192 FAMILY READING.

FRUIT AFTER MANY DAYS.

Luke Short was born in Devonshire, England, about the year 1678. Atan early ago
he went to sca, and like many other young men became weaned from his native home,
and scttled in Marblehead, in Massachusetts, whence he removed to the town of Mid-~
dleborough, in Plymouth county, Massachusetts, where be died about the year 1793,
at the great age of one hundred aud fifteen years. It is related of him that on the day
in whick he cumpleted one hundred years, he walked out into his field, and sitting
down un ler a tree, began to reflect that e stood alone in the world ; that the conipan-
ions of Lis younger years, his childhood, and Lis youth, and even of his early manhood,
were all gone, and that he was now a lone fragment of a former generation. TUp
to this time he had lived a caveless, sinful life; Lie was ¢ o sinner of an hundred years
old,” uml in danger of dying ¢ accursed.” Withoutany very definite object before him,
Le thought he would arrange in order the principal events of his lung life, and there-
fore strove in the first place to recall the first of these which he could remember.—He
reccllected that ninety-two years befure, when he was a boy of eight years of age, he
was presant at a religivus meeting, and heard John Flavel preach from 1 Cor. xvi. 22,
¢ If uny man love not the Lord Jesus Christ, let him be anathema maranatha.”  As the
preacher advanced, Luke Short, the boy of ¢ight summers, became deeply interested
in the Jdiscussion, and when the people rosc up for the benediction, Mr. Flavel, warmed
with the subject, cried out, ¢ How can I Lless those whom God has cursed ? for he
declures that if any man love not the Lerd Jesus Christ, he shall be accursed.””  And
theu Le went on with an exhortation of most wonderful power, insomuch, that a noble-
man who was standing in the broad izle near the pulpit, fell to the floor. It created a
great sensation in the assembly, and was the commencement of an extraordinary work
of divine grace among that people. This circumstance was now revived in the mind
of Luhe Short with great vividoess, and he could think of nothing but this terrible
curszc which was suspended over the Leads of all those who love not Christ, and he
secmed almost to hear Flavel’s voice ringing in his ears. He Lad no more peace until
shoitly after, Le obtained evidence that the love of Christ wasshed abroad in his heart.
He united with the Cengregational churchk in Middleborough, and lived fifteen years
afterwards.

This single seed was sewn by Mr. Flavel’s hand in some of the last days of his min-
istry, (be died A. D. 1631, aged sixty-one;) but God suffered it not to be lost, and
after crossing the ocean, and Iying lonyg in a rugged soil, after ninety-two years it vege-
tated, and sprang up and bore fruit,

SCOTLAND’S MAIDEN MARTYR.

Sume two hundred years ago, there was a dark period of suffering in tbis land, when
deeds of blood an'l cruelty were cumumitted on God's peuple, not outdone by Indian
butcherics. One day the tide is flowing in the Solway Frith, rushing like a race horse,
with snuwy mane to the shore. It is occupied by groups of weeping spectators. They
keep their eyes fixed on two vbjeets on the wet sand.  There, two woraen, each tied
fast by their arms and limbs tu a stuke stood within the sea mark; and many an ear-
nest prayer is going up to heaven, that Christ who bends from His throne to the sight,
wuuld help them now in their hour of need. TLe eldest of the two is staked farthest
out. Margaret, the young martyr stands bound a fair sacrifice near by the shore. -
Well, on the big billows come, hissing to theirnaked feet ; on, and further on they come,
death riding on the tup of the waves, and eyed by those tender women with unflinching
courage. The waters rise and rise, till, amid a scream and cry of horror from the -
shove, the lessening form of her that had death first to face, is lost in the foam of the
surging wave. It recedes, but only to return; and now the sufferer gasping for
breath, the death struggzle is begun ; and now, fur Margaret's trial aud ker noble an-
swer. “What sce you yonder!” said the murderers, as, while the waters rose cold
on her own linibs, they pointed her attention to her fullow-confessor, in the suffocating
agonies of a protracted death. Response, full of the boldest faith and brigLtest hope,
and all the divine unfathomed consolaticn of any text to yuu, she firmly zuswered, “I
see Christ suffering in one of kis own members.” Brave and glorious words ! borrowed
in that hour frum the precious language of my text, and leading us to the apostle’s
most comforting and sublime conciusion, ¢ We have not an high priest that can not
be touched with the feelings of our infirmitics, but was inall points tempied like as we
are, yet without sin. Let us, therefore, come boldly to the throne of grace, that we
may obtain mercy and find grace to help in time of need.”—Dr. Guthric.



