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Christ never asks of ns such busy labor
As leaves to time for resting at Hisfeot 5
The waiting asirtude 0! expeetation
Ho oftiimes counts a service most come
plete.

He somelimes wants our ear--our vapt at-
tention—
That e some sweetest sceret may impard;
s alwayr in {he tame of decpest silence,
',l‘hallhm\rt finde deepest fellowship with l
tedrt

i

We sometimes wonder why omr Lord has
placed us
Within a space 30 narrow, so obseure,
That nathing we call work oan find un on-
trancu ;
There's only room to suller=to endure.

Well, God loves patienco : souls that dwoll
in atilless,
Doing the litile things or restmg quiat,
May just as perfectly fulfil thei.- mission.
e just s usefild in the Fathev'a sight.

As they who grapple with some giant evil, |
Clearing a path that every eyo nmy see, 1
ur Saviour cares for cheerful uequuescence, |
Rather than for a busy ministry. |

And yot He does love service, where 'tis
given
By grateful love that clothes itself in deed, |
But work that's done beneath the scourge of l
duty :
B sure to such He gives but little heed,

“Then seek to please Him whatsoe’er He bids
thee;
Whither to do, to sufur, to liestill !t !
AT will matter little by what path He led us,
- -Hin it all wo sought to do His will,
- . —Selected.

From the Sunday t Home.

NO PLACE LIKE HOME. |
BY HESBA STRETTON. ;
- |

CHAPTER VI, (Continued.) i

Ishmacl sat silent, with]his cyes fastened |
on ‘the pale yellow hght in the siy|
.behind the tops of the trees, across which
a bat was flitting 10 and fro ; but he did
not see the sunset light, or the flight
of the bat. .

Ay !” she said, almost joyously, *‘and
to-day | knew He'd heard 5 for Mrs, Clift |
“and Abss Elsic came 10 sce me : and Ish- !
mael, my lad, they brought grand news for
thee. They're going away across the scas
to that country where folks go for a better
<chance than they've got here ; and they've
_ promised 1o take thee with them: for Mrs. |
Clift said, ¢ It was all along of Elsie that
Ishmael got into trouble and disgrace ; and |
folks won't think badly of him there ; and |
Bl be like a mother to him,’ said Mrs.
"Clift.  And I kuew then that God had

. “Oh mother ¥eried Ishmael, 1 couldn’t
‘leave thee, never ; not if the Queen of Eng-
Jand sent for me to go.®

“But oh, my :ad? she answered, “if
the lord doesn’t take me home afore the
time comes for thee 10 go, thee must leave
me. Ay, and 1 should die happier,
knowin’ thee were safe away, and havin' a
change t0 be a good man, than leavin® thee
here to Le tempted and drove into sin.
Ishinacl, promise me theell go, whether
I'm alive or dead, when the time zomes.
Oh, my dear, dear lad, promisc to obey
me.”

“] cannot, mother, I cannot® he
sobbed ; “Fl go gladly if thee art dead ;
but $0 long as thee can speak 10 we, and 1
.can look at thee, I cannot go.®

“‘They're not goin’ afore hay-harvest,”
she said sofuly, *“and, please God, I may,
be dead by then™

But as she lay awake at night, thinking
-of Ishmatl, who was sleeping soundly i his |
.0ld shelter, the cave in the himestone rock,
she wondered what would become of him
if she could not prevail upon him to leave
her for ever, whilst she was still jiving.
There would be no one who loved her to
-¢lose her dying ¢yes, and hold her dying
band, and whisper #ast words of love into
ker dying car, if Ishmael were gone.
But oh, how gladiy would she rather dic m §
utterloneliness if she knew that he was safc,
and would have a ncw start in life.

‘The days passed slowly ; and the grass
grew in the fields around, and blossomed,
and ripencd for the sevthe; but still life
sccmc(rexo ¢ling 1o Ruth, wcary as she
was to dic and sct Ishmacl free.  She
could no longer come down the ladder
which led to the loft where she lay in

i husband 1o uie oace, and he y not be hard

darkness, but whenever Numphrey was |
away, Isliacl was beswde her w the
darkness, withia teach of her hand, as m
the old time when he was a chidd,  There
was 1o stint o7 food for faa now, for Mrs,
Clift came cvery day with EFlsie, and Mis.
Chipchase sent from the farm, or called in
to scc Ruth herself, and neither of them
came empty handed. 1 was only when
the time came cach day for him to escape
out of the way of his facher that he fel lnm- |
sclf still an cxile {rom his home.

“ 'l not leave thee to-mgl,* he said,
one evening when she seemed worse than
he had ever seen herbefore; ** ) can’t leave
thee to-mght. Maybe thourt dyin’?

“Nay," she answered with along, low,
sad sigh, “nay, Ishmaei, there musn’t be |
a fight “twixt thy father and thee over my
dyin' bhed,”

“He come home drunk,” he smd
almost ficreely , “and 1 camt leave thee
alone with him."”

“I'm not afeard to be left alone with
thy father, " shereplied. “ He was a goodl

with mc when Pandyin’, 1 wasntalways
as good & wife as | uuglt ha bzen;and :
I've a many things to say to htm. Hark !
they're runnin® to tell thee hie's comin® up
the lane.  Go, Ishmael ; kiss me, and go
quickly.”

“1 cannot go,” he cricd clinging 1o
her; “p'rfaps 1 shall never sce thy face
again, never ! Oh, mother, 1 cannot go t*

But as he still held berfin his anms, and
she pushed him feebly away, Llsie’s clear
young voice was heard in the kitchen be-
low, calling hurriedly. l

“ Ishmacl” she cried, “littlo Willie Nut-
kin is lost n the old quarry behind the
cave, and we want you.  Nutkiy, and the
squire, and cvervbody ; we all want you,”

CHAPTER VIL—IILR LAST COMMAND,

Ishmacl loosed his hold of h.. mother,
but ke did not rise from the place where,
he was Fuecling beside her. A famt gleam
coming Uy from the room below Tit up
RutW's’ face as she lovked carnesils and
searchingly into his. )

1 can’t quit my mother,” he answered,
speaking in a loud but forced tone ; ** she's
dyw’ and if 1 go maybe 1 shall never see
her again.”

*Ishimacl,” said Ragh, “thee has never
forgiven Nutkin yet.”

“NA” ke muttered, “no . ks been too
muck o fjorgive. He drove me away
from home; and I'd have been 1 man by
now, insicad of a wastrel, if he hadn’t
been hard an e, “Thee'd not k' worked
thyseif 1o death, mother, 1f it hadnt been
for him. No; I've not lorgiven hun, Let
him fad his ltle lad for himscid.”

“ You must come, Ishinael,” called Elsic.
“Willie's been missing five hours or more ¢
and we can hear him crying in the old
quarry ; and nobody kaows it like you do +
and the opening’s oo small fur a2 man to
crawl through, and it's no use sending in a
boy, if any of them would go alone. Oh,
come quickly ! Suppusc he atrayed 1220 one
of those pools you told mec of, and was
drowned. Come down this minute ™

But Ishmael did not move, holding his
mother’s hand between his awn, and ganng
mournfuily into her besceching face.

“1f 1 bid thee go,” she murmured, “thee
would not disobey me now I'm dymn' 2

“Dont send me,” he cried ; “dont Ind
me go.”

“ Nay,” she said tenderly.  “ I'm bound
1o bid thee, and thee art bound to go. It
'ud be no comfort to sce thee nigh me,
i 1 couldw’t dic happy for thinkin® o’ the
Intle Iad in_the pit. And it's partly be-
cause thee hasn't forgiven Nutkin,  And
if we forgive not men their shis, neither
will our heavenly Father foigive ours.
That's what the blessed Lord says. And
oh, il thee forgives him, the Losd will for-
give thee.  Go, Ishmael, | shall sce thee
again—not  herc, maybe--but in  some
better place.”

“Pll go,® he said, looking into her face
very sorrowfully ; “bui, oh, if T never scc
thee again in this world, it'll scem hasd to
wait till we zet to heaven”

Still Elsic’s impatieat and  catreating
voice reached their eass, urging him to
make haste, and his mother’s sunken cyes
were fasiened upon him with a look in
them as if she was beseeching him to go.
It might be the last time he would cver see
her face.  With 2 deep and heavy sob Ish.
macl stooped 10 kiss her, and as if afraid

totrust himself to linger another moment,
he aprang down theladder, and pushing on
through bramble and brushwood, quickly
reached the entrance of the cave.

It was no loager dark and solitary
Many of the villagers were thare, and the
ghmmerof several lanterns produced a hirid
and Qiful gight.

l

end of the cave before the tow and narrow |
let, through which, when there was a

moment’s stlenee, he fancied he could hear
in the black darkness the voice of his child
crying.

“rhe men will be here with pick-axes
soon, Nutkm,” saitl the squire, who stood
beside him, “and well get the little fellow
out in a very short e, my man,”

“Tm more afeard of the picks bring-
ing the old roof in than aught clse, sir,”
answered Nwkin, in a voice of despair,
“ihere’s been a deal o heavy rain 0 late,
and there’s been two or three hollowsgiven
in above ground ; and if the rool gave way
betwixt us and the little lad held die o
fright before we could dig him out.  If the
hole was but big enough for a man to
creep through! Bat nobody could creep
through & hole no bigger than a vabbit-
bury: ounly a teeny creawre ke hinle
Willie.”

A profound silence followed Nutkin’s
speech, for no man or woman there conld
nsk the hife of any of their hoys by scading
them nto the workings of the old quarry.
And aunid the silence there was heard plain-
ly cnough a low, stitled voice speaking.

1 can crawl througeh,” it said; 1 know
Y ’ |

every step o’ the old pit”?

*Ishmael  Aledway ¥  shouted half-a-
dozen voices, joyously, “he’s the lad, if
there 1s one.’

He felt hamself pushed forward 10 thefar
end of the cave, where the light was strong-
cst. The thin, stunted, under-s.zed lad; in
his attered clothing, and withhis mournful
face, stood in front of the squire, and of his
old cnemy, who gazed at him hall in
shanie and half in hope.

“Mother’s sent me,” he said, touching
his old ragged cap to the squire. “She’s
dyin’, and I don't s'pose as 1 shall ever
see her again; but she couldn’t die happy
with the little Jod lost in the pit. And
mother savs if 1 fargive him here God'll
forgive me : and take me some day, some-
where, to the place where she’s goin’! 1
slept here last night, and | heard the
ground give way. Don'tset any picks at
work.”

Ishmacel did not wait for an answer, but
lying down on the ground, crept through
the narrow, winding tunncl he had often
crawled threugh as a boy. He called
back to them when he had reached the
shaft. where he could stand upright, and
they saw that he had struck a light; but
presently all sound and sign of him was
lost, and Nuikin and the squire rose from
their knees where they had been watching
and listening, and the fitful light of fhe
lanterns shone upon the tears in their eyes.

2 T'H make 2 man of that lad,” said the
squire,in a broken voice.

“Gad Almighty bring him and Willie
safe back,” cried Nutkin, sinking down on
his knees again, “and Pl treat him as my
own son, | will : as long asever 1live,.  So
help e, God 1

So silemt for some time was the crowd
of villagers now thronging the cave that
they could hear the heavy splashes of
water falling from the rain-sodden carth
into the littic pools collected below in the
subterrancan alleys of the old pit; and
once a low rumbhng like distant thunder,
telhng of the carth giving way in onc of
the many galleries, made them hold their
breath in speechless dread, and look anx-
tously into onc another’s faces. But as if
Ishmacl too had heard it, and wished to
reassure them, there came the sound of his
voice, calling back 19 them from the hidden
pathways.

“God bless him!™ exclaimed the squire,
a smile for a moment crossing his anxious
and clouded face.

“Ay? cricd Chipchase, “he was as
good a lad as ever breathed before he went
to gaol for stealing them pheasant’s cggs;
and old Ruth, his mother, you might trust
her in a room full of zolden guineas. She’s
as good an old soul as cver lived. Ish-
mael said she was a-dying, did'nt he, sir

“ Yes,? answered the squire.

« And she'd send him away from her to
save Nutkin's little lad 1" said Chipchase,
* that's what I call being a Christian. Any
minutc might bri'n;; the roof oves hishead,
and bury hium alive ; and old Ruth knows
it. But if any soul in%Broadmorc be-
lieves in God, it’s Ruth; and please God,
'l be a better man mysclf from this day
forth.”

The farmcer’s voice trembled as he fin-
ishcd speaking, and he turned his face

away from the light, ashamed to let s
neighbors sec how much he felt,
“Old Ruth’s had a lLard, bitter hie,”

Nutkin knelt at the far ! said Mrs. Chipchase, sobblag ; ' she was

near brokenshearted when [shmael went
to gaol; and she's never been jthe same
woman since. e was like the apple of her
eye, Ishmael was: and he'd worse luck
than_any of her children, thanks to Nut-
kin, [ al\vne's said, and always shall say to
wy dying day.  What was a boy's taking
a few paltry eggs, 1'd like to know.”

“I'll treat him like my own son,” mut-
tered Nutkin, not looking up.

** We must make it up to him,” added
the squire, * 1f I’'d known he was a good
lad, he should never have gone to gaol.”

* Hush " cried Elsie, who was stand-
ing beside Mrs, Chipehase. Instantly there
was a breathless stillness in the cave, and
every eye was turncd towards the low outer
entrance, through which they could hear
the dragging of weary footsteps. Bent
alnost double, and tottering as if eve
st(l: must be the last, came old Ruth her-
sell.

“\Where's Ishmael ?° she asked, look-
ing round at her neighbors® faces with eves
dim and glazed.

(70 be continued.)

TEXTS AND THER
TREATMENT.

.

BY REV. E. PAXTON HOOD.

No doubt texts have been used, for
the most part, merely as mottoes, but
still; even in that case, descriptive of
the topic of & discourse ; and sometimes
they have had so mysterious a ring
that the mode of their treatment has,
at first, seemed enigmatical. But
these arc exceptions to the general law
in the choice of texts, anJd the great
principle has always been homage to
the Book. Thus chapters are sclected
from it as lcssons in tae service, and
texts are taken from it because every
minister is suppossd to believe that this
Book is singular and solitary among
all bonks and all literature—a supers
natural voice—that it alone of all books
has such an accent as entitles the
Christian teacher to call it the Word of
God. This sets aside, then, at once,
the foolish talk and more foolish usage
of those who sclect texts from Shake-
speare or Gocthe; from the Koran or
the Vedas; from Homer or Plato.
From all these sources, and countless
others, great texts might be taken and
good sermons preached.  Shakespeare
is full of texts ; but, however great such
writers may be, the Christian minister
does not confound their authority with
the absolute authoritativeness of the
Bible. As to Voltaire’s nonsense about
a short text being made the subject of
along discourse, it would be just as
reasonable to ridicule the idea of a
small seed being the first substance of
a large tree. Al the great wouds of
the Bible are seminal, It cannot be too
constantly remembered that all the an.
ccdotes, narratives. stories and his:or-
ivs of the Bible are great doctrines; and,
besides this, all teachers utter lengthy
discourses on short texts—the chemist,
the geotogist, the astronomer, the meta-
physician.  The clucidation of a sum-
wmary aphorism may be cven neces.
sarily extended over an hour—perhaps
through many discourses; so that,
from every point of view, human and
divine, reasons alike warrant and au-
thenticate the minister of the Word in
always prefacing his discourse by words
from the Bible.

It is true that texts have very ojten
been takenvery much asmottoes—per-
haps very justifiable and very remem-
berable mottoes —to a train of thought.
Perhaps this has been especially the
casc with funcralsermons.  John Howe
has been regarded as truly seraphic in
the reverence of his nature ; but there
was somcthing excecedingly apt in his
text, in 169o, for the funeral sermon
of Esther, the wifc of Dr. Henry Samp-
son, a physician, both members of hig
church. The lady died on a Sunday,



