4 THE MESSENGER!

peated, ‘Bism Tllah! In the name of God!’ then
fitted it into the key-hole.

The door opened! The church was a simp's
stone room, fitted with rude benches and pul-
pit. Nimr groped his way in, spread his own
goat hair coat upon the floor for a bed, and
carefully laid Rufeil upon it, lifting the young
man’s head upon his own lap for a pillow. In
spite of all Rufeil’s entreaties, he sat up with
him thus the whole night.

In the early morning, the villagers began
creeping back to their ruined homes. It be-
came noised about that the preacher was ly-
ing wounded in the chureh, and Rufeil was
soon surrounded by sympathetic friends, alil
anxious to do him service.

“What he needs is a doctor, said one, ‘but
who of us would dare go over the mountains
for him at this time, with our enemies hunt-
ing the highroads for us?

T will go,’ said Nimr, ‘no one will dars
touch me. I will have the doctor here before
night, Then a quizzical look came over his
face. ‘I suppose the doctor will not trust
himself to me, you had better give me &

aper.’

s Rufeil scratched off a few lines with Qiﬂi-
culty. Nimr folded the paper into a tight
roll ‘and slipped it into the hollow of his cane
stick. He smiled for the first time.

“They may search me now if they like, they
will never guess my errand.

Heé was gone all day, while the people gave
Rufeil the best of what little remained to
them. By night the doctor arrived, witb. his
strange brigand guide. He was an old friend
of Rufeil’s; not many years before, they had
studied together in the school at Sidon. The
broken leg was set and fiie bruised limbs made
more comfortable, then came the inevitable
treatment of a multitude of ailments that
suddenly manifest themselves in a crowd at
the appearance of a doctor. He left the next
morning with the blessings of the viliage up-
on his head. ¥

During the long convalescence which follow-
ed, Nimr would never leave his patient. Wii>n
fever was upon Rufeil, he would bathe his
head, and with gruff’ insistence would keep
away the -eversolicitous erowd. - of {friends.
Sometimes he would sit, with Rufeil’s head
again upon his lap, gazing with awe upon the
painted letters on the wall.

‘What do they mean? he asked, one day.
Rufeil read them ‘aloud—the Lord’s Prayer
and the Ten Commandments,

‘Js that your religion? asked Nimr.

It is the key to it) answered Rufeil,

‘Wallah! it is a strange doctrine,’ said the
robber. ‘The Bedouins, who brought me up,
taught me that the noblest aim in the world
was to kill and rob and swear by God’s name,
and never to forgive a trespass?

Rufeil turned and raised himself upon his
elbow in his earnestness. ‘Nimr, have you
nothing to be forgiven?

Trom that time till Rufeil recovered, he used
to read daily to Nimr from the great Bible
which lay on the pulpit, doctrines at first dis-
tastefcl and incomprehensible to the hardened
robber, explaining them till they became to
him at first familiar, and finally beautiful.

The bright day came for Rufeil’s return to
the house which had been rebuilt for him.
PBut to Nimr the day brought only the deepest
gloom. Before light, he rose from his mat at
Rufeil’s side and bent over him with a fa-
ther's temderness, kissing him first on one
cheek, then on the other, without a word. An
hour later, when the joyous people met, Nimr
was gone. :

He was seldom seen again among the vil-
lages, only it became a well-known fact that
he robbed no more. Hunting or carrying mes-
sages through dangerous parts of the coun-
try became his chief employment. Several
times a year the dark man would suddenly ap-
pear among Rufeil’s little congregation. Seat-
ing himself upon the floor, cross-legged, with
folded arms, he would listen with face intent
upon the young preacher; when the service
was -over he would go, often without a word.

Tf ever it happemed that' any of Rufeil’s
people were robbed by other brigands upon
the highroads, word had but to be sent to
Nimr, and the goods were always restored.

As for Rufeil himself, no man of rank in
the region could as safely go and come as he,
however wild fTie district; for among brigands
and villagers alike he was known and honor-
ed as Nimr's preacher. 3

Keep It Wholly.

A little girl was trying to learn the Ten
Commandments. Her mother told her to shut
the Biple and write them from memory. She
brought the result of her effort for inspec-
tion, and, lo, she had written the Fourth Com-
manament: ‘Remember the Sabbath day to
keep it wholly.

The mother said: ‘Why don’t you know how
to spell better than tnat? The word is not
“wholly,” but “holy.””

The good grandmother, who was sitting by,
said: ‘Maybe the child hasn’t really made a
mistake after all. At least her idea of holy
is preferable to that of many who think that
they keep the Sabbath if they go to church
in the morning, and then feast, or lounge
about, or visit, or go riding, or read the secu-
lar papers the rest of-the day. They don’t
seem to understand that when God said, “keep
it holy,” he meant the whole of it.

When I went home I examined my Web-
ster’s Unabridged, and learned that the two
words, ‘holy,’ and ‘wholly,” came from . the
same Anglo-Saxon root, which is ‘hol, the
whole. The radical idea of holiness is com-
pleteness, wholesomeness. A man is whole,
physically, when he is in perfect health, obey-
ing all the natural laws under which he lives.
Aund a man is whole, or holy, spiritually, when

he is conformed in his character and life to

the higher law—the law which God has reveal-
ed for the soul.

Being interested in this matter, I asked a
Hebrew scholar what was the primary mean-
ing of the word translated ‘holy’ in the Fourth
Commandment, and his answer showed that
the little girl was not far wrong when she
wrote the words, ‘Remember the Sabbath day,
to keep it wholly.’—Selected.

Sir Patrick Spens.

(Grace Greenwood, in the ‘Union Gospel
News.”)

In the royal palace, "in Dunfermlinetown,
King Alexander the Third, an ancient Scot-
tish monarch, sat at the banquet table, with
his queen and courtiers,  drinking rich, “red
wine, and eating luscious fruit. A proud “earl,
at his right hand, was humbly waiting  on
him; the young sons of great lords were act-
ing as pages and cup-bearers; a famous min-
strel stood ready with his lute to sing a splen-
did . ode in praise of his mightiness; and doubt-
less the old king’s heart would have swelied
with pride, and danced with pleasant jollity,
on the occasion, had it not been that as ne
looked about him his eyes fell on no noble
prince or fair princess to rule in his place,
and wear his crown, when he should be called
to go ‘the way of all the earth,” kings not ex-
cepted, =

“Alexander had no living children, and the
heir to his throne was his grandchild, the
young daughter of the King of Norway. Some-
how this day he felt more than ever before a
longing to see this little princess; and as he
had just had ‘a fine new ship built, he reselv-
ed to send for her at once. So, looking round
at his courtiers, he asked, ‘Can any of you
tell me where I can get a ‘skilful skipper to
sail this new ship of mine?’

One of the knights who sat at the right of

the king answered, that, in his opinion, 8ir
Patrick Spens was the best sailor that ever
sailed the sea. :
Now, if was the winter time, 4 very dan-
gerous season for mavigation in those north-
ern seas; but the king was not .going to sail
himself; and kings are not apt to make
much account of the lives of even the best of
their subjeets. So Alexander at once called
for pen, ink, and paper, and wrote a letter
with his own royal hand, and sealed it with
his big royal seal, commanding Sir Patrick
Spens to make the voyage to Norway, and

bring home King Eric’s daughter, without loss

of time.

This letter was brought to Sir Patrick when

he was walking on the strand, thinking over
his perilous voyages, and thanking Heaven
that he was to be safe on land for two good
months, or more. When he opened the let-
ter, and glanced at the grand signature,

high; and stepped haughtily, as a correspon-

dent of kings should; but before he had read -
all, the bitter tears almost blinded his eyes,

et
Jaughed a glad, proud laugh, lifted his head
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and he exclaimed, ‘O! who has done this un-
friendly deed? Who has put it into the rash
old king’s head to send me out to sea, at this
blustering time of year? Be it wind, or rain,
or hail, or sleet, we must sail the foam; for
this daughter of the King of Norway must,
at all hazards, be brought to ])unfermliné; to
sit on her grandpa’s knee, and learn how .to
govern us unruly Secots. £
But though Sir Patrick murmured a little,

he obeyed, like a loyal subject and sensible =

man; for he knew he could not help himself,
and he preferred the chance of drowning to
the certainty of losing his head. So, on the
next Wednesday, he set sail, with a gay com-
pany of noble Scots, whom the king sent as
an escort for the princess, his granddaughtér.

The weather proved fair, and they landed
in Norway on Monday, and presented them-
selves at court without delay.

They found the princess a very little girl
indeed, whom it seemed a pity to take away
from her nurse, her 'dolls, and pets, and édrry
over the wintry sea, to a strange connti‘y.
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