2 THE MESSENGER.

to you about the Lord, and to the Lord about
you.’

The young coachman was as good as his
word. He wrote to a friend in the Highlands
of- Scotland, and asked him to find him a
place in that part of the world. He knew
that his mether could not write and could not
follow him; and though he was sorry to lose
a good place, he said to himseif:

* ‘Anything for a quiet life.

His friend soon got him a place in a gen-
tleman’s stable, and he did not hide from his
mother that he was glad and thankful to
.get out of her way.

You may think it was a pity she thus drove
him to a distance. Would it not have been
wiser to say less, and thus not lose the op-
fportunity of putting in a word in season?
But she believed, in ker simplicity, that she
was to keep to the directions given her in
the Word of God—that she was to e instant,
not in seascn only, but also out of season.

The coachman was ordeved to drive out the
carriage and pair, the first day after his ar-
rival in Scotland. His master did not get in-
to the carriage with the rest of the party, but
said he meant to go on the box instead of
the footman.

‘He wishes to see how I drive,’ thoupht the
coachman, who was quitc prepared to give
satisfaction. Scarcely had they driven from
the door when the master spoke to the coach-
man for the first time. He said:

‘Tell me if you are¢ saved?’

Had the Lord come to the coachman direct
from heaven, it could scarcely have struck
him with greater consternation. He sim-
ply felt terrified.

‘God has followed me to Scotland, he said
to himself. ‘I could get away from my mo-
ther, but I cannot get away from God!’

And at that moment he knew what Adam
must have felt when he went to hide himself
from the presence of God behind the trees of
the garden. He could make no answer to his
master, and scarcely could he drive the horses,
for he trembled from head to foot.

His master went on to speak of Christ and
again he heard the old, old story so often
told him by his 'mother, By this time it
gounded new. It had become a real thing
with him. It did not seem then to be "glad
tidings of great joy but a message of terror
and condemnation. He felt that it was Christ,
the Son of God, whom he had rejected and de-
spised. He felt, for the first time, that he was
a lost sinner. By the time the drive was over,
be was so ill from the terrible fear that had
come upon him, that he could do mothing else.
For some days he could not leave his bed;
but they -were blessed days to him. His mas-
ter came to speak to him, to read the Word
of God, and to pray; and soon the love and
grace of the Saviour he had rejected became
a reality to him, as the terror of the Lord
had been at first.

He saw there was mercy for the despiser,
and he saw that the blood of Christ is the
answer before God even for such sin as his
had been; and he now felt in his soul the
sweetness of those blessed ‘words, ‘We love
Him because He first loved us!’

He sa'w that Christ had borne his punish-
ment, and that he who had tried to harden
his heart against God and against his own
mother, was now without spot or stain in the
sight of God who s0 loved him as to give for
him His only Son. The first letter he wrote
to his mother contained the joyful tidings:

‘God has followed me to Scotland, and has
saved my soull’

‘Whither shall I go from Thy Spirit? eor
whither shall I flee. from Thy presence? If
I ascend up into heaven, Thou art there; if I
make my bed in hell, behold Thou art there.
If I take the wings of the morning, and dwell
in the uttermost parts of the sea, even there
shall Thy hand lead me, and Thy right hand
shall hold me.’—‘Presbyterian Witness.
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My Lord and I

I have a friend so precious,
So very dear to me,

He loves me with such tender love,
He loves so faithfully;

I could mnot live apart from him,
I love to feel him nigh, |

+ And so we dwell together,

My Lord and I

Somsetimes I'm faint and weary,
He knows that I am weak,
And as he bids me lean on him,
His help I gladly seek; .

He leads me in the paths of light
Beneath a sunny sky,

And =0 we walk together,
My Lord ani I

He knows how much I love him,
He knows I love him well,
But with what love he loveth me
My tongue can never tell;

It is an everlasting love
In ever rich supply,

And so we love each other,
My Lord ani I.

I tell him all my SOIrows,
I tell him all my joys,
I tell him all that pleases me,
I tell him what annoys;
He tells me what I ought to do,
He tells me what to try,
And 0 we walk together,
My Lord and I.

He knows how I am longing
Scme weary soul to win,
And so he bids me go and speak
The loving word for him;
He bids me tell his wondrous love,
And why He came fo die,
And s0 we work together,
My Lord and I.

I have his yoke upon me,
And easy ’tis to bear,
In the burden which he carries
I gladly take a share;
For then it is my happiness
To have him always nigh—
We bear the yoke together,
My Lord and I.
—Mrs, L. Shorey.

The Image of the Master.

Bishop Thoburn tells a beautiful story about
a picture of his dead child. It seemed a very

imperfect photograph, so blurred that scarce- |

ly a trace of the loved features could be seen
in it. But ome day he took the picture to a
photographer, and asked him if he could do
anything to improve it. In three weeks the
bishop returned, and as he saw the picture in
its frame on the wall, he was startled. It
seemed as if his child were living again be-
fore him. The image had been in the old pic-
ture, but was concealed beneath the blurs
and mists that were there also. The artist,
however, had brought it out in strong, liv-
ing beauty, until it was like life in its ten-
der charm. In every true disciple of Christ
there is the image of the Master. It may be
very dim. Its features are overlaid by blurs
and blemishes, and are almost unrecognizable
by human eyes. It is theé work of Christ in
our lives to bring out this likeness, more and
more clearly, until at last it shines in un-
dimmed beauty. This is what Christ is do-
ing in many of his ways with us.—J. R. Mil-
ler, D.D.

. Individual Work.

On one occasion the writer took as his
guest Henry T. Durant, who been so suc-
cessful in winning juries and in winning. souls,
into an inter-denominational meeting of clergy-
men. The subject of the day was the ‘Re-
lation of the Preacher to his Audience’ Mr.
Duranit, being invited to speak on the sub-
ject, gave some suggestions which were both
fresh and helpful to those present.  ‘He began
by saying: :

. ‘Brethren, as a lawyer I have been trained
in my preaching to feel that I must win every
man in my audience or loss my case.

Then Mr. Durant went on to speak of a

think?’ asked the gentleman.
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lawyer's duty to know, before he began to
speak, just how every man on the jury stood
as to the case in hand. This knowledge he
could gain by watching carefully each mem-
ber of the jury during the coming in of evi-
dence. Then he showed how the advocate pro-
ceeded to win over the individual members of
the - jury.

In the line of this thought and practice,
Henry F. Durant and Charles G. Finney, as
lawyer—evangelists, always addressed their
auditors rather than their audience; and
thus it was that they won so many sounls. The
converse of this method was illustrated by.
a well-known ‘great preacher, who said that
he never liked to look at an individual in his
audience while he was preaching, lest it should
distract his thoughts from the subject of his
discourse. Verily, each sort of preacher has

his reward.—Editor ‘Sunday School Times?

A Mental Post Office.

1 am trying to establish a mental post of-
fice, said a bright little woman, the other
day. ‘So many gooed things belonging to other
people come to me, and so often, when there
is a sudden call for one of them, I cannot find
it until it is too late. Then it has to go
back to the dead-letter office, lost opportu-
nity office, or whatever you choose to call it,
so that I am trying now to put such things
in the boxes where they belong. When I
hear a clear explanation of some question
that has been troubling a friend, I mentally
mark it with her name, and lay it away in
my memory for her. When I read a story
that is a pat refutation of some dangerous
theory advanced by our young student, I store
it up where it will be ready the next time I
talk with him. The bit of life history I
have learned from my brave washerwoman,
who thinks “there’s no end of kind folks in
this world,” belongs to my well-to-do neigh-
bor who is always bewailing human selfish-
ness.

‘No, I don’t mean that I am filling my
brain with arguments and preachments to
pour out upon the unfortunate people who
come in my way-—not that, at all. But there
are so many things which seem to “belong,”
and can be mentioned naturally, if one only
remembers them, and then left to do their
work,

A gentleman once asked a Sunday-school
what was meant by the word repentance. A
little boy raised his hand. ‘Well, what is it,
my lad?’ “Being sorry’ for your sins,’ was the
answer. A little’ girl on the back seat raised
her hand. ‘Well, my little girl, what d» you
‘I think, said
the child, ‘it's being sorry emough to quit.’
That is just where so many people fail. They
are sorry emough at the time, but not serry
enough to quit. )

Jubilee Coupons Pouring in.

A large number of subscribers are taking 2
a@vanta.ge of the Special Jubilee year-end
trial rate subscription coupon, which appears
in each issue. This special trial rate coupon
is, of course, only available to those who have
never taken either the Daily or Weekly ‘Wit-
ness,’ or lived with those who have taken it.
This special rdte is simply made to introduce
the paper into new homes. With the coupon
referred to, any of cur veaders who fulfil
the conditions may have the ‘Weekly Witness’
and Canadian Homestead for the rest of this
year for the trifling sum of fifty cents. The
‘Weekly Witness' is a twenty-four page news-
paper, containing over four times as much
matter as the ‘Northern Messenger! It has
departments of special intetest and value-to
every member of the family—including a very
interesting Department devoted to agriculture. i

See the coupon on another page.

3 —_——
Sample Copies.

Any subscriber who would like to have speci- °
men copies of the ‘Worthern Messenger sent
to friends can send the names wilh addresses
and we will be pleased to supply them, fres
of cost. Sample copies of the ‘Witness’ and
‘World Wide’ will also be sent free on appli-
cation.
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