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THE “ LITTLE ONES" IN HEAVEN

'* Of such is the kingdom of God."~Murk x, 14,

Suffee the *“little ones "' to come,
¢ Forbid thém no," He cried,
Then took them in His holy arms
An blessed them, as He sighed, -
For He Joved the litile childeen,
And It grleved Him much to tind
That, in His own disciples,
\Which scemed to be unkind,

Yes, e was really angered
This meek and K)wly Friend,
Hc was thinking of the conquest
Which:should His work atten),
Of the millions safe in glory,
In the goodly time to con:e,
The children joining in the sonp
To shout the {larvest-tlome !

Of such the blessed kingdom 1s,
Of such the happy throng
Tuat crown the keavenly mansions
And sing that sweetest song, -
Song of the holy angels,
The same they heard while hete,
When mothers sang the luliaby
Their darling babes to cheer.

Then why lament their absence

From this sad world of woe?

Why judge the Master harshly
Because 'tis ordered so !

Far better thus to have them -
Safe in the realms abeve,

Safe in the arms or{uus.
Blest by his holy love.,

For He will keep them salely,
His promise is your stay,
Then ask the Father, in His name,
He will not say you nay,—
Ask for the faith and patience,
As needful for the ume,
That you may join the children
In yonder blissful clime.
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THE CRAPE ON THE DOOR.
BY REV. J. A. R. DICKSON, B.D,

On the wide reaches of the Amernican Continent, in

every city and town and hamlet, the crape on the
door is accepted as the symbol of mourning. It tells
the passer-by that death has entered the dwelling, and
that the precious dust of the dear one 1s not yet con-
signed to its last resting place. Every one rtespects
the symbol , and breathes a sympatheti. prayer for
the bereaved, that they may be supported in their sore
trial, and have the presence of the Comforter to sanc-
tify their affliction, and make it work out for them
some spiritual and enduring good. It preaches a
practical and powerful sermon, as it droops there,
through the live-long, busy day and through the silent
watches of the night. It solemnizes the heart, n
sobers the mind, itallays in some measure the fever of
life, it projects into the midst of its wild delirium
uicting thoughts, it lays an arrest on the giddy
thoughtlessness in which men are whirled on, heed:
less of higher censiderations than those of gan or
glory, it speaks as did the monitor of Philip of Mace-
don . © Remember thou art but mortal.”

Sad as the symbol is, it has sacred uses and salu-
tary effects.

When the crape is on the door it tells us that Christ
has come to thc home as a visitant. He has * the
keys of hell and of death” (Rev. 1, 18}, His 15 the
power of life and death. Nosoul takes its flight with-
out the going forth of His command. Whatever the
secondary causes may be, His will is revealed in them,
and through them, for the removal of the loved ane.
It is well for us to possess our minds with this
thought, Christ Jesus is bearing the symbol of p~ wer,
“the key,” and it is the power of death. Death goes
fosth, therefore, commissioned by Him to exccute
His will touching all the sons of men. *Is there
not an appointed time to man ppon carth?” “All
the days of my appointed time will I wait till my change
come” (Job vin. 1, 14). So Job recognizes the fact
that another Willis at work in his life, That Will
gave it beginning, and it shall biiag it to a close,
Who by taking thought can add one day to his age ?
When our Lord turns the key in the fock of any life
its earthly and time-term closes, and its eternity be.

gins. There is no chance in the universe. Law,

which is only another name for personal will execut-
ing itself, reigns everywhere. Allis under our Lord’s
hand. He i, ** Head over all things” (Eph. i, 22),
“ Al power s given unto Fim in heaven, and upon
earth " (Matt. xxviii, 18). Hence, when the angel
with the veiled face comes to_call any of our loved
ones away, itis the will of Jesus Christ that he is
carrying into cffect, be:the secondary causes at work
what they may. There is no mere hap in human
life ; no chance ! no chance! Let vs assure our-
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selves of that. Such a‘thought taking hold of our
minds will do mwuch to remove many exceedingly
troublesome thoughts, many vexatious regrets, aye,
more, many rebellious upliftings of spirit against God.
It will prepare us to receive the good, the spiritual
gift Hc intends to impart to us in comning in this
way. We nced not shut our cyes to the fact that
through the ministry of death many blessings come
to men, It was the death of Robert M. McCheyne's,
cldest brother, David, which he regarded as * the
cvent which awoke him from the sicep of nature and
brought in the first beam of divine light into his soul,”
And, as Dr. Andrew Bonar truly obscrves, * By that
providence the Lord was calling onc soul to enjoy
the treasures of grace, whilc He took the other into
the possession of glory,” When Philip Henry lost
his cldest son, he took his loss sore to heart; so
iuch so that, like many in the sume circumstances,
ho thought more of his own comfort than of God’s witl
in the matter.  Many years after this great afihiction,
he was wont to say that, at that time, he applicd to
himself, but too sensibly, that Scripture, Lam. ii. 1,
“Tam the man that hath seen afiliction.” And he
wonld say to his friends upon such occasions,
“ Losers think they may have leave to speak ; but
they must_have a care what they say, lest, speaking
amiss to God's dishonour, they make work for repen-
tance, and shed tears that must be wept over again.”
His prayer under this providence was, * Show e,
Lord, show me wherefore Thou contendest with me;
have 1 over-boasted, over-loved, over-prized ?*

Richard Knill passed through the same expenicnce.
His diary has in it this record of sanctified affliction,
“ Rose this morning at five, and repaired to my dear-
est Julia, After I had kissed her sweet forehead and
her clay-cold purple lips, 1 took her dear hands in
mine ; and my soul at this moment received unspeak-
able comfort. For, I thought, this Land will never be
lifted up against God, this heart will never indulge a
thought contrary to His holy will, this silent tongue
will never utter a word of rebellion, nor shall the
little feet ever be found in the broad road that leads
to death! I cannot describe how happy 1 felt at the
thought of this, while the tears rolled down my cheek
with all the tender emotions of a fond father. |
thanked God and took courage, and, hastening to my
wife, related to her how the Lord had comforted me.
She also was greatly consoled ; and we prayed ta-
gether for the Lord to help us through the day.”

Mr. Knill preached her funeral sermon from the
words, * Be ye also ready,” desiring in his heart that
some one migit be led to say: *“ From the death of
Julia Knill I date my spiritual life!” This was on
March 15, 1825. On August 1o, of the same year,
we have this entry : “ My prayer has been answered ;
dear M. H. has told me this day that this sermon
was blessed to her soul, and brought her to give her-
self up to the Lord. Thus, my God and Father has
given me another daughter.” Another entry 1s made
or. September 23, 1827, “ Mr. D. tuld me he also was
also impressed by this sermon. How jpoud are il
His ways ¥

Does not death bring us into the presence of the
Divine in a very sensible way 2 Then we feel decply
that One who is mighty, in whose hand our life 1s, 15
revealing Himself to us, and speaking to us, and
causing us to know that His hand is upon us.

Then the clouds are withdrawn that hide the un-
seen from us, and it is given to us to look into the
spiritual world for a little.  Then we see the nearness
of sternity, and in itslight the empuiness of all earthly
glory. Then we learn the preciousness, the exceed-
ing preciousness, of spiritual knowledge, spintuai hfe,
spisitual things. Then, tov, our faith in Gud's bare
word of promise is tested as it never was before. It
is so hard to rise above the loved form that we look
upon to the spint that we cannot see, and think of 1t
apart from its fleshly garment. Then, too, we hear
w.th fuller meaning the words of the Master, * Occupy
til 1 come.™ Ah, in the valley of the shadow we
are like those who go down into deep, dark pits and,
looking up, see the stars, even though it be broad
dayligut upon the earth. It is given to us to learn
much n these circumstances. s henot a stock or 2
stone to wnom no serious, solemn, scarching thought
comes a* such a time? Then the heart 1s broken,
and the thoughts diverted into new channels, and a
new influence poured into the Yfe -a transforming
influence—one that makes all the future life more de-
voted or more debased, as it lifts it up to strength or
lowers it to hardness and rebellious thoughts.

One of the weightiest responsibilities any good man
has is to speak a suitadle word at such a time. What
wisdom it needs, what ;srace it demands! There 1s
a beautiful incident in the life of Dr. Chalmers which
illustrates this. Mr. Edic wroteto Mr. Paterson with
reference to a brother who died after Dr. Chalmers
removal from Kilmany, “ You tecollect my brother
Dai.d's lengthened illness, and the great kindness Dr.
Chalmers showed him on his deathbed, often conver-
sing and praying with lim. One day, after visiting
him, I walked out with Dr. Chalmers, still talking of
my brother’s spiritual state, he made a sudden halt,
and, holding up his staff in his hand, said with
warmth: “How consoling the thought that your bro-

ther will be 2 monument of divine grace to all ecter-
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nity !” ‘There is no looseness in such utterance, no
fluent, flippant cant. It is a grand thought to cast into
the depths of a sorrowing heart—although that will
act like the branch cast into the waters of Marah, It
will sweetan the soul and gladden the life—~making
both strong with a clear, Cﬁrislinn iden,

Ifit is difficult to speak n word to the bereaved, what
shall we say of writing a letter—something that en-
dures. That is a far more trying task. Yet some
hasve succeeded in it far beyond others. Take Dr.
C.audius Buchanan as an instance.  Hislettersto the
bereaved are singularly appropriate and excellent.
He had a special gift for that ministry. 1 can only give
a sentence or two from some of his letters, yet they
will show his gracious tact. * I had no thoughts of
writing to you at this time ; but I have news for you
from heaven.  Your beloved E. has fought the good
fight ; he has finished his course, and kept the faith.
His spirit took its flight at twelve o'clock. . . .
Such, my dear madam, has been the happy death of
your son. You arc a happy mother-to have had such
ason. He has left a noble testimony to the Gospel in
this place, and hismemory will be long chenshed by
many,” etc.

“ You will rejoice to hear that, when she was pre-
paring to leave India, she considered herself as pre-
vaning for another and better country than England.’
Itis worth much to be uble to comfort the bereaved,
and it nceds a heart thoroughly tn sympathy with the
graciousness of Christ, and filled with the revelation
of God. At such atime character tells, for out ofthe
abundance of the heart the mouth speaketh,

WHAT THINK YE OF CHRIST?

The great heart of the ivorld 1s just, and turning
frum the ignorant and rancorous men who fight with
the poisoned weapons of savages or slaves, 1 cry
acruss the ages to the mighty spinits of the Chrstian
centuries, “ What think ye of Christ?” The poets,
led by the great Florentine, the man of sad, lone
spirit, of face so beautiful, yet so full of wondrous
thought, who imagmed the strange circles of the * In-
ferno,” and yet saw as in open vision the celestial
* Mount of Liyht,"” while Chaucer, in his quaint
English guise, and Shakespeare, * Fancy’s sweetest
child,” and Milton, whose voice had a sound as of the
sea, and Cowper and Coleridge and Wordsworth,
and many another bright spirit following in thic
train —make answer.  * He was the sou! of our poetry,
our inspiration and our joy.”

“What think ye of Christ: * we ask the men of
thought, and uwut of the Middle Ages rise the School-
men, whose mighty intellects made hight 1in s dark-
aess, the founders of modern philosophy, Descartes
and Bacon and Lucke, the foremost minds of the
eighteenth century, the century of unbelief, Leibmitz
and Newton, and Berkeley and Kant ; the thinkers,
tou, that in sheer intellectual force transcend all the
other men of this cetury of cunsuivus wisdom, Schell-
ing and Hegel ; and they altogether confess and
acknowledge “the Christ stands alone, pre-eminent,
only Son of God among men.” )

“What think yeof Chnist?  we ask great phlan-
thropists, the men who have made our laws kindhier,
while more just to the criminal, our prisons more
wholesome while more detersent of crime, who have
accomplished the liberation of the slave, who have
made us conscious of our duties to savage people
abroad and to our lapsed at home, the men who in
these centuries have been the foremost in doing good
and in guiding to nobleness the mind of man; and
Bernard and Franus of Assisi, john Howard and
Mrs. Fry, Wilberforce and Livingstone, surrounded
by the noble band of all our good Samaritans, answer
with one accord : * Without Him we should have
been without our inspiration and our strength, the
love of man and the hatred of wrong, that have con-
straintd us to our work.”

“What think ye of Christ?” we cry to the great
masters of wusic and song, who have woven for us
the divine speech of the oratorio, and filled the ear
with harmonies grander than any nature hae known.;
and they for answer but bid us read ‘the names of
their supreme works, “ Messiah, * St. Paul,” * Re.
demption,” and know that but for Chnst, the one-: art
in"which *he modern has far transcended the ancient
world had never been.

*“What think ye of Christ?” Ask paintars who
have made the canvas live with their idcals of love
and holiness, pity and suffening ; the sculptors who

have chiselled the shapeiess marble into forms so .

noble as to need only speech to be the hving man
made perfect, and their great leaders, from famed
Giotto through Fra Angelico to Angelo and Raphael,
te Rembrandt and Rubens, send forth the response;
‘ He has been the soul of our art, our dream by night,
our joy by day ; to pamnt him worthily were the high.
est, though, alas ! most hopeless, feat of man.”

O, yes ; Thou Christ the Redeemer, Son of God,
yet Son of man, stand forth 1n Thy serene and glori-
ous goy’cr, leader of our progress, author of all our
good, ideal and inspiration of all our rightand right-
teousness, and reign over the hearts and in the lives

of men !~—~Principal Fairbairn.
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