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in baptism the law of Christ declares such porsons
free from their past sins. Then they are *‘ created
in Josus Christ unto good works® and are to bo
careful to maintain ¢ good works,” Good works
are those good actions that spring from good mo-
tives, and have for their object the well being of
mankind,

The peraon who believes in Christ will submit at
once to His authority, and baptism is His authori.
tative command., Those who love Christ will obey
His commandments., Taith works by love, and
faith without works is dead. Dead faith is not
counted to persons for right doing or rightevusness,

The gospel is made known now to all nations for
the obedicnce of faith. Ia it vot strange that in
this land fully fifty per cont. of the peoplo fail to
como to the obedience of fuith? The trouble is,
in former timea tho people have been taught that
faith is a3 mere act of the mind, and does not need
an overt act to declare itself. God has always
tested his servants by ucts of obedience. All
evanyelists must come back, in their practices, to the
primitivo order established by the apastles, and
then much infidelity will bo removed. Says Jesus,
‘*Hoe that believeth and is baptized shall he saved.”
Lot evorybody take Hiw at His word, and tho
grand results of obedience of faith will follow.
*¢ To obey is botter than sacrifics.” To obey Christ
ia to be saved without the deeds of the law of
Moses. To oboy Christ is the salvation of faith
made kanown in the gospel.— Alanson Wilcoz.

THE CHRISTIAN RACE.

In the epistle to the Hebrews, tho Christian’s
caveer is viewed asa race. There is no progress,
no rapid passing onwards, nointense hastening to a
goal, Listlessness, vacillation, u sauntering dalli-
ance with pleasure characterize many lives. There
is no stoadfast and urgent pursuit of a single objece.
Whore this exists, even though the object bu un-
worthy and tho pursnit of it un-Christian, the life
may be compaied -to'a race. For a raca implies a
running towards a goal, a straight and rapid mak-
ing for a desired ubject or end. The Christian's
career is & race, becsuse with mind made up as to
the worth of his object he makes for it with fixed
oyo and unswerving tread.  Of the various attrac-
tions presented to us, the Christian has selected
one, and with undivided mind makes it his single
ubject to be all he can be, and do all the good in
his power, The prize he aims at is likeness to
Christ in his porsonal goodness and power to do
good.

This is the prize he aims at; but he find that he
can nov choose his own way to it. ‘The race is “‘set
before” him, marked out for him, measured and
staked in by a power not his own. His birth, his
natural condition and temperament and talents, his
opportunities, the vioiseitudes of fortune he en-
counters, are all arranged for him. That is the
course set beforo him, and he must win the prize
by runuing in it. He may not leap the ropes and
try a short cut ; he may not demand soms softer
course, some rore elastic turf; he way not ask that
the sand be lifted and a hard beaten surface pre-
pared; he may not tequira that tho ascenis be
Juvellod atid the rough places bo made smooth; but
he must take the course as ho finds it. In other
words, he must not wait till things are wade easier
for himj; he must not refuse to run because the
conrae is not all he could wish; but he muat recug-
nize that the difficulties of his position in hfe are
the race set before him. The Christian must open
his oyes to the fact that it is n tho familiar sur-
raundings of tho life wo now actually lead God calls
us to run; in the callings we have choson, amid the
annoyances we daily experience, where we are and
as we are, from the very position wo now occupy
our race is ses bofore us. 1t is through your owun
actual circumatances you must win the prize. A
raco is set bofore you by God. You have your own
sins to subdue, your own troubles to overcome,
your own opportunities to nse, you are yoursolf and

uot another perzon, and you have your own race to
run sud not another porson’s,

The oconditions of successful running ero that
we look to Jesus and lay asido every weight. When
we are sunk from all hope of ever being delivered
from ein, when wo seem to have Leon deceived all
along, and are roady to turn to scorn every other
argminent that can be used to show us that it is
reasonable to believe we may be holy und pure,
nothing shoots guch a real hopo iuto our souls as
for auy one whom wo know to have also had his
sins, and his snares, and his vices, to look us in
the face and say: ‘“ There is auch as thing as sanc-
tification. I know it. I am not more cortain that
1 live, as once I did not, that now 1 am what onco
1 was not.” And tho apostle says that we are sur-
rounded with a cloud of men giving us just such
testimony. He points us to hosts of instances of
svceessful atlainment. Time would fail him were ho
to attompt in the briefest mauner to indicate how
oven tho most ominent among thera have won the
position thoy now occupy. There is a perfect cloud
of thom, he says, Each a star in himself if you
could soe him closely; but there are so many like
him and so distant to our feoble vision, they are
but a bright cloud, a milky way in tho heavens to
guide and animate us. -— Dr. Marcus Dods.

WHAT SAVED HIM?

Opne Christmas woining, many years ago, a
young roporter on a daily paper had occasion to call
with a message at the office of one of the foremost
editors and the publishers in this country.

The youny man was a sickly country lad of keen
senasibility and nervous tomperament, who, tinding
nimself homeless and friendloss in a great city, had
yiolded to temptation, aud had fallen into the
habit uf drinking and gambling, The publisher, as
he listened to tho message, noted the lines which
dissipation had lefv on the boy’s face. He was a

others. No man touched his hand in passing who
did not gain from him new courage and hope in
life.

He answered the message which the roporter
brought, and then, holding out his hand cordially,
said, ¢‘Lot mo wish you a Marry Christmas, my
Jad.” He took from a shelf a bouk, containing
sketches of the lives of tho great English, French
and German authors, with extracts from their
works.

¢ Hero,” said he, ** are some friends of the new
year. When you spond an hour with them, you
will have noble company.”

The surprise and the gift and the unexpected
kindness from the man whom he regarded with awo

had a powerful effect upon the lad. Ho spent all
of his leisure time in poring over the book. It
kindled his latout scholarly taste. Ho saved his
money to bny the complete works first of this
author and then of that; he worked harder to earn
mcere money to buy them. Aftor a fow years he
began to gather together and to study rare and
curious books, and to write short papers upon ob-
scure literary subjects.

Men of similar taste songht him out; he num-
bered some of the furemost scholars and thinkers
among his friends, but he nevor forgot the lounely,
friendiess Jad who had been sinking into a gambler
and a drunkard until a kind hand drew him back,
and he in his turn suught out other lonely, friend-
less boys in the great city, and gave them a help.
ful hand out of the gult,

So, year by year, his life widened and decpened
into a strong current, from which many drow com-
fort and help.

He died last winter. Tho salo of his library
gathered all the collectors of rare books in the sea
board cities. During the illness, the newspapers
spoke of him with a sudden appreciation of the
worth which bad so long been hid in obscurity.

*« A profound scholar, with the hoart of a child;"
A journalist who nover wrote a word to subserve
a base ond,” thoy ssid, Heo read thess oulopies

with a quiot smile. Tho actor who has left the

man who mede it his work in the world to help"

stage forovor cares little for the faint plandits of
tho crowd in tho distance. :

Oze day he put into the hauds of a fricod a
old, dingy volume, ** Whoen I am gone,” he said,
‘¢ take this to Mr, , and tell him that whatever
of good or usefulness there has been in my life I owe
to hi,m, and this Christmas gift of his thirty years
ago,

Tho little story is ahaolutely trne. We venture
to toll it because there is no one living whom i
can hurt, while there are many whom it may help
to hold out friendly hands to their brothers who
have stumbled into darker paths in life than they.
—Youth's Companion.

A TOUCHING INGIDENT.

A littlo boy came to a city missionary and hold-
ing out a dirty and well worn bit of printed papor,
said, * Please, sir, father sent me tu get a clean
paper like that.”

Taking it from his hand, the missionary unfolded
it, and found it was a page containing that beauti-
ful hymn of which the first stanza is as follows:

Just as I am, without ono plea,

But that Thy blood was shed for me,

And that Thou bid’st me como to Thee,
0O Lamb of God, I come.

The missionary looked down with interest into
tho face earnestly upturned to him, aud asked the
little boy where ho got itand why he wantzd a clean
one.

‘“We found it, sir,” said he, ‘‘in sinter's pocket
after she died; and she used to sing it all the
time when she was sick, and loved is so much that
father wanted to get a clean one to put in a frame
an?, hang up. Won't you give us a clean ono,
sird”

The little page, with & siogle hymu on it, had
beon cust upon the air, like a fallen leaf, by Chris-
tian hands, humbly hoping to do some possible
good, In some little Mission Sunday-school,
probably, this poor girl had thoughtlossly received
1t, aftorwards to find in it, we hope, the gospel of
her salvation.,

THINGS THAT NEVER DIE.
The pure, the bright, the beautiful,
That stirred our hearts in youth,
The impulso of a worldless prayer,
The dream of love and truth,
Tho longing after someathing lost,
Tho spirit's yearoing cry,
The striving after better hopes—
These things shall never die.

The timid hand stretched forth to aid
The brother in his need,

The kindly word in grief’s dark hour,
That proves a friend indeed,

Tke plea for mercy softly breathed,
When justice threatens nigh;

Tho sorrowings of a contrite heart—
These thiogs shall nevor die.

Lot nothing pass, for every hand
Must find some work to do;
Lose not a chance to waken love,
Be firm, and just and true;
So shall a light that caanot fade
Beam on thee from high,
The angels’ voices say to thee:
‘¢ Theso things can never dio.”
—Dawn of the Morning.

LirE, ¥NJoYEp —It is well enough to provide
for a fainy day, but the man is very foolish who
saves his umbrella for a future storm, while he is
allowing himself to be drenched with rain., We
do not take ploasure and onjoy life as we go along.
We live too much in the future and too little in the
presont. We live poor that we may die rich, Weget
all ready to be happy, aud when we are quite ready
infirmity or discuse steps ia and the chance is gono.
Live slower and live longer.

Died,

RuGaLEsS~-At the home of her parents, Tivertoa
Light Station, on Thursday, Auygust 20, aged 18
years, Annie F. Ruggles, daughter of Brother and
Sister H. M. Ruggles, after a long illnoss of ten
weeks, during which sho was a great but patient
sufferer. Tho sympathy of all who know them is
eatended to the beroaved family, who twice within
a year have been called to “‘ pass under the rod” by
the voice of death, H, A. D




