2 THE MESSENGER.

the officials called upon him with the con-
‘tract—thirteen long articles written in Jap-
anese, Chinese, ‘and English. His salary was
to'be a liberal one, and the government was
to furnish him with horses, guards, inferpre-
ters, attendants, philosophical apparatus, and
a large temple in which te live. But, craftily
inserted in the articles wwas a clause forbid-
ding him to teach Christianity, and binding
him to keep silence on all religious subjects
for a space of three years,

‘Sign the promise,’ said the interpoeter,
‘but when you get off in the country you can
break it and teach what you please’

‘Sign it; said some expedient American
friends, or you will lose thiee hundred dol-
l'ars a month, and all your gecod chances be-
sides. Some mere adventurer will get the
position, and will do the people more harm
than good.

But the professor wouid listen to neither
of these suggestions of ‘policy.’ He had spent
all his money in getting to Japan, and if he
should lose the situation he would be in an
impoverished condition. Yet he was a Chrig-
tian, and he could not live among these unen-
lightened people and keep his mouth closed
upon the most vital subject in earth and Hea-
ven. Nor could he sign the pledge and after-
ward break it; such a suggestion was not to
be for a momenf considered.

So he determined not to sign the contract,
and wrote to the government that unless the
objectionable clause was withdrawn, he could
not accept the professorship. It 18 im=
possible, he added;, ‘for a Christian to dwell
three years in the midst of a pagam people
and keep silence upon the subject nearest his
heart.

Much to his delight—and to the utter as-
tonishment of his ‘political’ advicers—he re-
ceived within three days an answer, saying
th'at the clause against Chrisbianity should
be stricken out. Instead of thinking less of
the professor, or being vexed at his obstinacy
the Japanese officials respected him for his
donscientious honesty, and becamiz more
friendly than ever. :

The professor took charge of the school,
which was several hundred miles from Yoko-
hama, and h'ad a thousand students and fifty
Japanese teachers. When he made out the
programme of the studies he said nothing
about the Sabbath, but left the space for
that day blank. There is no Sabbath in the
Japanese rteligion, but the officials inferred
the professor’s wishes, and inserted the word
‘rest’ in the blank space. An order was also
issued closing the school on Sunday.—W, Bert
Foster, in Epworth ‘Herald.

.Mrs. Mott’s Surprise.

Ever since Mrs. Mott had heard that the
Rev. Stephen Stephenson was to preach ol
the following Sunday she had been looking
forward to the day with almost childiike
eagerness, ’

‘It must be the same, it's such a queer
name,” she said to herself as she whalked to
church. ‘It's over thirty years since I saw
his bonny face, and them he was only eight.
What pranks he used to play! And now to
think of his being a parson! I am glad.

The sermon preached in the village church
that day was gratefully remembered by
many who heard it.

After ‘proving clearly from God’s own Wo:d
that sinners are freely invited to come to the
loving Saviour, ‘who His own self bare our
sing in His own body on the tree’ the preacher
urged those who already loved the Lord, to
try and win others to Him by lip and life.

‘I was but a little lad,’ he said in conclu-
sion, ‘when I was told of the S'aviour’s love
by my nurse, who was a true Christian. Years
after, during an illness, the recollection of
her simple, earnest words, the texts she
taught me, and her own bright example, came
to me with vivid clearness, and I decided to
devote my life to the dear Lord whe had given
His for me.

Mrs. Mott was on her way home when Mr.
Stephenson, who was going in the same direc-
tion, overtook her.

‘You were of great use to me this morn-
ing,’ he said with a smile: ‘such an atten-
tive listener is a wonderful help to a prea-
cher. But I fear you are in trouble’ he add-

ed, .for tears were rolling slowly down the
aged face.

‘T was nurse to a young gentleman of your
n'ame, sir, and I hoped that it might have
been you till you said that about your nurse,
and then I know it couldn’t be; and I can't
help feeling sadly when I think of what I
might have done for dear Master Stevie boy.

‘Nurse Player used to call me that, ex-
clamied Mr. Stephenson. :
Mrs, Mott’s face beamed with joy as she
said, g

‘My name was Player before I married,
but—oh, Master Stevie, it can’t be true—you
don’t really mean that I—1!°

‘I mean that I can never be grateful
enought to my good nurse, interrupted Mr.
Stephenson, as he took the old woman's
hand kindly in his; and ‘depend upon it, dear
friend, those who try lovingly to le'ad others
to Christ have many glad surprises in store
for them; if not on earth, in heaven’'—Peo-
ple's Own Paper’

George Herbert on ‘Worship.’

By all means use sometimes to be alone,
Salute thyself: see what thy soul doth
wea r, ;
Dare to look in thy chest, for it’s thy own:
And tumble up and down what thou findest
there.
Wko cannot rest till he good fellows find,
He breaks up house, turns ouc-of-door his
mind.

When once thy foot enters the church, be-
ware:
God is more there th'an thou, for thou art
there
Only by His permission; then beware
And make thyself all reverence and fear,
Kneeling ne’er spoiled silk stockings; quit thy
state;
Ali equal are witkin the church’s gate.

Let vain or busy thoughts have there no part;
Bring not thy plough, thy plots, thy plea-
sures thither,

Christ purged His temple; so must thou thy

heart, ;
All worldly thoughts are but thieves met
together 3
To cozen thee. Look to thy acting well,
For churches either ave our heaven or hell.

Witnessing in Society.

(Mrs. Harvey-Jellie, in the ‘Christian’)

Carriages were driving to and from the
richly ornamented portico of Grasley Hall,
whose new inmates were holding a grand re-
ception.  Each visitor mentally ezclaimed,
‘How superb!’ for nothing that artistic taste

and money could supply had been forgotten '

in planning the imterior of that well-situated
mansion,

Alfred Carlence had been prosperous be-
yond all telling in foreign .tr-adin.g, his fair
young wife, several years his junior, crown-
ed his possessions with grace and cultured
brightness, and, as far as this world’s riches
can satisfy, they were happy.

Titled people came and went, men and wo-
men of coveted homes. Sparkling with smiles

and in elegant attire, Helena Carlence wel- -

comed her guests. Strangers they were with
the exception of one, and she was clad in a
widow’s garb. During the fragmentary con-
versations, Helena was hearing words once
spoken to her by that ome. It was when they
had lived near and been girls together, The
widow, then a young and ardent Christian,
had spoken about the claims of Christ, only
to be rejected by her friend. i

~ ‘You will believe me some day, and I will
prove to you I mean it she had said.as they
parted to take different ways in life.

Why had she comie uninvited on that after-
ngon? Yet, as an old acquaintance, she was
welcomed, and asked to stay, until, after
music, laughter and cheery talk, one by one
the company took their leave.

‘Yes, I am a widow,” said Marie Somers,
as she alone sat With the merry bride, ‘and
but for the all-sufficiency of Christ, I would
be in sheer despair. Helena, once more as of
old, I address you—Oh, make sure of life in
Christ) '

She had kept her promise fo ‘prove she
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meant it She felt God had laid it on her
conscience to go that day and speak, although
it cost her much, and she was sadly tempted
to leave her message. for another time. ‘Out
of place, to speak atout such things on a day
like this, but I kmow you mean well} was
the only response, and Marie Somers trem-
bled as the page closed the door behind her.

A round of parties, morning drives, and con-
certs filled up the weeks. Helena would have
said we have two selves, for she knew there
Wwa3i an inner self struggling to be free, and
to correct the outer self.

It happened on a spring afternoon that Mrs.
Somers sat alone on her garden seat arrang-
ing some early blessoms to carry to the sa-
cred spot where lay the earthly part of him
she had loved. She started at the touch of
a2 hand. Helena Carlence had left her car-
riage and quietly walked along the garden to
where she saw the widow sitting. Without
delay, as one burdened with a message, she
spoke in haste. ‘Maria, I want that life in
Christ of which you spoke at my reception;
there is an empty place everywhere, and
within my soul. Tell me the first steps. Oh!
how ignorant I am!’

The flowers were laid aside, and the widow
gently assured her friend, speaking of repent-
ance, and cleansing, of full surrender, and of
the incoming of God’s spirit. She spoke as
one who understands, and knows the import-
ance of. such experience; and when the car-
riage returned, Helena was reluctant to go.

‘Have you returned all your calls? asked
her husband, as she alighted at the door.

Taking his arm, and walkigg into the lib-
rary, she answered, ‘I have been to see that
brave visitor-of whom I told you; some of
the others must wait.

‘I can’t say I believe in that sort of peo-
ple; there is a time for everything; fancy
religion at a reception!” he said, anxious not
to seem to reproach his wife.

“Yes, I know there is a time for every-
thing, and the only time for the soul is the
preséent,’ she replied earnestly. ‘What bless-
ing she brought to Grasley Hall that after-
noon! An angel might covet such a mis-
sion, to be used of God to move in and out
among the spiritually ignorant rich people,
and remind them that they have a soul!’

Always welcome, Marie Somers was fre-
quently a guest at the Hall; often the car-
riage was seen also, waiting outside her home
and many profitable hours were thus spent.
, Late in the summer the widow lay dying.
Summoned to her side, Helena Carlence sat
listening to her parting words:

‘My joy has been to seek the unsought ones
of sociely, and to know nothing among them
but Christ. I want you now to take up the
work I lay down.

‘Marie, how dare I? it is the hardest work
of all to speak in such society. What will
they say?’

1% it_m help you, think of me. I ventur-
et} to risk offending you. Above all, think of
hxga, who suffered the loss of all to reach
ruined souls and save them. Say you will
live and speak only for eternity’ And the
feeble hand was held out as she spoke.

The fair mistress of Grasley Hall never had
looked so beautiful as when, with upturned
face and tearful eyes, she said, ‘For Christ’s
sake and yours I will”

Years are passing, but not without joy
among the angels over sinners brought to re-
pentance from the rich homes of earth, and
often the story is told of ‘that brave visitor.!

God give us zeal and faith and fervour,
Make us winning, make us wise,
Single-hearted, strong and fearless,
Thou hast called us; we will ‘rise!
Let the might of Thy Good Spirit
v Go with every loving word;
And by hearts prepared and opemed
Be our message always heard.
—_———
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