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I Climb To Rest.

Still must I climb, if I would rest,
The bird soars upward to his nest;
The young leaf, on the tree-top high,
Oradles itself within the sky.

The streams, that seem to hasten down,
Return in clouds the hills to crown;
The plant arises frora her root,

To rock aloft her flower and fruit.

Icannot in the valley stay;

The great horizons stretch away;
The very cliffs that wall me round
Are ladders unto higher ground.

To work, to rest—for each a time;
I toil, but I must also climb.
What soul was ever quite at ease,
Shut in by earthly boundaries ?

I am not glad till I have knewn
Life that can lift me from my own.
4 lofiier level must be won,

A mightier ttreugth to lean upon.

And heaven draws near as I ascend;
The breeze invites, the stars befriend,
All things are beckoning to the best;
I clinb to Thee, my God, for rest,
Lucy Larcom.
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Out Of The Current.

Said a Christian lady sadly: “I
feel that my religious life is empty
and joyless. T still read my Bible
daily and say my prayers morning
and evening, but the peace and joy
I possessed before changing my
residence are gone,”

The kindly answer was: “What
you need is to get into the current
again—the current of the Christian
life of to-day.”

This lady had been reared in a
Christian household and in a com-
munity remarkable for its Chris-
tian culture and activity. She had
been an active worker in her own
church, and a participant in the co-
operative activiiies that now engage
the service of Christian women of
all evangelical denowminations. In
her new place of residence she had,
from one cause and another, failed
to identify herself fully with the
work of Christ. Still maintaining |
the forms of personal devotion, she
had isolated herself from the work-
ing forces of the church. No long-
er keeping in the current of Chris- |
¢ian activity, she found herself
spirituaily stranded. But her heart
was too true for her to be satisfied
in this state. God loved her too
her to be satisfied
while in such a state. The desires
she felt for departed blessedness
were kindled by the touch of the
Spirit of, life; the anguish of her
aching heart was the eviderce that
God still loved her, and that he
would lead her by the path of Chris-

-

‘tian service back again to the joys |

of her salvation.

Here is the secret of many a joy-
ous Christian life. He who volun-
tarily separates himself from the
living world around him will be-
come morbid, miserable, and pos-
sibly mean. The Christian men
and women who stand aloof from
the activities of the living Church,
and take no part in the practical
ministries that engage the hearts
and hands of the disciples of Christ
who follow him in beneficent ser-
vice, will surely pay the penalty.
They will become morbidly fastidi-
ous and captious, or cool into heart-
less indifierence, or fall into doubt-
ings—or, being too true and toc
deeply rooted in the Chiistian life
to sink into any of these moods or
states, the cry of their hungry souls
will not be hushed until they re-
cover their forfeited peace by re.
suming their neglected duties. All
such persons must get into the cur-
rent of contemporaneous thought,
enterprise, and activity, serving
their own generation by the will of
God, or they will be stranded on
the barren beach strewn with the
wrecks of lives that might have
been fruitful and blessed, but were
ruined by the folly of disobedience
to the command of the Master to go
and work in his vineyard to-day.

Critical, caviiing brother, this is
what uis you. You are not con-
sciously hard or unjust, but your at-
titude as a mere spectator of what
your brethren are doing is not favor-
able to right views or charitable
Judgment. You cannot appreciate
the difficulties they meet, nor can
you rejoice in the successes, in the
achievement of which you have
taken no part. Claim your privi-
leges as a Christian worker, keep
step with the marching hosts of
Israel, and soon a carping critic
will become a happy and fruitful
servant of Christ, Get into the
current,

Lhis is what ails you, doubting,
bal.ing disciple. You have ussum-
ed the attitude of a philosopher
when you ought to have been busy
as a worker. You have read what
bewildered theorists and empty-
handed agnostics have written when
you might have found in your own
happy experience the truth of your
Saviour’s declaration that if “any
man will do his will he shall know
of the doctrine. Your position is
untenable, and you need never ex-
pect the blessedness of inward peace
until you obey God. Obedience is
the organ of “¥piritual knowledge,
says one of the greatest of modern
preachers, and universal Christian

| eateth my

experience attests that it is so. Get
into that current, and your perplex-
ing doubts and iormenting fears
will leave you, There are many
readers of this paper whose leaden
skies would brighten again, whose
sad hearts would pulse with new
life and fresh joy if thev would only
go to work earnestly in the Church.
Let them plunge into the current,
and they would féel at once the
swell of the waters, and their hearts
would exult in the rapture of con-
scious salvation in Christ Jesus.

Get into the current. Take part
in all the devotions and in all the
activities of the Church as far as
possible. Itis your Church. Its
head is your Saviour. Its work is
your work; its privileges are your
privileges; its promises are your
promises; its grace is your grace.
Waive all minor considerations,
subordinate all inferior interests
and motives, surrender all preju-
dices and preferences as to men aud
methods where no vital principle of
truth is involved, and throw your-
self without delay and without re-
serve into the full current of the
Christian life that is flowing to-day,
and to you will be given the full
measure of blessedness for both
worlds promised to the good and
faithful servant who has well done
his Master’s will,—Nashville Chris-
tian Advocate.,

—-——*W——_
Abiding in Christ.

One afternoon, in an island city
in China, feeling almost in spiritual
despair, I was reading my Greek
Testament, and in the sixth chapter
of St. John’s Gospel, reading in
course, I came across a verse which
struck me as it had never done be-
fore. I was reading from the fifty-
second verse onward; and if you will

/

just turn to that passage, perhaps

the train of thought that was such
a help to me may help some one else
here.,

In the filty-sixth verse: “He that
lesh, and drinketh my
blood, abideth in me, and I in him.”
I had read the verse in the Author-
ized Version, “dwelleth in me, and
[ in him,” a hundred times, and
never connected it in my mind with
this fifteenth chapter, where the
word happened to be rendered 1n
that version, “abide in me.” But,
of course, reading it in the original,
wy mind was carried on by the
verb from the sixth to the fifteenth
chapter, and I saw at once—Why!
here is a little light on this great
and difficult problem. I have been
evidently making a mistake about
this subject of “abiding in Christ.”

I had thought that abiding in
Christ meant keeping our hearts so
fixed upon Christ, so constantly
meditating,upon him and dwelling
in him, that we never lost the con
sciousness of his presence, I
thought we were continually, so to
speak, to realize his presence, and
continually to look to him fer bless-
ing and help and guidance. Now,
what I thought was abiding I have
since seen was_feeding upon Christ.
Feeding is a voluntary act. We go
to the table and sit down, and par-
take of what is there. That is a
voluntary act. But the man who
wanted to feed all the day, and
wanted to feed all the night, too,
wouldn’t be a desirable member of
any community. That was what I
was trying to do, and because I
couldn’t manage it, I would get in-
toa sort of almost religious dys-
})(_‘pSl:l.

I had a little hospital and dis-
pensary work that kept me busy.
Perhaps a man would be brought
into the place with an artery cut
and in imminent danger; within
half an hour the question whether
he would live or die would be set-
tled, and one’s whole attention
would be wrapped up in the patient,
and one wouldn't think of a thing
else until the result was known;
and then the thought would steal
over me, “Why, for two hours I
haven’t thought about Jesus”"—and
[ would go off into my closet almost
in despair and confess this sin, 1
was in very great distress, indeed.
[ wanted to be feeding at the table
all the time. Now, if a man has
two or three square meals every
day, and perhaps a lunch or two
between, he ought to be able to go
to work,

Abiding in Jesus ien’t fixing our
attention on Christ, but it is being
one with him. And it doesn’t make
any difference what we are doing,
or whether we are asleep or awake,
A man is abiding just as much
when he is sleeping for Jesus as
when he is awake and working for
Jesus. O, it is a very sweet thing
to have one’s mind just resting
there!—Rev. J, Hudson Taylor.
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Bemoaning The Past.

It is not unusual to meet people
who are always bemoaniag the
past. There are many such who
spend more energy in thinking what
they ought to doand planning how
todo it. Life is really too short for
this sort of thing; there is too much
to be achieved in the present and
ir. the future to justify continuous
dwelling on unimproved opportuni-

ties in the past. Tt is always in

order and in time to turn over a
new leaf to begin again, to make
stepping-stones of the past, remem-
bering them only so much and so
long as to learn how to avoid and
overcome them in the future. “Oh,
if I could only live my life over
again,” says one, ‘“how differently I
would act.” But yon can’t live it
over again. The only thing
cando is to live to-day as well as
you can, to straighten your lines of
action and see that all point up
ward, away from the wrong, toward
the right. Time spent in mere idle
regret is worse than wasted. Even
Job, that man “divulged through
heaven to all the angels,” refers to
the “sins of his youth,” and begs
that they be remembered not
against him. The atmosphere of
regret is debilitating, eunervating,
asphyxiating. It should be avoid-
ed by us as we avoid malarial at-
mospheres and those saturated with
infection, A great purpose will
live one out of regrets, and, failing
a great purpose, many smaller ones
will accomplish the same end, In
such a world as this there is always
enough affirmative, positive good
to be done to occupy all one’s time
and thought, all one’s capacity of
doing and willing.

““Has your life a bitter sorrow ?
Live it down,
Think about a bright to-morrow,
Live it down.
You will find it never pays
Just to sit, wet-eyed, and gaze
On the grave of vanished days ;
Live it down,
Is disgrace your galling burden ?
Live it down.
You can win a brave heart’s guerdon ;
Live it down.
Make your life so free from blame,
That the lustre of your fame
Shall hide all the olden shame ;
Live it down.
Has your heart a secret trouble ?
Live it down.
Useless griefs will make it double,
Live it down.
Do not water it with tears—
Do not feed it with your fears—
Do not nurse it through your years—
Live it down.
Have you made some awful errox?
Live it down.
Do not hide your face in terror ;
Live it down.
Look the world square in the eyes ;
Go ahead as one who tries
To be honered, ere he dies;
Live it down.”
- -
A True Story.

“Papa, will you please give me fif-
ty cents for my spring hat? ¢NMost
all the academy girls have theirs.”
“No, May: I can’t spare the
money.”’

The above request was persuasive-
ly made by a sixteen-year-old maid-
en as she was preparing for school,
one fine spring morning. The refus-
al came from the parent in a eurt
indifferent tone. The disappointed
girl went to school. The father
started for his place of business.
On his way thither he met a friend,
and, being hail fellow well met, he
invited him into Mac’s for a drink
As usual, there were others there,
and the man who could not spare
his daughter fifty ceuts for a hat,
treated the crowd.

When about to leave, he laid a
half-dollar on the counter, which
Just paid for the drinks,

Just then the saloon-keeper’s
daughter entered, and going behind
the bar, said: “Papa, I want fifty
cents for my spring hat.”

“All right,” said the dealer, and
taking up the half dollar from the
counter , he handed it over to the
girl, who departed smiling.

May’s father seemed dozed, walk-
ed out alone, and said to himself;
“I had to bring my fifty cents here
for the rumseller’s daughter to buy
a hat with, after refusing it to my
own daughter. I’ll never drink an-
other drop.”

And he kept his pledge.— Phila-
delphia Methodist.
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Does A Kixp Worp cost any
more than an unkind one? No;
but we constantly let our morose-
ness, our indigestion, our weariness,
and our nervousness off in sour,
harsh words, when a kind word
would have gone far to cure us and
worked wonders in the way of help-
fulness to others—a helpfulness
that would return increased a hun-
dred fold, to cheer, bless, and
strengthen. “A word fitly spoken
1s like apples of gold in pictures of
silver.” Why not, then, when the
good pastor comes down from the
pulpit, having labored hard to in-
struct, admonish, and reprove, take
him by the hand and give him a
few earnest words of thanks and en-
couragement? Why not be on the
lookout, with warm heart and earn-
est sympathy, to drop a kind word,
an encouraging look, a pleasaut
smile of love, sympathy, or recogni-
tion, into every human life that
passes vour way, or that may be
reached by your exertions !

-, ——

THE PASTOR.— First Dame.—
“How do youlike your new minis-
ter?” Second Dame.—*“Well, he
never shirks his pastoral duties, I
can say that for him.
sixteen funerals and seventeen pri-

vate christenings last week,” ‘“He

you ‘

lof wus are

He attended.

did?”” Yes, and he was present at
all the mite societies, church soci-
ables, class meetings, etc., besides
being at six evening parties given
by members of the congregation.
His wife told me he had not been in
his own home half an hour a day, ex-
cept at meal-time, and the evening
entertainments and beside visiting
had kept him up so late that he had
only got about four hours’ sleep.”
“How noble! He must be a treas-
ure of a minister.” “Yes, in that
repect we can’t complain; but most
much dissatisfied
witn him, and I think we will make
a change soon.” “Why, what’s the
matter?” *‘Oh! he preaches such
poor sermons.—7%e Living Church.
WY ——
A Parable,

While travelling in a coal-mine
district, I noticed how very dingy
the towns appeared. The coal-dust
seemed to blacken buildings, trees,
shrubs—everything. But as I and
the foreman were walking near the
mines, I noticed a beautiful white
flower, Its petals were as pure as
if it were blooming in-a daisy field.
“What care the owner of this
plant must take of it,” said I, “to
keep it so free from dust and dirt!”
‘““See here,” gaid the foreman, and
taking up a handful of coal-dust,
he threw it over the flower. It
immediately ran off, and left the
flower as stainless as before.
“It has an enamel,,” the foreman
explained, “which prevents any
dust from clinging toit. I think 1t
must have been created for just
such a place ”
I have often thought of the en-
amel of this white flower as being
like the covering or protection which
Jesus gives to his own in contact
with this sinful world of ours.
e, | N —
Go 10 NATURE, and observe the |
method by which she performs her |
stupendous feats, How noiseless are
her Titan powers, how tranquil her
mighty operations! With what |
easy, silent pull, gravitation swings

the tidal wave, and whiils the giant
sun on its appointed path! What |
ear ever heard a blow of those magic |
axes that frame the cedar’s lofty |
columns, or caught any noise, how-
ever faint, of those suction-pumps
that fill the cloud reservoirs with the |
distilled waters of thesea? Every
drop of rain that falls from the sky
brings bottled up with it electricity
enough to rive an oak in twain, and
every sunbeam that gently gilds an
emerald grass-blade works in it a

chemical change that the most
powerful reagents known to
science cannot effect. Yes,

Nature, let us go to thee forinstruc-
and learn how in quietness and
confidence we may best find strength
how in silence we may best perfect
the most glorious tasks, and by
tranquil toil easily pass by the
columns whose noise and dust de-
lude men only for the hour!— Rev.
J. T. Bixby.
—— el - b G—
Arithmetic,

A careful housewife recommends
the following arithmetic lesson to
the attention of drinking working-
men: “Two drinks of whiskey
means a pound and a half of beef-
steak ; two beers, a dinner of mut-
ton-chops ; a cocktail, an egg-plant
ora head of caulifiower. ‘What'll
you take, Charlie ? stands for a nice
oyster stew for the whole family
Sunday morzing. ‘Set ’em up again’
means sugar in the house fora
month.”

_—‘*’___—

MORE THAN HALF the
family are women. Our mothers
were all women. Our sisters are all
of “the gentle sex.” And yet nine
tenths of the preaching of to-day is
to “men” and “boys.” True, Eve
is mentioned pretty often in con-
nection with “the fall,” but most of
the discourses from the sacred desk
are addressed to the male portion of
the congregation. “A man should
be honest,” “Christ died to save
men,” *“Young men should be studi-
ous, honest, and Christ-like,” ete.,
etc. Might it not be well to so
modify our language in our sermons
as to occasionally say something
direct to women ?

BE PATIENT with men. Often a
man speaks hurriedly. When he
has come to himself, he feels he has
made a mistake. He is not quite
man enough to acknowledge his
own fault. If you hold him merci-
lessly to the record he has made,
you will make an enemy. Be large
enough to overlook his fault, and
take him for what, on the whole, he
intends to be. Many wisunder-
standings and serious differences
would be avoided by obeying this.

human

Five MINUTES' privale personal
entreaty will often accomplish more
In winning souls to Christ than five

months’ public preaching. Close
action is effective. A pistol at a

man’s breast is more dangerous to
him than a hundred ¢annon thun-
dering at him two miles away. The

preaching may mean any one or no
one in the crowd; but when you

talk to me, you mean me.— Hast-

ings.
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JUHN J. WEDDALL.

September 9th, 1889.
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NEW FALL GOODS,

Now opening and daily arriving.

NEW DRESS MATERIALS:;

New Trimmings ;

NEW CLOTHS, ete., ete.
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