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CLHE AULD Kink O DSCULLAMND.

The guld auld Kirk o’Scotiand, N
2he wild winds round ber bd@w,

Auu when bor iocenmen hear e saigh,
whey prophesy ler fa’.

But what altbough her fate has Dbeen

. Aanong uhe 1loous to set,

Pho guau auld nirg o’ Scouand,

. She’s nae in ruins yet.

There may be wrath within hew wa's;
wilit vacky bher wa’s are wiiwy

Itvs but vhe beutwmg o1 4 heart,
ahe rusb.ng of a vide,

Whose motoun keeps its water.
when det them foam or 1,
‘The guta  auld Kirk o'Scovuad,

she’s nwe n ruins yet.

pure;

She was a Lithe, she was a licht
Wwhen a’thing else was airk, '
And gpany & wewmbling Leart has found
1ts biewd behund the nirvk.
She bore the brunt and dwd her due
when Scotland’s sword was wet,
The guiu  auld Kirk o’Scotiand,
sShe’s pae n rulns yet.
The clouds that overcast her sky
Maun shortly fiee awa’,
A (ouny, blue, and peaciw’ heaven
smiles sweetty lhrough them a’.
Her country’s life-blood’s in ber veins,
The wide world’s in her debt,
The guid auld Kirk o'Scotiand,
She’s uae in ruins yet.
The Beacon.

“THE MAN THAT DIED FOR M. A

Many years ago 1 wanted to go as a for-
eign missionary, but my way seemed hedg- -
ed about, and ater alew years 1 went to
live on the Qaciic voast. Lile was rough
in the mining country where 1 lived, and
this \\’u; my chanes woi wissionary work.

1 heard o & mun over the hills who was
dying o1 consumption. “ile is so vile,”
they said, “‘no oue can stand it to stay
with him; s0 the boys place some lood by
him, and leave him ior twenty-four hours.
Ci'ey’ll iind him dend some thue and the
quicker the better. Never had a soul, 1
guess.”’ o

e pity o it ali haunted mo as 1 went
about my work, aud 1 tried tor threo days
to gev some one Lo go aud see him, and
and out it he was in need of better care.
As 1 turned avom the last wan, vexed with
the indidgesence, the thought came o me,
“Why don’t you go yoursel ¥ Here’s mis-
sionary work it you want it.” It had not
oceurred Lo me bewore that Icould go.

'l'n unot telt how 1 weighed the probable
uselessness 00wy going, or how 1 shrank
lrom one so vile as he. 1t wasn't the kind
oi work 1 wanted.

‘At last, vne day, i weut over the hills
to the little iap-uway cabin. 1t was just
one room. The door stood gpen, and up
in one corner on su.ne straw and evlored
blankets 1 jound the dying man. Sin had
leit awiul marks ou his fuce, and if 1 had
noé heard that he could not move, I should
have retrcated hastily.

As my shadow fell over tho floor he
loovked up and greeted me with a dread.ui
outh. 1 stepped iorward and there came
unother oath.

"eDon’t speak so0, my iriend,” Isaid,

“I alpn’t your friend, [uain’t got any
friends,” he said.

Well, 1 am yours, and’--but the oaths
came thickly as he said, “You ain’t my
friend. I never had any friends, and I don’t
want ‘any now.”

1 reached out at arm’s length the iruijt’
I had brought him, and stepping back to
the doprway, I asked him, hoping to find
a tender place in bis heart, ii he remem-
bered his mother, but he cursed her. I ask-
ed him- if he ever had a wite, and he cursed
her. I spoke of God und he cursed Him.
1 tried to speak ot Jesus and his death
tor us, but he stopped me with his oaths.
guld, “That's alla lie. Nobody ever died

for us.”
I went away discouraged. I said to my-
self, “1 knew it was no use.” *

The next day 1 wemnt back again, and
I went every day for two weeks, but he
did nqt show the gratitude a dog would
have shown.

At the end of that time I said, “I'm not
going anymore.” That night whenI was
putiinig my little boys to bed, Idid not
pray tor the miner asI had been accus-
tomed todo, My littie Charlle noticed it
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and said, “Mamma, you did not pray for
the bad man.”

“No,” 1 answered with a sigh.

“Have you given hijm up, mamma?”’

" “Yes, I guess 80.”

“Has God given him up, mamma ?
Ought you to give bim up, mamma, beiore
God does ?2” ’

That night I could not sleep. The man
dying, and so vile, with no one to care.

1 got up and went away by myseli to
pray, but the wmoment 1 touched my knees
1 was overpowered by the sense oi how
little meaning there had been in my pray-
ers. 1 had had po faith, and I had not
really cared, beyond a kind of hali-hearted
sentiment. O, the ghame, the shame of
wmy missionary zeal! Iliell on my face lit-
erally, as 1 eried, “Oh, Christ, give me a
little glimpse o1 the worth of a human
soul.” Did you ever ask that and mean it?
pon’t do it unless you are willing to give

“up case and selish pleasure, for life will
be o diderent thing to you after that rev-
clation,

1 stayed on my Kkncos until Calvary be-
ciune a reality to :me. 1 cannot describe
those hours. They came and went un-
heeded, but 1 learned that night what 1
had never known boore, what it was to
trava.l jor & human soul. 1 saw my lord
as 1 had never scen him be.ore. 1 stayed
theme until the auswer camec.

As 1 weut back to wmy room my husband
sitid, “llow is your wminer?”’

“ii¢ is going to be vaved.”

“iow are you going to do
asked.

“The Lord is gomg to save him, and 1
don't kaow thiat 1 sliall do anytlung about
it,” 1 replied.

The next morning brought a lesson in
Christian work 1 bad never learned be.ore.
1 had waited on other days until the a.-
ternooh, when, my work being all over, 1
could change wy dress, put on wmy gloves,
and tuke a walk while the shadows were
on the hill sides. That day, the moment
miy litlle boys weat oJd to school, 1left
wy work and, without waiting ior gloves
or shadows, hurried over the hills, not to
see “that vile wreteh,” but to win a soul.
1 thouglht the man might die. There was
a4 Luman soul in the balance, and 1 wanted
to get there yuickly.

As 1 passed on a neighbour came out o,
hev eabin and said, <48 go over the hilis
with you, 1 guess.”

1 did not want her, but it was another
lesson .or me, God could plan better than
1 could. She had her little girl with her,
and as wo reached tone eabin she said, “I'll
wait out here, and you hurry, won't you?”’

1 do wmot know what I expected, but the
mian greeted me with an aw.ul oath. 1t
did not hurt as it did belore, for I was be-
hind Christ, and 1 stayed there. 1 could
bear what struck Him rirst.

Wh.l» I was changing the basin o water
and towel, things which 1 hnd done overy
Jday, and which he had used- but never
thanked me for, the clear laugh of the
little girl rang out upon the air like a
bird’s note.

“What’s that?” said the man eagerly.

“It’s a little girl outside, who Is walt-
ing for me.” N

“Would you mind letting her come in?”
said he, in a di.ferent tone from any I had
heard bejore. A\

Stepping to the dvor I beckoned to her,
and then taking her by the hand, said,
“Come in and see the sick mwan, Mamie.”

She shrank back asg she saw his face and
sald, “1I’'m afraid.”” But I assured her
“Poor sick man! he can’t get up, and he
wuants to see you.” :

She looked like an angel, with her face
framed in golden curls, her eyes tender and
pitiful, and in her hands th¢ flowers she
had picked off the purple sage bush. Bend-
ing toward him, shg said, “I sorry for ’ou,
sick man. Wil ‘ou ?nave a posy?”

He laid his great bonv hand beyond the
flowers on the plump hand of the child,
and the greut tears came to his eyes as he
sald : 1 had a little girl once, and she died.
Her name was Mawie. She cared for me.
Nobody else did. Guess I'd been different
if she’d lived. I’ve hated everybody since
she died.”

I knew 1 had the key to the man’s heart,
and the thought came quickly, born of
that midnight prayer service. “When I

'

it?”  he

spoke o! your mother and your wife, you

cursed them, and I know now that they.

were not good women, or you could not
have done it, for I naever knew a man who
could curse a good mother.”

“Good women! Oh, you don’t
nothin’ ’bout that kind of women.
can’t think what they was.”

“Well, ii your little girl had lived and
grown up with them, wouldn’t she have
been just lik> tham ? You would not have
lik.d to hive hr liv: fo- th1it, wou.d you:”

He evidently had never thought of it,
and his great eyes looked oif for a full min-
ute. As they came back to mine he cried,
“Q God, no! I'd have killed hor first. I'm
glad she died.”

Reaching out and taking the poor hand,
I said: “the dear Lord didn’t want her to
be like th>m. He loved her even better than
you did. So Ile took her away where she
could be cared for by the angels. He is
keeping her for you. To-day she is walit-
ing {or you. Don’t you want to sce her
aguain 7

*“Oh, 1I'd be willing to be burnt alive a
thousand times over if 1 could just see my
little gal once more, my Jittle Mamie.”

Oh, iriends, you know what a blessed
story 1 had to tell that hour, and I had
been so close to Caivary that night that
1 could tell it in earnest.

The peor iace grow ashy pale as I talk-
ed, and the man threw up his arms as
though his agony was mastering him.
Two or three times he gasped as though
losing breath, Then, clutching me, he
said, “What's that, woman, you said
t'other day ’bout talkin’ to somebody out
o sight?”

“11’s praying. I teli Him what I want.”

“Pray uow, pray dguick, Tell Him I
want my little gal agin. Tell Him any-
thing you want to.” .

1 took the hands o. the child and placed
them on the trembling hand of the man.
Then dropping on my knees, with the child
in front of me, 1 bade her pray for the man
who had lost his little Mamie and want-
ed to see her again. As nearly asl re-
niember this was Mawmie's prayer:

“Dear Jesus, this man is sick. He has
lost his Cittle girl, and he feels bad about
it. 1's so sorry him, and he’s so sorry too.
Won't you help him and show him where
to find his ’ittle girl? Do, please. Amen.”

Heaven seemed to open beiore us .There
stood One with the prints of the mails in
his hands and the wound in his side.

Mamije slipped away soon, but the man
kept saying, “Tell Him more ’bout it, tell
Him everything; but, oh! you don’t know.”

Then he poured out such a torrent of
coniession that icould not have borne it
but for One who was close to us that hour.
Olh, how the l.ord Jesus reached out af-
ter that lost soul !

By and by the poor man grasped the
Strong Ilands. It was the third day
when the poor tired soul turned f[rom
everything to Him, the Mighty to save.
“The Man that died for me.”

He lived on jor weeks, as ii God would
show low real was the change. I had
been telling him one day about a meeting
and he said, “I'd like to go to a meetin’
once. 1 never went to one of them things.”

So we planned a meeting, and the boys
camo from the mills and the mines and
filled the room. '

“Now boys,” said he, “get down on your
knces while she tells ’bout that Man that
died for me.”

Ihad been brought up to believe that
4 woman shouldn’t speak in meeting, but
I found myself talking, and I tried to tell
the simple story oi the Cross.

Aiter awhile he said,. “Oh, boys, you
don’t bhali believe it or you’d cry; you
couldn’t help it. Boys, raise me up. I'd
like to tell it once.”

So they raised him up, and between his
short breathing and coughing he told the
story. He had to use the language he
knew, and this, as well as I can recall it
(and, oi course this is true ot all the con-
versatione I have quoted) was what he
said :

“Boys,” he gaid, “you know how the
water runs down the sluice boxes, and car-
ries off all the dirt and leaves the gold be-
hind. Welll the blood of the Man she
tells about went right over me, just like
that; it carried olf ’bout everything. But

»

know
You
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and
Oh, boys,

it left enough for me tosee Mamie,
to see tha Man that died for me.
can’t you love him ?”

Some days after there came a look into
his face that told me the end had come.
I had to leave him and Isaid, “What shall
Isay to-night, Jack ?”

“Just, Good night,” he said.

“What will you say to me when
meet again ?”’

“I'll say, ‘Good morning,” up there.”

The next morning the door was closed,
and I found two oi tha boys sitting silent-
ly Ly & board stretched across two stools.
They turned back the sheet from the dead,
and 1 looked on the face which seemed to
have come back nearer to the “image of
God.””

“1 wish you could seen him when he
went,”’ they said.

“Tell me about it.”

“Well, all at once h> brightened up ’bout
milnigh:, an’ smil n’ sad, ‘I'm go'ngz boys.
Tell her I'm going to see Mamie. Tell her
I'm goicg to see the Map that dled/ for
me,’” an’ he was gone.” )

Kneeling there with my hands over
those poor cold oues, that had been stained
with human blood, I asked to come to un-
derstand more and ‘more the worth of a
human soul, and to bs drawn into deeper
sympathy with Christ’s yearning com-
passion, “Not willing that any should per-
ish.”’~-Mrs. J. K. Baraly, in London Christ-
jan.

we

ADVANCES IN BRAIN SURGERY.

There is a form of eranial injury In
which surgical aid is especially benefie-
ial and in which by prompt action life
may freyuently be saved. A man [falls
down an area, for instance, striking his
head oun the hard surface below. He 1is
stunned for a few minutes and then par-
tially recovers consciousness, which, how-
ever, i« gradually lost and pro.ound stupor
sets in. In such an Instaree there is pro-
bably the rupture of a blood vessel in
the membranes of the brain between -this
organ and the skull and blood is eifused,
whieh, by its pressure on the brain, pro-
duces stupor and eventually death. Such
cases were until within the last few years
invariably fatal, and even now, such is
the usual result, for comparatively few
surgecn: know what great advances have
recently been made in the science and art
of brain surgery. Only a few weeks ago
a case ol-the kind oceurred in Washington
City in which a man was passively allow-’
ed to die when in all probability his
life could have been saved by an operation.
And this operation is a very simple one.
We ascertain from an inspection of the
seat of injury on what part of the skull
the blow has been received, and we are
further strengthened in our search for evi-
dence Ly the symptons exhibited by the
patient. We trephine the skull at the
injured point and let out the blood that
has been extravasated. As soon as the
pressure is relieved consciousness i3 re-
gaijned and the patient lives. Quite re-
cently operations have been performed up-
on the skull in cases of idiocy innate or
acquired with a view ol removing a sup-
posed disproportion between the size of
the brain and the skull, and thus allowing
the organ space in which to grow. A
French surgeon proposed the removal of
strips of the eranium in cases of idiocy in
which as he supposed there was no room
for the braiu to expand. Several of his
cases and those periormed according to his

~method by other surgeons have been in

& meuasure successful, so that there 1is
decided encouragement 1o persevere with
the operation in instances in which it ap-
pears to be suitable. Several years before
the publication of his results the writer
had perfor-m&i similar operations tor the
cure of epilepsy, and in a few cases with
complete success.—From “Brain Surgery,”
by Dr. William A. Hammond, in North
American Review.

Lord, do thou choose forn me, not only
the whole state and condition of being,
but every little and great accident of it.
Keep me safe by thy grace, and then use
whatever instrument Thou pleasest for
bringing me to Thee. Lord, I am not 80-

licitous of the pagsage, so I may get to
' Thee.-~Jeremy Taylor.




