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FRIENDLY GREETINGS.

trod upon them they were certain to go (o heaven ;
mud they were weady to do or suffer anything if only
they conld make sure of reaching heaven!

You will sy, What foolish men these must be!
Yes, they are cerlainly foolish in thinking that
entrance into heaven is to he obtained by being
trampled on by a horse ; but, nevertheless, they will
tise up in the day of judgment and condemn many of
us.  They will stand up and say, “We poor Arabs
longed 1o he saved, but e had no Bible, e did not
know anything about the Son of God coming to die for
us 3 e never had anyone to tell us of God’s love amd
of His longing to forgive us, and to welcome us to
Himself. Al that we were taught was that if we
allowed one of oar holy men to ride over our bodies,
and went through the agony of being trampled on by the
heavy hoofs of his horse, then we might at last get to
heaven.  And so anxious were we to be saved, so
earnestly did we long to reach heaven, that we were
ready o go through any suffering, we were ready even
1o be Killed, if only we could by that means he saved.
But. you, though you had a Bible in your house,
the Gospel preached close to where you live, and
many awound you who were willing to tell you all
about Gol’s glorions salvation, you went on week by
week, month by month, and year hy year, amd never
made the slightest ellnt o be saved, never were in
carnest about escaping hell and reaching heaven t”

My friend, if you are not anxious to find out
how you may be saved, though surrounded by oppor-
tunities of finding ont, what excuse will you give at
the day of judgment?  Those poor Ambs will con-
demn your indifference ; you will he speeehless.

Octaving W alton.

MARTHA AND MARY.

W7awo old women sat one afternoon in a bright voom.
-3 ¥ The clder, Martha, who had turned three score
= yearsand ten, had invited her dear friend Mary,
who was only a few years younger, to have an early
eup of tea. They hoth loved the Lord, and theiv
great delight was to talk of Iim who had done so
much for them.  They were very full of a hymn
which had been newly introduced into the mothery
meeling they attended on Monday afternoon.

“Have you found the text that belongs to our
hymn 27 Martha asked, when she had made the tea,
drawn the table close to the fire; and swoeelened her
friend’s cup with sugar.  “Pour the milk in {o suit
your faste, Mary,” she said, and then repeated her
question, “Tave you found the text which helongs
to our hymn 17

“Of course T have, Martha; the very fivet thing
I did after I got home from the meeting was to turn
to the Psalms.  IUs the one hundred and twenty-
sixth, verse two: *Then was our mounth filled with
Laughter, and our tongme with singing:  then saild
they amang the heathen, The Lond hath done great
things for them.” Our hymm has most to do with
singing.”

“Youwre right, Mary.
the first verse:
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Now listen to me saying

C e e e o e s —————

‘I feel like singing all the time,
Dy tears are wiped away ;
For Jesus is a friend of wmine,
'l serve Him every day.
And I do like the chorus, Il praise Him, praise
Him1 T'II praise Him all the time” 1t is just true,
Mary : Jesus is my Triend; e has filled my heart
with joy and peace; IHe has made me to sing songs
in the night; and I will serve 1lim so long as I live
here, and through eternity in heaven.”

“Supposing I take the next verse, Marlha, to sce
if T know it; and you follow on with the third, and
leave me 1o finish up.

‘When on the cross my Lord T saw,
Nailed there by sins of mine,
Fast fell the burning tears; hut now
I'm singing all the time.’
Do you know, Martha, what it is to cry when you
think of what Jesus has done for us poor sinners?
The first time T understood what i sinner T was, and
what a great Saviour e is, and thought how much
He suffered for me, I couldi’t keep the tems hack ;
but now I can «ing, for e is my risen Redeemer,
sitting at Godl’s right hand, and e is holding and
keeping and feeding me cvery day and all the howrs
of the day.”

“That is just how it is with me, Mavy, and I
certainly have proved the truth of the third verse of
our hynm :

“When fierce temptations try wmy heart,
I'll sing “Jesus is mine!”
And so, though tears at times may start,

I’m singing all the time.”
T dow’t believe any okl woman las sharper tempta-
tions than T have.  The devil is so busy with me; he
tries me when I read amd when I pray—and he puts
all sorts of thoughts inte my head, so much «o that
if my poor old Dbody is not guite well T am apt to
gob depressed. Then 1 cry out, *My dear Saviour,
Thow et mine. T cannot do without Thee;’ and often
the tears come, and peace and joy soon fill my heart,
and T begin to sing”

“The peace of God which fills a believer's hent
is past wndesstanding, Martha, Tt comes stimight
from God. T do indeed desire to tell with my voice
and in wy life the wondrous story of the cross.
Let us sing the last verse together”

The voices of the okl women were nol very melo-
diouns, but their hearls were full as they sig out—

“The wond’rous story of the Lamb,
Tell with that voice of thine,
Till others, with the glad new song,
Go singing all the thue”
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A RISEN JESUS.
_.\' the thint day after the burial of the Lord

Jesus Christy, three sorrowful women, very
carly in the moming, cime to 1lis tomh.
They had watched lis dying agonies while standing
hy His cross, and had scon Iim Iaid in the sepulehre.
And now, on the fint day of the week, they had come
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