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Pastor and People.

THE CARCASE AND THE EAGLES.,

Take that story that people stumble over in the early
parts of the Old Testamcent revelation, the sweeping
away of those hidcous immoralitics of those Canaan.
itish nations who had turned the Holy Land into a

rfect sty of abonunations. There they had been,
and God's Spirit, which strives with men ever and
alwdys, had been stniving with thiem, we know not
how long,and when the time came when, according to
the grim metaphor of the Ol [estament, “the measure
of their iniquity was full,” then He hurled upon them
the fierce hosts out of the descrt, and in a whirlwind of
fire and sword swept them off the face of the carth.

Take another illustration. These people who had
been the exccutioners of divine judgment, seitled in
the land, fell into the snare—and you know .he story.
The captivitics of Israet and Judah were other illus-
trations of the same thing, “The fall of Jerusalem, to
which our Lord lmm\cd i the solewn context of these

words, was another.  For nullenmums God had been
pleading with them, sending His prophets, nsing carly
and sending, saying, *Uh{ do not do this aboimne.
able thing which I hatc {” “And last of all He sent
His Son.” ‘That rejected, He had shot His last bolt ;
He had no more that He could do.  That refused, the
nation's doom was hxed and scaled, and down came
the c:\§lcs of Rome,agamn God s scavengers, to sweep
away the people on which had once been expended the
divine love, but winch had now come to be a rotting
abomisiation, and to this day remans a hiving death,
a miraculously preserved monument of God’s judg-
ments. Take another illustration how, once more,
the exccutants in turn became the victims of law.
That power which crushed the fecble resources of
uda: as a giant m ght crush a mosquito in s grasp
inits turn becamie honeycombed with abominations
and mmmorahties ; and then down from the frozen
North came the ficrce Gothic tribes over the Roman
territory.  One of them called himself the * Scourge
of God,” and he was right. Another swooping down
of the vultures comes from the blue heavens, and the
carrion is torn to fragments by their strong beaks.

Take one more illustration —that French Revolutien
at the end of the last century, The fathers sowed the
wind, and the children reaped the whirlwind, Genera-
tions of heartless luaury, selfishness, carelessness to
the cry of the po s, immural separation of lass from
class, and all the sins which a ruling class could com-
mit against the subject class, had prepared for the
convulsion. Then, in a whirlwind and deluges of
fire and sulphur, the rotten thing was swept off the
face of the earth, and the world breathed more freely
for its breaking up.

Take another illustration, through which many of
ws have lived. The bitter legacy that England gave
to her giant son across the Atlantic, of negro slavery,
which blasted and sucked the strength out of that
ﬁ,rcat republic, went down amudst universal execration.

t took centuries fur the corpse to be ready, but when
the vultures came they made quick wotk of it

And 52, as | say, all over the world, and from the
beginning of time, with delays according to the possi-
bilities of restoration and recovery that the divine eye
discerns, this law 15 working. Venly there 1s a God
that judgethn the carth.  * T'he wheels of God grind
slowly, but they grind exceeding small.”  * Whereso-
ever the carcase is, there will the cagles be gathered
together,”

And has the law exbausted its force? Are there
going to be no more applications of it?  Are there no
European socicties at this day that in their godless-
ness and social iniquities are hurrying fast to the con-
dition of carrion? Look around us—drunkenness,
sensual immorality, commercial dishonesiy. senseless
luxury amongst the rich, heartless segaration from the
necessities of the poor, godlessness over all classes
and ranks of the community. Surely, Surcly, if the
body polit- - be not dead it is sick nigh unto death,
Anc{ Y, for my part, have little hesitation in saying
that as far as one can see, European socicty is driving
as fast as it can, with its godlessness and immorality,
to such another day uf *he Lord as these words of my
text suggest. Lct us sce to it that we do our little
part to be the salt of the earth which shall keep, it
from rotting, and so drive away the vultures of judg-
ment.

HOW CHRIST SAVES.

I am reminded of a story told by onc of 0. mission-
arics from China. It scems that some disciple had
penctrated the interior, far beyond where any of the
missionarics had ever gone, and there preaching the
Gospel had gathered a ¢ Jnsiderable church together.
The missionury having heard that there was a native
church in that distant interior, determined to visit it,
and, if possible, strengthen and encourage the brethren,
as the early discipies did who went from Jerusalem
down to Autioch.  As he drew acar to the villuge, he
was attracted by a crowd of satives gathered about

% onc of their own.countrymen who was addressin

them. The missionary approached, and discovere

that it was the disciple of whom he had heaed. The
substance of his address was as follows . -

“My decar countrymen,- Sin has dug a deep and
horrible pit, and we are fallen into it.  Now there arc
many schemes proposed as to how we are to get out
of this pitof sin. First, Confucius, our great philoso-
pher and religious teacher, comes along, and, sceing
the r Chinaman in the pit, stands on the c(‘gc, an
looking down upon him, says, *‘Ah! [ am very sorry
for you . but if you had lived up to my teaching ynu
would not have fallen intp that pit. [f ever you get
out of it, I advise you to be mure carefulin the future,
This was very good advice , but there was no help in
it Confucius t!ocs very well to tedl how to heep vut
of the pit ; but he has no hand to help people out
when once they are in : and, alas for us, we are all in !
Then comes along Zoroaster ; and sceing the China-
man in the pit, he preaches to hum a very beautiful
sermon on the duty of worshipping God and doing

rightcousness. It was a very good sermon ; tsteach-
;n;is were very lofty and strong: but it afforded no
1c

p to get the poor man out of the pat.
*“ By and by Buddha came alonﬁ. He was greatly
stirred with pity and compassion when he saw the puur
man in the pit. His eycs ran down with tears.  He
kneeled down by the edge of the decp, dark nt, and
told the poor man how he loved him, and how decply
he pitied him, and how anxious he was to help him
out. Finally, reaching down his hands, he told the
poor man ‘if you will get up to where I can reach
you, [ will help you out.”  But, alas. how was the puor
man to get up to where Buddba was? He was far
out of his reach. Presently came along the Lord
Jesus, and, sceing the wretched man in the pit, every
moment sinking deeper and deeper in the wiry clay,
with a cry of love and pity He leaped into the pit, and,
taking hold of the lost soul, lifted him with a strong
hand and mighty arm outofthe pit. He washed hu,
and made him clean, and set him on a solid ro.k.”
A, friends ! this is what our God does for us. He
loves us, and has come down to where we arc, and,
laying hold on us, He saves us. --George F. Pentecost,

oA

DIVINE COMPASSION.

Long since, a dream of heaven I'had,

Ard still the vision hauntsme oft 3
1 sce the saints in white robes clad,

The martyrs with their palms aloft ;
But heanng still 1n middie song
The ceaseless dissonance of wrong,
And shrinking, with hid faces, from the stran
Of sad, beseeching eyes, full of remurse and pan,

The glad song falters to a wail ;
The harping sinks to low lament ;
Before the sliﬁ uplifted veil
I sec the crowned forcheads bent,
Making more sweet the heavenly air
With breathings of unsclfish prayer ; .
And a Voice saith 3 ** O, Pity which is pain,
O Love that weeps, fill up My suffenings which remain ¢

¢* Shall souls redeemed by Me refuse
To share My sosrow in their turn 2
Or, sin-forgiven, My gift abuse,
Or peace with selfish unconcern?
as saintly case no pitying care?
Has faith no work and love no prayer?
While sin remains and souls in darkness dwell,
Can heaven be heaven itself and look unmoved on
hell?”

Thén through the Gates of Pain, I dream,

A wind of Heaven blows coolly in;
Fainter the awful discords scem 3

The smoke of torment grows more thin,
Tears quench the burning soul, and thence
Spring sweet, pale flowers of penitence: .
And through tﬁz dreary realm of men’s despair, .
Star-crowned, an angel walks, and lo! God’s hope is

there !

Isitadream? Is Heaven so high
That pity cannot breathe its air ?
Its happy cyes forever dry,
1ts holy lips without a prayer?
My God! myGod ! If thither led
By Thy feee grace unmerited,
N:') crown nor palm be mine, but let me keep
A heart that still can feel, and cyes that still can weep.
—John Greenleaf Whittier.

IT 1S GOOD FOR US TO BE HERE.

Friends, do you ever go to the weekly prayer-meet-
ing, and come away impressed with the fesiing that
“it is good to be there”? And do those words,
spoken so long ago on the Mount of Transfiguration,
tremblc on your ips? Itis indeed for Christians to
meet together in the prayer-meeting, where God has
promised to be with and bless them, if gathered in His
name.

We speak of culture and refinement in matters of
mental waining and of social life, and we often lay
great stress on them, forgetting that the highest cul-
ture is not that of the head, or of the outward appear-
ance—the exfernal. but of the heart and soul—the

slernal. H

How many of us semembes the prayer-meeting, and
how many of us are always there as surely as the
night comes round, unless prevented by circumstances
beyond our control; How much we nyss when we-
stay away | And how glad we always arciwhen we do
gv, for there is so much of rest and comfort i this
gathening (u;;cllu:; to hear the “ old, old story of Jesus
and his love.”

Friends, if any of you arc staying away from those
meetings, just “‘turn over a new leaf,” and go next
Wednesday evening (if that be the ume), and if you
are onc of Christ's own, you wiil surely receive a bless-
ing, while il you arc not, you may hear the voice of
the dear Saviour, wholoves you so tch that He died
for you, calling you to Him with such persuasive
sweetness that you will resolve to live a new life,
“hid with Christ in God.".—Uolden Rule.

THE EFFECT OF GOODNESS.

In the old persccuting times thete lived in Cheapside
one who fearcd God and attended the secret mectings
of the saints ; and near him there dwelt a poor cobbler,
whose wants were often relieved by the merchant , but
the poor man was a cross-grained being, and most un.
gratefully, from hope of reward, Iaid an information
against his kind friend on the score of religion. This
accusation would have brought the merchant to death
by burning if he had not found a means of escape.
Retun ing to his house, the injused man did not change
his generous behaviour to the malignant cobbles. but,
on the contrary, was moie liberal than ever. The
cobbler was, however, in an ill mood, and avoided the
good man with all his might, running away at his
approach. Onc day he was obhged to micet him face
to face, and the Christian man asked him geatly,
“Why do you shun me? I am not your cnemy,
know all that you did to injure me, but I never had
an angry thought against you. I have helped you,
angd I am willing to do .o as long as 1 live, only let us
be frends.” Do you marvel that they clasped hands?
~Spurgeon,

KIND WORDS,

Kind words are the outpouring of a warm and
charitfble heart.  \Who can calculate the amount of
good they do in this cold, unfriendly world? Oh, who
culd bear up under the buffet with the storms of hife,
if it were not for a kind word that sometimes falls on
the car, and cheers the druoping spirits ! With what
a soft meclody dokind words fallon the eaz, so smooth
and gentle—they produce ..>-harsh discord upon those
that hear them., It does not takz as great an cffort,
or as great an expenditure of strength to speak kind
words as it dess angry ones ; besides, they arcalways
followed by a secret pleasure in the heart. .

What power a kind word has to stilt the angry pas-
sions! Oh, that we would all ever bear in mind the
wise proverb that “ a soft answer turneth away wrath,
but grievous words stir up anger!” Kind words are
appropriate at all times,  They fall on the sorrowing
heart as the soft and refreshing dew on the drooping
and withering flower, infusing new life into it. They
are the most effectual means of reclaiming an erring
one, and leading him back in the path of duty.

They cheer the aged and weary pilgrim and make
him more resigned to bear the afflictions of dreary old
age. “Kind words can never die,” the heart will ever
cherish them with fondness and pleasure ; they will
be as a gleam of sunshine to it, warming it up for the
growth of pure and virtuous actions.—(?lm’:l:‘an
Obseruer.

A LEARNED COMPANY SOLD.

A correspondent tells the following story in the Newo York
Observer:

The Socicty of Alpha Sigma was having a full meeting
of sume twenty-five or thirty pastors of New York City,
Brooklyn, and adjoining cities of New Jersey. The litera
and devotional exercises were finished, and we were all
seated ut ine dinner-table, Dr. Krels being at one end of
the long table and myself at the other.  We were discussing
thedessert, when Dr. Krebs called out, with his clear, ring-
veize: ¢ Brethren, I have a question to ask, which, by
leave of our Chainnan on Conundrums, I will prepound to
the Society. It is this:

¢¢ ¢ \When 1rom the ark’s most ample folds
The race came forth in pairs,
Who was it first that heard the sound
Of boots upon the stairs?*

Many of the brethren véntur=sl some sort of a reply.

One eaid : “Noah’s wife, brcause he must have gone out
first, and she next to him.”  Another said that Noah must
have first heard his own boots sound. But this could not be
proved, and soall was unsatisfactory. Some said that there
were no boots at that ume, and could give no answer.

Dr Krebs then asked several of the brethren @ *“Can you
tell? Canyon? Canyou?” And tien, at lust, he asked
me, as Chairm.. . of Commattce on Conundrums, while all
were inteatly hstening : ** Brother Lee, can you teli?” |
replicd that I cuuld not.  Thea said .he Uoctor ; ** Merther
can I ; and I have never scea any- onc who could. If you
ivcr ﬁ;\’d any one who can tell I wish that you would let'me

now,



