« Willie — Scud — Josus — Saviour  Nearer home—" her '
Spirit takesits flight : her fovored body is at rest, Waft her,
angols, through tho skics, on downy pinions !)om' hor, ye
angels of light, this poor littloe wail on carth’s highway.
Iguorant ! ragged ! poor! Noy, wiso in the highest seusu ;
clothed in the spotless Christ-purchased robo of righteou mess ;
sichor than the groatest maonarck, child of God, joint heir with
Christ.  Up ! through the star-lit skies : overthe jasper sea ;
through gntes of }marl and stroets of gold ; over plains bathed
in tho sunlight of the Bternal King; through the throng of
Jrophiots, martyrs, pricsts, and kings ; boar her yo minisiors
of His, until yo set her—this precious jowol—in the unfading
Jiadem on the Ssviour's hond.

Theve is weoping on carth  Deyond thestars another voice
halps to swell the authem of the Imperial Choir; the ever-
lasting sony goes forth, and
¢t Heaven's eternal arches ring

With Hisg beloved name.™
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She was buried
in a ucighbouring
churchyard.  Misy
Rird, Seud, Mothor
Brown, most of the
ragged-school  chil-
dren, and many of
the children of the
strects, attended the
funeral. Her death
was regretted by the
whole  neighbour-
hood; her gentle
gpirit and kindly ac-
tions had gained for
hor the lova of many.
Aml Willie?  Scud
faithfully kept his
promises and looked
afterhim, and*‘stuck
to him,” as he
ohrased ik,  until
e gradnally prow
stronger and better
able to take care of
himself. They both
continued to attend
the achool, where tho
teachers took a mew
interest in them, and
they became steady,
trathful, hard-wedk-
ing Iadg,  And Send
—poor, honest, true-
hearted Seund, where
ghall we leave bim?
Where can we bet-
ter leave him than
at Mattie’'s grave,
which he is never
tired of visiting? Tt
is a powing wet
night, and nearly
dark ; Scud has fin-
ished for the day,
and goes to look at
Mattio's grave before .
going home.  He takes his cap off reverently, heelless of the
rain (it is the cap she gave him) ; as he sorrow fully reads the |
inscription an the tombstone in the dim light of the lamp, his
grief bursts out afresh, and falling down upon it, he lays his '

{)ace 1ag:xinsb the cold, wet stone, and sobs as if his heart would |
reak,

§
.. {1Oh, Mattio! DMattie ! T wish I wos with yer, I does; if |
it hadn't 'a’ bin for me, yer would niver 'ave died.”
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YOU remember that is the old story, one ship’s crew went
by tho Isleof the Sivons and heard the sougs of tha women
who woro fairin the upper part, and whose forms Lelow wera
liko tho snake. Ulyssea wont by, aud he filled his ears with
wax, and bound his eraw with matted thorns, and fastened
himself to tho mast. Thus he wont by safely. DBut afterward
& man named Orpheus came by the same island, and as he
way g famous musician he set up a bettor music than that of
tho sirens. Ho passed thom with defianco and in triumph,
Tho ancients knew the difference between morality and reli-
gion, That man who weat by with his cars filled with way,
bound to the mast, was & man of mere morality. The man
who went by gladly and a little proudly was 't he religions
man,  His heart was changed by hstening to a more ravish-
ing melody than the
sirensg conld produce,
Ulyseecesg rather want-
ed to land, and so
the men of morality
want tosin. Do you
suppose mero mora-
lity will save you?
If it be mere nora.
lity, you have wax
in your cars and you
are hound to the
mast, and I will give
you a certainamount
of credit for good
judgment and “the
right cffort of the
mind to avoild s,
Heaven forbid that
1 should underrate
morality, but it ¢can-
not make a man at
peace with himself.
It is not enough to
make men and the
plan of men walk
together in peace.
Religion always can
do that. Morality
ig going by as Ulyases
did. Religion is goiny
by as Orpheus did,
UTntil your simi-
larity with God does
not involve painful
self-denial, you have
not got it. You are
living in mere mora-
lity, and in the na-
ture of the case you
cannot be safe. Bus
suppose you have at-
tained the love of
what God loves, and
the hate of what God
hates, there is still
that record behind
you. Idonot know
how you are to get similarity of feeling with God, except by
looking on the Cross,  When 1 rezard Giod as my Redeemer, [
am glal to take Ilim as Lord. ‘The direction, therefure, that
I would give to thoso who are seeking God is, lovk upon God
a3 Redeemer, trust him as Saviour, and then it will be
casy to take Him as King. When you bhave taken
Him as both, then yon have saviug faith, and not till then.
Until men do that they cannot be at peace. The central truth
of the Scripture is that in the nature of things two caunot

Patience, Scud, poor boy! Tread in her footsteps, trust in | walk together except they be agreed. God is Saviour ; look
her Saviour, and thon, too, shalt in God's grod time go tv | upon Him. Now, trust Him as Saviour, and you will gladly

make up ¢ His Jewels,”

¢ Like stars of the morning
His bright orown adorniag,
They shall shine in their beauty,
Bright gems for is crown.”

take Him as LorJ, and thus you shall have attained the two
things necessary to your peace. Fear for the penalties of
past sins shall have gone away. You look to God to forget
them for the sako of the chastisement His Son took upon
Him when He bore cur iniquities that He might lead many
sinners to glory.



