A MISSIONARY’S APPEAL

There are times when the enemy seemg tos
And faintness creeps over the heart,

When courage and confidence quiver and quail
At the glance of his fiery dart.

There are times when exhausted, we .can but stand still,
When the sword-arm hangs nerveless and numb

Oh, then to the soul comes a whisper so chill: 2
“ARE THE Y WEARY OF PRAYING AT H O




