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a place with the saints of the Old and New
Testament.  In * The Link and the River”?
is found the following sketeh of & poor wi-
dow, visited by the Superintendent of o Bi-
ble Reading Society.

I found her in a back kitchen, which onee
was used for a wash house.  “L'he pavement
of the back yard enme nearly to the top of
the window, and so obscured the light that
I could at tivst see nothing but a speck of
fire in the corner of the room. A large bed-
stead fiitled the tiny place, so that it was
hardly possible to get in.  Igroped my way
towards the five, and when near enough to
hear the fecble tones of the inhabitant of
this dark abode, I only recognised her voice,
for L could not distinguish her features. She
was sadly beut from pain with rheumatism,
and had alko broncehitis, which hardly al-
lowed her to speak ; but I will give you the
substance of her answers to my questions,
spoken in short, interrupted sentences.

Tt is Miss ’s voice—I know it, oh,
how good God is! I have only the hit of
fire you sce in the grate, and Iwas just pray-
ing to him to send me help ; for yousee the
damp on the walle,”

I looked, and the walls were damp, and
in places wet to the touch, from the ground
nearly up to the ceiling. T asked her how
she lived.

“ They won’t allow me anything from the
house, because I'm not old enough, but they
will take me in; and I would go, as far as
1 am concerned, but what would become of
my three little children 2 The youngest de-
pends on me—he is only seven; the two
othershave each got alittle place 5 the little
girl (only nine) nurses a haby, and her mis-
tress likes her so much that she has taken
her into her house altogether, but I wash
and mend Lior bits of things every week.
And the little hoy is one to a green-grocer’s
to run errands, and they heard of my situa-
tion, and have givenme his meals:  So you
see I leap from joy to joy.”

“What do yon take,” Iasked, “for your
cough and pain in your chest?”

“T have not had anything today hut a
half-penny  worth of tea-leaves, and that
scems to sooth my cough and chest.”

Only a handful of fiving, saved from the
day before, and only one halfpenny to spend
for herself and little child, the whole of that
bitter cold winter day; and yet not one
murmar, but all thanksgiving to God for
all that he did, and exclaiming at the end,
<1 leap from joy to joy V> O, well might
I tearn & Jesson from this humble, bright
Christian!  Shall we, snrrounded with all
our comforts and luxuries, ever murmur or
complain?  As I watked home that after-
noon, I was humbled to think that, with all
my superior privileges and comtorts, T could
not feel such faith as this widow, hidden in
her damp, dark back kitchen, resting so

peacefully on her Saviour’s love that the
deepest poverty conld not shake her faith in
him.  I'was filled with joy to witness the
strength and rveality of vital veligion.  How
rejoiced I should he if all who do not know
what true Cluistinmity veally is could see
such a picture as that !

——

THE WAY TO HEAVEN,

A CONVERSATION IN A COTTAGE.

A clergyman was visiting an old couple
in o distant part of his pavish,  ‘I'he wife
wag poorly, and the old man had no work
to do that day ; so they were sitting together
by the fire. “T'he minister, after some con-
versation, opened the Bible at the 7th chap,
ter of Revelation,and read from the 9th verse-
beginning, “ After this I beheld, ang, lo, a
areat multitude,” down to the end of the

chapter.  Theold conplelistened with great
attention.  When he had doue, the minister

turned to the old man and said :

“That’s a beantiful passage,Master Hill.”’

“ Ay, sir, itis indeed.”

“I hope you ave lookingthat way with all
your heart, and your wife too.”

“I hope we are, sir, I'm sure, both of us,
It’s time we should.”

‘el me, whatis it you look to, to bring
you to that happy place?”

The old man seemed a little confused by
the guestion; but in a few moments he an-
swered :

“Well, sir, T must do as well as I can.”

“And do you think that will save you 2°

“X hope so, sir.  1don’t knowas I can
do any more:”

“TH tell you what, Master 1Iill,” said
the cleeyman, very solemnly, “you’ll never
get to heaven so. That was not the way
those happy people zot there of whom T
have been reading.  Yow'll never get there

The old man looked as if he saw he had
said something wrong, but he kuew not
how to mend his answer ; so the clergyman
said, “Let me read part of it again,” and
once more he read as follows; “ These are
they which came out of great tribulation,
and have washed their robes, and made them
white in the blood of the Tamb.”

“ There is nothing there,” continued he,
“about having done as well as they could
they did not get there so.”

“ No, sir, no.  Isceitbetternow. They
got there by the blood of the Lamb.  Itsays
they did.”

Yes by the blood of the Tamb, the Lamb
of Gad, sesus Christ.  They had washed
their robes, and made them wyite in the
blood of the Lamb ; thrrefore they were be-
fore the throne of God, safe and happy for-
ever. They bad lived on carth once as we
do, and had been sinuners like us.  But they
had repented of their sins,and gone to Clmisg



