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ia hcart an' far set up wi' pride, an'
I taughit my boy tao luve the tlilng-s
o' the warlcl-an' ye sec-an' I did'na
teacli him tae seelz the Lord his God.
I did'na ask, "Is the young mansafe?"
tili it was too late. An' I wad give-
what wvad I no give ? 0 rny son
Judahi! rny son, rny son Judah !
'Would God I had died for thee 0
Judai, my son, my son!' "

Dowvn in the pew la Kirkhill Els-
peth-s both hands weî'e round her
man's hand and the strong man's bead
was bowed, for the hand of the Lord
Nvas heavy upon hlm.

Up In the pulpit Drumshalloch
turaed back stîli over the years.
" Aye, an' whiles I see Simon turn-
ia' maist loving eyes tae the back o'
the kiirkc where- the young mcn wad
be, an' say tac them, '0 lads !If ye
will'na corne tac the Lord Jesus for
yir ain salies, wvill ye no' corne foi' the
sakze o' tbemn that love ye?' Then he
wad tell thern of the boy- .Tudah an'
how lie learned 'The Lord's nîy Shep-
lierd ' at bis n-ither's knee, an' hoo
the .xither's heart brokie that day thc
news came o' Judah's sin an' deatb.
'O0 lads,' hie wad say, ' tbcre's nae sor-
row but bas cornfort save this sor-
row If ye've, wronged ae body vrill ye
no pay the inoney back ? I'rn aye glad
my boy did that, an' sornetimes I
think--But, lads, if it's no' for yir
Lord's sakce nor for the sake o' yir
ain selves, will ye no corne tae the
Lord Jesus for yir faither's an' yir
mlther's saze ? '

Then Drumsballoch camne to bis
"application " :" Ye that are parents

here this day,, If ye wad'na hae
the sorrow o' Sirnon, ye maun seek
the Lord xvi' ail yir heart an' la strong
prayer cry unto God tili yir eilîdren
are saved. There are rnony tblngs ye
wad like tac give tac yir children o'
the thlngs o' the warld, but 1 warn ye,
I warn ye seek this flrst, seekc it flrst.
There's nac sorrow like the sorrow
that bas no end. I will give you the
Lord's ain promise, 'If ye abide in me
and my words abide la you, ye shall

ask what yc wvill and It shall be donc
unto you."'

Thon to the youlig men la the back
and the gallery Drumshalloch turned.
He put before them how loving and
patient Jesus had been "wl' Juidas
an' wP them, ail' hoo lang they had
keepît Hlm waltin'. Hec dled for youi
an' you have despised an' rejectit Hlm,
yet Hie was brulsed for your iniquities.
You have gone astray, you have turaed
every ose to bis own way and the Lord
liath laid on Hlm the lnlqulty of us aIl.
lis hcart Is soi'c Nvaitln' for you
whlc you bide Ia the far country o'
sin. An' yc ken this day the joy it
wad be tae Hlm an' tae the angels o'
is presence, aye, an' ye can hear in

yir ain heart the cry o' yir faither an'
yir mither's prayers. Yc'll no break
tlîcir bcarts !

"W-l' you lost for ever, wbat wad
life be tac themn? O laddies ! will ye
no say this day, « I will arise and go
uinto my Faither' ? Will ye V"

And at that Black Geordie M1cCrae
rose up in bis place In tbe pcw and
said, " I will," and so did Big Mur-
doch McLeod and two boys f rom the
Back Road, and three of the lads
whose -homes were ln the Old Land.
And the hearts of the people over-
flowed.

Whea they got home that day Don-
ald said, " Elspeth, I'm no fit, but
can'na ye dlaimi that promise for oor
Geordie ?" And Elspcth answered,
"«Ye're as fit as -me, my man. The
Lord lie kens oor hearts are wliolly
set tae abide in Hlm. Lot us dlaimi it
baith together." Wben tbey rose up
from that prayer botb faces shone
tbrough tears, and Eispeth said, "Il'm
thinking He's heard us."

And He bad. They do not know
yet, but tbat very bour In the far land
Geordie's heart was changed, and he's
gone to make tbings rlgbt, and thea
he's coming. They do flot know yet
-but oh !-wben bie cornes !-The
Congregationalist and Christian
World.

The droopirig seaweed hears, in nighit abyssed,
Far and mnore far the .waves' reccding sbocks,
Nor doubts for ail the darkness and the mist,
That the pale shepherdess ivilI keep lier tryst,
And shoreward lead again lier foam-fleeeed flocks.
For the sanie wave that rimns the Oarib shore
With momentary brede of pearl and gold,
Goes hurrying thence to gladdcn with its roar
Low wveeds botind fast on rocks of Labrador,
By Love divine on one sweet errand rolcd.

-J. R?. Loicell.
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