2 : THE MESSENGER.

fn one of the most beautiful parts of Nor-
' way, much frequented by tourists. -

A little girl was staying in this hotel
with her parents, and was at that trying
age when small fingers are beginning to
find their way about the piano, striking as
many wrong notes as right ones; and
young mnerves do not seem particularly
gensitive to the anguish which such at-
tempts are capable of inflicting on others.
She knew one or two tunes sufficiently
well to be able to make them out with one
finger; and with these she made the guests
familiar to their despair.

But one day a’ brilliant musician . came
to the hotel, tock in the situation, and sat
down beside the small musician, accom-
panying her with the most exquisite im-
provization. Xach note of hers only gave
him a new ‘motif’ for chords of surpass-
ing beauty, whilst the drawing-room, now
crowded with people, breathlessly listened.

When the performance was over, the il-
lustrious accompanist took the little maid-
en by the hand, and led her blushing all
round the company, saying, ‘Let me intro-
duce to you, ladies and gentlemen, the
young lady to whom you are indebted for
the music to which you have been listen-
ing.’

Tt was true. They were indebted to her
for the music, because her efforts had led
to his magnificent accompaniment; but his
part in the joint performance had led to
a deep impression, and it was ‘he’ whom
they were destined tor remember.

Tt is difficult to describe how greatly
that simple story helped me through the
following weeks, and will help me so long
as I live. At the best, one has only a very
slight knowledge of the eternal harmon-
ies, and can only strike out single brok-
en notes of them, sometimes with long
pauses hetween. The great new Song,
which is always breaking forth in the
eternal spaces, is imperfectly apprehend-
ed ; and even what is apprehended is im-
perfectly conveyed, through the inadequa-
cy of human language. Sometimes it
would seem that the celestial chords ring
through our heart and brain, but how to
express them we find not. But at such
times God comes to help us. It is as if he
supplies by the suggestions of his Spirit
to our hearers’ souls the deep things which
ear hath not heard, because speech hath
not spoken them. ~ »

Especially when repeating by transla-
tion I have been conscious of this. I have
realized that my words were being depriv-
ed of a great deal that might seem attrac-
tive and even necessary; the personal ele-
ment, at least, has been reduced to a min-
imum; but there has been so manifest an
effect produced on my hearers that I have
known that the hands of the Redeemer
have been also laid on the souls before
me, awakening responses in the bass of
emotion and in the treble of volition, and
whirh will never cease to vibrate to all
eternity.,

_Going Down Hill.

I happened to overhear two men talk-
ing about a third man the other day, and
one of the men said emphatically:

‘Poor George! He seems to be going
down hill all the time.’

“Yes,” was the reply, ‘he does. It is a
pity that someone cannot turn him around
and start him up the hill of life again.’

The conversation set me to thinking of

something that noble American woman,
Mrs. Mary A. Livermore, once wrote. It
was this:

‘Some years ago I resolved to cultivate
habitual cheerfulness under all circum-
stances. It has not been an easy task, but
I have sucvceeded; and now, drifting on to
my eightieth birthday, burdened with
heavy cares, stripped of those nearest and
dearest to me by death, I am not sorrow-
ful. I am not going ‘“down hill,”” as peo-
ple say of the old, but “up hill” all the
way, and I am sure that life is better far-
ther on.’

If the ‘George’ about whom the two
men I have referred to were talking had
had this spirit he would never have gone
down hill. The fixed habit of cheerful-
ness is a great help in climbing the hill
of life. You will find that the people who
are ‘going down hill’ are almost invari-
ably morbid, and that they are steadily
looking down instead of up.

Cne always goes down hill a good deal
faster than one goes up, and when you see
a man that is going down hill you may
be sure that he will reach the hottom very
soon if he does mot turn right about face
and start up hill again. It is never ‘bet-
ter further on’ to those who are going
down hill. It is never well with them at
all. The lowlands of life are unhealth-
ful for both body and soul. It is better
to keep looking and climbing upward.—
J. L. Harbour, in ‘Young People.’

——
‘The Missionary Branch,

I had occasion to call upon a young busi-
ness man in his office not long since, and
found him, as usual, ‘up to his ears’ in
work,

‘Sit down a moment,’ he said, ‘and I will
be at liberty.’

‘You are always working,” I, said; ‘how
many hours do you put in each day?’

‘Twenty-four,” he replied, with a broad
smile.

I presume my face expressed my aston-
ishment.

¢Yes, he said, ‘I work ten or twelve
hours; the rest of the time I am working
in the antipodes—by proxy, of course.’

‘I don’t understand,” I said.

‘Let me explain,’ he returned, more ser-
iously. “‘When I was at school I became
deeply interested in the mission cause. I
determined to go out to China and
work in the field. But my father died
before my plans were fully matured. His
business here was in such a state that no
outsider—no man without a personal in~-
terest—could successfully carry it on. And
there were a mother, sisters, and younger
brothers dependent upon the profits of the
house. I was obliged to remain here. But
I determined, nevertheless, to have a re-
presentative in the field, and I took up
the support of a native preacher in China.’

Here my friend took down a much-
thumbed map of Southern China, and he
pointed out a certain town. ‘That is where
my man is at work,” he said. ‘He has
formed a church and gathered a school.
We have representatives of our business
in several of the principal cities of the
world. I call this our missionary branch.

My man there is working while I sleep.

He is my substitute. In that way I work
twenty-four hours a day—for the Master.
I work here for the money to keep my re-
presentative working over there.’—‘For-

ward.’

Jan. 8, 1504.
Trusting in God.

Not long ago a business man found him-
gelf in narrow financial straits. Xe be-
came moody and reticent. He appears to
have been a Christian, but without strong
faith. His financial burden almost com-
pletely crushed him. He sat down at the
table with his family, and ate his bread
in silence. When he did speak it was with
Petulance and feverish excitement. One day
he took up an old book and opened it. The
book chanced to be an old geography
which he had studied when a boy. On the
page to which he opened there was a pic-
ture of Atlas bearing the world on his
shoulders. Looking at the picture, he was
reminded of the freedom and hapjpiness of
his childhood. To himself he exclaimed:
‘There is poor old Atlas, Ever since I
was a child he has crouched under that
burden, and for centuries before. How his
back must ache! I can sympathize with
him now. I wonder what he has been
standing on all these centuries.’ Then
closing the book he took out his pencil and
thoughtfully wrote on a slip of paper these
words: ‘I will not be an Atlas. Since I
must trust God for ground to stand on, I
will trust him also for the load.’

With that resolution a mew inspiration
came into his soul. He went out to strug-
gle with his financial embarrassment with
new hope, His business associates observ-
ed a change in his spirits. His counten-
a'nce was brighter, his wvoice was more
ringing, his step lighter. ~ They thought
some change must have taken place in his
financial condition. But the change was
within, He had rolled a heavy load from
his soul. "He had found a. Burden-bearer
who was able to carry his load. He went

on in this new way and prospered. After- '

ward he said he would have gone to the
wall but for the new hope and strength
which came into his life when he made his
decision to trust God for the burden as
well as for the ground to stand on.

Trusting God may bring financial suc-
cess. It will not always do so. If it did
it might tend to make men mercenary. But
it may do so, because it makes the heart
lighter. It inspires new hope and strength
in the soul. When the burden of care is
lightened one is in better frame for finan-
cial enterprises. His mind is clearer, his
nerves are more quiet, his spirit is more
calm., But whether trust in God bring fin-
ancial success or mnot, it will certainly
bring what is far better. It will bring
peace. ‘Thou wilt keep him in perfect
peace whose mind is stayed on thee, he-
cause he trusteth in thee.’ It will give
strength. Even physical strength and in-
tellectual strength may result from patient
trust in God. Certainly spiritual strength
will be the result. ‘They that wait on the
Tord shall renew their strength.’—The
‘Morning Star.’

A Bagster Bible Free,

Send four new subscriptions to the -

‘Northern Messenger’ at thirty cents each
for one year, and receive a nice Bagster
Bible, bound in black pebbled cloth with
red edges, suitable for Sabbath or Day
School:  Postage extra for Montreal and
suburbs or foreign ‘countries, except
United States and its dependencies ; also
Great Britain and Ireland, Transvaal, Ber-
muda, Barbadoes, British Honduras, Cey-
lon, Gambia, Sardawak, Bahama Islands
and Zanzibar. No extra charge for post-

age in the countries named,

T T



