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It wasa sad blow to the mission and a
crushing expericuce for Mr, Paton, who was
now left to prosecute his difficult enterprize
alone, Tor four years he remained at his
post. During the whole of that time his
life was in constant jeapardy from the sup-
erstition of the natives and the malignant
influences of the godless traders. Ile was
repeatedly urged to leave the place, alike by
his friends connected with the mission on
other islands, and by the few friendly
natives on Tanna, But he resolutely ve-
fused to listen to their remonstrances as long
as a gleam of hope remained. But things
went on from bad to worse, until the mis-
sion premises at both stations were utterly
destroyed, and everything the imissionaries
owned carried off by bands of frantic savages,
It was with the greatest difficulty M.
Paton and the Mathiesons escaped
to Aneityum. Mr. and DMrs. Mathie-
son both died very soon after, and the Gos-
pel was for the time driven from Tanna—
though M. Paton has lived to see the fruit
of his heroic labours and sufferings ina
flourishing mission on that same island,
where the seeds of faith and hope are bear-
ing precious fruit in the hands of Mr.
and Mrs. Watt at the present time.

dimtsehold Words.

I WISH I HAD XNOWN IT BEFORE.

A beautiful woman lay on a bed of sickness
in an elegant residence on one of the finest
and most fashionable of Boston’s broad aven-
ues. She was surrounded by every luxury,
and attended by kind friends anxious to anti-
cipate every wish, and {0 relieve the monotony
of her weary, painful days in every pussible
manner. One afternoon she opened her eyes
and said, in a low, weak voice :

“Read to me, please, O dear, how I wish
there was something new in matter and man-
ner in the literary world! I am so tired of
everything!”

Her sister went to the next room for a book
of poems, and while she was gone, the profes-
gional nurse, who sat beside her bed, took
from the pocket of her plain drab wrapper a
small Bible, opened it, and began to read in a
subdued voice :

“And seeing the multitude he went up into
a mountain ; and when he was set, his dis-
ciples came unto him, and he opened his
mouth and taught them, saying.”

The sick woman listened attentively until
the nurse paused with the werds, “Aad.the,

people were astonished at his doctrine, for he
tau%ht ag one having authority, and not as the
scribes.”

“That is beautiful,” she said: *“that will
create sensation! Who wrote it? Where did
you get it?”

“Why,' said the nurse, in astonishment,
looking with surorise at her patient,and think-
ing at first she was wandeting in her mind;
‘“it'sthe Bible! Christ’s Serinon on the Monnt,
you know.”

“ That in the Bible! Anything so beantiful
and 80 good as that in the Bible 7»

“What did you sujppose was in the Bible, if
not something grood ? ¥ asked the nurse. seri-
ous}y, Yet smiling, in spite of herself, at her
patient’s tone of surprise and incredulity.

*0, Ldon't know. I never thought much
about it. 1 never opened a Bible in my life,
It was a matter of pride with my father to
never have a Bible in the house. How did
this one come here? Ot it is yours—your
pocket-Bible. Itis strange you should have
surprised me into listening 10 a chapter, and
that I should have been so charmad, and not
know to what I was listening.”

. “You have certainly heard the Bible read
in church?” agked the nurse in surprise.
“Not I; I have never been tochurch, We
have always made Sunday a holiday. Papa
got into that way in Paris.” Wo have been to
all popular places of amusement, of course, bt
never to church. I have never thought about
the Bible. Idid not suppose it had literary
merit. I had no idea it was written in the
simple, beautiful style of the portion you have
just read. I wishI had known it before.”

A few hours later her disease took a fatal
turn. The physician cnme and told her that
her time on earth was very short. She would
never see another gunrise.

“ It cannot be possible,” she said ; “ I never
supposed it possible for death to come to me.
What was the prayer youn read, nurse? ‘Qur
Father, which art in’ Say it with me, hus-
band,” and he did so.

*I wish T had known it before, said she,
over and over, until she fell asleep from whieh
she never awoke, and that wail of regret was
the last word upon her dying lips. '

The nurse said it was the saddest experience
of her career, to see that beautiful, gifted young
woman, with kind friends, a loving husband
and a beantiful home, who Lad all her life
taken pride in ignoring the Bible and the
Christian Sabbath, turn, when death came,
from everything sbe had prized to the little
despised book, and die with the ery upon her
lips, “ I wish I had known it before.”—Christian
Observer.

GOUD IS NOT A MERCHANT.

“ For by grace are ye saved through faith,
:émcli that not of yousselves ; it is the gift of
od.” .



