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When Moses Parker moved down ta
Squan Creek frem Keyport we  gin
him jest a week to git settled and look
around. Then Ephriam Watkins tcok |
him down to the old sawmill, and sat |
him down o: a log, and begun: !

“As I'm one o the leadin’ men o'

|
Bquan Creek 1 feel it my solemn dooty ’ but he wasa't.

toax ye a few queshuns. Do ye wanter
belong to the upper crust o' society
here, or do ye waunter be counted among |
the mudsills 2"

“As fur that.” gez Moses, “I'm allus
fur the wpper ecrust. My fam'iy ar’
descended from the revolushun, and my |
feeliv's ar’ allus feelin® fur the aristoe- |

L |

“The upper crust will receive ye,” sez |
Ephriam, “or it will cast ye out. That's |
accordin’ to the course ye take. Was
thar’ many liars in Key port?”

“Only three or four worthy to be
called by the name.”

“Was yvou one of 'em?”

“T kin say without undoo vanity that
I was. 1 calkerlate that I ranked as
liar No. 1 up thar.”

“That's a mighty pint in your favor.
All of us here kind o' sized ye up fur
a liar, but we didn’t know fur sure.
Ye can't allus tell by a man's face
whether he will lie or tell the trooth.
What sort o' lies did ye lie about up
thar?"

“Mostly about elams and lobsters,”
sez Moses. “My great specialty was
Iyin® about lobsters. That's how I got
the pame o' the ‘Lobster Liar.! It
went without sayin® that 1 could tell a
bigger lobster lie than any other man
within 20 miles of Keyport. Mebbe you
remember the story in some of the New

—~———

BY M. QUAD.

Mebbe six weeks had gone by, and
Moses Parker was makin® a name fur
himseif and proper credit, |
when a squall upsets his boat in the
bay and he saved hisself from goin’ to |
the bottom by catehin® hold of buoy
No. 3. He thought he was all alone, |
Two of the crowd was

doin’ us

Iun Bird island. near by, and arter |
Moses had bin hangin® on fur 15 minits |
they heard him yell out: l

“Oh! Lord, I ain’t fitten to die in this |
way! I've bin lyin® about Jobsters fur |
the Jast five y'ars, and I want at least a E
month ic repent in! Jest let me be |
saved and I'l! never tell another Lie as |
Tong as [ live!™

The boys rowed out and took him |
off, and when they brung him home
Lis words was reported.  He had prom-
ised to lie and stick to it, but he'd gone
back on hisself the very first thing. At
the meetin’ which was called he was |
ordered to stand up and expiain, and
tuar” was a sweet smile on his face as |
he riz to his feet and said:

“Gentlemen, thar's sum awiul mis-
take yere. It's true that my boat was
upsot by the squall, and that I was
left hangin' to the buoy and expectin®
every minute to be my last; but I
was thinkin® up a new lobster lie and
repeatin’® it aloud, and them was the
vords the boys overheard.”

As the wind was howlin® and the
waves roarin’ it was just possible that
the boys may hev been mistaken. They
vewed they wasn’t, but it was decided
to gin Moses the benefit of the doubt
and he was let off. He understood,
however, that he was to be watched
from that time on, and he jest braced

THE PREACHER ADVISES AGAINST CONFESSION.

York papers about a gigantic lobster
eizin® my skiff and upsetiin® it in Key-
port bay 2

“I dew, and was that one o' your
lies 2™

"It was

one o' my small ones.’

“Then you'll certainly do fur the up-
per crust of high Lere,” sez
Ephriam, as he slaps his leg. *“That
wias a bewtiful Jfie— bewtiful lie.
Hanged if it didu't deceive all the liars
in Squan Creek! Yes, that's all right,
but 1 must ax ye furder. Hevin® once
told a lie do ye stick to it right along?"

“Allus.™

“If yer boat got upset anl ye was
driftin® around. would ye own up?”

“Never! I'd drift clean across the
ocean before 1'd give up!™

“'Spose ye was took sick and thought
Je was goin' to die?”

“It would be jest the same. Indeed.
I believe i should think up a bigger lie
o tell. T ain’t no man to brag onto
himself, but when T go bark on the
Teputashun of my colonial forefathers
the foiks of Squan Creek kin ride me
outer town on a rail.”

Then Ephriam felt that Moses was
all right, and he clasped him in his
arms and welcomed him to Sqnan
Creek. Ile was introduced to all the
folks, paid furall the drinks, and every-

¥ was glad we had a lobster liar
Bmong us. We had the best kind o
ars  about oysters, clams, sharks,
Whales and crubs, but mwobody had

societ

made a specialty of Iyin® about Job-
Blers. Moses was told to begin Mon-

¥ mornin’, and he didn’t need no
Proddin® up about it. He jest got off
sum of (4, sleekest, fattest lies we
ever listened 1o, and it was voted that
Was all right and an ornyment to
upper cirust.

right up and told some of the might
iest lobster lies ever heard in America
That was oune of his lies published in
a Philadelphia paper, about a lobster
walkin® ashore on Cat island and |
scizin® a yearlin®  eolt  belongin’ to |
Dcacon Spooner.  Moses said he saw |
the hull performance from his boat,
and that the screams of the colt made
his blood run cold.  Ie took a reporter
down to the island and showed him
the airth all torn up, and picces of
Eide lyin® around. and the story brung
him in $20 in cash and restored his
prestige among us. The colt was over
or Catfish marsh all the time, but the
story went jest the same.

Moses Parker had been in  Squan
Creck fur six mouths, and was hevin'
things all his own way, when one day
be was took with bilious colic. He
was around the house, and when the
[ust pain struck him he got skeert and
said to his wife:

“Luey, I'm marked fur death
you'll be a widder afore night!
all on account of my lyin".”

“But I never knowed you to lie,” sez
she.

“I've done nothing but lie fur the last i
six months, and now Providence is !
arter me. If I die with ali these 5.000
whoppin’ big lies on my soul T won't
o within a thousand miles of Heaven. '

and
It's

Don’t ye think I'd better call in sum-
bedy and confess?”

His wife thought he had, and she run
fur the preacher. By the time she |
zot back with him Moses was all |
doubled up with pains and thought he
hadn’t but half an hour to live. When
ke said he wanted to confess to his |
lyin® the preacher speaks upand sez: |

“1 shouldn’t be too hasty if I was|
You. You hev werked hard to build up

a reputashun in Squan Creek, and it
shouldn’t go in an hour.”

“Lut I want to own up and ask fure
giveness,” sez Moses, and  right then
and thar’ he owned up to 352 lobster
lies, big and little. The preacher tried
to choke him off, and his wife wept
when she thought of his lost reputa-
shun, but thar’ was no holdin® him
buack. He didn’t die, however. A dose
cf Jamaica ginger cured him arter he'd
owned up, and then he tried to git
out o' it, same as before. It wasn't
fur him to do it. The preacher was
agin him and his own wife was agin
him, and Ephriam Watkins stood up
and said:

“Ye can’t never make no upper crust
out o' no lower erust. He's a bewtiful
liar—a bewtiful liar, but he can't lie
and stick to it. He might be a orny-
ment to this community, but he's only
a disgrace, and if he would suve the
reputashun of Squan Creck from ever-
lastin® disgrace he must go."

And the next week Moses Parker
moved back to Keyport, and nobody
would bid him good-by as he went
out o’ town with tears in his eyes.

A NEW SPEED RECORD.

It Was Made by the Rochester, Minn,,
Fire Department,
[Copyright, 1888.]

A new fire department speed record
has been made by the firemen of Roch-

‘ivsler. Minn., which is likely to stand

first for some little time. 1t is possibly
true that at the competitions in wineh
the fire companies participated this
record has been lowered, but the Roch-
ester firemen made their run at a regu-
lation fire, and the timing thereof was
accident. This time, which is des-
tined to become famous, is 70 seconds
from the moment the alarm was struck
in until water was thrown from the
nozzle at the end of the line of hose.

It so happened that this department,
of which John Boylhart is chief, has
no engine to bother with, for the water
power has sufficient force to throw a
stream over the highest building in the
place, rendering an engine unnecessary.

The other day the alarm struck in
just as a member of the Rochester police
foree stepped into the firehouse.
The happy thought struck tiis police-
man of timing the run, and <o, without
saying anything to the firemen. he
noted the exact moment when the bell
sounded, and started at once for the
scene of the fire, three blocks distant.
Within 70 seconds from the time the
policeman looked at his watch, the
stream of water was playing on the
fire. This is what Chief Boylhart has
1o say concerning the event:

“In regard to that run of ours, I
should like to have it understood that
it was not a trial run to sce what time
we could make, but a straight fire
alarm; and the distance was three
blocks, or a little more. from the en-
gine house. The time, from the sound-
ing of the bell urtil we were throwing
water, was just one minute and ten sec-
onds.

“You see, we have been making good
time rizht along. and people have been
so kind as to think that we are un-
nsually speedv: so considerable inter-
#st has been taken in our performances.
Nevertheless, we have not sought for
records, but merely acted on the prin-
ciple that should actuate every fireman
—that the quicker the time he makes
the hetter is he performing his duty.

“Thus it is plain that the time re-
corded was simpiy what we considered
a business run. Naturallv. we are
much aided in making speedy time by
the fact that it is unnecessary for us
to have an engzine, and that our wagons
are of as light build as possible and
our teams spirited.

“To me, however, it all seems to dem-
ouvstrate that, while fire competitions
are unquestionably good things to ad-
vance the efficieney of fire departments

lin general, if some of the records real-

v made in the course of a fireman's or-
wry duties tvere given, the prize runs
would not be so highly rated as they

jare now.”

An Important Role.
“Your son is an actor, you say, Mr.
Muginnis?”
“Faith he is.”
1t role does he play?
“Rolls, is it? Faith, he rolls up the
curtain.”—Tit-Bits.

Perfectly Simple.

“T didn't see you at the
evening, Miss Hicks."

*“It would have been one of the mir-
acles if you had.”

“Why so?”

“1 wasu't there.”-—Harlem Life.

ball last

He Had Heard It Before.
Borer—Why don’t you laugh? idon"t
believe you appreciate the story!
Newitt—On the contrary, 1 have al-
ways said that it wasan excellent story,
—Up-to-Date.

Test of Feminine C} Reter,
Mrs. Budds—Mirs. Cromer is a woman
of remarkable strength of mind.
Mrs. Judds—1Is she?
Mrs. Budds—Yes. She never buys
anything she doesn’t want.—Odds and
Ends.

Too Early to 'l"eTI.

William Ann—Hear you huve a new
baby at your house; is it a boy or a
girl?

Chappie—How should T know: they
haven’t uamed it yet.—Harlem Life.

Knovws l!i.ilfunlnﬂ--.

“Whom first we love we seldom wed.”

The reason, if you please,

Is Cupid has a levei head,

And must hzve brezd and cheese,

—Chicago Record.

THELORD OURSHEPHERD

A Pastoral Sermon in Time of|
Public Excitement.

Rev. Dr. Talmage Would Draw His Hear-
ers’ Towards Thoughts of Peaceful
Scenes in the Fold of the
Heavenly Shepherd.

In the following sermon Rev. T. De-
Witt Talmage draws a picture of the
earthly and the Heavenly shepherd.
The text is:

The Lord is my shepherd. —Psalms xxiii., L

What with post and rail fenees, and
our pride in Southdown. Astrakhan
and Flemish varieties of sheep. there
isno ase now of the old-time shepherd.
Such an one had abundance of oppor-

doors 12 hours the day and oft-times
waking up in the night on the hills.
11 the stars. or the torrents. or the sun,
or the Howers had vthing to say. he
wius very apt to hear it. The Ettrick
shepherd of Seotland. who afterwards
touk his seat in the brilliant ¢irele of
Wilson and Lockhart, got his wonder-
fui poetic inspiration in the ten years
in which he was watching the flocks of
Mr. Laidlaw. There is often a sweet
poetry in the rugged prose of the
Scoteh shepherd. One of these Scoteh
shepherds lost his only son. and he
knelt down in prayer. and was over-
heard to s “Oh, Lord. it has seemed
good in Thy provinee to take from me
the statt of my right hand at the time
when to us sand blind mortals I seemed
to be most in need of it; and how I
shall climb up the hill of sorrow and
auld age without it, Thou mayst ken.
but I dinna.”

David. the shepherd boy. is watch-
ing his father’s sheep.  They are past-
uring on the very here after-

hills w!
wiard a Lamb was born of which you
have heard much:  *The Lamb of God,
which taketh away the sin of the
world.”  David, the shepherd boy. was
beautiful, brave. musical and poetice. 1
think he often forgot the sheep in his
reveries. There in the solitude he
struck the harp string that is thrilling
through all ages.  David. the boy. was
gathering the material for David the
poet and David the man. Like other
boys. David was fond of using his
knife among the saplings, and he had
noticed the exuding of the juice of the
and when he became a man he
“The trees of the Lord are full
of sap.” David, the boy. like other
boys. had been fond of hunting the
birds’ nests, and he had driven the old
stork off the nest to find how many
eggs were under her: and when he
became a man he said: *As for the
stork, the fir trees are her house.”
In his boyhood he had heard the
territic thunder storm that frightened
the red deer into premature sickness;
and when he became a man he said:
“The voice of the Lord maketh the
hinds to calve.” David, the boy. had
lain upon his back looking ap at the
stars and examining the sky, and to
his boyish imagination the sky seemed
like a piece of divine embroidery. the
divine fingers working in the threads
of light and the beads of stars; and he
became a man and wrote: *“*When I
consider Thy heavens. the work of Thy
fingers.” When he became an old man,
thinking of the goodness of God. he
scemed to hear the bleating of his
father’s sheep across many years, and
to think of the time when he tended
them on the Bethlehem hills, and he
cries out in the text: ““The Lord is my
shepherd.™

If God will help me, I will talk to
youof the shepherd’s plaid. the shep-
herd’s crook. the shepherd's dogs, the
shepherd’s pasture grounds, and the
shepherd's idoe

And first:  The shepherd's plaid: It
would be preposterous for a man going
out to rough and besoiling work to put
on splendid apparel.  The potter does
not work in velvet; the serving maid
does not put on satin while toiling at
her duties: the shepherd does not wear
a splendid vobe in which to go out
amidst tae storms. and the rocks. and
the nettles: he pats on a rough apparel
appropriate to his exposed work. The
Lord our shepherd. coming out to hunt
the lost sheep. puts on noregal apparel,
but the plain garment of our humanity.
There was nothing pretentious about
it. I know the old painters represent
a halo around the babe Jesus: but I do
not suppose that there was any more
halo about that child than about the
head of any other babe that was born
that Christmas eve in Judea. Becoming
a man, e wore a seamless garment,
The scissors and needle have done
nothing to make it graceful. I take
it to have been a sack with three holes
in it: one for the neck and two for the
arms. Although the gamblers quar-
reled over it, that is no evidence of its
value. I have seen two rag pickers
quarrel over the refase of an ash bar-
rel. No: in the wardrobe of Heaven
He left the sandals of light. the gir-
dles of beauty. the robes of power, and
put on the besoiled and tattered rai-
ment of our humanity. Sometimes He
did not even wear the seamless robe.
What is that hanging about the waist
of Christ? Isit a badge of authority?
Is it a royal eoat of arms? No. itis a
towel. The disciples’ feet are filthy
from the walk on the long way, and
are not fit to be put upon the sofds on
which they are to recline at the meal,
and so Jesas washes their feet and

gathers them up in the towel to
dry them. The work ¢f saving
this world was rough work, rug-

ged work, hard work, and Jesus put

on the raiment, the plain raiment. of
our flesh. The storms were to beat
Him, the ¢rowds were to jostle Him,
the dust was to sprinkle lim. the mobs
were to pursue Ilim. Oh! shepherd
of Isracl! leave at home Thy bright
array. For Thee, what streams to
ford! He puts upon Him the plain
raiment of our humanity; wears our
woes: and while earth and Heaven
and hell stand amazod at the abnega-
tion. wrapsaround Him the Shepherd's
plaid:

Cold mountains and the midnight air,

Witnessed the tervor of His praver.

Next I mention the shepherd's erook.
This was a rod with a curve at the
end. which. when a sheep wuas going
astray. was thrown over its neck: and
in that way it was pulled back. When
the sheep were not going astray, the

A i { shepherd woald often use it as a sort of
tunity of becoming a poet, being out of |

erutch, leaning on it; but when the
sheep were out of the way. the crook
was always busy pulling them back.
All we. like sheep. bave gone astray.
and had it not been for the shepherd's
crook, we would have fallen long ago
over the precipice.

Here isa man who is making too
much money. He is getting very vain.
He says: “*After awhile I shall be in-
dependent of all the world. Oh, my
soul. eat. drink and be merry.” Busi-
ness disaster comes to him. What is
God going to do with him? Has God
any grudge against him? Oh. no. God
is throwing over him the shepherd's
erook and pulling him back into better
pastures.  Here is a man who has al-
wiays been well.  He has never had any
sympathy for invalids, he calls them
coughing. wheezing nuisances. After
awhile sickness comes tohim.  He does
not understand what God is going to
do with him. He says: -Is the Lord
angry with me?” On,no. With the shep-
herd’s crook he has been pulled back
into better pastures. Here's a happy
household circle. The parent does not
realize the truth that these children
are only loaned to him, and he forgets
frcm what source came his domestic
blessings. Sickness drops upon those
chiidren, and death swoops upon a lit-
tle one. He says, “'Is God angry with
me?” No. His shepherd’s crook pulls
him back into better pastures. I do
not know what would have become of
us if it had not been for the shepherd’s
crook. Oh, the mercies of our troubles!
You take up apples and plums from
under the shade of the trees, and the
very best fruits of Christian character
we find in the deep shade of trouble.

When I was on the steamer coming
across the ocean I got a cinder in my
eye, and several persons tried to get it
out very gently. but it could not be
taken out in that way. I was told that
the engineer had a faculty in such
cases. I went to him. He put his
large. sooty hand on me, took a knife
and wrapped the lid of the eye around
the knife. 1 expected to be hurt very
much, but without any pain. and in-
stantly he removed the cinder. Oh,
there come times in our Chris-
tian life, when our spiritual vision
is being spoiled, and all gentle appli-
ances fail. Then there comes some
giant trouble. and. back-handed, lays
hold of us and removes that which
would have ruined our vision forever.
I will gather all your joys together in
one regiment of ten companies. and I
will put them under Col. Joy. Then I
will gather all your sorrows together
in one regiment of ten companies. and
put them under Col. Breakheart. Then
I willask: Which of these regiments
has gained for you the greatest spirit-
ual victorie: Certainly that under
Col. Breakheart.

In the time of war, you may remem-
ber. at the south and north. the ques-
tion was whether the black troops
would fight: but when they were put
into the struggle on both sides they did
heroically. In the great day of eter-
nity it will be found that it was not the
white regiment of joys that gained
your greatest suceesses: but the black
troops of trouble. misfortune and dis-
aster. Where you have gained one
spiritual success from your prosperity.
you have gained ten spiritual suceesses
from your adversity.

Next I speak of the shepherd's dogs.
They wateh the straying sheep and
drive them back again. Every shep-
herd has his dog —from the nomads of
the Bible times down to the Scoteh
herdsman watching his flocks on the
Grampian hills. Our Shepherd employs
the criticisms and persecutions of the
world as Ilis dogs. There are those,
you know. whose whole work is to
watch the inconsistencies of Christians,
and bark at them. If one of God's
sheep gets astray, the world howls.
With more avidity than a shepherd’s
dog ever caught a stray sheep
by tne flanks or lugged it by the ears.
worldlings seize the Christian astray.
It ought to do us good to know that we
are thus watched. It ought to put us
on our guard. They can not bite us, if
we stay near the Shepherd. The sharp
knife of worldly assault will only trim
the vines until they produce better
grapes. The more you pound marjoram
and rosemary. the sweeter they smell.
The more dogs take after you, the
quicker you will get to the gate.

You have noticed that different ocks
of sheep have difierent marks apon

them: sometimes a red mark, some-
times a blue mark, sometimes a
straight mark, and sometimes a

crooked mark. The Lord. our Shep-
herd. has a mark for His sheep. It is
a red mark—the mark of the eross.
“Blessed are they that are persecuted
for righteousness’ sake, for theirs is
the kingdom of Heaven.”
Furthermore, consider the shepherd's

pasture grounds. The old shepherds
used to take the sheep upon the moun-
tains in the summer, and dwell in the
valleys in the winter. The sheep being
out of doors perpetually, their wool
was better than if they had been kept
in the hot atmosphere of the sheep-cot.
Wells were dug for the sheep and cov-
ered with large stones, in order that
the hot weather might not spoil the
water.  And then the shepherd led his
flock wherever he would: nobody dis-
puted his right. So the Lord our Shep-
herd has a large pasture ground. He
takes us in the summer to the moun-
tains, and in the winter to the valleys.
Warm days of prosperity come, and we
stand on sun-gilt Sabbaths, and on
hills of transfiguration; and we are
s0 high up we can catch a glimpse of
the pinnacles of the heavenly city.
Then cold wintry days of trouble come,
and we go down intothe valley of sick-
ness, want and bereavement, and we
say: “'Is there any sorrow like unto my
sorrow?” But, blessed be God, the
Lord’s sheep can find pasture any-

where.  Between  two rocks of
trouble a tuft of succulent prom-
ises: green  pastures beside  still

waters; long sweet grass between
bitter graves. You have noticed the
structure of the sheep’s mouth? Itis
so sharp that it can take up a blade of
grass or ¢lover-top from the very nar-
rowest spot.  And so God’s sheep can
pick up comfort where others can gath-
er none. “The seerot of the Lord is
with them that fear Him.” Rich pas-
ture, fountain-fed pasture, for all the
flock of the Good Shepherd.
The hili of Zion yields
A thousand sacred sweets
Betore we reach the Heavenly fields,
Or walk the golden streets.

Lastly: Consider the shepherd’s fold.
The time of sheep-shearing was a very
glad time. The neighbors gathered to-
gether. and they poured wine and
danced for joy. The sheep were put in
a place inclosed by a wall, where it

was very ecasy to count them
and know whether any of them
had been taken by the jackals
or dogs. The inclosure was called

the sheep-fold. Good news I have
to tell you. in that our Lord the Shep-
herd has a sheep-fold, and those who
are gathered in it shall never be struck
by the storm, shall never be touched
by the jackals of temptation and trou-
ble. It hasa high wall—so high that
no troubles can get in—so high that
the joys can not get out. How glad
the old sheep will be to find the lambs
that left them a good many years agol
Millions of children in Heaven! Oh,
what a merry Heaven it will make!
Not many long-meter psalms there.
They will be in the majority, and will
runaway with our song, carrying it up
toa still higher point of ecstacy. Oh,
there will be shouting! If children on
earth clapped their hands and danced
for joy, what will they do when, to the
gladness of childhood on earth is added
the gladness of childhood in Heaven?

It is time we got over these morbid
ideas of how we shall get out of this
world. You make your religion an un-
dertaker planing coffins and driving
hearses. Your religion smells of the
varnisht of a funeral casket. Rather
let your religion to-day come out
and show you the sheep-fold that
God has provided you. Ah, you
say, there is a river between this
and that. I know it; but that Jor-
dan is only for the sheep-washing, and
they shall go up on the other banks
snow-white. They follow the great
Shepherd. They heard His voice long
ago. They are safe now—one fold and
one Shepherd! -

Alas for those who are finally found
outside the inclosure. The night of
their sin howls with jackals; they are
thirsting for their blood. The very
moment that a lamb may be frisking
upon the hills, a bear may be looking
for it from the (icket!

In June, 1515, there was a very noble
party gathered in a house in St. James’
square. London. The prince regent
was present, and the occasion wus
made fascidating by music and ban-
queting and by jewels. While a
quadrille was being formed, suddenly
all the people rushed to the windows.

What is the matter? Henry Perey
had  grrived  with the news
that  Waterloo had been fonght,
and  that England had  won
the day. The dance was aban-

doned: the party dispersed; lords. ladies
and musicians rushed into the street,
and in 15 minutes from the first an-
nouncement of the good news the house
was emptied of all its guests. Oh! ye
who are seated at the banquet of this
world, or whirling in its gayeties and
frivolities, if you could hear the
sweet strains of the Gospel trumpet
announcing Christ's victory over
sin and death and hell, you would
rush forth. glad in the eternal deliver-
ance! The Waterloo against sin has
been fought. and our Commander-in-
chief hath won the day. Oh, the joys of
this salvation! I do not care what met-
aphor.what comparison you have; bring
it to me.that I may use it. Amos shall
bring one simile, Isaiah another, John
another. Beautiful with pardon.
Beautiful with peace. Beautiful with
anticipations. Or to return to the pas-
toral figure of my text, come out of the
poor pasturage of this world into the
rich fortunes of the Good Shepherd.

The shepherd of old used to play
beautiful musie, and sometimes the
sheep would gather around him and
listen. To day my Heavenly Shepherd
calls to you with the very music of
Heaven, calling you to leave your sin
and accept His pardon. Oh. that ali
this flock would hear the piping of the
Good Shepherd.




