in every home. Théd is
not merely imitating, the parents’ acts, but iWimg in their
spirit, as flowers drink in the morning dew and thenshine,
to reproduce the same in permanent dispositiongdes, and
principles.

How, then, can we give direction and characterhis t
unconscious ministry of our lives? When we do thing
voluntarily and with purpose, we can give shapth&effects;
but how can we guard this perpetual outgoing ohtamded
influence? Only by looking well to our hearts. idtwhat we
are when we are not posing before men, that weealtly; and
it is this which counts in this subtil ministry. é\Vmustbe,
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therefore, in our own inner, secret lives what wantvour
permanent influence to be. This we can becomey byl
seeking more and more the permeation of our wheiegoby
the loving, indwelling Spirit of Christ.

No one will say that this chance and undesignedsinyn
of good lives is not under God’s direction. Thougis not in
our thought to scatter the blessings which we thus
unconsciously give out, it is certainly in his tightt Every
influence of our lives, God uses as He will, to glood to
whomsoever it pleases Him to send the blessing.

“Call you this chance? A tiny seed

Is blown by wandering winds that speed

O’er land and sea. On ocean’s breast

"Tis swept and whirled, then flung to rest
Upon a lonely isle, 'mid reed

And sedge, and many a straggling weed.

Lo! soon the isle a flowery mead

Becomes, with brilliant blossoms drest.
Call you this chance?

Ofttimes a word or kindly deed

Bestowed upon some soul in need, —

Some soul where Love is never guest, —

Transforms the heart by hate opprest,

Till flowers the noisome weeds succeed.
Call you this chance?”

Part of our every morning prayer should be, thad Go
would use our influence for Himself, and take timeaBest
fragments of power for good that drop from our divand
employ them all for His glory, and as seeds to giat
beauty in some of this world’s desert spots.
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CHAPTER XIV.

THE MINISTRY OF WELL-WISHING.

“It is not the deed that we do,
Though the deed be never so fair,
But the love that the dear Lord looketh for,
Hidden with holy care,
In the heart of the deed so fair.”

There are few hearts in which there do not lie kind
wishes for others. The man must be depraved indéedhas
only malign thoughts and desires for his fellow-mevery
Christian at least wishes others well, since la/¢he law of
the regenerated life. There are occasions, toenwhe good
wishes find their way to the lips in kindly wordsWe say
“Good morning” when we meet a neighbour, and “Gbgt-
when we part from him. When our friends’ birthdaymme,
we are in the habit of finding many delicate anelgghnt ways
of expressing our good will. The Christmas-time &me New
Year usually thaw out of our hearts the laggardirigs,
prompting us to many acts and words of kindnesds Well
that our hearts have their seasons of generousdmosg,
even if they are so brief, and are fixed by theaalat. It is
well that any thing whatsoever has power to touah lgps
with fire from the altar of love, and teach us fmeak the
gentle words which the lives about us are so hutghear.

One of the saddest things about life is, that, vatith
boundless power to give cheer to others by ourcpaaost
of us pass through the world in silence, lockingrupur own
hearts the thoughtful and helpful words which wegimi
speak, and which, if spoken, would minister so msicangth
and inspiration. Hearts are breaking with sorromen are
bowing under burdens too heavy for them; duty s large,
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battles are too sore. On every hand, and in eiferythere is
need for love’s ministry, that men and women may fad.
Nor is it large and costly service that usuallyneeded: the
kindly utterance of a kindly feeling will often gvall the
impulse and inspiration required. And the feeliagalways
close at hand, wanting but to be put into honestds;oand
spoken where the struggle is going on. Yet manysokt the
good will lie in our heart unuttered, and standilysilence
while our brother beside us goes down in defeatclwiuine
word of ours would have changed into victory. sltniot the
want of love that is our fault, but the penuriousevhich
locks up the love, and will not give it out to tdesthers. Is
any miserliness so mean? We let hearts starvedthclose
beside us, when in our hands is the food to keemtliving,
and make them strong: then when they lie in the oiudefeat,
we come with our love to make funeral-wreaths Fam, and
speak eloquent eulogiums to their memory.

“What silences we keep year after year,

With those who are most near to us and dear;
We live beside each other day by day,

And speak of myriad things, but seldom say
The full, sweet word that lies just in our reach,
Beneath the commonplace of common speech.
Then out of sight and out of reach they go, —
These close, familiar friends who loved us so;
And sitting in the shadow they have left,

Alone, with loneliness, and sore bereft,

We think with vain regret of some kind word
That once we might have said, and they have heard.”

How much better it would be if, at all times, wevgdreer
rein to our lips in speaking kindly and cheeringragd It is
truly very sad when nothing less than the deatbunffriends
can draw from our slow and selfish hearts the déhive and
of helpfulness that we owe them.
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“This is the cruel cross of life, to be
Full-visioned only when the ministry

Of death has been fulfilled, and in the place
Of some dear presence is but empty space.”

The warmest utterances then of love’s good willngdn
stir again the heart’s chilled currents. It is tate to cheer the
defeated spirit to new and victorious struggle.erehis a time
for the angel ministry: it is when the conflicisging. When
death has come, or failure or defeat, the oppdstusi past
forever.

The good wishes of friends do not, by their meterance,
become realities in our lives: if they did, howhrimost of us
would be, and how happy! Good wishes, however, may
made to come true: they may be turned into praggrhose
who make them, and, passing through the hands abtCh
may be changed from mere empty breath into blessingt
shall enrich our lives, or feed our souls, or sHike sparkling
gems upon our brows. The best way for our frietzdget
good things to us, is to pass them through Chrirstisds.

No doubt, many of the good wishes that fall frora tips
of those we meet are but empty forms, thoughtlestbred,
with neither real desire nor fervour in the healany of
them, also, that are sincere enough, are wishegefgrempty
things. Happiness is the word into which so ofteswish is
coined, yet mere happiness is not by any means lifest
blessing: it is but the ripple of laughter on Ifesurface. One
may be happy, and never have one deep thoughtfeof li
Happiness is the product of merely earthly blessifigends,
honours, pleasures, gold, — and these are the ebsigand
least valuable, and least satisfying things lifa gave. Wise
and thoughtful friends will wish better things fas, — things
that we can keep, things that will live on in usotigh all
life’s changes, and last over into the eternal year
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“Oh, the rare things which can never be brought
From far-away countries, but still must be sought
Through working and waiting, and anguish of tholight

The patience that comes to the heart, as it tries
To hear, through all discord and turbulent cries,
The songs of the armies that march to the skies;

The courage that fails not, nor loses its breath
In stress of the battle, but smilingly saith,
‘I'll measure my strength with disaster and death;’

The love that through doubting and pain will incea
The longing and restlessness, calmed into peace
That is perfect and satisfied, never to cease, —

These, these are the dear things! No king orhnise
Can buy them away from the poor and unknown
Who make them, through labor or anguish, their éwn.

It is in such qualities as these that we shoul# segrow.
Happiness is but like the sparkling dew that shinasthe
leaves and grasses in the summer morning, butis ge soon
as the sun’s heat touches it. Life itself is deeffen
happiness, and true blessings are those that ewedca life’s
own fibre. The good wishes that are of most warth those
that are for qualities of character, which we camcwith us
through the pearl gate. The friends who think oofythis
world’s beauties and honours and possessions &idraents
when they wish us well, do not understand the tablalues
by which heaven estimates every thing.

How to get these great things into our lives isghestion.
Our best and truest friends cannot put them intoligas by
any power of love: they may utter the wishes, anay m
translate them into prayers, but only we oursebasstake the
benedictions and the answered prayers into our [ifeis we
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cannot do by mere resolving and purposing. Newr Yea
birthday resolutions are good enough as such; bless they
are gotten into the heart and life, as well as downeat lines
on paper, they will amount to little. Intentionsaynbe very
fine, but they must be lived out to become of pcattworth.

Rainbows are splendid pictures as they arch owenttadows
and fields, but they vanish while you gaze at themhand is
alert enough to grasp them, and hold them down gaoth.

It is so with the lovely visions of excellence drbeauty that
glow before us in our better moments: unless wesetelves
at once to work them into life, they will vanishtonair. We

must get our rainbows down out of the skies, artd our

hearts. We must take the good wishes of our fagadd turn
them into life: we must let them into our spiriess the bare,
briery rod in the garden lets the sunshine andr#e into

itself, and transmutes them into blooming, fragrases.

Just how to do this, is an important question. Bitde
emphasizes the fact that all growth of charactestniegin
within. We are to be transformed by the renewihgoor
minds. Our hearts make our lives. What we arbeart, in
spirit, in the inner life, we are really before Gaahd that, too,
we shall ultimately become in actual characteroutward
feature. The disposition makes the face. Evemsatare
builds its own house to live in, and builds it juike itself.
Coarseness builds coarsely: taste builds tastefuycorrupt
heart works through in the end, and changes ahlowit into
moral decay like itself. Jealousy, envy, bittemeselfishness,
all write their own image and signature on the desg, if you
give them time enough. A pure, beautiful soul dsiib holy
and divine dwelling for itself. In one of Goethdales, he
tells of a wonderful lamp which was placed in énéisnan’s
hut, and changed it all to silver. The lamp of i€f's love, set
in a human heart, transforms the life from sinfskeand
earthliness into the likeness of Christ's own $pifTo make
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goodwishes come true, we must first get them into aearh
and then they will soon become real in our life.

No wish is more commonly expressed than that we loeay
happy, but true happiness depends altogether oheitw. A
heart at peace fills our world with peace. Lighingng in the
bosom gives us light wherever we may be. The raicarry
little lamps on their caps; and, wherever they miovihe dark
mines, there is light. So it is with us, if in thee lamp of joy
shines. The world may grow very dark sometimes,round
about us there is always light. We shall surelyhappy in the
truest sense, if we have Christ’'s joy in our heartdis is a
lamp that shines through the longest night: nonstblows it
out; indeed, its beams grow brighter the densergioem
about us, and the fiercer the storm. Christ's\y@s, in his
own life, a lamp which was not quenched, even eyawful
darkness of the cross.

If we would realize the wishes of our friends foy, we
must be sure to get the love of Christ into ourtseand then
we shall always have our own lamp, and shall fifetigess
wherever we go. We need not, then, in any casslgneorry
about our circumstances: if we are right within, \aill be
well. If the lamp is kept burning within the chaenbit will be
light there, however deep the gloom outside.
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CHAPTER XV.

HELPING WITHOUT MONEY.

“Tis a little thing

To give a cup of water, yet its draught

Of cool refreshment, drained by fevered lips,

May give a shock of pleasure to the frame,

More exquisite than when nectarean juice

Renews the life of joy in happiest hours.

Itis a little thing to speak a phrase

Of common comfort, which by daily use

Has almost lost its sense; yet on the ear

Of him who thought to die unmourned,

"Twill full like choicest music.”
TALFOUND.

There are not a few good people, with benevoleatthe
and kindly impulses, who think they cannot do mgoled in
the world because they have no money to give. Terey
those who have wealth it their disposal, and whosmaeasily
lift off the burdens of the poor, and give substdnaid to
those who are in distress. They lament, that, usecaf their
own poverty, they cannot relieve the human needshwihey
see about them. They do not know of any way ofglgood
without money, and sit discouraged in the midsthaman
needs and sorrows, not supposing that they witht grapty
hands could render any help or comfort.

No doubt, there are necessities which money only ca
relieve. Love, however rich and true and tendelt, vt pay
the widow’s rent, nor buy medicines for the sickmnaor put
shoes on the orphan’s feet. There always will bednfor
almsgiving while sin and sorrow continue on theteaand he
who has money to give must give it. “Whoso hatls th
world’s good, and seeth his brother have needsaatteth up
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his bowels of compassion from him, how dwelleth ldhee of
God in him?” (1 John 3:17) Our professed love @rist
will, if real, exhibit itself in love to his frier&l who are in
need. We cannot now serve Christ in person withects and
ministries, for He does not need what we can gié; His
people are with us, and what we do for them weagtdHim.
One of the old Christmas legends illustrates thitht Among
the Saxons the custom prevailed of burning the Yageat the
Christmas-tide. “A selfish man, who had plentynmadney but
no sympathy, was keeping his Christmas all alond;aut of
deference to the day, he kept a little log burnwith a very
feeble flame. As he shivered in the chilly atmasehof his
desolate room, he fell asleep and dreamed. Irdt@am he
heard a voice which drew his attention to a bealutiild who
stood near him, and said, ‘Jesus is cold.” Withirapatient
movement, the selfish man stirred the fire a lithad said,
‘Why don’t you go to the farmhouse down the lanest be
warm enough there.” — ‘Yes,” replied the child; tbyou
make me cold, you are so cold.” — ‘Then, what calo Ifor
you?’ — ‘You can give me a gold coin.” With a grekeal of
reluctance, the money-chest was opened, and acgoldvas
given to the child. He took it. Instantly the gynroom
became bright and cheerful, as the child hung upeskaurel
and holly, saying, ‘These are for life;” and pladas candles
on the shelf, saying, ‘These are for light;" andret the fire,
saying, ‘That is for love.” Then the door was throopen,
and a poor widow and a sick man, and orphan clm|drere
brought in and seated at a bountiful repast, wtike child
kept saying, ‘Jesus is warm now;’ and the selfismrfound
that he also was enjoying the scene, so that hseiptly
confessed, ‘I think that | am warmer too.” There tbhild
suddenly disappeared, and in his place there wds/iae
presence; and solemnly the words were pronounced,
‘Although | am in heaven, | am everywhere; for gvenere is
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heaven if | am there. | cannot suffer as | ondéesed; but
whenever my children are cold or hungry, or pertstior
neglected, | suffer with them; and whenever they \@arm
and fed, and sheltered and loved, | rejoice witnthso that
Jesus is often cold, and Jesus is often warm.™

There is need ofttimes for money, and those wha hav
must use it to relieve the needs of their suffemegghbours.
Yet it should be remembered that the help which dwiives
need, in nine cases out of ten, is not money-h&hlver and
gold have | none,” said Peter to the lame manaBiautiful
Gate, “but such as I have give | thee.” (Acts 34&)d what he
gave was infinitely better than gold or silver wibtlave been.
He said to him, “In the name of Jesus Christ of ddeth, rise
up and walk.” Then, taking the lame man by thedhdre
lifted him up; and at once his weak limbs becamensf, so
that he could walk alone, needing no longer tobsitthe
temple entrance, and ask for alms. Better helpbegt given
him than any alms the poor man ever received.

This story is a parable as well as a fact. Itsdass, that
there are better things to give than gold and silMéwe can
put new life and hope into the heart of a discoedaman, so
that he rises out of his weak despair, and takegplace again
in the ranks of active life, we have done a fatdyething for
him than if we had put our hands into our pockatg] given
him money to help him nurse a little longer his enable and
unmanly despair. The truest sympathy is not thatkv
emotion which only sits down and weeps with a geffe
imparting no courage or hope, but that wiser lowdijch,
while it is touched by his pain and grief, and $etdnderly
toward him, seeks to put new strength into his théarenable
him to endure his suffering in a victorious way.

What most people really need in their troublesnas to
have the burden lifted off, or even lightened, taubave their
own hearts strengthened with fresh cheer and hepedhat
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they shall not fail in their duty, and that theyyr@ercome in
their struggles. Not assistance in carrying ttessl]dut a new
inspiration of courage and energy, that they magycé#
themselves, is for most men the wisest help. Tueeproblem
of living is not to get along easily, with the leaxertion and
the fewest crosses, but to grow by every experient
stronger men: hence we show real unkindness tce tivd®
are enduring hardship, when we seek merely to nidée
easier for them, regardless of their own highesidgoUsually
it is a great deal better for people to fight theivn battles
through, and carry their own burdens, and beagbténed the
crosses God gives them to carry. He knows béditer e do
what they need, and is ever watching, that the mn@y not
become more than they shall be able to bear. Hehewve
relief ready when it is wisest that there shouldrddeef. We
may interfere with God’s discipline when we comarring up
with our help at every moment of stress. By enagament
and cheer and inspiration, we may put new hopeesmaigy
into hearts that are fainting; but usually thathis only aid we
should give. It is always vastly better to giveman something
to do, by which he can earn his own bread, thaputothe
bread into his hand, and leave him idle. In threnfer case, we
encourage him to be brave and manly: in the lattermake it
easy for him to be weak and despairing, and rob @ina
lesson which God had set for him to learn. Ithis poorest
kindness to work out a child’s school-exampleshion, and to
tell him the answers to the questions assignedo In doing
so, we make the lessons of little or no use to hithe mere
having of correct answers is a matter of small irtgoece to
him in comparison with the mental discipline to getten
from the personal and even painful search aftetrtit. We
can show him no greater unkindness than to mak&essons
easy for him by doing all the hard part for himheTtruly kind
thing is, to encourage him to solve the exampled,ta search
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out the answers for himself. Each bit of knowleddech he

gets for himself through persistent struggle, hdl &eep

forever. It is then his own, by virtue of searcidaliscovery,
and he will never lose it: besides, the wrestlinthwhe hard
problem has added new power to his own mental tiesyland
the victory over the difficulty has inspired himttvifresh hope
for new struggles. The same is true in all sphefdde. We

may do others the greatest harm by unwisely helghieq. |If

having an easy life were the highest aim, it wolodd better
that we should lift off every burden under whiclhears bow,
and do every hard thing for them, and save themn fevery

struggle and difficulty, But life is a school, andsks and
hardships and battles and toils and sufferingslesgons set
for us, by which we are to be trained and discaairinto

strength and nobleness: therefore, he who trieg mnmake

easy paths for another robs him of that experidncavhich

God designed to make a man of him.

Hence, they are the best comforters and helpethef
fellow-men who go about with large hopefulness and
cheerfulness in their own hearts, trying to puttiel more
hope and cheer into the life of every one they méeifts of
money, ofttimes, while they relieve immediate dis, and
make life for one hour easier, only help to encgara
disheartenment, and to perpetuate nervelessness and
indolence. It would be a great deal better, byew brave
words, to incite the person to rise up, and grdsmhew, and
conquer for himself.

It is evident, from this view of what is best forem that
we can all do a great deal of good, and of the stjideuest
good, in this world, without having much money tstow. If
we have not gold and silver to give, we can takehayhand
those who have fallen in the way, and help themst® again;
we can put fresh courage into the hearts of theat,fao that
they can take up their burdens afresh, and stasafal once
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more in the race; we can give cheer and comfottidse who
are weary through toil or through sorrow; we carpam
inspirations of joy, and kindle new hope in the dimos of
those who have begun to lag behind; we can ma&alifttle
easier for everyone we meet, not by taking anytfiiam his
burden, but by making him more able to bear it.d Am the
end, although we may never be able to give a doflanoney
to relieve distress, it may be seen that the bigsswe have
scattered, or have gotten into people’s very liags,far more
in number, and greater in value, than if, with $wvhand, we
had been dispensing gold and silver all along eary.

There is never an end of opportunities for suctsqeal
helpfulness as this. There is a rich, possiblesiyministry,
for instance, made up of countless small courtesiestle
words, mere passing touches on the lives of thaseasually
meet; impulses given by putting a little more wadrrmto our
ordinary salutations; influences flowing directly iadirectly
from the things we do, and the words we speak. eikample,
we meet a friend on the street, whose heart isyheaw stop a
moment in passing, to speak a word of thoughtf@echand
hope; and it sings in his breast all day, like aenaf angel
song. We walk a little way with a young man whoins
danger of turning out of the path of safety, andletefall a
sincere word of kindly interest in him, or of affienate
warning, which may help to save him. Amid the bssi
scenes, when engaged in the most momentous labwers,
may yet carry on a never-ceasing ministry of peason
helpfulness, whose results shall spring up likevéis in the
path behind us, or echo in the hearts of othewes tigtes of
holy song, or glow in other lives in touches ofiead beauty.

It is related of Leonardo da Vinci, that in his hogd,
when he saw caged birds exposed for sale on tketstof
Florence, he would buy them, and set them freeva#t a rare
trait in a boy, and spoke of a noble heart full ggnuine
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sympathy. As we go about the streets, we find nezaged
birds which we may set free, imprisoned joys that nvay
liberate, by the power that is in us of helping erth
Naturalists say that the stork, having most tenydésl its
young, will sail under them when they first attertgpfly, and,
if they begin to fall, will bear them up, and suppihem; and
that, when one stork is wounded by the sportsnfam,able
ones gather about it, put their wings under it, Bpdo carry it
away. These instincts in the bird teach us theolesof
helpfulness. We should come up close to thoseaxbdan any
way overburdened or weak or faint, and, putting oum
strength underneath them, help them along; and \@hether
fellow-being is wounded or crushed, whether by ®aror by
sin, it is our duty to gather about him, and trylitohim up,
and save him. There is scarcely a limit to ourspgmkties of
helpfulness in these ways.

“Poor indeed thou must be, if around thee
Thou no ray of light and joy canst throw;
If no silken cord of love hath bound thee
To some little world, through weal or woe;
If no dear eyes thy tender love can brighten,
No fond voices answer to thine own;
If no brother’s sorrow thou canst lighten
By daily sympathy and gentle tone.
Daily struggling, though enclosed and lonely,
Every day a rich reward will give:
Thou wilt find by hearty striving only,
And truly loving, thou canst truly live!”

“There is a man,” said his neighbour, speaking rof t
village carpenter, “who has done more good, | yeladlieve,
in this community than any other person who ewsxdiin it.
He cannot talk very well in a prayer-meeting, arddoesn’t
often try. He isn’'t worth two thousand dollarsdatis very
little he can put down on subscription-papers foy abject.
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But a new family never moves into the village thatdoes not
find them out, to give them a neighbourly welcoraad to
offer any little service he can render. He is afsvan the
lookout to give strangers a seat in his pew atdahurHe is
always ready to watch with a sick neighbour, anuklafter
his affairs for him. | have sometimes thoughtt th@ and his
wife keep houseplants in winter just to be ablednd flowers
to invalids. He finds time for a pleasant word éwery child
he meets; and you'll see the children climbing ihts own
one-horse wagon, when he has no other load. Hlg sems
to have a genius for helping folks in all sortscommon ways,
and it does me good every day just to meet hinherstreet.”
This picture, though in homely setting, it may dom& one
good to look at; so it is framed here, and leftlus page.

Thus, without money, we can make our lives aburgant
useful in this world of need. Sympathy is betteart money:
SO is courage, so is cheer, so is hope. It iebalivays to
give ourselves than to give our money: certainly sheuld
give ourselves with whatever else we may give. €Tift
without the giver is bare.” Christ himself gave money; but
every life that came near to him in faith, went gveariched
and helped. He gave love, and love is the briglated richest
coin minted in this world. And all of us can gileve: none
are too poor for that.
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CHAPTER XVI.
TIMELINESS IN DUTY.

The element of time is a vital matter in many duti®one
at the right moment, there is a blessing in theetaykd, they
were as well not done at all. If we sleep throtiyh hour for
duty, we may as well sleep on after the hour. Wgkhen
will not avail to accomplish that which we were t@to.

There are many applications of this principle. Yeékar
we do for our friends, we must do when they neathelp. If
one is sick, the time to show our affection and sympathy is
while the sickness continues, and not after thenttiis well
again. If we allow him to pass through his illnesghout
showing him any attention, there is no use, wheishgoing
about again, for us to wake up, and begin to lakiskiness
upon him: he does not need it now, and it will do ho good.

If one of our friends is passing through some stneggle
with temptation, and is in danger of being overcpthen is
the time to come up close alongside of him, and thet
strength of our love under his weakness to suggort If we
fail him then, we may almost as well let him go alone
altogether after that. Of what use is sympathy rwitee
struggle is over? Of what use is help when ttidebhas been
fought through, and won without us? Or, supposgeftiend
was not victorious; suppose he failed in the battlefailed
because no one came to him to help him, becausame not
with the sustaining strength of our sympathy; sigepihat, left
to struggle unaided with enemies or difficultiesaniversities,
he was defeated, and sank down crushed and hopeless
there any use in our hurrying up to him now to faofour
assistance? Is not the time past when help codd him?
Can our sympathy now enable him to retrieve whahae
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lost? Can our faithfulness today atone for ouraithfulness
yesterday?

Most of us are in some way the guardians of otbeiss
The time to fulfil our duty of guardianship is whtre dangers
are imminent. There is no use for the lookout loa ghip to
become vigilant only after the vessel is among ribeks.
There is no use for the sentinel, in the time of,wa arouse
and begin to watch when the enemy has stolen ircaptlired
the field.

Are you your brother's keeper? Are you set to watch
against danger to his soul? Are you a parent, @/ldosy it is
to guard your own children against the perils aftbat lurk in
ambush all about them? Are you a teacher, withaascof
young people entrusted to your care, to shield tesmid and
keep? Are you a sister, with brothers dear to ydwym you
are to protect from temptation? Are you a brotla@d have
you sisters tender and exposed to danger, whosedkaf you
should be? Are you a friend, and is there onetl®seerils,
over whom God has set you as guide or protector2 yau
watching, or are you sleeping? Remember thatithe to
watch is before the danger has done its deadly .wavken,
through your negligence, it has come, and has ae=sirthe
precious life, you may almost as well sleep on.tdhiag then
ever so faithfully will not undo the evil which done.

In the preparation for duty or for struggle in qersonal
life, the same principle applies. There is a tifoe this
preparation, when it can be made; and if it ismatle then, it
cannot be made at all. It is a rule of providdrigading, that
opportunity is always given to every one to prepéoe
whatever part he is to take in life, and for whatesxperience
he is ordained to meet. The days come to us lirddezl to
another, so that simple faithfulness today alwagpg@res us
for the duty of tomorrow. Or the days are likepsteon a
stairway, each one meant to lift our feet, and makeeady

100



for the next. If one only embraces and uses hpodpnities
as they come to him, one by one, he will neverusprised by
any sudden emergency in life, whether of duty otriad, for
which he will not be ready. For example, befofe’di stern,
fierce conflicts, which put manhood’s strongestrdilio the
test, we have childhood and youth as seasons fon ca
preparation. He that rightly improves these seagsriully
ready for whatever life may bring.

It is just because these opportunities for preparatome
to us so quietly, and without announcement, natgeized by
us at the time as important, or as carrying in thany
elements of destiny for us, that so many fail tpriave them.
The school-boy does not see what good it will do to know
the simple things that are set as his daily taahd,neglects to
learn them. Twenty, forty years afterward, hesfain the
position to which he is called, because he sluhiscboyhood
lessons in the quiet school-days long ago. Thengou
apprentice takes no pains to perfect himself intthée he has
chosen, and consequently is only a third or foatdss work
man all his life, while diligence in youth would\eaprepared
him for highest excellence. The young professiomen
dislikes the dry drudgery that the early yearsdptimhim, and
neglects it, waiting until some great opportunigmes to lift
him into prominence. The opportunity comes at tengut he
fails in it, because he has not improved the loages of
preparatory steps that came before.

On the other hand, a school-boy does every tadkftdy.
He never slights a lesson; he goes thoroughly every day’s
studies; he does not see, any more than the athexhat
particular use these things will be to him wherisha man, in
active life, nor does he ask: his only care iseéddthful now
in every duty. Years later he rises to high plasksch he
never could have filled had he slurred his boyheddsks. A
physician is suddenly called to take charge ofitcal case,
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requiring the best skill in the world. He is sussfl, and

wins fame for himself, because in the long, quiearg of

obscure practice he has been diligent. If he hetdbeen

faithful in those years of routine work, he musvédailed

when the great opportunity came. He could not lmade the
necessary preparation at the moment when suddahgdado

act. The case could only be met by the instant afse
knowledge and skill already acquired and available.

It is a secret worth knowing and remembering, tinat
truest, and indeed the only possible, preparatmm life’s
duties or trials, is made by simple fidelity in winger each
day brings. A day squandered anywhere may proee th
dropped stitch from which the whole web will begmravel.
One lesson neglected may prove to have containedehy
knowledge for the want of which, far along in treurse, the
student may fail. One opportunity let slip maytbe first step
in a ladder leading to eminence or power, but ighdr rounds
of which can be gained, because the first was al@n. We
never know what is important, or when we are stagéait the
open doors of great opportunities, in life.  The sio
insignificant duty that offers may be the first dea in
preparation for a noble mission: if we despiseayglect it, we
miss the grand destiny, the gate to which was qyerfor that
one moment. Indeed, every hour of life holds thgskof the
next, and possibly of many hours more: to fail af duty in
any one of them, may be to lose the most splenglbrdunity
through all life to the end.

So the times of preparation come silently and umesya
and many neglect them, not knowing what depends upo
them: but neglected, and allowed to slip away, ttey never
be regained. The man who finds himself in the gmmes of a
great duty or opportunity which he cannot take umacept,
because he is not prepared for it, cannot thenag& to make
the needful preparation. The soldier cannot lehenart of
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war in the face of the battle. The Christian canmo an
unexpected emergency of temptation, gather in a enorall
needed spiritual power. Not to be ready in advdocgreat
duties or great needs, is to fail.

The lesson is important, and has infinite applaadi You
cannot go back today to do the work you neglectedid
yesterday. You cannot make preparation for lifemwthe bur
den of life is on you. Opportunities never returhhey must
be taken on the wing, or they cannot be takenl.afTdlere is a
time for every duty; done then, its issues andltesuay be
infinite and eternal: deferred or neglected, it nrever be
worthwhile to take it up again.

“Muffled and dumb, the hypocritic days,

And marching single in an endless file,

Bring diadems or fagots in their hands.

To each they offer gifts after his will,

Bread, kingdoms, stars, and heaven that holds #iem
I, in my pleachéd garden, watched the pomp,
Forgot my morning wishes, hastily

Took a few herbs and apples, and the day

Turned and departed silent: |, too late,

Under her solemn fillet saw the scorn.”

Many of us in our later years have in our handy d¢iné
poorest things of life, — withered leaves, fadedwirs,
straws, and bits of worthless tinsel, while we sae afar in
their bright glory the kingdoms, diadems, and crewvhich
we have missed, which might have been ours haduiviaken
them when they were offered to us. Let the yowagr the
lesson, and miss no chance that life brings, amaseeno
blessing which the commonest day presents, in whate
plainness of form. It may be only a dull, drylétseed which
is held out to you, but in it is infolded a rareveet flower,
which some day will fill your room with fragrancd, you
accept it: you cannot have the flower then unlesstake the
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seed today.
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CHAPTER XVII.

THE OFFICE OF CONSOLER.

“For she is kinder than all others are,

And weak things, sad things, gather wiséedwells,
To reach and taste her strength, and drink of her,

As thirsty creatures of clear water-wélls.

There are some people who seem to be speciallyiadboi
to the office of comforter and consoler. The setng and
troubled are attracted to them as steel filings toagnet, or as
thirsty ones to a spring of water. The paths ®rttoors are
worn by the passing feet of many weary ones. Nxeof
among men is more sacred, or fuller of blessing;ifono
other field can wider opportunity be found for rendg
helpful service to humanity. It was to this seeyiagn an
eminent degree, that Christ was set apart. Hedfditimself,
that the Spirit had sent him “to heal the brokemteeR’ (Luke
4:18) His whole ministry was one of consolation tte
sorrowing. The weary and the heartsore came to With
their burdens; the penitent crept to His feet witteir
confessions; mourners sought His sympathy: andreviee
He went, He carried cheer, light, and inspiratiddio one who
came to him with a trouble went away uncomfortétis deep
and ready sympathy and His gentle, uplifting helpde him
preeminently a consoler.

Those who would follow in Christ’s footsteps, ampeat
in their human measure His ministry of love anddfeence
in this world, must strive to be sons of consolatiorhere is
always need for this sacred ministry. Wherever mag live,
there is no other human experience that one isuse of
meeting as sorrow. In other respects men diffeip-+race, in
color, in worldly condition, in culture, in degreesf
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refinement, in customs and modes of life, — bulire respect
all are alike: all have sorrow. There are manyglages
spoken on the earth, and the traveller ofttimedsfihimself
unable to understand the word that falls upon aistaut there
is one language that he finds the same in all zomesll

conditions, — the language of grief. Everywherer¢hare
tears telling of sadness. There is no circle inclvlthere is
not some heavy heart. We pass no day in which eavea

meet with those who are oppressed with some opearoet
grief. An old clergyman once said to a companytotients
he was addressing, that they ought never to coradtaltgious
service without some word of comfort for the trcadyl for
they would always have some troubled ones in tgience.
Wherever we go, we come upon those who long fopsyhy,

and whose hearts are crying out for comfort.

Therefore, those who have learned to comfort othaxe
found a ministry of great usefulness. It was thdyeprayer of
Mrs. Prentiss, who has helped so many weary pilgrim
heavenward, —

“Oh that this heart, with grief so well acquainted,
Might be a fountain, rich and sweet and full,
For all the weary that have fallen and fainted
In life's parched desert,— thirsty, sorrowful.

Thou Man of sorrows, teach my lips, that often
Have told the sacred story of my woe,

To speak of thee till stony griefs | soften, —
Till those that know thee not, learn thee to kriow.

Her prayer was answered; for of this gifted womedier
her death, it was said with great truthfulness,rdHgas in an
eminent degree the blessing of them that were reaggrish.
Weary, overtaxed mothers, misunderstood and uneiapee
wives, servants, pale seamstresses, delicate wéonezd to
live in an atmosphere of drunkenness and coarselibyy
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widows and orphans in the bitterness of their beyeeent,
mothers with their tears dropping over empty cradie- to
thousands of such she was a messenger from heaveEn.”
receive such eulogium when one’s work is finishedpetter
than to have died amid the richest splendours @lfltiveor to
have had the paens of fame sung over one’s grave.

The anointing to the office of consoler is usuadiyp
anointing of tears. Only those who have learnedsod’'s
school of experience can be the best comfortesthudrs. It
was thus that Christ Himself was prepared to be gleat
Comforter. It is because on earth He was triedllipoints as
we are, that now in heaven He is touched with dedirig of
our infirmities. Even His divinity did not qualifydim for
sympathy: He must learn by actual human experievicat
sorrow is, that He might be the comforter of sorrolis in
the same school that God ordinarily trains Hisdreih for this
sacred office. He may not take them through beneants
(Christ did not suffer bereavements), but therenaaay other
kinds of suffering in which hearts may be schoolesome
learn their lessons in early struggles with advgrsar with
temptation, or with the weakness and sin of thein matures,
or in disappointments, self-denials, and trials.anyl who
seem to common eyes to have escaped the sorroWe,of
have yet in many ways been trained and discipliaed, their
hearts chastened and softened, and cleansed dfatdeess
and selfishness of nature; so that they are welpamed to
understand the experiences of others in strugglesanrow,
and give true and wise consolation. This is onehef rich
compensations of trial: we get out of it, if we aral it
Christianly, preparation for one of life's most sat
ministries.

As to the manner in which this ministry of consmat
may be performed, but few suggestions can be méidthe
heart is ready for it, no rules will be needed. nGee
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sympathy is the basis of all true and wise comfoite must
enter into the experiences of those to whom we @vouihister

comfort; we must understand their grief: this willake us
reverent in the presence of their trouble. If weld read the
secret history of those about us, who now ofttirtrgsour

patience by their infelicities of temper and dispos, we

should probably find in their lives sorrow and suiifig

enough to explain to us the infirmities which sorntaeir

character. True sympathy draws us very closeddcsttiferer.

It also gives us that thoughtfulness, and thatceeli of

feeling and touch, which make us gentle in all veatment of
grief; for no other ministry is refinement of spiso essential
as for that of dealing with pained or wounded hea# wrong

touch, or a harsh word, or the quick flash of am,eyay do
irreparable harm, only opening afresh, with newnpand

torture, the wound it was meant to heal. Hencexetlis deep
significance in the prophet’s portraiture of CHaggentleness
in dealing with crushed spirits: “A bruised reedalslhe not

break.” (Matthew 12:20) He never caused needlasstp the

bruised heart He meant to soothe. No touch ofwidis ever
rude: no word of His was ever harsh. We need,ika |
manner, the most delicate gentleness for the affiog

comfort.

We need also victorious faith, as well as gentlenas fit
us for the ministry of consolation. We cannot gwkat we
have not ourselves to give. How can we communistitang
faith in God and in His Word, if our own hearts dod of
doubts and misgivings? How can we kindle the laofgsope
and courage and joy in the heart where all is déarkere be
no lamps shining in our own breast? A true coneforhust
know deep Christian joy, — the joy that springs amid
sorrows, like a sweet, fresh spring under the tidégshe
brackish sea. One woman wrote to another in daef {iThe
shadow of death will not always rest on your hoya will
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emerge from its obscurity into such a light as thdy have
never sorrowed cannot know. We never know, orrbegi
know, the great Heart that loves us best, till vireow

ourselves upon it in the hour of our despair.” sTkiriter
herself knew the joy which she foretold to her esishow
walking in the deep shadow. One who had had sQrbm
had never gotten out into the sunshine, could aothgiven
such comfort. Bright, radiant, victorious faith a@ssential in
one who would give real consolation. One who hatscome
as a conqueror through Christ out of afflictiont bas been
crushed, and still lies in the dust of defeat, carmminister
comfort to others. A vanquished soldier cannotpiies
courage and hope in another who is going out tdebatWe
must be overcomers ourselves, if we would help rethe

overcome. We must be truly comforted of God, if weuld

comfort others.

As to the quality of the comfort itself that is nsitered, it
should be more than pity. Mere pity alone leaves heart
weaker than before. Wise and true comfort muste giv
something that shall prove strength and inspirationthe
fainting spirit, and help it to rise again. It sihd be like the
wine which angels of mercy pour into the lips of thounded
on the fields of battle to revive them. The desafjcomfort is
not merely to help the sorrowing through their sarrbut to
help them to get from their sorrow the blessinggis for them,
to take from God the message of love which theosobyears,
and to come from the experience stronger, purere magliant,
with more of Christ’s image glowing in their face.

Wise and really helpful comfort, while it is touachby the
friend’s sorrow, and shares the pain, yet strivegut hope
and strength into the sad heart, that recognizind'$shand,
and submitting to it, it may yet take the benedittwhich the
dark-robed messenger brings. In no experienciéeofid most
persons need wise friendship and firm guidance rtiwae in
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their times of trouble. There are dangerous shekilting all

the deeps of affliction, and many frail barks aresked in the
darkness. It is the office of the one who woulgeggood

comfort, to pilot the sorrowing past the shoalshe safe and
radiant shore. For this, a firm hand is neededvel as a
tender heart.
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CHAPTER XVIII.

LIVING BY THE DAY.

“Time was, is past: thou canst not it recall.
Timeis, thou hast: employ the portion small.
Time future, is not, and may never be.

Time present is the only time for thee.”

It is life’s largeness that most discourages edriaes|
conscientious souls. As men think deeply of itanneg and
responsibility, they are apt to be overwhelmed hiy thought
of its vastness. It has manifold, almost infiniteJations
toward God and toward man. Each of these relath@ssits
binding duties. Every individual life must be ldveamid
countless antagonisms, and in the face of countesss.
Battles must be fought, trials encountered, andosm
endured. Every life has a divine mission to fulél plan of
God to work out. Then the brief earthly coursebig the
beginning of an endless existence, whose immosatimies
hinge upon fidelity in the present life. Lookedimthis way,
as a whole, there is something almost appallingpénthought
of our responsibility in living.

Many a person who thinks of life in this aspect] ares it
in its wholeness, has not the courage to hopeuocess and
victory, but stands staggered, well-nigh paralyzed, the
threshold. “I cannot possibly meet all these respulities,
and perform all these duties. | can but fail ia &nd if | try:
why should I try at all, only to suffer the shamedgain of
defeat?” Despair comes to many a heart when edthigr or
sorrow or danger is looked at in the aggregate.

But this is not the way we should view life. Itedonot
come to us all in one piece. We do not get it amgrears, but
only in days, — day by day. We look on beforeargj as we
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count up the long years with their duties, struggbnd trials,
the bulk is like a mountain which no mortal canrgabut we
really never have more than one day’s battlesdbotfior one
day’s work to do, or one day’s burdens to beamme day’s
sorrow to endure, in any one day.

“I think not of tomorrow,
Its trial or its task,
But still with childlike spirit.
For present mercies ask.
With each returning morning
| cast old things away.
Life’s journey lies before me:
My prayer is for today.”

It is wonderful how the Bible gives emphasis tcsthiay
of viewing life. When for forty years God fed H@hosen
people with bread from heaven, He never gave tlexcept
on the morning before the sabbath, more than ongs da
portion at a time. He positively forbade them gaithg more
than would suffice for the day, and if they shouidlate His
command, what they gathered over the daily portiauld
become corrupt. Thus early God began to teactpétiple to
live only by the day, and trust him for tomorrowt the close
of the forty years, the promise given to one of tilfges was,
“As thy days, so shall thy strength be.” (Deutemya33:25)
Strength was not promised in advance, — enouglalfdife,
or even for a year, or for a month, — but the psawas, that
for each day, when it came with its own needs,edytbattles,
and griefs, enough strength would be given. Asbilrgen in
creased, more strength would be imparted. As idat igrew
darker, the lamps would shine out more brightly.heT
important thought here is, that strength is not tedpnto our
hearts in bulk, — a supply for years to come, —ibltept in
reserve, and given day by day, just as the daygsgsiesquire.
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“Oh! ask not thou, How shall | bear
The burden of tomorrow?
Sufficient for today, its care,

Its evil, and its sorrow;

God impartettby the way

Strength sufficient for the day.”

When Christ came, He gave still further emphasish®o
same method of living. He said, “Take thereforetimought
for the morrow: for the morrow shall take thougbt the
things of itself. Sufficient unto the day is theilehereof.
(Matthew 6:34) He would have us fence off the days
themselves, and never look over the fence to tlahkut
tomorrow’s cares. The thought is, that each dawia certain
sense, a complete life by itself. It has its owatias, its own
trials, its own burdens, and its own needs. Itdrasugh to fill
heart and hands for the one full day. We canna ilis life
well, and use any of its strength outside of itselthe very
best we can do for any day, for the perfecting ufIde as a
whole, is to live the one day well. We should ailit our
thought and energy and skill into the duty of edal, wasting
no strength, either in grieving over yesterdayiufas, or in
anxiety about tomorrow’s responsibilities.

“Bear the burden of the present,
Let the morrow bear its own:

If the morning sky be pleasant,
Why the coming night bemoan?

Grief, nor pain, nor any sorrow,
Rends thy heart to Him unknown:
He today and He tomorrow
Grace sufficient gives His own.”

Charles Kingsley says, “Do today’s duty, fight tgda
temptation, and do not weaken and distract yourbgif
looking forward to things which you cannot see, aadld not
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understand if you saw them.”

Our Lord, also, in the form of prayer which He gavis
disciples, taught this lesson of living by the dayere He has
told us to ask for bread for one day only. “Giwethis day
our daily bread.” (Matthew 6:11) Here, again, baches us
that we have to do only with the present day. Weaokt need
tomorrow’s bread now: when we need it, it will beos
enough to ask God for it, and get it. It is thenme lesson
over again. God is caring for us, and we areusttHim for
the supply of all our wants as they press uponwgsare to
trust him, content to have only enough in handlierday.

“Why should’st thou fill to-day with sorrow
About to-morrow,

My heart?
One watches all with care most true:
Doubt not that He will give thee, too,

Thy part”

If we can but learn to live thus by the day, withanxiety
about the future, the burden will not be so crughilVe have
nothing to do with life in the aggregate, — tha¢agrbulk of
duties, responsibilities, struggles, and trialst thelong to a
course of years. We really have nothing to do e~vih the
nearest of the days before us, — tomorrow. Ouwr bakiness
is with the one little day now passing. Aind burdens will
not crush us: we can easily carry them till the gaas down.
We can get along for one short day: it is the mtopa of life
into the long future that dismays and appals us.th® lesson
makes life easy and simple.

“One day at a time. Every heart that aches
Knows only too well how long that can seem;
But it's never today which the spirit breaks, —
It's the darkened future, without a gleam.
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One day at a time. A burden too great

To be borne for two can be borne for one:
Who knows what will enter tomorrow’s gate?
While yet we are speaking, all may be done.

One day at a time. But a single day,
Whatever its load, whatever its length;

And there’s a bit of precious Scripture to say,
That, according to each shall be our strength.”

But is there to be no forethought? The best faneght for
tomorrow is today’s duty well done. It is so irhseol: one
lesson well learned leads up to the next, and mdkeasy;
and each day's lessons mastered through the ygars,
scholarship in the end. It is so in all life: aiday is well lived,
if all its responsibilities are promptly and wiselyet,
tomorrow will come bright with new hopes. God gve
guidance, also, by the day. One who carries @tardt night
does not see the whole path home; the lanternslighty a
single step in advance; but, when that step isntakeother is
thereby lighted, and so on until the end of therney is
reached. It is thus that God lights our way. ldegdnot show
us the whole of it when we set out: He makes oep ptain,
and then, when we take that, another and then anoth

“If then hast yesterday thy duty done,

And thereby cleared firm footing for today,
Whatever clouds may dark tomorrow’s sun,
Thou shalt not miss thy solitary way.”
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CHAPTER XIX.

HABITS IN RELIGIOUS LIFE.

“Forenoon and afternoon and night; — forenoon
And afternoon and night; — forenoon and — what!
The empty song repeats itself. No more?
Yea, that is life: make this forenoon sublime,
This afternoon a psalm, this night a prayer,
And time is conquered, and thy crown is won.”

E. R. SILL.

Some conscientious people are anxious because their
religious life has become such a matter of habét they are
not conscious of any voluntary efforts to live tighrhey feel
that their acts and services cannot be pleasinGa® when
rendered without any conscious desire to honour. Hirhey
are oppressed with the fear that their comfortablgion is
really only formality. They pray at certain houes)d go to
church at certain times, and they go through reguatines
of duties, and they seem to be good and to do ggadutine
rather than from the heart. The methodicalneghaif piety
frightens them when they think seriously abouitiseems to
them, that, in all their acts of devotion and sesyithere
should be a spontaneous feeling, ever fresh andtswe

A little reflection will show us that such anxietig
groundless. All true greatness is unconsciousseffi It is so
of beauty. The sweetest feature in childhood is it
unconsciousness. Whenever the little girl begias be
conscious that she is pretty, her beauty is greatlyred. The
highest skill in any art is that which is not coiess of skill.
Poets do their best work when they are conscious affort.
They write, as it were, by natural inspiration,tjas a bird
sings. Artists reach their highest achievementsnathey are
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conscious of making no great exertion. A musidt&ngs the
sweetest strains from his instrument when he iscooscious
of trying to do any thing great. The highest ataent in any
art is that in which the art is forgotten. The e@@nce of
effort mars any performance. All truly great thengre done
easily and unconsciously.

The principle is just as true in its applicationQGaristian
life. When one is conscious of his spiritual gsgdbe beauty
of these graces is marred. When a man knows that h
humble, his humility vanishes. When one has toerefkorts
to be generous, patient, or unselfish, he has yehno learn
about these elements. The highest reach in Giristiaracter
brings the disciple back to the simplicity of dl&tchild, when
he is utterly unconscious of the splendour of lnaracter in
Heaven'’s sight.

This is the culmination, but it takes many yeatsirokes to
attain to such completeness. Take piano-playivigu listen
entranced to the skilful performer. His fingerg @ver the
keys, and wander over the chords, up and down ¢heves,
and the music thrills you. You are utterly amaagedhe skill
he exhibits: yet it seems no effort to him; he daeall as
easily as the bird sings its morning song in thevgr This is
the ultimate of his art; but it was not always €®ack of what
you now see and hear, lie long, patient years oarye
toilsome learning, and tedious, exhausting practideen he
had to pick out each separate note on the keybtaed,pass
to the next, and search for that.

So you see a Christian who is very patient, or drasit
meekness. He is not easily provoked. When hesidted, his
face grows a little pale, but there is no outbursi; anger
clouds his brow; no passionate word escapes s tig rules
his own spirit; he speaks the soft answer, odénsior, he has
wondrous Christian joy. He has sorrows, but arhieht all
his heart rejoices. His life is a “song in thehti§ or he has
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attained rare, almost unearthly, spirituality. $é&ms to have
actual converse with heaven. A celestial brighangmgs to
him. He walks the earth as if he were a visitaotf another
world; his daily life is a prayer, breathing out silent,
unconscious influence of heavenliness, as a sweetef
pours out fragrance on the common air; or he lav&hristian
life of superior nobleness. He displays the gradebe spirit
in unusual measure. He manifests Christ's hiddiéa |
wherever he goes. His life is one of great usefssnas, with
beautiful unselfishness, he ministers to the gdauttters. His
heart is touched by every cry of distress, andhaied goes out
to give relief to all suffering and need; and #listcosts no
effort. It appears easy and natural for him tojust such a
Christian, and he seems unconscious of any preeshin
attainments.

Looking at such characters and lives, many feel
discouraged. They say, “I can never be such as@umi” or
perhaps they take another view of it, and saycokts these
men or women nothing to be good Christians: itasyeand
natural to them. They have to make no effort torbe, meek,
gentle, unselfish, or good-tempered and sweettsgirilf they
had my quick, fiery nature, they could not be $ahey were
made of tinder, as | am, they would not be ableosulle their
spirits under keen provocation; if they had my sgrdeelings,
they could not be joyful when sorrow sweeps ovemnthif
they had all my peculiarities of constitution, cinestance, and
environment, all my trials and difficulties, thepuwd not be
such lovely, full-rounded Christians.”

No doubt, there is something in temperament and
constitution, but there is far less than many otlasm. It is
very convenient to have such a scapegoat on whiglld the
responsibility for bad temper and execrable livilgit the
difference usually is in the culture of the lifdt is just as in
the case of the pianist. You see the matured ctaarahe
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disciplined spirit, the trained life; and you mdre¢ the case,
the perfectness, the unconsciousness, with whiakseth
beautiful things are done; but you know nothingh## years
that lie back of these results, in which there wexertions,
efforts, struggles, and failures, amid which, audand times,
hearts grew faint, and spirits sank almost in desp&’hat we
admire and envy in the finely cultured characternot the
spontaneity of unschooled nature, but the resulfeairs and
years of patient and painful discipline, by whicHisposition,
perhaps coarse and rude and impetuous, has bésedtiato
refinement, gentleness, and calm peace.

The tendency of all faithful and true living is tawl the
confirmation and solidifying of character. We gralways in
the direction of our habits and efforts. He thathtmually
struggles to be unselfish, will have many a cohficd many
a defeat; but at length he will learn to exerciseuaselfish
spirit without any exertion. The wheels have ronag and
so often in one track, that they have cut deep \@®dor
themselves, into which they fall as if by naturéet this does
not take away from the moral character of the temselves.
Indeed, it shows, that, instead of doing certaiec# things
in detail to please God, the whole life has becdmeeat,
trained, and solidified into conformity with rightlt shows,
that, instead of piecemeal obedience, holy priesiphave
become wrought into the very fibre and quality loé tsoul.
There may be less feeling, less emotion, less cmumswess of
trying to please God in the minute acts of life;t hbe
character itself has taken on the stamp of holinasd the
natural motions of the soul have been trained tinéogrooves
of righteousness. Yielding habitually to the mmms of the
Spirit, the life has been transformed more and nmiaie the
image of Christ, until unconsciously, and withotfod, the
Christian does the things that please God.

This is the ultimate of Christian culture. It haws the
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highest and truest sense become “second naturdd taght
and beautiful things, and not even to stop to tluhkhem as
right and beautiful, or to weigh their moral chdaesic Who
does not know some quiet Christian life that malkes
pretension to greatness, that is simple, humbledesip
retiring, and yet performs a blessed ministry, tieg
fragrance and joy all about itself? The more wdctvahe
seeds which grow and bring forth fruit in this whrthe more
shall we learn that they are oftenest those tha ar
unconsciously dropped, when the sower knows ndt tisa
hand is scattering golden grains of life. When twyeto do
something great or fine, nothing comes of it. Gegms to
blight the things we do with large intent: then,emhwe do
some simple thing, without pretentious purpose, aoy
thought of excellence or fame, he makes the regultsortal.
Surely no one will say that these beautiful thipgssess no
moral quality, because they are wrought unconsbious
through force of long habit.

A ripe Christian character is simply a life in whiall
Christian virtues and graces have become fixedsafidified
into permanence as established habits. It cosstraggle to
do right, because what has been done so long, uihder
influence of grace in the heart, has become parthef
regenerated nature. The bird sings not to be hdaut
because the song is in its heart, and must be &que It
sings just as sweetly in the depths of the wooth wo ear to
listen, as by the crowded thoroughfare. Beethodiehnot
sing for fame, but to give utterance to the glosionusic that
filled his soul. The face of Moses did not shinecbnvince
the people of his holiness, but because he had daébng in
the presence of God that it could not but shineuest, ripest
Christian life flows out of a full heart, — a heaud filled with
Christ that it requires no effort to live well, atal scatter the
sweetness of grace and love.
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It must be remembered, however, that all goodnass i
living begins first in obeying rules, in keeping
commandments.  Mozart and Mendelssohn began with
running scales and striking chords, and with paififuger-
exercises. The noblest Christian began with thmeplkast
obediences. The way to become skilful is to doghkiover
and over, until we can do them perfectly, and withthought
or effort. The way to become able to do greatghijns to do
our little things with endless repetition, and wititreasing
dexterity and carefulness. The way to grow intori§th
likeness of character, is to watch ourselves in rtheutest
things of thought and word and act, until our pavare
trained to go almost without watching in the linresmoral
right and holy beauty. To become prayerful, we thhesrn to
pray by the clock, at fixed times. It is fine itiealk to say
that our devotions should be like the bird’s songarbling
out anywhere, and at any time, with sweet unrestraut in
plain truth, to depend upon such impulses as guides
praying, would soon lead to no praying at all. sTimay do for
our heavenly life; but we have not gotten into leayet, and
until we do, we need to pray by habit. So of aligious life.
We can only grow into patience by being as patasnive can,
daily and hourly, and in smallest matters, evernieg to be
more and more patient until we reach the highessipte
culture in that line. We can only become unselflsh
practising unselfishness wherever we have an oppityt
until our life grows into the permanent beauty of
unselfishness. We can only grow better by strivamgr to be
better than we already are, and by climbing stepstap
toward the radiant heights of excellence. “We beedetter
than we are by doing better than it is in our heado, better
than it is yet our new nature to do. . . . The gest way to
outgrow rule, is to make faithful use of rule. Tinelted iron
can dispense with the mould by having been ruhénnbould.
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The more pains we take to make the letters in opy-®ook
like those at the top of the page, the sooner weged along
without any copy-book. The element of the formad ahe
mechanical is the threshold over which we step &dano any
new acquisition.”

“Slowly fashioned, link by link,
Slowly waxing strong,

"Till the spirit never shrink,
Save from touch of wrong.

Holy habits are thy wealth,
Golden, pleasant chains, —

Passing earth’s prime blessing, health, —
Endless, priceless gains.

Holy habits are thy joy,
Wisdom'’s pleasant ways,

Yielding good without alloy,
Lengthening, too, thy days.”

Thus our daily habits carry in them the buds and
prophecies of our future character. The testlahakal life is
in its tendencies. The question is not, What point have you
attained? but, Which way are you tending? In vehiaction
is your growth? Is your character compacting talvar
patience, gentleness, truth, love? or toward inepa#,
hardness, falsehood, and selfishness? What isathé of your
spiritual habits? We grow always in the directafrour daily
living. The powers we use develop continually igi@ater
strength. The graces we cultivate come out mock raare
clearly in our character. A bird that would notuts wings
would soon have no wings that it could use. Mauedar
above the earth as our souls are, to fly toward @nd
heaven, if we only grovel in the dust, and do nsé wur
wings, we lose power to soar, and our whole lifengr toward
earthliness. But if we train ourselves to look apay to walk
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erect, to gather our soul's food from the brandafabe tree of
life, our whole being will grow toward spiritualityand
heavenliness.
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CHAPTER XX.

THE POWER OF THE TONGUE.

“Words are mighty, words are living
Serpents with their venomed stings,
Or bright angels crowding round us,
With heaven'’s light upon their wings;
Every word has its own spirit,

True or false, that never dies;

Every word man'’s lips have uttered,
Lives on record in the skies.”

“Death and life,” says the wise man’s proverb, “ardhe
power of the tongue.” (Proverbs 18:21) Words sdithe
things, so fleeting and evanescent, that apparentgnnot
matter much of what sort they are. They are styesgoken,
that we forget what power they have to give pleasurpain.
They seem so swiftly gone after they have passedidor of
our lips, and to have vanished so utterly, thatferget they
do not really go away at all, but linger, eithekelibarbed
arrows in the heart where they struck, or, likgfeat flowers,
distilling perfume. They seem to us, as we casffespeak
them, to be insignificant, and powerless for goodlpand we
do not stop to think, that, as they fly, they eitbear down or
build up fair fabrics of joy and peace in the soolghose to
whom we speak. There have been words quietly spoke
which have broken like the lightning-flash, bearisgd
desolation on their blighting wings, which yearsuicb not
repair. On the other hand, there have been simplels
which, treasured in memory, have hung like brightssof joy
and cheer in long, dark nights of sorrow and trial.

The tongue’s power to do good is simply incalcudablt
can impart valuable knowledge; it can speak wohdg will
shine like lamps in darkened hearts; it can prooeukindly
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sentences that will comfort sorrow, or cheer dedpany; it
can breathe thoughts that will arouse, inspire, guitken
heedless souls, and even whisper the divine sedréte-
giving energy to spirits that are dead. What geedcould do
with our tongues, if we would ushem to the full limit of
their power for good, no one can compute. And dhes
opportunities do not lie alone in formal speech,iraghe
sermon or the lesson, or in the occasional setalksbut they
come in all conversation, even in the most casustting on
the street.

“A kindly word and a tender tone, —
To only God is their virtue known;
They can lift from the dust the abject head,
They can turn a foe to a friend instead;
The heart close-barred with passion and pride
Will fling at their knock its portal wide;
And the hate that blights, and the scorn that sears
Will melt in the fountain of childlike tears.
What ice-bound barriers have been broken,
What rivers of love been stirred,
By a word in kindness spoken,
By only a gentle word.”

But are these fine possibilities of speech realizganost
people? Is the daily talk, even of fairly good naewd women,
a ministry of blessing and good to those on whass & falls?
What is the staple of conversation among averagesizims?
Let us listen for a day, and make careful notellbiva hear.
How much of it is worth recording? How many sectsare
spiritually helpful, calculated to kindle higherpastions, or
start upward impulses? How much of it is uttenrtypty, mere
chaff, that feeds no heart-hunger, kindles no @ps no one
to live better? How much is careless scandal, sinand
injurious criticism of the absent? How much is bgptical
and insincere?
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It is startling to think what Christian conversationight
be, of what it ought to be, and then of what it Why should
such a power for good be wasted, or far worse thasted?
Why should our Christian development be retardedthzy
misuse of the marvellous gift of speech? It warebietter that
one were born dumb than that, having a tongue, stioeild
use it to scatter evil and sorrow, or to sow thedseof
bitterness and pain. Our Lord said we must giveoait of
every idle word; and, if for the idle words, how chumore for
the words that stain and injure, or fall as a desive blight
into other hearts and lives!

When we give ourselves to Christ, we ought to diira
our tongues: when we are regenerated, our tongugd to be
regenerated. It was not without significance, ,tivdten the
Holy Ghost came down on the day of Pentecost, the
manifestation was intbngues like as of fire.” One of the first
results, too, of this heavenly baptism was that diseiples
spoke with other tongues. It is not a mere fanhcifu
interpretation that sees in all this an intimatitmat true
conversation transforms the speech, and that ast@mi
should speak with a new Christian tongue.

There are many suggestions in the Scriptures tmetkind
of words a Christian tongue should speak. For gtanilLet
no corrupt communication proceed out of your mobtit, that
which is good to the use of edifying, that it mawister grace
unto the hearers.” (Ephesians 4:29) Two esseiet#lres of
Christian speech are here touched upon. One isypuo
corrupt word should ever fall from a consecratenbtee, yet
there is much impurity in the speech of some psifes
Christians. Filthy stories are told, and there\ake allusions
and innuendoes which stain the lips that utter ttzemd the
heart of him who hears. Christian conversationukhde
clean and white as snow. Nothing should be spakesmy
company which could not be spoken in the preseficie
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most refined ladies. Will our everyday speech ctiis test?
The other quality indicated in this quotation isfiedtion and
the imparting of grace. Purity is only negativieatt which
does not stain and soil; but more is required. d€atence
should be spoken which is not good for edifyingjchhdoes
not minister grace. Every word should be fittecsame way
to build up character, and add to its beauty. géaogist will
take you to what was once the shore of an ancemt and
show you the marks made by the patter of the rapglon the
soft sand, or the lines left by the wash of the egav A leaf
fluttered down from a tree, and fell there, impnagt its
delicate figure. Many years have passed sincetitimat, but
every trace remains as perfect as when it wasresde: the
wash of the surf, the indentations made by theepat
raindrops, the minutest lines, the leaf's skeletenthere they
are, preserved through thousands of years. Satlitat words
fall upon a human heart. Our gentle poet’s thougmo idle
fancy that the song he sings, he will find againglolong
afterward, in the heart of his friend. Words wtkrfall and
are forgotten as their echoes die away, but thayeleheir
mark: they either beautify or mar; they either mahke life
brighter, or they sully it; they either build upr they tear
down what before was builded. A warm breath uploa t
mystic frost-work on the window-pane on a winterigrning
causes all the splendour to vanish. So, beforebtbath of
impure words, the soul's glory melts into ruin. €Th
Christian’s speech should always edify, and givacegr yet on
how many lips, now garrulous with flippant wordsowid this
test lay the finger of silence!

This does not imply that only grave and solemn word
may be spoken. There is nothing gloomy about¢hgion of
Christ. You look in vain through our Lord’s ownrorsation
for one gloomy sentence: He scattered only sunshihé all
His words were fitted to be helpful words. He duiutp leave
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some gift or blessing with every one He met. Hekspwords
that made the careless thoughtful, that kindled ehap
despairing souls, that left lights burning wherkvehs dark
before, that comforted the sorrowing, and cheerbd t
despairing. For every one He met, He had someagesyet
there was no cant in his speech. He did not gatalwdh a
sad face, uttering His messages in sanctimonions &nd
phrase: His speech, like all His life, was sunny.

He is to be our model. The affectation of devossgne
never ministers grace: it only caricatures religioiVe are not
to fill our speech with solemn phrases, and deaintlout to
every one we meet. Yet with Christ in out heans, are to
seek to impart something of Christ to everyone witlom we
converse. There are a thousand ways of giving. he&lpere
are times when humour ministers grace, when thestru
Christian help for a man is to make him laugh.inité are the
necessities of human lives. Our feeling towarcerghs ever
to be a strong desire to do them good. We haverramd to
each one with whom we are permitted to hold everbtiefest
and most casual conversation. What it is, we n@yknow;
but, if the desire be in our heart, God will usetasninister
blessing in some way. Opportunities for such ntipigre
occurring continually. In a morning’s greeting, way put so
much heart and so much Christ into phrase and &snéo
make our neighbour happier all the day. In the fe@ments’
conversation by the wayside, or during the formadl, ©r in
the midst of the day’s heat and strife, we may drepword
that will lift a burden, or strengthen a faintingdt, or inspire
a new hope, or give warning of danger. We shoeltanly
not be always flippant, talking only of trifles.h&re are some
who never say a serious or thoughtful word. We mayer
see our friend again, and any passing conversatitmhim
may be the last that we shall ever have. We shootdalil,
then, even in our briefest and idlest talk, tofédit at least one
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inspiring and helpful sentence, which may provdesding to
the one who listens to us.

“Only one little word,

But it stirred the depths of a living heart;

And there through the years and the changes of life
With its blessing and glory, its darkness and estrif
The soul of that little word shall abide,

And nevermore depart.”

So we may leave blessings at every step of our wayr
words in season, throbbing with love, and waftedhgybreath
of silent prayer, shall be medicine to every heatid which
any simplest sentence of our speech may fall.
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CHAPTER XXI.

THE HOME CONVERSATION.

“The angry word suppressed, the taunting thought,

Subduing and subdued, the petty strife

Which clouds the color of domestic life;

The sober comfort, all the peace which springs

From the large aggregate of little things, —

On these small cares of daughter, wife, or friend,

The almost sacred joys of home depend.”
HANNAH MORE.

Few things are more important in a home than its
conversation, yet there are few things to whicls lésliberate
thought is given. We take great pains to havehowse well
furnished. We select our carpets and pictures thighutmost
care. We send our children to school that they tmegome
intelligent. We strive to bring into our homes,ethest
conditions of happiness. But how often is the spheaf the
household left untrained and undisciplined?

The good we might do in our homes with our tongufes,
we would use them to the limit of their capacitycbieer and
helpfulness, it is simply impossible to stale. i@ most
homes the best possible results from the gift eksh are not
attained, is very evident. Why should so much pofoe
blessing be wasted? Especially why should we peevert
these gifts, and use our tongues to do evil, t@ gain, to
scatter seeds of bitterness? It is a sad thinghvehehild is
born dumb; but it were better far to be born dueni never
to have the gift of speech, than, having that giftemploy it
in speaking only sharp, unloving, or angry words.

While in all places and at all times our words Ebalwell
chosen, and should be full of the pure and gerilat of
Christ, there are many reasons why the home caoaivens
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preeminently, should be loving. Home is the plaeaevarmth

and tenderness: it should be made the brightessametest
spot on earth to those who dwell within its walM/e should
all carry there our very best moods, tempers, asgbditions.
Especially by our speech should we seek to cortibw the
enrichment of the home life, helping to make itvateng and
refining, and in every way ennobling in its infleen Home
should inspire every tongue to speak its most pwiords,
yet there is in many families a great dearth otlkspeech. In
some cases, there is no conversation at all wartllye name;
there are no affectionate greetings in the mornarghearty
good-nights at parting when the evening closesntbals are
eaten in silence; there are no bright fireside slwater the
events and incidents of the day. A stranger migistake the
home for a deaf-and-dumb institution, or for a hatbere
strangers were together only for a passing seasonother
cases it were even better if silence did reign, tfere are
words of miserable strife and shameful quarrellegrd from
day to day; husband and wife, who vowed at the iager
altar to cherish the one the other until death,pkap an
incessant petty strife of words; parents, who am@roanded
in the Holy Word not to provoke their children toath, lest
they be discouraged, but to bring them up in theune of the
Lord, (Ephesians 6:4) scarcely ever speak to thenoh ia

tenderness. They seem to imagine that they argawarning
their children, unless they are perpetually scgdihem.
They fly into a passion against them at the smiitagation.

They issue their commands to them in words andsteviech
would better suit the despot of a petty savagee ttitan the
head of a Christian household. It is not strarigat, under
such “nurture,” the children, instead of dwellinggéther in
unity, with loving speech, only wrangle and quarsgeaking
only bitter words in their intercourse with one Hrey. That
there are many homes of just this type, it is tdleleny. That
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prayer is offered morning and evening in some as¢h
families, only makes the truth the sadder; fositiockery for
the members of a household to rise together fragir #mees
after morning devotion, only to begin another dagtafe and
bitterness.
Nothing in the home life needs to be more carefully

watched and more diligently cultivated than thevaseation:

it should be imbued with the spirit of love. Nater word
should ever be spoken.

“The ill-timed truth we might have kept, —
Who knows how sharp it pierced and stung?
The word we had not sense to say,—

Who knows how grandly it had rung?”

The talk of husband and wife, in their intercoutsgether,
should always be tender. Anger in word, or everoine,
should never be suffered; chiding and fault-findisigould
never be permitted to mar the sacredness of tpheech; the
warmth and tenderness of their hearts should flowroevery
word that they utter the one to the other; as gaydno, in
their intercourse with their children, they shoulelver speak,
save in words of Christ-like gentleness. It imtalf mistake to
suppose that children’s lives can grow up into beao an
atmosphere of strife. Harsh, angry words are éir $ensitive
souls what frosts are to the delicate flowers.bfling them up
in the nurture of the Lord, is to bring them up @krist
Himself would do; and surely that would be with imite
tenderness. The blessed influence of loving spedah after
day and month after month, it is impossible tomaate: it is
like the falling of warm spring sunshine and rain the
garden. Beauty and sweetness of character aig tik€ome
from such a home.

But home conversation needs more than love to igiNg
best influence: it ought to be enriched by thoughthe
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Saviour’'s warning against idle words should be mainered.
[Matthew 12:36] Every wise-hearted parent willls¢e train
his household to converse on subjects that willldyie
instruction, or tend toward refinement. The tabfords an
excellent opportunity for this kind of educatioifhree times
each day the family gathers there: it is a place fo
cheerfulness. Simply on hygienic grounds, meatsilshnot
be eaten in silence. Bright, cheerful conversatisnan
excellent sauce, and a prime aid to digestiont pifolongs the
meal, and thus appears to take too much time otlieobusy
day, it will, in the end, add to the years by iased
healthfulness and lengthened life. In any caseyeler,
something is due to refinement, and still more ug do the
culture of one’s home life. The table should bedenghe
centre of the social life of the household. Thexé,should
appear at their best and brightest: gloom shoultddreshed.
The conversation should be sprightly and sparklinghould
consist of something besides dull and threadbaranum
places. The idle gossip of the street is not ahyatheme for
such hallowed moments. The conversation of thie tsttould
be of a kind to interest all the members of theilignhence it
should vary to suit the age and intelligence osthwho form
the circle. The events and occurrences of eachhdaywith
profit be spoken of and discussed; and now thatddiéy
newspaper contains so full and faithful a summaiythe
world’s doings and happenings, this is easy. HEawh may
mention the event which has specially impressed mm
reading or in discussion without. Bits of refinédmour
should always be welcome, and all wearisome reaitdldull,
uninteresting discussion should be avoided.

Table-talk may be enriched, and at the same tinge th
intelligence of all the members of the family mag b
advanced, by bringing out at least one new faeaah meal,
to be added to the common fund of knowledge. Ssgploere
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are two or three children at the table, varyingtheir ages
from five to twelve. Let the father or the motlieave some
particular subject to introduce during the mealjolhwill be
both interesting and profitable to the younger merslof the
family. It may be some historical incident, or sostientific
fact, or an event in the life of some distinguistmedn. The
subject should not be above the capacity of thengeu
people, for whose special benefit it is introducedr should
the conversation be overweighted by attemptingnuezh at
one time. One single fact clearly presented, ainahlyf
impressed so as to be remembered, is better thaslewh
chapters of information poured out in a confusegga on
minds that tomorrow cannot recall any part of i little
thought will show the rich possible outcome of ateyn like
this, if faithfully followed through a series of es. If but one
fact is presented at every meal, there will becaisiand things
taught to the children in a year. If the subjeats wisely
chosen, the fund of knowledge communicated initag will
be of no inconsiderable value. A whole system cafcation
lies in this suggestion; for, besides the commuitnaof
important knowledge, the habit of mental activitg i
stimulated, interest is awakened in lines of stadg research
which may afterwards be followed out, tastes arprawed,
while the effect upon the family life is elevatiagd refining.

It may be objected that such a system of table¢alkd
not be conducted without much thought, study, and
preparation on the part of parents; but if the habce were
formed, and the plan properly introduced, it wobkl found
comparatively easy for parents of ordinary intelfige to
maintain it. Books are now prepared in great nus)kgving
important facts in small compass. Then, there are
encyclopaedias and dictionaries of various kindslhe
newspapers contain every week paragraphs andeartaf
great value in such a course. A wise use of ssmad paste
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will keep scrapbooks well filled with materials whi can
readily be made available. It will be necessaryhiok and
plan for such a system, to choose the topics ik, and to
become familiar with the facts. This work mightdieared by
both parents, and thus be easy for both. Thatllitast time
and thought and labour ought not to be an objecfimmis it
not worth almost any cost to secure the benefitd an
advantages which would result from such a systerhoofie
instruction?

These are hints only of the almost infinite pogssies of
good which lie in the home conversation. That itite lis
realized in most cases when so much is possibtmesof the
saddest things about our current life. It may bat these
suggestions shall stimulate in some families, atstle an
earnest search after something better than they yetvfound
in their desultory and aimless conversational lsabiSurely
there should be no home in which, amid all thetligitk that
flies from busy tongues, time is not found every dawhich
to say at least one word that shall be instructstggestive,
elevating, or at least, in some way, helpful.
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CHAPTER XXII.
AN OLD BIBLE PORTRAIT.

It is the picture of a mother of the olden timesittis
before us. The story of Hannah is invested witle raterest.
It is one of those narratives whose charm is theadorned
simplicity. Though living so long since, when tverld was
so young, this mother stands yet, in the radiairitsgf her
life, in the clearness of her faith, in the devotiof her
motherhood, as a model for Christian mothers isehgewest
ages. There are some things that grow old andfadate, but
motherhood does not: it is ever the same in itsedytts
responsibilities, its sacred privileges, and itsgdoilities of
influence. The old picture is new and fresh, tfae in
every age, to every true-hearted mother who logksut.

For one thing, Hannah, as a mother, was enthusiaStie
was not one of those women who think children umdbke
encumbrances. She did not consider herself, inehadrer
married years, particularly fortunate in being frieem the
cares and responsibilities of motherhood. Shechetl that
children were blessings from the Lord, that motbechwas
the highest honour possible to a woman; and shghsou
reverently and very earnestly, from God, the peiyd of
pressing a little child to her bosom, and callihdheér own.
This line in the ancient picture we must not oveklon these
days, when children are not always regarded asibigsfrom
the Lord, nor even always welcomed.

For another thing, when Hannah’'s child came, she
considered it a part of her religious duty to talese of it.
Instead, therefore, of going up to Shiloh to attalidhe great
feasts, as she had done before, she staid at homsoiine
time, to give personal attention to the little dhat God had
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given her, and that was still too young to be takgh safety
and comfort on such long journeys. No doubt sh@pssed
that she was worshipping God just as acceptabtioing this
as if she had gone up to all the great meetingsd who will

say that she was not right? A mother’s first oddigns are to
her children: she can have no holier or more sadugigs than
those which relate to them. No amount of publibgieus

service will atone for neglect of these. She mag to

temperance and missionary meetings, and abounii kimds

of charitable activities, and may do very much gamdong
the poor, carrying blessings to many other homed,beeing a
blessing to other people’s children, through thaday school
or mission school; but if she fails, meanwhilectare for her
own children, she can scarcely be commended asthdufa
Christian mother. She has overlooked her first amuost
sacred duties, while she gives her hand and hedinose that
are but secondary to her. Hannah’s way evidendly the true
one. A mother had better be missed in the chuact,at the
public meetings, than be missed in her own househS8bme
things must be crowded out of every earnest litd,the last
thing to be crowded out of a mother's life should the
faithful and loving care of her children. The prear may
urge that everyone should do something in the gémeark of

the church, and the superintendent may appeaéémhers for
the Sunday school; but the mother herself mustdéeechether
the Master wants her to take up any religious wartside her
own home. For the work there she surely is resptsor

that outside she is not responsible until the othevell done,
and she has time and strength for new duties.

Another thing about Hannah was, that she lookeat &igr
own baby. She did the nursing herself. She didgocto an
intelligence office, and hire a foreign woman atreach a
week, and then commit her tender child to her ctrat, she
herself might have a “free foot “ for parties analls and
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operas, and social and religious duties. She \hfashioned
enough to prefer to nurse her own child. She do¢seem to
have felt it any great personal deprivation to bptkat home
rather closely for a year or two on that accouhie gven
appears to have thought it a high honour, and tindisshed
privilege, to be a mother, and to do with her ovands a
mother’s duties. And when we think what this cttét she
nursed became in after-years, what the outcomeoivals her
pains, self-denials, and toils, it certainly locks if Hannah
was right. It is not likely she ever regretted,entshe saw her
son in the prime and splendour of his power andulrsess,
that she had missed a few parties and other sodlleges in
nursing and caring for him in his tender infandy.anything
even half so good comes ordinarily out of faithfubthering,
there are certainly few occupations open to wonasen in
these advanced nineteenth-century days, whichyieid such
satisfactory results in the end as the wise argl liringing up
of children. Many women are sighing for distinction the
professions, or as authors, or artists, or sinders;after all, is
there any distinction so noble, so honourable, sahy, and
SO0 enduring as that which a true mother wins when lgas
brought up a son who takes his place in the rahk®ad and
true men? Could Mary, the mother of Jesus, hauadany
mission, in any century, greater than that of mgsind caring
for the holy Child that was laid in her arms? @rthat
example be too high, could the mothers of MoseS§arhuel,
of Tyndale, of Washington, have done more for troeldvif
they had devoted themselves to art, or poetry, wsicn or a
profession?

Perhaps Hannah was right; and, if so, the old-tesdd
motherhood is better than the new, and the motaeself is
her own child’s best nurse. A hired woman may leeyv
skilful; but surely she cannot be the best one ¢ollchthe soul
of the child, and waken and draw out its powers and
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affections. The mother may, by employing such las8tute,
be left free to pursue the fashionable round ofindginand
dressing, of amusement and social enhancementsyHaitis
coming meanwhile of the, tender, immortal life atrte in the
nursery, thus left practically motherless, to betumed and
trained by a hireling stranger? And what comesdessof the
holy mission of motherhood, which the birth of evehild
lays upon her who gave it life? A recent writegferring to
this subject, asks, “Is there any malfeasance fadeoin these
days of dishonor like unto this? Our women crove t
churches, to draw the inspiration of religion foweit daily
duties, and then prove recreant to the first ofidélities, the
most solemn of all responsibilities. We hear fashble
young mothers boast that they are not tied dowrther
nurseries, but are free to keep in the old gay hfe though
there were no shame to the soul of womanhood thér&uch
a boast is one of the saddest confessions a mothét make.
The great want of this age is mothers who will wigh their
own children, and throw over their tender livesta# mighty
power of their own rich, warm, loving natures.wi¢ can have
a generation of Hannahs, we shall then have a gemerof
Samuels growing up under their wise, devoted nertur
There is one other feature in this old-time mottieat
should not be overlooked. She nursed her childherLord.
From the very first she looked upon him as God'gd¢cmot
hers, and considered herself as only God’s nurbese duty
it was to bring up the child for a holy life andngee. It is
easy to see what a dignity and splendour this dgavéhe
whole toilsome round of motherly tasks and dutidsctv the
successive days brought to her hand. This was SGduld
that she was nursing, and she was bringing himanpthe
Lord’s service in two worlds. Nothing ever seenaeddgery:
no duty to her little one was hard or distastefuith this
thought ever glowing in her heart. Need any worhaxe
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loftier or more powerful inspiration for toil andel§&
forgetfulness than this?

And is there any mother who may not have the same
inspiration as she goes through her round of conmiace
nursery tasks? Was Samuel God’s child in any higkeese
when Hannah was nursing him than are the littlesdhat lie
in the arms of thousands of mothers today? Inyenether’'s
ears, when a baby is laid in her bosom, there okesp by the
breath of the Lord the holy whisper, if she but énaars to
hear the divine voice, “ Take this child, and nuits®r me.”
All children belong to God, and he wants them brdugp for
pure and noble lives, and for holy missions. Eventher is,
by the very lot of motherhood when it falls uponr,he
consecrated to the sacred service of nursing, nmaylénd
training an infant life for God. Hannah understabd, and
found her task full of glory. But how many, evemang
Christian mothers, fail to understand it, and, stasined by a
consciousness of the dignity and blessedness af tigh
calling, look upon its duties and self-denials asful tasks, a
round of toilsome, wearisome drudgery?

It will be well worthwhile for every mother to sdown
quietly beside Hannah, and try to learn her secrgtwill
change the humblest nursery into a holy sanctuang
transform the commonest, lowliest duties of motbechinto
services as splendid as those the radiant angdtspebefore
the Father’s face.
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CHAPTER XXIII.

SORROW IN CHRISTIAN HOMES.

“Men die, but sorrow never dies:

The corroding years divide in vain,

And the wide world is knit with ties

Of common brotherhood in pain.”
SUSAN COOLIDGE.

Sooner or later, sorrow comes to every home. No
conditions of wealth or culture or social standing,even of
religion, can exclude it. When two young peoplenecfrom
the marriage-altar, and set up their new homedtrs to them
that its joy never can be disturbed, that grief namer reach
their hearts in that charmed spot. For a few ygagshaps,
their fond dream remains unbroken. The flowersivlanto
still softer beauty and richer fragrance; the musiatinues
light and joyous, with no minor chords; the cirdeunbroken
child-lives grow up in the tender atmosphere, esghe
home with their love and lovableness; the houseli@dlows
on softly and smoothly, like a river, gatheringhreadth and
depth as it flows. In other homes, all about, ¢hene sorrows,
— bereavements, or griefs that are sorer than bements,
— but amid these desolations of the dreams of other
households, this one remains untouched, like ars aaghe
desert; but not forever does the exemption contintibere
comes a day when the strange messenger of soramassat
the door, nor waits for bidding and welcome, butees) and
lays his withering hand on some sweet flower.

The first experience of grief is very sore: its demness
and strangeness add to its terribleness. What eskesn
impossible yesterday, has become a fearful rewdgy. The
dear one whom we held so securely, as we thoughtwk
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never could lose her, is gone now, and answersare to our
call. It seems to us that we never can be condptteat we
never can enjoy life again, since the one who nfades so
much of the gladness of life has been taken awdne time of
the first sorrow is to every life a most criticadipt, a time of
great danger. The way is new and untried, one wiragh the
feet have never passed before. At no other pthiatefore, is
wise and loving guidance more needed. Many lives
wrecked on the hidden reefs and the low, dangematks that
skirt the shores of sorrow’s sea. Many persorg ifingrief an
enemy only, to whom they refuse to be reconciled] with
whom they contend in fierce strife, receiving omyury and
harm to themselves in the unavailing conflict.

An impression prevails, that sorrow is in itselbl@ssing
in its influence, that it always makes purer andienoand
better the lives that it touches; but this is moet Sorrow has
in itself no cleansing efficacy, as some suppogewbich it
removes from sinful lives their blemishes and &ainThe
same fire which refines the gold destroys the fiewveSorrow
is a fire, which in God’s hand is designed to putife lives of
his people, but which, unblessed, produces onlgldgen. It
depends on the relation of the sufferer to Chastfriend or
enemy, and on the reception given to grief, whethérave
good or ill where it enters; but in a Christian lgnwhere the
love of Christ dwells and holds sway, sorrow shoaildays
leave a benediction. It should be received as Saiin
messenger; and we should welcome it, and listethéodivine
message it bears.

For God’s angels do not always come to us, as eapir
to imagine them coming, in radiant dress, with sigilface
and gentle voice. Thus artists paint them in tipegtures.
Thus we fancy them in their ministries. We thirfktteem as
possessing rare and wondrous loveliness; and salonbt,
they do as they appear before God, and serve ipragence.
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There is no unloveliness in any angel-face in heavéo
angel has features of sternness; but, as thesestiakle
messengers come to earth on their ministries, Hygyear
ofttimes in forms that appal, and fill the tremlgliheart with
terror and alarm. Yet ofttimes it is when they ein these
very forms that they bring their sweetest messagestheir
best blessings.

“All God’s angels come to us disguised, —
Sorrow and sickness, poverty and death,
One after other lift their frowning masks,
And we behold the seraph’s face beneath,
All radiant with the glory and the calm

Of having looked upon the face of God.”

Wherever God’s messenger of sorrow is thus received
Christian home, with welcome even amid tears and, pa
will leave a blessing of peace, and will make themb
sweeter, tenderer, heavenlier. We speak of lovethas
atmosphere in which the home reaches its best al@weint in
the direction of happiness, as in summer warmthfltheers
unfold their rarest beauty and sweetest fragramgereally no
home ever attains its highest blessedness andajuoy, its
fullest richness of life, until in some way sorramters its
door. Even the home love, like certain autumnt$rudoes not
ripen into its sweetest tenderness until the fro$tsial have
touched it. When a green log of wood is laid om @indirons,
on a winter evening, and the fire begins to plagualthe log,
a weird, plaintive music comes from thvod. A poet would
tell you, that, while the tree stood in the forakg birds sat
amid its branches, and sang there, and that thes rafttheir
son’s hid away in the tree. Then he would tell ybat the
music you now hear from the lob as it burns, is third-
minstrelsy, which has remained imprisoned in th@dvantil
brought out by the hot flames. The poet’'s thoughtnly a
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fancy, but it well illustrates a truth concerningetlife of a
Christian home, which is worth pondering and remeirnig.
In the sunny days of joy, the bird-notes of gladgnase sung
all about us, and sink away into our hearts, artt Hhere.
The lessons, the influences, the tender impresstbageace,
and the beautiful things of quiet, happy, prospsrgears, fall
upon our lives, as the sunbeams and rain-showkrgpfan the
fields all the long autumn and winter and earlyirgpr and
seem to be lost. There appears but little to sfosveo much
absorption of brightness and blessing. Our livesiot appear
to yield the measure of joy they should yield. e flames
of trial are kindled; and, in the heat of suffetirige long-
gathering and long-slumbering music is set free] #ows
out.

Many of the world’'s best things have been born of
affliction. The sweetest songs ever sung on daatre been
called out by suffering. The richest blessingd ta enjoy
have come to us out of the fire. The good thingsimherit
from the past are the purchase of suffering andfgasc Our
redemption comes from Gethsemane and Calvary. ¥ie g
heaven through Christ’s tears and blood. Whateyveichest
and most valuable in life anywhere has been infitee Our
love for one another may be strong and true irsthny days,
but it never reaches its holiest and fullest exgogsuntil pain
has touched our hearts, and called out the hidéssures of
affliction. Even the love of a mother for her chideep and
pure as it is, never reaches its full wondrousmédssevotion
and sacrifice until the child suffers, and the neothends over
it in yearning and solicitude. The same is tru@albthe home
loves: the best and divinest qualities in them coueonly in
the fires. The household that has endured sormothe true
spirit of love and faith, emerges from it undes&ody
untarnished, with purer, tenderer affections, wiéss of
passion, of selfishness, and of earthliness. Wiusihand and
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wife stand together beside their dead child, threeydrawn to
each other as never before: their common griefidcsasnental.
Children that remain are dearer to parents after ltas been
taken. Brothers and sisters grow more thoughtfial patient
in their mutual intercourse when the home circls haen
broken. There is in an empty chair in a Christreome a
wondrous power to soften the asperities of natane, refine
all the affections and feelings. The cloud of ftleat hangs
over a household, like the summer cloud above igidsf and
gardens, leaves blessings.

“Is it raining, little flower?
Be glad of rain.
Too much sun would wither thee.
"Twill shine again.
The sky is very black, 'tis true,
But just behind it shines the blue.

Art thou weary, tender heart?
Be glad of pain;
In sorrow sweetest things will grow
As flowers in rain.
God watches, and thou wilt have sun
When clouds their perfect work have done.”

But how may we make sure of the benedictions that
sorrow brings? Even the gospel is the savour aftd® those
who reject it; and sorrow, though it be God’s ewangfttimes
comes and goes away again, leaving no heavenly gitiw
must we treat this dark-robed messenger, if we dvoeteive
the heavenly blessings it bears in its hands? Wkstm
welcome it, even in our trembling and tears, as sem God.
We must believe that it comes from our Father, #mat,
coming from Him, it is a messenger of love to usaing a
true blessing for us, though it be a loss or a.p&life must ask
for the message which God has sent us in the tadflicand
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listen to it as we would to a message of gladndtskas some
mission to us, or some gift from heaven. Some golftuit
lies hidden in the rough husk. Some bit of goldusGod
designs to be set free from its dross by this fiFbere is some
radiant height beyond this dark valley, to which Wants to
lead us. Christ Himself accepted and endured Vatting
submission the bitter sorrow of His cross, becddsesaw the
“joy that was set before him,” (Hebrews 12:2) anditimg
beyond the sorrow. In the same way, we shouldphozer
griefs, because they are but the shaded gatewgysat®e and
blessedness. If we cannot get through the gatewags
cannot get the radiant joys that wait beyond. tsddie able to
take from our Father’s hand the seed of pain, imiss the
fruits of blessing which can grow from no other soyv If we
are wise, we will give sorrow as cordial a welcoasgoy; for
it is from the same loving hand, and brings gifsgaod and
golden.

We must remember, that it is in the home where Ehri
himself dwells, that sorrow unlocks its heavenbasures. A
Christless home receives none of them. Those Wwhbtkeir
doors on Christ, shut out all blessedness, andn e lamps
of earthly joy go out, are left in utter darknes®\ wise
forethought will make sure of the hopes and corsfat a
personal interest in Christ, and of having Him asgj in the
sunny days, that, when the shadow of night falis, dtars of
bright hope may shine out.
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CHAPTER XXIV.
DEALING WITH OUR SINS.

It takes courage to look our own sins in the fao®] to
deal with them as we would counsel another to fdihe sins
were his. It was one of the old psalm-writers vdaad, “ |
thought on my ways.” (Psalm 119:59) It is not lkihat even
he found it an easy thing to do. It is usuallyyeruch harder
to think on our own ways than on other people’sstrad us
do quite enough of the latter. We keep a magrifglass to
inspect our neighbour’s life, a high-power micrgsedo hunt
for specks in his character; but too often we fotgeuse our
glasses on ourselves, or, if we do, we reverse tlagth thus
minify every spot and imperfection. The Phariseethe
temple confessed a great many sins, but they wese
neighbour’'s sins and the publican’s sins: he maae
confession of sin for himself. Most of us are e tsame
danger. We like to think of our ways when they goed, —
it flatters our vanity to be able to approve andnomend
ourselves; but, when our conduct has not beencpéatly
satisfactory, we like to turn our back upon it, asolace
ourselves meanwhile by thinking on our neighbouwsisl
ways. And here, strange to say, it seems to pleass of us
best to find things we cannot approve or commefhe of
the last lessons of Christian charity which mosu®fearn, is
to rejoice with others in their attainments of adwer, and to
be pained and grieved when we find blemishes asmidssin
their lives.

But it is a brave thing for a man to say, “I witlimk upon
my own ways,” and to say it when he knows his wasse
not been good and right, but wrong. It is an drog¢lthing for
us to turn our lenses in upon our own hearts, deioto see if
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our own ways are right. This should always befost duty.
We should take heed to ourselves before we trypdl hfter
the mistakes of others, and point them out. Tieamly one
person in all the world for whose ways any of us egally
personally responsible, for whose life anyone wélrequired
to give account,— and that is one’s self. Otheopt&s
wrong ways may pain us, and offend our sense bf;rand it
is our duty to do all we can, in the spirit of Gityito lead our
neighbours into better ways: but, after all, whea stand
before God’s judgment-seat, the only one persahenwvhole
world for whom any of us will have to be judgedvaié one’s
self. Certainly it is most important, then, that give earnest
heed to ourselves and our own ways in this world.

Retrospect has a strange power. As we look back up
our ways, they do not appear to us as they did wieemwere
passing through them. Things that seemed hargaindul at
the time, now, as we look back upon them, appeasaiyoand
radiant. There are experiences in most lives @hdhe time
seemed to be calamities, but in the end prove blebsings.
Then, there is another class, — things which apmgukar
attractive and enjoyable at the time, which aftedvibok
repulsive and abhorrent. This is true of all wrawgions, all
deeds wrought under the influence of the evil masssi At the
time, they give a thrill of pleasure; but when #raotion has
passed, and the wrong-doer turns and looks bagkhat he
has done, it seems horrible in his eyes. The spatt fills
him with disgust and loathing.

To look at one’s ways when they have been wrongpts
by any means a pleasant thing to do. Such lodKspnest,
will produce deep sorrow. It is well that it shdule so, —
that regret should grow into sore pain, until is lurned into
our hearts the lessons which we ought to learn fsanfollies
and sins. But pain and regret should not be®&lle Scriptures
speak of the sorrow of the world which works deatlhis is a
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sorrow which passes away like the morning cloutherearly
dew, leaving no impression, working no improvemenmtthe
sorrow which ends only in despair. Godly sorrovthis pain
for sins which leads to repentance. The prodigahe far-off
land thought on his ways, and, in his shame, tsddue in his
hands, and wept bitter tears over the ruin he hademof his
life. But he did more than weep: He rose and vetraight
home to his father. No matter how badly one hdedathe
noble thing to do is, not to sit down and wastesptyears in
grieving over the lost years. Weeping in the dedsnof
despair amends nothing. The only truly wise thimglo is to
rise, and save what remains. Because ten hour®foilte
allotted twelve are lost, shall we sit down and tedke other
two in unavailing grief over the ten? Had we nettér use
the two that are left in doing what we can to extel the
consequences of our past folly? “We have lost Htddy” said
Napoleon; “but,” drawing his watch from his pockéit, is
only two o’clock, and we have time to fight and veinother:”
and the sun went down on a victorious army. Nongou
person, especially, should ever yield to despair;iri youth,
there is yet too wide a margin to blot with the fession of
defeat and failure. Even old age, with a wholetimhe behind
it wasted, is not hopeless in a world on which &tgicross
stood. A few moments of sincere penitence and true
repentance are enough in which to creep to Chiieés and
find pardon. The divine mercy is so great, thatone need
perish, though his sins be as scarlet. Then, thdog life be
so utterly wrecked, its glory so destroyed, its pmswvso
wasted, that on earth it can never be anythingn eveen
saved, but a shattered ruin, it may still beconghiarg and
beautiful in the blessed immortality which Christidaith
reveals. Life does not end at the grave. Its gatbeps on
into the eternal years, and there will be time ghothen to
retrieve all the wasted past. Someone speaksavieheas the
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place where God makes over souls. Even lives wasbel
marred on earth, turning to Christ only in the lateening-
time, may find mercy, and in heaven’s long, blesday be
made over into grace and beauty.

But no careful seaman will run his ship twice oa #ame
rock or reef. Even a child will not be likely taphis hand a
second time into the flame. We should learn byee®pce in
living, and should not repeat the same folly, nkisfaor sin
over and over. Every error we make should be nohar&ad
never made again. Thus we should use our veryréasilas
stepping-stones by which to climb to a higher, dretife.
Nothing comes of thinking on our ways if we do hoh from
whatever we find to be wrong. “Godly sorrow wolket
repentance.” (2 Corinthians 7:10) A few tears amioip
nothing if one goes on tomorrow in the same oldhgat
Someone says, “The true science of blundering stmsn
never making the same mistake twice.” This rulpliap to
sins as well as to mistakes. The true scienceiofylis never
to commit the same sin a second time.

But even this falls short. We are not saved byatiegs.
We can never go to heaven by merely turning fronangr
ways. True repentance leads to Christ, and intowdiys. It
is the man who forsakes his wicked ways, and hisked
thoughts, and returns to the Lord, who is abungigrgrdoned.
No matter how black the sin when there is this kid
repentance. Even Christ does not undo the wrosgy pad
make that which has been done as though it hadr romen
done. It never can be made true that the thiefndidonce
steal; but grace may so make over a marred lifgt, thhere
the blemish was, some special beauty may appedihe *“
oyster mends its shell with a pearl.” Where thé wgound
was, there comes, with the healing, not a scaralpatarl. The
same is true in human souls when divine grace hieds
wounds of sins. Sins that we truly repent of beegrearls in
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the character. It is the experience of all whoagnato Christ-
like nobleness, that many of the golden lines efrtlater lives
have been wrought out through their regrets andr the
repentings of wrong-doings.

Someone says, “The besetting sin may become the
guardian angel. Let us thank God that we cantsayas, this
sin that has sent me weary-hearted to bed, andexspin
heart to morning work, can be conquered. | do sey
annihilated, but, better than that, conquered, wad{ and
transfigured into a friend; so that I, at last, Islsay, "My
temptation has become my strength; for to the Wight with
it | owe my force.”

“We rise by the things that are under feet;
By what we have mastered of good or gain;
By the pride deposed, and the passion slain,
And the vanquished ills that we hourly meet.”

An old man sat thinking, one day, about his past,
recounting to himself his mistakes and follies, aegdretting
them, wishing he had never committed them, and therte
was some way of undoing them. He took his pen, ana
sheet of paper made a list of twenty things inlifésof which
he was ashamed, and was about to seize an imagipange,
and rub them all out of his biography. He was khig how
much more beautiful his character would have beetha&
close of his years if these wrong things had ndveen
committed. But to his amazement, as he thoughtigihg out
these evil things, he found, that, if there werg @olden
threads of beauty running through his life, theyd Heeen
woven into the web by the regrets he had felt dvemwrong-
doings; and that, if he should wipe out these wrantg, he
would at the same time destroy the fairest linesaifleness
and worth in his present character. He learnedhim
meditation that he had gotten all his best things a his
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errors, with the painful regrets, the wise lessahg true
repentings, and the new life, which followed.

There is a deep truth in this record of experieitas; that
even our mistakes and sins, if we leave them, guadoiur way
to Christ, will be transmuted into growth and thpbuilding of
character. “We can so deal with the past, thataremake it
give up to us virtue and wisdom.” “We can make ngdhe
seed of right and righteousness; we can transnrube to
wisdom; we can make sorrow bloom into a thousamthdo
like fragrant flowers.” If we truly repent of owins, then,
where they grew with their thorns and poison setdse will
be in our lives trees and plants of beauty with ewwers
and rich fruits. Our very falls become new birtbour souls,
if we rise again, and, in lowly penitence and siaceeturn,
creep to the feet of Christ. His tender gracesh#a wounds
our sins have made, and restores our lives to gitreand
beauty; but it must never be forgotten, that Chaisihe can
thus save us from our sins, and transmute theliireei good.
This wondrous alchemy exists only in the Savioergss and
blood. Left to itself, sin works death; but, brbugo Christ,
the poison is destroyed, and death is changed feo i
Longfellow says of the power of Christ's look afige have
sinned, —

“One look of that pale, suffering face

Will make us feel the deep disgrace
Of weakness:

We shall be sifted till the strength

Of self-conceit be changed at length
To meekness.

Wounds of the soul, though healed, will ache;

The reddening scars remain, and make
Confession;

Lost innocence returns no more:

We are not what we were before
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Transgression.

But noble souls, through dust and heat,
Rise from disaster and defeat
The stronger,
And, conscious still of the divine
Within them, lie on earth supine
No longer.”

In every life, there are mistakes and sins. Thigesibdo
not live perfectly. The strongest are liable td fia sudden
and unexpected temptation. The wisest will comgnéve
errors and follies at some time. We should know imesuch
cases how to deal with our sins. They must natitogly self-
condoned, and left lying in the path behind us,levtie hurry
on; nor must they bring despair to our hearts assareow
over them; they must be sincerely and heartily megxb of,
and forgiveness for them sought at the feet of Mienhave
offended and grieved. Then we must rise from tksaand
defeat stronger, purer, nobler, through Christorious over
our own sins, and a conqueror over our own defeat.

“Yet, my soul, look not behind thee!
Thou hast work to do at last:

Let the brave toil of the present
Overarch thy crumbling past;

Build thy great acts high and higher,
Build them on the conquered sod
Where thy weakness first fell bleeding,
Where thy first prayer was to God.”
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