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my dear, just get me a cup or tea or cocoa
and biscuits;' said Mr. James to bis wife.

-In a few minutes Pastor James was n his
way to Ñewbury, a small hamlet four
miles distant from the village of M--,
where Pastor James had resided for over
twenty years. It -was à cold and dreary
drive; the snow was still falling, and the
north wind very keen and penetrating.

'Hark, they whisper; angels say,
Sister spirit, come away.'

Just then tie bedrooni door opened, and
daddy entercd as the words Come awayy,
like a summer zephyr, were wa!ted to his
ear.

* Where, my darling.?' asked the dis-
tracted father.

d aé alds eled in he dis-
t and "were much respdted. Teoe

(By Helen White, in English Sunday School o brthe-s ail maried and doing
mes. well. Thomas hadone littie daughteE va,

And'à little cbild shal lead them.' aged -ninetlieidol of h~r fâther heart,

It was the monthà of February, vith the not lyattept ors atiâ hrn ao
was nfo lke bisbrothers, ýwho,,wefr en o

anow falling in large flakes; whirled hither e
ànd, thither by the cold north wind,' when wordeelyrlîrious r t an detielvth
Pastor James, one afternoon. at four o'clock, thek W. loal cheras n lectionitb.c Wes ean Thomas- atended' the Cou-ý
returned to the.manse closebySalemChapel gregatia churcl océcasionalÏy of WÉicb Mr.
frôm visiting his flock scatteed over .a b
wlde area of hill and dale; formning a wild J a a r and t e y

and romantic district in the North of Eng- g La t
land. Having' divested himself i s bg in connection wth the brand Congrega-

tional Chapel in Newbury. Macdonald took
overcoat, littie interest ln the work of the little Bethel,,
little study at the further end of the hou e held himself s3oof fromreligiaus 'ork of
overlooking the river which flowed past the aal1kinds, occupying bisn id ms e with

manse gardon adjoining. Without aillwas the things of the world, and year by year
cold, deary, and cheerless; within there was e was drifting- more and more into the
every appearance of comfort and cheeriness.

arIed and fat wih the ewxertiohrpol. o! wrldlines.
After a cold and dreary drive they arrivd

his pastoral work, he quietly laid himself
at the Macdonalds' home, where they were

down on the couch 'close by the chaerry
ire!w-elcomed by the mother of little Eva

'It's a sair trial this, Mr. James,' ýaid
MrM, James, *uo had beenlammie is far

afternoon writing a serial story for e acdaIaam ar ee lmie Im fa
the magazines circulated ln the dis':rict, t, aud a
laid aside her writing material on the ap-- tbrougb.'

As long as. there ls life there is hope,'
pearance of her husband, -sy;n-, 'e-, said Pastar James. -.
dear, I hope you are done for the day; I am said Psor,' aes. n

True,.sair,' rere r.Macdonald, but
sure you must- he thoroughly exhausted
after althose hours of visitation amoné the the licht o' hpe is very dim
afler aid li t Has Dr. Muir bén .to day' askéd Mr.
sick and a.fflicted.'ams

Tames.,
Yes, Mary, I am; but. there is, I am sorry 'Yes; he called on'his way to GarEtang,

to say, every appearance of the epidemic ln ut gaveusevry 1itle íope; t wonid be a
creasing. Dr. Muir told me t& day. he had bard struggl hesid, t pull, through
seven new cases. and two deaths yesterday; She is s a spen d talces a little
and he was on his way to the village of nourishment.'
Garstang, where he was .afraid it was mak- Very soon Pastor James found himself by
Ing lis appearance. the bed o! the little patient. She had just

'How did you -find old Betsyl? -wakex d out o f a few hours' refreshing
Ah, Mary,. said. Pastor James, 'she sleep, and seemod'much béttèr, albig

seems ta be sinking, but I found her calm there was a langùid look about the eyes.
and cheerful. She said, with a sm.le on Well, Ev'a; my dear, how are you?' ask-
her face, 'I, am wearying to get home;. my ed Mr. James.
journey bas been a long one, but I am Oh, air, I feel so weary, weary,' she said
patiently waiting to be carried over in the softly. Will you read about the many
King's ferry-boats' across the mystic Sea mansions '

of Death.'
'Shes one of the most intelligent and Yes, dear. "Let ,not your heart be trou-

matured Christians I have visited,' said bled; ye believe lu God, believe also n .me.
mn My Father's house are many man ions.

Mrs. James. I tv'r lt5 ol aetdyu
'Yes, Mary, I a:ways come away from t were not so I would have tod you.

that cbscure little cottage mach llessed. I go to. prepare a place for you. And if I

I réad at her own request Psalm xxiii. go and prepare a place for you I will come

When I came to the words, "I will fear no agai and receive you unto Myself; that
evil, for Thou art with me," she said, softly, where I. am there ye may be also."'

'Ah, that's it, Thou, Thou, -with me, with 'Yes,' -murmured Eva, 'He will corne

me," which she repeated again and again, again.'

her face beaming with a hallo'wed joy' Do you wish him to come. again, Eva ?
said Mr. James.

'Well, denr,' aid Mrs. James, I am sure 'Me hope he will come soon and take
you are ready for tea, you.look so fatigued. me bome, said Eva, softly.

Just then the door-bell rang, and Maggie, There sa no night o! sickness nor .War-

the serant came, saying, 'Please, ma'am,
mness in heaven, Eva,' waa, FI-stor Jamesas

there la a man at the door wants to see the repîy.

master.'. '.I am so wcary, weary; no -be vca-rv
Who la it, Maggie ?' asked Pastor Jame3. uo a wa n

I think It is Mr. Macdonald ,the shep- e
My darling,' said her mother.

herd from the upper hamlet,' said Maggie. She smiled.. Suddenly ber countenance
'He says his little daughter Eva is very changed, and we thought she had gone, but

ll bwere relieved by seeing a beautiful smile,
Tell him to comne ln, Maggie, .,saidMrs hlike a littie sunbeam, light up ler counten-

ames. an ance. Opening, her lips. she feebly said,
*He can't, rna'am, ho bas the lubrss and

O, me thought I was there.
trap ta drive the master back. 'W heremy child ?' said her mother.

'Oh, then tell him I will be with him ln ,
a few minutes,' said Pastor James. 'Now, We ai bent down ta listen.

TI-IE
SMany Daddy,'said flvaI sàft-

Angels beckon me away,
And Jeans bids me came.'

Gathering all her remaining strength, she
said feebl 'Sing sing, Mr. James Shal
you, shal I."' n a c!eir, tender valce,

thrilled with emotion, Pastor James sang
the favorite hymn very sotIly-

ISome one will enter the p.eirly gate,
Shall you, shal 1, shall you, b]l ?I ?:

Taste of. the glories that there await,
Shall you, shll I. shall you, shall I ?

Daddy,. shal you, sh-' and th e gite
opened and she passed in.

Pastor and parents lu th przszn e of
death knelt in silence before God, and then.-
passed quietly out.-

Many weeks after we had laid little Eva
ta rest in the old burying-ground by the
side of the bibI, Iastor James sat in his
study deeply absorl.ed i- his subject for
the following Sun-day. It was one of those
spring mornings that alwa a remind one
of the words of the Psalmis': 'Thou re-
newest the face of the earth' All Nature
was pulsating ,with lifec. Pastor James
looked up. The view-that met his gaze w.as
charming. The apple and pear-trees were
covered with blossom, the-thrush andblack-
bird were making. the air melodious,, while
the river went murmuring by. A voice he
seemed to hear. He .had often heard i
before-the oice of inspiraidn

Arise, and -come away; . forl I the

winter is past the ra:n is over and gone.
The flowers appar on. the earth the -time
of the singing of birds .ls -come, and- Ie
voice of the tumtle is heard in the land.'

1-le arose, - lifted * down bis -ha! adwent
out into the gardhn across the littlehwooden
bridge. jyhich spanxïed- the river, aud en-
tered a shaded grove vhch led into a.shéep
path- that led across the' hills to Newlinry.
The air *as soft and taly ve dure fra-
grance, ad beauty w:ra everywhere. It
wasa tiine that* peculiarly app-ale1 -to the
soul of a devoiut' Ciistinan,.rcminding hlm
of th goodncss and bene.heen-e of tc
great Créator, ànd Pastor James fe it that
spring morning as he walked across Nature's
green fieîds andl up the grassy slopes. Turn-
ing round one of *the hilly slopes, he was
accosted by au old frierid, Peter Macarthur,
one of the oldest local preachers in the
Methodist Connexion-a very eccentrie man,
but -very p9pular at chapel anniversaries
and harvest festivals.

?,4ESSENGER~ Y

Good -morning, Pastor James,' said Peter;
have you heard the news, ser, about

Thomas Macdonald?'
No, Peter; I- hope it is good nsw:. I

bave not sea the Macdonalds sincu last
Sunday weeb'

Well, sir, it is good ncws indeed.-- Thomas
bas been attending our special service held
the last ten days in Newbury, and last night
before we closed the meeting ha died.'

'Dear me, Peter, that was sad. I thought
you said the news wvas good news ?

And so it la, sir,' said Peter.
'Well, Peter, you do puzzle me. How

could such an event be called good news,'
said Pastor James.

Well, you- see, Thomas has lang held
alof- from religious services.and religious
work, but 'since the wee lassie's death he
lbas been sairly upsit, and hasna been himsel
ava- Last ight he was -a the meeting,
and was muel impressed by what our
preacher said; but it wasna thi pre:c'er
that did it, It was the singing aIt the cose


