
THE EXPOSIr2OR 0F HOLINESS.11

faithfuil than the Son of *God, but there
npver wvas one more considerate.

And just as rudeness is îîot essential to
honesty, so neither is roughiness essential to,
strcngtli of character. The Christian should
have a strong cliaracter; lie should be a man
of remarkabIe decision; lie should start
backc from tAiptation as froni a burstiîîg
bomb. And le sbould be a man of inflexible
purpose. When once lie knows RLis Lord's
wil], lie should go tlîrougli with it-aye,
tlîroughi lire and wvater Nvitl it! But this
lie may do without renouneing the meekniess
and gentleness wlîicli wvere ia Christ. Hie
may have zeal witliout pugnacity, determina-
tion without obstinacy. Hie sliould distin-
guisli betwveen the ferocity of the animal and
the courage of the Chîristian. And whether
hie will make the distinction or not. thp
world -%il] make it. The world looks for the
serene benlevolence of conscious strengtlî in
the followver of the Lamb of God; and,
however rude its owvn conduct, it expects
that the Christian lîirnself wvi1] be corrteous.
-James JHamilton, D.D.

IN PARTNERSHIP WITH THE KING.

You sec, lue an' the King's pardners. I'rn
only junior ineniber of the firni ; capital an'
everything, ail belongs to Rlm; 1 only does
little odd jobs an' the knock 'round work.
It was this way : I was out in the country
]ast summler for two wbole -%eeks. She Il -es
there. I tell ye, if heaven-s any purtyer'n
that there place l'Il give up. Well, shie told
about the Ring, an' about is country, an'
bow le an' me mi9,bt go an' be pardners. She
didn't say jest that thing, but tha' 's the wvay
I got on to it.

"How'll I do it?" I, says.
"Go an' do the thing lie did," she says.
"What did Hie do?î" I asks.
Hfe cured sick folks, one thing,' she

says, kind o' smilin' at me.
"I'rn," says 1, I can't do that."
"Yes, 'you can," says she, quick like.

"W7here's lots o' k-lads o' sickness in. the
world. IPeople ain't always sick in their
bodies; it's in their hiearts an' their souls
an' their ininds."

That wvas a, littie deep for ie tiien, but 1
studied 'bout it, awhile, an') says she:

IlGive a. lift Nvhenever you can. There's
always soinebody wuss ôff'n you are. Help
cm along. There's other littie clîaps don'r,
have as good luck as y -ou."

"That's so," says. I.
Suie didn't say anytlîing more for awhile,

anl' I kept thinkin' lb over. The sun wvas,
shinin' down) across the corn fields an' aîay
over the woods, -whlere it got darlc aîîd cool,
an' tue wind blew across the grass an',niade
tracks ail througylî it, 's if somebody wvas
awvalkin' along Af tcr awvhile I says, 111
believe l'Il do it l" 'ffie loolzed up then,
înighty pleased like, anl' I says, <'I -owIl fie
knowv I wvants to go into pardneî-ship? "

Il Tell 'un," she says, witli a shi-*nin' ini lier
eyes. IlYou don't nced a telephione, nor a
inessenge r boy, because ail you have to, do is
to say il, an' fie knows it an' hears it riglit
away" J

So 1 wvent awvay into the orchard. Thiere
%vas big trees, an' sech long, slîady places, an'
the wiîîd wvent blowvii' througbl, an' 1 sat
there on the stone wall, a-lookin' out over
the medders, but 1 didn't say it fer a long
tume. St didn't sen like ib could be l-e'd
lar, ner wvant to, have it, lier anythiin'. An'
I thought, wbiat 'd a great Ring like Him
wvant to be foolin' long wvithlu e fer! But
after awhile 1 did it. I says, out loud:

IlLord, 1 want to, be yer pardner." "

Tlien 1 hield niy breatlî fer a munit, an' il,
was so stiîl 1 could liear the river runnin',
away 'cross the clover niedder, an' some-
whlere down in the -,voods, a bird-a medder
lark, shie says-said jest one single word
slowv and glad, "Il alle-lu-yer! " But I knew
lie'd took me fer lus pardner, 'thout another
Nvord being said.

Yes, me an' thlle Ring, lias been pardners
for morc'n a ycar, an' the business we do is
aniazin'. Thcre's eti'to be a big pile la
the savin's bank. lt's ovor in His country,
you know. It ain't pennies an' nickels we
puts in ; it's things we does to hclp the
Ring. Sec? She told me about that. She
says: IlWhenever you sce a littie feller
what's weaker'îî you, an' can't help iîisself so
wvell, just give hlm a lift ; if yer can't do
anything more, chirk 'i up, give hini a kind
-word" thats jest -wbat slie says. "lThere
ain't nothia' too snmall for the heavenly
savin's bank."

There was a little kid Iived down long, o'
Miss Flannigan's, where I used to sleep
nights. Kit, her name was. She was a
littie white-faced Young un, an' wvent wvith a
cruteli. One day I got hld of a flower as
somlebody liad dropped, an' I carried it home
te ber. Slue wýas settin' by the window,
a-watcint,' a star, jest one star she could Sec,
an' she didn't hear me Nvhen I slipped up to
hier. Slie used to set that way an' look up
at the sky. They ]iked to, bave ber out of
the way, 'cause slie was no good about the
bîouse. Well, wben slle Sec the posy, suie


