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Bible Stualents.
A christinn emparor, wvhose namo wnas

Throdosius, wrote out tho whole of the
Newv Testament witb bis owa hand, on
purposo to fix its words botter in bis me-
morv. Anotbor emperor of thesame naine,
who was vcry much occupied la business
during the day> used to spond a portion of
everv nigbt ia not only reading, but studyiig
the Seriptures. Prince George, of Tran-
sylvania, rend the wholo Bible over tweimv-
a-von tiu. And one of the kings of Arrat-
enf was -,o intercsted la the studv of the
Su-rijîtures, thant ha rend thum tbrough,
together with a large common tary, tourteon
tlîn es. Sir Henry Walton, an Englieli

Preaching Christ
A voung man had been preniffhing inaIlle

presonico of a venerable divine, and after lie
fad done hie went to the ol minister and

'What do vou think of my sermon '
'A very poor sermon iindeodt,' said he.
'A poor sermon l' said the yoning mîan;

'it took nie a long timo to study it.'
' Av, no douht of it>

ofeWlîy, did you flot think my explanation
ofthe text a vory good one?>
« Oh yes,> snid the old preacher, Ilvery

gooci indleed>
' Weil, thtan, why do von say it is a poor

sermon'!î Didni't you tiiink the metaphors
wcrc appropriato and tho arguments ton-
clusive V

' Yes, they were very good, as far as that
goes; but siil it "Nvs a very poor sermon.'

6 Vill you tell me why you thinik it %was
a poor berinon.'

' Bocauso,' said hc, Ilthere ;wns no Christ
in it.2

&Wel,' said the young man, 'Christ vas
flot in the text; we are flot to bc prenehing
Christ alvays ; we must preach wh<at, is the
text.'

So the old mati said-
'1)on't yotu know, yong man, that froni

every town, and every village, and every
!ittle, ianilet in Englnnd, wbierever it may
be, i hore is a road to, London? '

' Yes,> snid the young man.
' Ah,' said tihe old divine, "and so from,

thjrý text in Scripture thorc, is a rond to
temetropolis of the Scriptnre-that is

Christ. .And, my dear brother, your busi-
ness is, wlNiei you get a text. to çav, de oiv,
,what, is the rond to Chirist?" and then
preach a sermon running nlong lte rond to
the great metropois-Christ. And, said
ho, 'I1 have flot yet found a lext that bias
not a rond to Christ in ;t. If 1 shculd, 1
wonld mukeo fl. Ivoiuld go overlbadge and
dlitch, but I wvouid lZet at my Mlaster; for
the sermon cannot do any good unless thore
is a savOur of Christ ia iv.'
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nobloman, -vas -very mueh engaged in busi-
ness, yet he kept, day and night, the Bible

rboforo bum, chat at leistiro moments lie
might read a verse or two ; and Miben bis
publie duties %ve-re over hoe aiways spent
ait bour or two in studying tho Bible. And
a nobloînan, named Dellentz, used every
morning to read tlîre ehapters of the Bible
on lus beaded knaes, stopping every little
wvbile to pray that God would holp hlm to
tinderstand it. The flev. Wm. Riomaine,
one of the hest ministers of tho Chiureli of
Bngland, for the last thirty years of bis
life, nover rend or studied any other book
but tboBible. There was an Irish pensant
ivbo badl got possession of a copy of the
Bible, and wvas so fond of it that lie spent
al] the laisure tue hoe had la studying it.
The lRomish priest found bum one day with
the Bible in his band, and nsked hlm %vhat
warrant hoe had to read tho Bible for him-
self. "lFnith," said ho, Iland please yor
riveranco, 1 have n sarch warrant ; for
did'nt tho hlessed Master sav 'Sarck the
Seriptures?' "-Johin v. 39. And thus wa
sc that the Bible is a ivonderful book for
the way ini which it bas been studicd.

Sowing littie Seeds.

Little Bessie hiad got a present of a new
book, and sbte engerly opened it to look a:
the first pieturo. It was the picînre of a
boy sitting '- the side of a stream, and
throwving seeds inio the ivater.

IlI wonder wvhat this picure le about'"
saiîl site; "lwhy doos the boy throw seods
la the water?"

<', 1know,>' said ber brother Edward,
who liad been looking at the book; Ilh bc i
sotving the sceds o? w.ater-lilies.''

49<But how smali the seeds look l'- said
Bessie. Il I soins strango thant such large
plants should grow froni such littie thiigs."

"You are just soiving sucb tiny soods
every dayv, Bessie, and they wvill coma up
largo, strong, plants aftor a while,>' said lber
fatiter.

IlO no, father; 1 have not plantedl nny
seods for i long timo."

'I have sen my dnugliter sow a number
of seeds to-dnv."

Bessie looked pazzled, and lier fathor
smiled and said'. "l Yos, I have wva:ehed you
plantiug flowvers, and seeds, and weeds to-

deNow 1 know tha: tyou are joking, for 1
'vould flot plant ugly woods."

IlI will tell YOa wvbat 1 Mann. Wbon
you laid aside ihut intoresting bookt, and
attendled to w1nt your mother wvisbed donc,
vit were sowing sceds of kindnoss and love.
\Vlicn you broko, the. disli that you know
your inoîher ýva1ucd, anid came ixistantly
and told ber, you wcro sowing sceds of
truth. Whea you took the cup of cold


