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is what my soul needs. End qum
soul, all your difficultis by
upon this glorious truth; viz,

dwelling
that

Chriat, “his own sglf, (L Pet, ii. 24)

ia the only atonement for sin, the only
propitiation. Do think of Christ, his person,
ijs heart of love, his words of grace, and
:ﬁﬂm ip comnection with his fivisked work,
his sacrifice accgnted, and while thus enga-
ged, “ere ever you are aware your soul
shall be as the chariots of Ammi-nadib.”

Most blessed word, « Come!” but lef it
not be misunderatood. It is not itself the
Leader, but only the waving of his banner,
the streaming of its folds to the four winds
of heaven, asif saying, « (Gather to Shiloh,
all ends of the earth.” Blessed word,
“ Come!” It is not the Person, but it is
his kind voice drawing off my attention
from othersubjects. Itis notthe Sacrifice,
butit is the silver trumpet summoning e
to the sacrifice. Blessed word, “Come!”
for imstead of the tremendous “Depart!”
of the judgment-day, spoken to rejecting
and rejected sinners, it sends forth the
proclamation of the gate still open, the heart
of God open, for me a sinner.

Surely, then, I and Christ must meet.
Why should we not ?
solf and all else, and says. “Tome, to me
alone!”  This day,*then, let it be so!
Father, I se¢e thee pointing me away from
ordinances, from the Bible, from my faith,
as well as from my unbelief, to Christ
alone, that Tand He may meet! the sinner
with the Saviour/ no onebetween! Jesus,
Master, in thee, in thee is peace! Holy
spitit, thou hast bathed my weary soul |
And here I rest, uatil the day arrive when I
shall hear him eay, « Come, ye blessed of my
Father, inberit- the kingdom, prepared for
you before the foundation of the world.” -

.. AMOTHER'S PRAYER.

"Thf) ﬁtst,pal't of ‘my story, Said a gen_

. ﬂemun to hLis fi’ielld, happeued at the

-geath-bed of my mother. Her life bad
been & long catalogue of troutles,; but I
" have been told that she always had a happy
countenance, because God was ever ‘near
to comforl and tg streugthen her.. .I was

He beckons me off |

THE GOOD NEWS.
Belgred,

Jher, only son, and she Joved me as a mo-
ther only can. Although I was but seves
'years old when she died, I can distinctly
remember her taking me into her roomr
and weeping a prayer to God that I might
be saved. When we rose from off our
knees, she told me that « God was s00?
going to take her home,” and she wst
afraid I did not love him. Then she
kissed me, and I heard her say, as the
tears rolled down her cheeks, « God bies®
him —~God bless him!” The next week
I stood at her death bed. Her eyes wer®
closed, and she lay silent and still, as 00
waiting for her Lord. I loved her, an
could not bear to think that she was go-
ing to die. As I kissed her, she opened
her oyes, and, looking at me, said, “ Bd-
ward, do love God, and then you sball op®
day join me in that land whither I am no¥W
going. When I'm dead, remember mY
words, Love him.” She said no moré
the eyes closed—the spirit had left 1%
tabernacle of clay, and had winged e
way to fairer worlds on high. I e
very much for a little time; but my boy-
ish grief soon abated, and I was as gay #
ever.

Years passed away, and I made friend®
with some bad boys, who led me into 817
and almost ruin. We used to gamblér
frequent race race-courses, theatres, a0
other places where ¢ fast” young men ™"
sorted. We were one evening sittibg
smoking in a music-hall, when the dying
words of my mother flashed across mYy
mind: “Love God!—love God!” rang
in my eus. [ tried to stifle them; b‘f‘
no! it was still the dying words, * Lové
God!” 1 went hoe, and, for the first
time for nany years, the hardened slnqef
i prayed. U need not continue the story*
God had begun a good work in mY
soul, and he has carried it on until no¥s
when a few grey hairs crown my hes
and the days of my pilgrimage are Des™
dy over. But Pm ready for the sum
mons, whenever it shall come to el m:
home, thers to join in the same everlss
ing hymn of praise that she is singing, 80"
erown him King of kings and Lord
lords.

I Reader, sve what

| pray?

prayer does! Doy od



