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THOUGHTS BY THE WAY.

God Loveth a Cheerful Giver,
QOae of & series appearing in an American Exchange

Tho story is told of a littlo boy who whea coming home with
his mother frons church, heard her say.ug that tho sermon was not
worth much, and replied immediately : ** O, mother, what could you
expoct for a cent ?*  Ho had noticed only too plainly that zhe had
coutributed just a penoy to tho ocollection. The collection was
taken up before the sermon, too. 1 cannot conceive what the
mother would have contributed had the sermon preceded tho
collzction. If I am to judgo of tho value soine of you set vpon my
pulpit oratory, beloved, by what you contribute to the cause, 1
shall have to decido that you do not care even a button for my dis-
couraes, although now and then you do contributo that much via
the wilectivn basket towards my ~sardrot'. The sight of one of
these articlea of religious conimerce has set me musing. T touched
the button aud something within me did the rest. It has proved
an clectric button with a current of thought somewliero about it,
and you shall have the bonefit.  Mauy of you touch lightly when
you como in contact with that meaus of grace, thc collection
basket.

It what yoa give to the Lord is all the capital that you wili
have with which to start life in tlie heavenly home, there are someo
ameong yoa who will have cot enough to start a peanutstand in the
city of golden streeta.  Tho valuc of a button in the new worla I
canoor pretend to guass, but 1 have Leen thinking that it ray be
vour creat in the life to come, and be so stamped upon your person
and all your bLelongings in the heavenly world that all will know
vou as the man who contributed a button as the expreasion of his
wish for a world's redempiioa.

A button in the colleciion plate is undoubtediy a test of char
acter, It apeaks volumoes of the moanness of the donor. Be it
bone or metal or composition, it asugrests a heart as dry as boae,
artificial and brassy. Bu: he who ought to give dollars, yet con-
tributes only cents, is next of kintotho donor of bnttcns, and 1say,
Iet net that ingn think that he shiall roceive auything of tho Lord,
while the button giver will be let off easy if ho bo simply acutenced
1o wear & diadem of buttons throrghout cternal days. Brethren, it
is time 10 ** juit your meanneas” and to teach yourselves your duty
iu the direction intimated. We will conclude with a bit of Watts
and a bit thrown in 2ill it may be difficult to tell what's \Watts and
what's a0t

\Vere the whole realm of nature mine,
The Lonl's elect aresinging,

Lo grat-ful they for love divine
Thoir ufferings now are briogiog.

That were a present far too small,
What's this, what's this thes'ro saying?

Tho basxets, sure, won't hold 1z all,
Sach gratitade displaying.

[.ove o amazing, 3o divine,
O theme ao Lieat, 80 thrilling,

Tis thus they sing, their facesanioe,
God's treasury they're fitling.

Deimnaniis my soul, my life, my all,
O aco the baskers vroaking ¢

Bat when we count, their all’s 30 small,
“Tis hardly worth the taking.

Some day Ho will tell vou why IHe has tried yon and let you
look back upon vour life story, and see tho goldon thread of His
fatherly love and care ahiniog over and arvund it all.—Fraxces
R. Havergal.

Young people ofien {rot over thoe limitatinns of their life, the
narrowness of their oppartonity. Ifoaly they had the home and
the oppurtuaitzcs of some envied ncighbor, they wonld geton a
groat doal botter : making very wnnch mote of their life. They
have to work constantly oa their farms or in the shop. They bave
no time for reading. Their home is withoat cheerfalnoss, p~rhaps
uncoagenial. They fove it, of cuurse, bat it Iacks the privileges
which they crave. It does not inspire them to do their best
They grow discontentod aod allow the bardness and uncongeniali-
ties of their luz o dishearzca and depross them. Bat what good
oxn ewer come from worrying over such things? The nobler way,
the wisor way, is to acoept the condittons that are discouragiog.
and to live choertally in them. Hard work is made oasier when
we canaiug atit.  Blonders aro made light when one's heart ia
filled with joy. \Vhen wo acquissco in any uapleassut cxpericnce
we have cozquered the unpleasantnoss. A thonghtiol writer sava:
** The soul losos commard of itsel! whas it ia impationt, whercas

Thet Presbyterian Review.

when it submits without a murmur, it potscsses itself in peace and
posctases God.” Peace doea not dwell 1n outward thiogs, bat
within the soul

It issaid that largo quantities of musk were mixed with the
montar, when the Church of St. Sophis, in Constantinople, was
boing built, Tho aweet perfume olings to the stones »{tor & thou-
sand years, So the sweetness of lovo makes fragraut the deeds of
tho past.

In & recent sermon from Dr. Msrquess we hoard a most beauti-
ful illustration of saving faith—beautiful for it~ simglicity. It
hinged upon the aimple, hoarifelt belief ot a recent convert in
Missouri. Some onec asked him how ho had attained so apeedily
to such & good comprehension of the plaa of salvation by faith,
He replied, “Ido not understand the plan of salvation by faith.
But in my busiaess £ have leatncd how to trust another. When I
entered the furnmture business I fooud myself ignoran: of a great
many of ttsdetails. But X had a foreman who was fally conversant
withit. Many a job aid I accept, not because I knew how 20 do
it, but becauss 1 conld trust that foreman to do it. In like manner
I try to trust my Saviovr to attend to that which I do not under-
stand.” And this is a happy exercise of faith,

The vacation scason is upon us and offers special opportuaity
for tract distribution. A Philadelphis boy tovk some of these
silent preachers to the coaotrv, and gave ope to a 1ad whose
acquaintance ho made. The lad said : ** 1 can’t read, but I will
tako it home; they can read it there” A few days after the
country boy nict his city friend. **\VWell,”’ said he, “that trace
you gave me made a great stir at home.” ¢ What do you m~an?”
¢ \Vhy,” he reptied, *‘they read zhe tract, and them they ot out
the Bible and read that, aud when Sunday came thoy made me get
out the old carriage and clean it up, and then weall gotin that
counld, and the rest got on before and behind, and rode off to church.
That tract’s done creat things, I can tell yon.” Sabsequently it
was ascertained that this tract was the means ol converting several
souls, There isa large room for usetunluess in this diroctior.

“I will briog him that be may appexr before the Lord, and
thero abide forever. . . . And Haonah prayed and said, my heart
rejorceth in the Lord.—1 Sany, i, 22, ii. 1.

O Lonely moather, reit of thy sweet child,
What meavs that song of lofty enckarist
Within thy deaolate home? Saorely thy arms
Crave the loved barden they have borae 30 loog :
No little feot are pattering by thy side

The crib is empty by thy couch at night.
Hast thou not left thy treasare faraway

In thedread house of Shiloh? Other hands
Will teed thy naraliog 3 other lips than thine
Tour into nis lond ecar the things of God.

** Mfy heart rejoiceth in the Lord : my horn
Is lifted in my God : no rock is like

The Rock of our Salvation!” Sarely sighe,
Not songs, befithy lot.  Why singest thou?

The mother piobed her heart and inwardly

As in amure made anawer to herself,

** Had Inot given my first born ere his birth
And pledged him as a life long lInan to Ged ?
Aund if He n>w has tak’en me at my word

\Vhy shoald I moara becanse my child is His
Forever? Ramah is nut Shiioh: ver

The iove of Ramah nasses Shilch's cates,

Yeca, passcs and repaises to and fro,

And wraps my darling round by day and night.
He n:inisters to God an icfant pricat:

Iserve Him in the costliest ofcting

A mother’s heart can reader, and perforce
Mus: sing His praise, Ho has aone all things well,
From His rich stores of immortality

Ho gave mo this groat enft, a deathless souls
And now He deigns acoept it from my hand ;
Until the house of God above the heavens
Draw all, my busband and my child aad me,
Within its maniions of eternal rest.”

It is better 1o go at onco to Jesas with ounr difficnlties We are
worried aad perplexed. Why ot tell Jesus first instsad of runaing
with our griols to our fricads? BHuawever willing they may be,
they are often unable to helpus. The Cnristian who has learnsd

to lean on Jesus for connsel and comfor: has learned the segret of
the Lord, **the poace that pancth understanding.”




