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JONATHAN YEAD)ON'S JUSTIFICATION.

DYV MRS. AM1ELIA E. BARR.

OPENINO an old diau'y to-day a small, faded square of printcd
paper fluttercd to the ground. I Iifted it curiously and found it
was a Wéslcyan cl.-ts4s-ticket, a token of Mary Ycadcn's -nember-
ship with the Guiselcy chapel, more than hiaif a century ago0-,t
littie bit of yellow paper about thiree inches square, wvitli a narrow
waving border arouxid the cdge, inside of whieli was a text of1
Seripture, and below the text, "ýMary Yeadon," written in a bold.
frec band. The date w'as January 25tii, A.D. 1830.'

I took the p;iper in iny hand and sat down to think. Whàt
was I doing with it? Its date was bMère rny birth-but as soon
as I read the text [ remernbered ail -", And H1e shall bring forth
thy righiteousness as the lit-lit, and thy judgxnent as the noonday.
Rest in the Lord, and wait patiently for Him." Yes, I remnem-
bered ail; the littie token Lad teen given to nie by a womni
whomn it hiad comforted for twenty ye-a.s, and to i'hom it ha d
heen the pledge of an unfaltering trust w'onderfully redeemed.
If you wishi to know lxow, then corne with me into the very heart
of England; into that Yorkshire whichi old Fuller says is the
essence and the epitomne of ail thiat is excellent. in the Nvhiole Land.
Iu spite of -teanx and raiIlvays the people yet retiain niuch of their
pieturesque, unlhewn roughness of ehariacter and nmanners; but
fifty years agg the flavour of "iEnglish undefllcd " was stili more
pronounced. They are a thorough, downriglit, hearty people,
hard-headed, hiard-fisted; a race who have left their mark on
Englishi history for two thousand years; foremost always in al
those fierce processes which out of 4the jarring ceients of I3riton,
Roman, Saxon, and Norman have wrought the England and the
English of to-day.

There never has bec» a great national feeling which did flot
in this eounty find its acme. When York-shiremen acceptcd
steam they made Yorkshire the home of steami-craft; when they
accepted Methodism. they did it -%vith a. shout that thrilled al
England. No one indeed quite knows what,"singingand makinpg
rnelody in the heart " rea,,lly means until lie has heard a thousand-
Yorkshire men and -wonien sing together the grand old lyrie:

"Halelujah to the Lsùnb,
Who has brought us our pardon;

We'il pritise Hinm again
When we've passed over Jordan."


