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SORROW AND JOY.

Sorrow so long had !ald his hand
Upon her tender heart,

At last scarce could she understand
Joy made of life a part.

And when with sudden strength and might
Across life’s chords it swept,

Echoing along the stafless night '
Sweet tones where she had wept,

Her soul from out its depths of bliss,
Tremulous with its new birth,
Could only murmur faintly this :
O, easier were life's dearth 1"

And when at last in calmer hour,
She {falt the new life thrill,

As toward the sun scme tender flower,
Her heart oped upward still.

And richer for the past of pain,
The anguish of the years,
Ber life like one long sweet refrain
Soothed others’ griefs and tears.
—Lisa A. Fietcher.

}ZROUBLE AND DELIVERANCE,

. The Rev. Rufus S. Green, D.D., of Orange,
New Jersey, has written a book about his son,
Ralph Robinson Green, who was drowned n
1892, near Bala, Oantario, Canada, and A. D.
F. Randolph & Co. have handsomely publish-
ed it. The author describes AN ALL-AROUND
Boy, and the book is full of good reading for
young and old. We copy one chapter for the
sake of the religious lessons which are so well
taught in it.

A STUNNING BLOW.

The morning of Wednesday, August 3,
1892, I passed into my study, planning a ser-
mon for-the following Sunday. The subject
had particularly interesied me. The evening
before the theme for the weekly prayer-meet-
ing of the church had been “ Troubleand De-
liverance.” There was a deep spiritual tone to
the services which impressed all present, and
led me at the close to say: * Let us remem-
ber, dear friends, that the blessed truth upon
which we have been dwelling we shall all have
occasion sooner or later‘to test. To some of
you trouble, deep and dark, hasalready come;
and with it bas come also sure deliverance
from the hand of the Lord. You know tae
secret meaning of a subject like this. Others
of us bave journcyed along life’s pathway with
scarcely a cloud to darken the heavens above
us; but it will not alwaysbe so. Trouble is sure
to overtake us. Even now some of us maybe
sitting under the chadow of a great grief about
to fall with crushing weight upon us. God
grant that when it falls we shall know where
to find deliverance 1"

The meeting made such an impression on
me that Wednesday morninz I decided to put
aside the subject previously selected for a ser-
mon, and pursue the line of thought suggested
by the discassion of the previous evemng.
Tnus the morning passed in arranging my
thonghts and prepariog a plan for the sermon.

In the afternoon I seated myself at my
desk to hegin the work of composition. I
wrote the text, 2 Cor. 1:3—“The God of all
comfort.”

Before anotber word was written there
came a koock at my door, and a telegram was
handed me. It read as follows :

Busravwo, N.Y., Acg. 3, 1892
%My son telegraphs me from Bracebridge:
*Ralph gone over Squaw Shute Falls which
makes me fear be is drowned. Leave for Ba.
this evening.” “E.W.E”

The crushing grief had fallen. While I
was speaking the evening before, the lifeless
body of my boy—my only son, my pride and
joy —was lyiag bencath the cruel waters of the
Muaskosh river,

I shall not attempt to describe my emo-
tions. I could not do i, if [ desired Witha
pain around my heart, and a stanned fecling
which only those who ‘have passed throogh
similar experience can understand, I made
hasty arrangements to take the first train to
Boffalo and theace to Canada. Leaviog the
poor brokcn-hcartcd mother, I burried away.
By arrangcment with the operator, telegratas
were repeated to me alopg the ronte ; bat tkey
contained no further mews—only a hope, to
which I clung with desperation, knowing all
the time that it was uscless so to do.

Arriving in Boffalo carly Thursday morn-
ing, fricnds were waiting at the station to do
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all in their power ‘to conifort aud aid tme.
There was nothing to do but wait for the tyain
to Toronto that aftevnoon. Mr, E—— tele-
graphed from Bracebridgs that he could learn
nothing additional. The telegram had been
sent there from Bala, twenty-five miles away
across the lake, by boat—the only meaus of
cammunication.

How hard is it to do nothing when every
instinet prompts to action! But-at last the
time came to start for the station. A friend
who had taken me to his home, then said that
as he had- busiaess in Toroato, he would ac-
company me there. He knew by my looks—
I could say nothing—how glad I was of his
company. For years we had been the warm-
est friends. Asa trustee of Lafayette street
church, of which for ning years I had been
the pastor, I had learned to prize his wise
counsels and generous friendship, Two years
before we had travelled together in Europe;
and only the year before I had beent permitted,
though not then pastor of the church, to be
with bim when with breaking heart he laid
forever from his sight one of the sweetest and
noblest women whom God evargave to be the
wife of any man.

At Toronto he bought Zwo tickets for Brace-
bndge. Plainly enough I saw that he had no
intention of lcavxng me to take the remain-
der of the sad journey alone. Such kindness
seemed to me too much. I could not feel that
it was right for him to leave his business for
my sake.

But protestations were in vain. ‘*‘Ifit
takes a month to find Ralph,” he saidin a
tone which admitted no contradiction, 1
shall stay with you” God be praised that
there are such triends !

We reached Bracebridge at 4 p.m. on Fri-
day. At six the boat sailed for Bala. Mr.
E——aud 'Ed were waiting theré on the dock-
But the body had not been found. For two
daye willing hands had dragged the riverin
vain. Again the only thing to do was to wait
—for the body to rise.

The drowning bad occarred some eight or
nine miles below Bala. I could not rest until
I had seen the place. Accordisgly, with Ed
aud a guoide, I started down the-river ina
cance. As we stood on the shore opposite
the awful place, Ed told me the sad story in
substance as follows :

“ After setting ‘up our tent over there, and-
getting everythipg ready for the night, we
thought we would come back on this slde and
do some fishing. It was then about six
oclock.* You know that last summer we
boyst had our camp on this identical spot,
and we cressed and recrossed the river
hundreds of times—the guide saying there
was no daoger.} §We got into the canoeto
paddle across; and suddenly, I don’t know
how er why, it coliapsed. We were both
throws into the water. As we came up, Ralph
grabbed me. He was strangling and evident-
ly thought he was gomng to drown. Heigot
me around the neck, and we both began
to go down. Not a word was said, but ke saw
what the result wonld be, and cn his own ac-
cord loosened his bold, leaving me free tohelp
him, with himself ‘giding. We should both
have been drowned ‘bat for his own voluntary
relaxing his hold upon me.

“ Far quicker than it takes me to tell it, we
were struggliog in the rapids you see there.
My aim was to get out of them into the stiller
water, aad then we coald easily reach laud.
But do what I conld, we coulda’t escape the
clutch of the current. I held on to Ralph
until we were withia thirty or forty feet of the
falls. Therc was no longer a hops of saviog
himn. It was a question if I conld save my-
self. 11let himgo, and got to land myself i
don't know how. I only remember that I was
utterly exhausted, 20d lay these for some time
—1I don't know how long~—unconscious. Then
I crossed the island on which I bad Jaoded,
swam the other branch of the. river, rouscd
some Indians living mear by, sent them to
search the niver, and started on foot for Bale,
which_Ireached abont two o'clock in the mom-
ing.”

Every word of the story went throngh my
beart like a knife, yet'1.would not have missed-
a word for thousands of dcllars. ¥ Ed,” 1

® Tceaday cvezizg, A::‘nd. 18z,

4 Ralsh was not with thes on that trip,

: The fatal mistake] this time was that- the watér w:
abooz 600 &nd » half fozt higher than the preyioas summer,
which made ths curzent’ xach stronges.

" said, *I want you to know, Srst of all, that 1

*do not blame you in theleast.” ¢ Thank you,
O, thank you for saying:that I* the noble fel-
low replied ; “ I have been hoping, O, so anx-
iously for just those words!" and he burst
into tears. ‘‘And more than that,” [ continu-
ed, I want to thank you with all my heart
for your noble effort to save my darling boy!"

We went below the falls and padcled-up and
down the river, but all in vam. The waters
were peaceful and uncommunicative as thcugh
my hearts treasure was not beneath them.

I arranged with some neighboring Indians
to have two booms stretched across the river
to prevent the body, when it rose, from being
carried down stream. They also agreed to
patrol the river day and night, and start with
the body as soon as 1t was found, for Bala.

EQd volunteered to stay dowa -and oversee
the.work. This I wanted to do myself; but
the fear of bad news from Ralph's poor mother
led me to azcept Ed's ofter, and accordingly
I returned to Bala, the guide paddliag me up.

As I reached the hotel, Mr. E——was
about to start for the boat, baving decided
that it was better for him to go, that he might
arrange for sendjog up a metallic coffin. This
could aot be found nearer than Toronto. From
there 1t was sent under the care of a special
messenger, to avoid the possibility of any de-
iay thrcugh the carelessness of railway em-
ployees. .

It came none too socon. At eight o'clock
Saturday morning Ed went vver the patrol ;
and there just below the falls was the precious
body floating rovnd anc round in an eddy.
The Indians were quickly notified, and the
start up the river was made.. It was abard
trip, with its seven portages, and it was not
till balf-past two in the afteracon that Bala
‘was rezched.

At half-past five the boat came in with the
casket upon it. There was doubt whether it
would wait for us to do the necessary work be-
fore embarking. We had therefore engaged
a “tramp "'boat which had come in just be-
fore the regular steamer, At seven we started
reaching Gravenhurst- at 9:30 Saturday even-
ing. There was no train for twenty-six hours.

‘We may omit the trying-experience which
followed. It is enough to say that on two dif-
ferent freight trains a. 1 by riding all night we
reached Toronto about ten o'clock Sunday
morning, in time for the express trama for
Buffalo.

1t 15 due to the officials of the Grand Trunk
ralrcad at Gravenhurst, Allendale, and To-
ronto also, to say that they showed courtesy
and did everything in their puwer to aid us,
making up a epecial freight traia at Allendale
for our accommodation.

Just oneancident on the way from Tordnto
to Buoffalo shonld be recorded. On the Cana-
dian side of Suspznsion Bridge the train:halt-
ed for a moment. A lady sitting opposite me
in the parlor car said to her husband.:  “Isot
it wonderful that this vast volume of water

. poars, year after year and generation after

geaeration, over these falls and never stops?
Still, 1 suppose physical laws are sufficient to
accouat for it. There is no need of belisving
ina personal God. As Ilnokatit, Ingersoll is
much nearcr the truth than the preachers who
have so much to say about God.”

From the moment that fearfal telegram
had reached me on the previoas Wednesday,
a fierce battle had been-going ‘o2 in my heart
—a battle to save my faith in God. Possibly,
hadit not been the text, “The God of all
comfort,” on which I bad spent the morning,
tae conflict would- not have been so severe
bat then the victory would not have beea so
camplete. At noos, on Wednesday, 1 thonght
I bad proved conclusively that God was the
God of all comfert. The telegram shattered
my proofs, as 2 stone’ shatters glass. 1 cried
out for comfort, but there- was nons. My ex-
pericace was proving the text .falsc and i
that text was false, many other passages of
Scripture were falce. What depeadence, then,
could be.placed-on, any part of the Bible?
And if God was not- the God'of com{ort, how
coald I be sure that'he was a God of lave and
grace?

For the thousanazh time I'was going gver
this subject, as in the quiet which foliowed the
'stopping of the train .at Suspenswu Bndge
the words quoted abave..fell upoa my ear.
Their effect was something ‘wonderfal. 1 can

‘ not-the sermon I first plaonsd. 1 had learned

, Uéd'uth, 1894.

Bavér forget it. They seemed like a flash of

‘lightaing iz & dark night, revealing to me the §
‘hideous precipice of unbeliefnear which I had §
beed wandering, -and over which I had been §
in danger of falling.. .

There wasa little boy by the lady’s side.
Without premeditation, and scarcely knowing §
what:1' was doing,: ‘I-saidto her : “ Will you §
pardoa mo if I ask you a question "

 Certainly,” she replied.

‘I want to ask if thelittle boy by your side §
is your son,” I said.

** Yes, my onlzchild,”'she answered.

I thought as much,” I continued, *“ Would @
you be interested to know that my only son, §
or whatis left of:bim to me, is in a.coffin in
the baggage-carabead of us? He was drawn-
ed last Tuesday, and I am taking bim home §
for burial. I caanot tell you how dear he was §
to me. My heart isbreaking. The time may §
come—1 trust it will not, but it may come—~ }
when you will be following your only .childto §
the grave. [€it ever do»s came, what com- §
fort do you expect to find in physical laws or
in the ceachings of Ingersoll? You will want
then a personal God who can comfort you.
Out of depths which no tongue can describe,
and which po one who has not expcnenced ’
them can appreciate, I want to tell you-that | §
believe in God—a God of infinite comfort for
all sorrowful souls that will look to him.”"

It was a strange way, but it was God's
way of revealing the truth to me.. 1 was §
speaking more for myself than for the woman. §
Let us hope that my words were a blessmg to |
both. With tears in her eyes, she camé to me §
later, giving me opportunity to impress-the |
truth still more deeply oz her heart. Andas §
for myself, it was the breaking of the light.
As I recall the incident, I doubt.if I felt fally
all thdt my words implied. But at that §
moment ‘it is ‘cerfain that the tide of-battle B
turned ; and when a month-later I preached §
to my people on “the God of all comfort,” g
thongh the pain around the hea:st.had not §
ceased, the enemy had b2en routed. It was &

somethiog about the text.since that Wednes- 3
day moming. :

THE RELIGIOUS PAPER.

Werecently read the following :

1. Agood religious paper makes Chris-
tians more intelligeat,

2. Asknowlcdge is power it makes them §
more useful. i

3. Itleadsto 2 better understanding of
the Scriptures. :

4. Itincreases fnterest in the sprcad of
the gospel. :

5. ltplaces weaponsin the bands ofall to
defend the truth.

6. It affords a channel of communication
betweésn brethren. i

7. It throws light upoa obscure qusnons
of practical interest. i

8. Itcultivatesa taste for reading a2mong
parents and children.

9. It awakens interest for the. ealvation
of soals. :

1o. It gives the more important current §
news of general interest.

11.  All this is farnished at- a very small
cost compared with its. valoe,

THE. BRIGHT SIDE,

‘Cheerfolness can become a habit, and §§
habits sometimes help us over hard places.
‘A cheerful heart seeth cheerful unngs. '

Alady and a gestleman were. in a lumber §
yard sltuated ‘by -a dinty, foul~smelhng niver. B

The lady said: *“How good the pine §
boards smell 1” -

“ Pxnc boards I" exclaxmed the. gemlcmzn
“ jnst ‘smell this fool river I

““ No,. thank you.” the lady replied; “1
prefcr to smcll lhe pine boards." B

And she wzs.ngbt. Ij she, or w3, cas
carry the pnnc:ple tbrough cur eatire Tiviog, |
we shall Bavethe cheerful hears, the. cieer- g8
fal voice, and cheeifal face. Weslik caogot:
give -it, tor cah poverty.taks it away.—)!iw -
Hulock,

Candyspopnzbecurod? ch ! K.D.C1
i8-8 positivo curg,  a-sfocure,” ** a complete
care,” ammo!ous curg,’ ** tho.best. core,”
“ 2 thorough cute,” and 2 guarantood cure.:
‘Seo testimonials. :
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