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Buds and Blossoms

Ea?ﬂe?nzzlilly} Greetings,
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“Israel sh;all blossom and bud and {ill the world with truit.”

V on. X.—No.12, }

DECEMBER, 1886.

{ WauoLEg No. 120.

Christmas and Friendly Greeting.

ey HRISTMAS comes but once a year. This

is an old adage, often vepeated at the fes-
tive boara by those who neither keep feast
nor fast in sacred memory of the King
whose name is so stightingly made a plea
- for their unhallowed rejoicing.  Whilst we

9 have no fellowship with much of the so-
called religious observance of these times and seasons,
yet Christmas does scem to possess, in the very music
of the word, o tiwe for hallowed joy. If the chron-
icles of time do nut accord just when Christ was
born, we enter not into tneir disputes, or champion
in opposition claims of the old and new Christmas
day ; but rather 1¢joice in the granted certified fuct
that Jesus was born in Bethlehem, that the angels
did sing and rejoico over the plains where shepherds
watched their flocks. They sang because in the city
of David was Lorn the child, long promised, the
wonderful Prince of Peace. The chorus of their
song sti!l echoes through the ages, ‘glory to God in
the highest,” ‘on earth peace,” *good will to men.’
They left no ground for ignorance as to the cause of
their song, or the meaning ot their joy. For unto
you is horn this day a Saviour, which is Christ the
Lord, Cr Christ’s grand and gracivus life and of the
fact of life on earth Theodore Parker wrote :—* Shall
we measure Jesus by the shadow He has cast into
the world—no, by the light He bas shed upon it
Shall we be told such a w.an never lived {—the whole
storyisa lie! Suppose that Plato and Newton never
lived ; but who did their works, and thought their
thought ¢ 1t takes a Newwon to forge a Newton.
What man could have fabricated a Jesus? None
but a Jesus.”

To some Christ’s Cross and Calvary are a stumbling
block and shame, the shadow thereof hides the glory
of the King who died thereon. They despisc a
Saviour who could not save himself, and will not
have such to be their decliverer. Alas, they know
not the reason of his inability, the cause, why, he
spared not himsclf. But to wany now among the
angels, the joy of Christmas-tide is engulfed in the
more hallowed, sacred memories of Gethsemane and
Golgotha. It was in the shadow of the cross they
learned not only the truth which the Centurion
uttered, this is the Son of God, but also the
meaning of the gracious words ‘he gave himself a
ransom,’ ‘by His stripes we are healed’ So that
saints below, with saints to glovy gone, can now in
concert sing, ‘It is done, the great transaction is
done, peace on earth, good will to mea. Glory to

God in the highest, unto Him who hath loved us and

washed us from our sins in His own blood. We do

well when we keep the feast at Xmas-tide to consider

Him who said, the poor ye have with you always,
and in doing, do heartily as unto the Lord.
“ 0 brother man ! fold to thy heart thy brother;
Where pity dwells, the peace of God is there ;

To worship rightly i3 to love ecuch other—
Each smile a hymn, cach kindly deed a prayer.

*Follow with reverent steps tho ﬁreat examplo

Of Him whose holy work was *doing good,
So shall the wido earth secm our Father's temple,
Each loving lifo a psalm of gratitude.”

To spend our time in the folly of the world is
like the crackling of thorns under the pot. Such
laughter and pleasure, is energy quickly spent, and to
no profit withal. Let us when we make a feast
remember the guests Christ would have us invite,
and whose entertainment hath hope and promise of
eternal reward, For such were his guests, and all
Lazarus-like beggars will find that God's estimate of
worth differs from the carnal standard. With Him
standards differ, and many of the last stand first, and
the first last. Some who would thrust themselves in
shall be bound hand and foot, because they rejected
the covering of righteousness, without which none
can sit at the King's table. Want, rags, sores, and
death of starvation are no hindrances to prominence in
the hereafter and heaven prepared for those who love
Jesus and keep his commandments. The come and
go of Christmas-tide should teach us that:

*Qur life ig over on the wing;
And death is ever nigh ;

The mioment when our lives begin
We all begin to die.”

The day of one’s birth and death are closely joined.
The quick repetition of Christma§ greetings should
call for serious considerations.

The rolling seasons seem to guther increasing speed
with our passing years, and Christmas comes apace,
compaved with the wearing expectancy of our child-
hood days. Would not our joy be less boisterous
and more hallowed if we considered aright the flight
of time, and its importance in the light of eternity.
Sorrowless riches would be more the goal of our
ambition. For us to live would be Christ :

“ThLe vows of God are on me;
And I may not stop to play with shadows, or pluck earthly

flowers,

L Mo e ot o o A e e
hour of strife.”

Onc by one the moments pass, some are coming,
whilst others are quickly going, all are to us tokens
of Divine love, opportunities to be seized and
utilized. Work whilst it is called to-day. To-morrow
will bring frosh supplies of grace for the trials and
duties in life’s conflict,
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President Lincoln once wrote :— God is the only
being who has time enough, but a prudent man who
knows how to seize occasions can commonly make a
shift to find as much as he needs.”

Measure man’s short lifetimo by Christmas-tides as
measuring points, the years of our pilgrimage are
not many. Friend, next Christmas, where and how
do you expect to spend it? What did you do with
the last? How many more do you oanticipate to
enjoy on earth? The last tide of hope, mercy and
oppottunity, may even now bho receding. Escape
for your life the Gospel waves seem to say as they
roll on the shoves of time. Jesus came to seck and
to save the lost. Come to Jesus, come to Jesus now,
or else you must come in the judgment, and then go
away forever, forever.

Death asks for no man's leave,
But lifts the latch, and enters, and sits down.

The year 1886 has almost worn itself out, and as
certainly the steady flight of time wears us away.
Recorded years mean less and less for us, Should
1887 in full measure be meted out, it will but
shortev the time to come. Vain and foolish to waste
on trifling cares, and foolish pleasures, the quickly
passing years. When true, present, and lasting
happiness comes in the consciousness of duties
fultilled and God’s righteous saving word obeyed.

Then the knoll of passing years need cause no
alarm. The knell of death, though more staid and
solemn, may waken heart throbs and gladness. Yea,
may sound more sweetly than the merry joyous peal
of Chbristmas bells. The measured beat, saith to the
tired pilgrim, there is rest for the weary. Child come
home, come home. The conflict of time is ending.
Time is fleeing. The unmeasurable bliss of eternity
is coming. It is thine forever, forever, forever.
1886, GOOD-BYE | 1887, WELCOME!

The tidings of great joy link the passing present to
o glad future. Jesus Christ came unto the world to
seek and to save the lost. Christmas should waken
glad and serious thoughts.

Ribbon of Blue, or Temperance Notes.
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EWARE! Why? Of what? Drink and
its fascination and flatteries. Touch not,
taste not, handle not. Provent, prohibit
by all lawful and possible means the further
spread of this wild fire of hell. It is
evil spirit, of a truth, and men who have
not by long habit stifled conscience, grow

alarmed when they note its destructive power. Even

heathens and savages, who love bloodshed and bave
not the gospel light, cry out in fear and terror when
they see the vile spirit of the still, crushing and
torturing in crueler forms than their native savagery
ever knew. To prove this point, that RUM IS RUIN
overywhere, we quote from the appeal of a Moham-
medan Chief on the Niger, Africa. He sent to

Bishop Crowther, imploring him to prevent the sale

of intoxicants among his pcople. He says:

«Tt is no long subject. It is about darase (rum),
barasa, barase, baraes. My God ! it has ruined our
laad; it hay very, very much ruined our people, so
that our people have becomo foolish. I have made a
law that no one may buy or sell it, and that every
one who is caught in selling it, his house shall be

7

broken up ; and that every one who is found drunk
shall be killed; and have said to all Christian

aerchants that they may deal in everything except

barasa.” He goes on to beseech the bishop to help
him, so that he can not only make these laws, but
have them oboyed. “For God's sake, and the
prophet’s sake, whom He has sent, the bishop must
help us in this barase.”

Our blood is stirred when we hear of savages
slaying and eating our missionaries. But should not
our souls be stirred, as we have facts and figures about
this abominablie, diabolical traffic. The beuutiful,
wonderful Congo, is a highway to the heart of bleed-
ing Africa. The estimated population of the Congo
is 43,000,000, Already the lower river is cursed,
and cursed bitterly with the meanest and vilest forms
of intoxicating drinks.

We again quote a few facts and figures to indicate
the extent of this traffic. The exports of spirits to
dfrica from Great Britain, Germany, Portugal, and
the United States, in about a year, amounted to
nearly 9,000,000 gallons! And these gallons are
multiplied many times before they are dealt out to
the natives. One of the National African Company’s
steamers recently carried 25,000 cases of gin and rum
for the supply of two factories only. Mr. Bentley
says, ‘“he has heard of 50,000 or 60,000 cases of gin
as the annual sale of certain factories of the Dutch
House.” To save carringe expenses ¢ pure aleohol”
is sometimes used as an article of trade. Imagine
the demoralization which is the effect of this enormous
and most destructive trade. The shrewd trader
reckons upon the opening up of the Congo 2s afford-
ing him a new field for his cruel greed. He will pie
his casks of spirits against all other articles of trade,
and believes he is sure to win. There is no insuper-
able dificulty in the way of the liquor traffic on this
great river at present. It is a fair river, Shall its
improved averue for commerce be used to blight the
ignorant millions along its shores? Men of Israel!
Lovers of humanity, help! Let there be a loud and
long protest, or Africa’s untaught sons will curse us
with a bitter curse. The fair fields for missionary
toil will lic wasted and barren, open to none save the
devouring foe.

Might we not rightly pray, from wicked and evil
men (who make and sell intoxicating drinks) good
Lord deliver us. If used in your house or family
or anywhere you can control, please sign your names
to prohibit and protest against its use.

. By the grace of God, witness my hand,

————rae————
Bup, AND 3L0ss50318 bave more than once sent out
friendly greeting to those who are behind in their
payment, and still the response is not as one would
wish or expect, Faith saith, *the Lord will incline
their hearts so that they will not wrong or rob you
in this matter.” Again we say please pay back
subscriptions, or let us know why you cannot and do
not. We are not unreasonable, and have learned a
lesson in editorial patience ; remember you are not
helping the work by witholding what is due. Again
we thank our friends for every kind word, and
sincerely hope their efforts will greatly incresse our
circulation,
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enough to work lLowever vacied the talent.
Great enough the task to demand prompt
and steady diligence and obedience.  ¢Go
work to-day. ¢<Ocecupy till I come.” This
is Divine advice. Beware of religious
dissipation. In 1794 there is o notice of
the arrival ,of William Carcy and John
Thomas in India, and lettors from Cavey describe his
fivst impressions of the field and the work from
which a sentence or two may be quoted. “There are
difficulties in our way,” wrote Carey oun January 5,
1796, “more formidable obstacles than you can
suppoge. Yet this is our encouragement ; the power
of God is suflicient to accomplish everything which
He hns promised, and His promises are exceedingly
great and precious concerning the conversion of the
heathen.’ He onco said: “To give me credit for
being a plodder will be to describe me truly; any-
thing beyond this will be too much, [ can plod; I
can persevere in any definite pursuit; to this [ owe
everything.” Seven years after Cavey landed in
India, the dirvectors of the East India Company
placed it on record as “their decided conviction,
after consideration and examination,” *“that the
sending of christian missionaries into our Eastern
possessions is the maddest, most extravagant, and
most expensive, most unwarrantable project that ever
was proposed by & lunatic enthusiast.” “To-day shows
even to men of the wourld the folly of their aungust
wisdom and decided conviction. What a revolution
hath God wronght by apostolic men who go turning
upside down the religious prejudices and inbelief ot
geénerations, bringing men and nations to own, none
but the Gospel of Jesus can do helpless sinners good.
Young men and maidens there is a ioud call to
service from India, China, Japan and Africa, not to
mention the isles of the sex aund other nations and
people yct in darkress. Take up the cross of Christ
and go forward to fight the good fight. Fear not
being clad in the whole armour of God, with the true
Jerusalem blade, the sword of the Spivit, which is the
word of God, you will find this weapon truer and mote
relinble in the time of conflict than the best Damascus
blade ever forged by the skill and wisdamn of this
world, go in the name of the Lord. Praying always,
you must win success, until the whole, round earth
is bound by the chains of love to the throne of God,
and led into the willing captivity of heaven’s
kingdom and service. Let us consecrate ourselves to
the work, Jesus must reign. Those who follow the
captain, will gloriously share the spoils. Crowns of
glory, palas of victory we shall wear. I.et us on
then, whilst wen sleep, the great adversary sows
tares. If we tairy the whitened grain will be shed,
and the opportunity of havvest be lost forever. The
dusky milfions of India and Africa call for our active
sympathy and love, The crushed and blecding hearts
of childhood and womanhood ask for deliverance and
heroes of more than romantic fame. Men and
women whno shall go with glad tidings of eterual
hope. To show and teach, God hath made of one
blood all nations, and that through and in the
precious blood of Christ there is a free pardon
purchused for whosoever wiils.

To thus tell the story of a Saviout’s iove Jeb us
crowd our life full of unseltish activity, The I{ebrew
nation and Christian church scem to have been, and
to be chosen instrumentalities in the pucpuses of
grace.  Let us learn a lesson from the history of the
past, lest we should be set aside as  were
other workmoen proven unworthy by their neglect of
more than golden opportunities.

Special.Thankao Advertisers.

We thank jou sincercly for past and piesent
patronage, many are old and tried helpers. We are
fully persuaded we offer & good and many reaching
medium, one that is sure to attract all kinds of readers

Yand people, By the wealth of illustr:tion and general
( pleasing character, the magazine insures more than

u temporary existence. Bups AND BLossoMs are
passed round and on.  Wnlst it offers full monetary
and market value, advertisers have the satisfaction
of knowing up to the present every dollar has beon
spent in paying the bills of the pinters, binders, ete.
Qur toit thus far has been the only thing we
have drawn therefrom, save n revenue of rich and
varied experience, the good-will and blessing of not
a few, and a good couscience of service rendered
to God.

Faith halted a little, as to further advauce for the
coming year. So far the present income cried halt,
hold, strengthen, economise, and thus you muy gather
some profit for 1887, Then the thought of the years
of merey and growth past. seemed to say, *go on.
Increase of cireulation will encourage men of business
to advertise and enlarge eventually your field and
opportunity in this strangely opened door. Doubtless
some adverticers will say,fuith is wondrously like work,
judging by the earnestness of our canvasser ; but in
reply, be it known this is of God’s ordering. We
knowing her desire for chiistian work and training
said, come if you like and are willing to shave in toil
for Christ’s service, where silver and gold comes
slowly, and our demands seem to be many. Seeing
the possibility of enlargement for Lups a¥p Bros-
soMs, the prowpting of love to others male her
willing and apt for work, Thaunking you for
cucouragement given, we would say increase civcula-
tion is ot motto, but all for Jesus.  If ever it brings
any financial reward to us or ours we shall be thanktul
Anyway conscious weariness in well-doing makes
rest and heaven sweeter, we will ¢ndeavor to work
till Jesus comes, and we will rest at home.

Our Subbath School.—The last teacher’s mceting revealed
the finauce to be in a very heaty conditivn. Funds in band
for next year's jonthly supplies. Nearly une hundred dollurs
worth of papers aud helps were otdered.  Wlhen peid for, the
treasuter said, that leaves about one hundred and seveuteen
dollors on hand—balance to the good. ‘Two new teachers were
appointed «aid the hopefulness expressed, and that with cause,
made us glud, Let us pray and work for harvest-tide blessing.
Feeding lambs is honored employ.

Qur Home Mission Work.—The Hospital and Poor-house
have been visited, Words of comfort have been spoken. Not
a few pages of good literature have been passed rovnd, to cheer
away hours which to them often move slowly. Will our
friends please give us an extra good supply for Chiistmas.t‘me.
Send us your old cards now laid away to fade and . poil, they
will cheer someone else. We have emplied our apple barrels,
Conld you even in imagination know how an apple i
appreciated in a poor-house you would soon say, ¢ there are
more to follow.”  We know hearts am being: touched, and-
Jouls won for Christ.



BUODS AND

BLOSSOMS.

Ftome @ixele.

——

TSI LIS

Building Lot.—Lthel Mason and Maggic McEacheran, oue
Jot, 25.00, S. S. Schalars ; also infaut class, one lot, $5.00,

Members Reeatved.—Nov. 7th, 1 by baptism, 2 by letter.

Miss Weatherby sent s o splemdund package ot tiacts,
booklets, vte., vely suitable ta seatter in with our general read.
ing matter, which consists of wagaziues and weckly veligious
and other papers.  We thank her, and through her the British
ana American Book and Tiact Society, which has for many
years past done, and is still doing noble woik for Christ. Only
the roll of eternity will be long enough to tell out all the good
done by the parent Religious ‘I'act Socicty, of London,
England.  The Lord progper.

Distributed since our last veport, in the Hospitals and Poor
House, 6,300 pages reading matter ; sent out 399 free copics of
Bups & Brossoss, cqual to 15,960 pages. Total 22,260 pages.

Papers sent for mission :—Mes, Herman, Mr, Iram Russell,
F. Smith, Mi. James Templeton, Miss Emily Smith, Mrs,
Corkum oand H. Payzaut, 1r. Gobiiel, Stanley Richiardson,
Yer Mis. J. Fiteh, from her mission school, Freddie and
Eumna Faris, Alfred Witherby, Carrie and Alice Rogers, Bruce
ana Clara Spencer.

Apples sent for mission :—Mrs. Margeson, 1 Lbl. MMrs.
McLane, grapes and caudies,

TaBseEkNACLE NoTEs.—* Praise God from whom all blessings
flow.” 0, that men would praise the Lord fur his goodness
aud His wondeiful worhs to the children of men)' On
Thenksgiving Day, as notified in circular enclosed last month,
we held a thunksgiving service and the envelope offering on
the plates sinounted to oue hundred dollars.  Sums sent befors
and since 1aised the total. The Juvenile Jubilee Singers added
much to the pleasure aud profit of the meeting. It had a
tendency to diaw out our thoughts and sympathies ag we
listenied to them. It showed the benefit of education ané the
power of song.  We felt that our sisters and the brethren who
have a long tume taught and maintained a Suuday School at
Afticville, have done, and are doing, real missiovary service
amongst the children of that little coloured settlement, and in
no wise will the sewmd be Jost. Our own choir rendered good
service. The people all seemed in an enjoyable wnd apprecia-
tive and liberal mood, with such an auwdience it is not hard to
give pleasure or meet suceess.

We thank God and take courage. This enabled us to pay
interest on lot, and save the interest on our accumulating fund,
towards paying off' the principal on moitgage. Our capital
grows slowly but then it is swely.

Exveiore Pratk Couirerion,—Elias Covey, $6.00; W.
Davies and Thos. Spry, Sr., §5.00 cach; M. Manuel and B.
Byers, $3.00 cach; Mr. snd Mis. %, S. Spry, Chawber
Blakley, Geo. Hurshman, J. K. Hubley, J. E ~—, 32.00 each;
two friends, $2.00; Stenley and Beatrice, $i.50; Mrs. Kraushy,
$1.25; Mrs, W. Davics, Abbic Glawson, Mrs DeWitt, Mrs.
Rbude, C. Blakley, A. Hubley, Emma Hubley, W. H. Teas,
B.J Hubley, The Lord’s Namwe be praised, Sopha Stephens,
Yours Truly, Mrs. J. K. Bublev, Mys. J. Bakes, Geo. Noonan,
C. Hubley, Sr, B. Byers, J. Barrowman, Friend, Mrs. Byess,
Mrs. J. Mason, Dr. DeWitt, Friend, 81.00 each.

Myrs. W. H. Teas, Emma Davies, E. H. Barnstead, E. Barn-
stead, Louisa Glawson, Mps. C. Humt, Frank Bany, Ms.
McPhee, E. Estane, E. AL, Davies, Minnie Covey, J. H. Bamn-
stead, James McEachern, Mary Davis, Mrs, C. Dickey, Mrs.
Horton, 50¢. each; seven friends, 50c. each ; James Brackit,
Friend, 40c. each; E, Webster, 35¢c.; Mrs. J. Blakley and
Yaupie Hurshman, 30c. each; Mrs. A. Myers, Miss Wilson,
Edith Byers, Nat Butler, Fizzie Dickie, Fanny Hughes, Min-
nie Baker, A. McCabe, Mis. Burgis, Lizzie Peddle, Minnie
McEachern, Lizzie Dickey, Mrs. Doyle, Bessie Deal, Effic G,
Percy H. Davies, Mrs, J. Davis, ‘E. Peddle, A. J. Davis, A.
Soldier, Stanley DeWitt, Arthur Hurshwan, 25c. ecach;
twenty-two friends, 25¢, cach.

Received by the Pastor before and since Envilope Plate
Collectivn. Thanksgiving Fund.—Mrs. Bennett, U. 8., $2.00;
M. Colin Covey, U. 8.3 $1.00; Mr. Robert Roome, $1.00;
Mr. G. McDonald, 25¢.; Mr. G. E, Forsyth, $4.00 ; Mrs. W.
Crowef $1.00; Mrs. Corkum, 50c. ; no nawe, 502, ;. A. McKay,

.

76¢.; L. Hunt, 25¢.; Minnie Huuter, 50c¢.; no name, 50c.;
Mrs. Flemming; C. A. McLane, $3.00; Mr. J. Gabriel, 26c.

. Fidus Achates writes: ¢ Being one of the Lord’s afflicted
and peor ones, it is nevertheless my desire to help, $1.00.”
From Ontario Mrs, J. C. Yule sends a beautiful thanksgiving
hymn, and a 81.00 from her mission box. She writes, I want
to hielp you, cannot continue B. and B. after the time paid for
by some kind fnend, or hardly cxpect them to remew, so
please discontinue, although reluctantly I write it. Sincerely
we hope yet, we shall have an order to continue, although we
have forgotten who sent the first subseription.

&zr Those who took up the collection found it hard to make
out names on the cnvelopes. We pive the list as far as we
can decipher, )

Encouragements.—A Jad once a play-mate of my son Ernest
writes from Pittsburg, Pa., U, S.:—¢“Enclcsed find a $5.00
bill, take for B. and B., which by the by is very interesting.
The balance use as you like in your mission work. Since
starting work, 1 concluded to give one tenth to Christ and his
cause. Yours seems to me very deserving.’ Mr. Philip
Myers gave $1.00 for the work. Mrs, W. Hubley sent us some
squash, Mrs. A. Hubley seut cucumbers. Miss L. Canavan a
dress for baby. JMr. Harris Reed a bavrel of apples. Last,
but not least, if we judge by weight, Mr. Gaston went fishing
and told the boys to calliwith their pony and trap to get 2
small fish or two. The largest weighed twenty Ihs. ~ Certainly
biggest and freshest the editor ever tasted.

The following having paid 81.00 in advance for Buds and
Blossoms, we credit each 25¢. to our mission work, N. B.
Eddie, Mrs. G. E! Forsyth, Miss A. J. Onderdonk, Cora
Groom, Mrs. J. G. Fitch, J. C. Merlin, Mrs. Anderson, Roda
P. Heusel, Mrs. Welsh, 40c.

&7 Prepare for Christinas Fancy Sale, Thurs-
day, December 16th,

We specially thank Mr. N. Butler for painting the columns,
a most decided improvewent and showing good taste. His
assistants, our brethrem, John and James McEachern also
t-ok no small paing to clean the gas-fittings.

Olive Lrancles,

Binrit—Oct. 231d, the wife of Mr. Joseph Perryman, of a
daughter.

Nov. 5th, the wife of Mr. Etter, of a daughter.

Nov. 9th, the wife of Mr. J. McCabe, a son. :

Ovange Blossoms,

Manrzen Nov. 20th, at the house of Captain Arnold, by Rev.
J. F. Avery, Leonard W. J. Harpel to Josephine Amold.

FADED LEAVES.
Diep Nov. 14th, the wife of John McCate.

Not often is it our sad experience so soon to visit the grave
aud to lay side by side mother aud child. On the 9th her
new born son was, after a brief life, Jaid in the tomb; to be
foltowed by the mother, with whom disease bad long struggled
for the mastery At the eaily age of £3, the young wife and
mother, after months of weariness and suflering, fell asleep.
Her hope in Christ was strong and bright.  When all thought
nature too worn and weak for utterance, she yose in bed, and,
in a strong elenr voice, with thrilling power sang,

* 1 am coming Lord,
Coming now to Thee;
Wash 1o, cleanso me, in the blood
‘That flows on Calvary.”

Reader, conld you say if the death chills were gathering, ag
she said, with the fullest confidence, 1 am coming Luvd,
coming now to Thee.” The grave lores its vietory over the
blood-washed. To them the sting of death is destroyed by
their risen Lord, Jesus the Christ.

Dixp Nov, 11th, Samuel Noble, aged 61.

For mauy years known and highly respected as 2 government
official, Treasurer of the Customs at Halifax. The immense
gathering at his funeral showed how a Christian can fill a
difficult and honored position, and so maintain his trust, as.to
gain the good-will and esteem of his fellow men. One remark
that specially pleaaiu%awas to liear a stranger say * they will
gis_s'hi(;n at the Sabbath School/* Friend, where would yot
he missed. '



¥oUu ARE A EIriiE Too EaAST, SIR,

AND OTHER SKETCHES.

HE very worst
thing that
ever befel

young Spratt was
" his being left a
bit of momey when his old grandfather Spratt died.
It wasn't very much, it is true, but it was too much,
nevertheless, for young Spratt’s balance. It turned
him quite topsy-turvy. I am not at all sure but that
he would have turned out pretty well in life if it
hadn’t been for that unforfunate money.

It had three very bad effects upon him, which I
will now proceed to relate.

In the fizst place, it made him lazy. * What's the
good of working when I can go a-playing?” he was
accustomed to say to himself and others. ¢ Grind,
grind, grind all the day long isn't the sort of life I
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shall ever fall in love with ; and the long and short of
the matter is, I shall turn gentleman, put my hands
in my pockets, and do nothing.”

In the second place, it made him proud. He was
independent, wasn’t he? He was a young man of
consequence therefore—somebody a bit above the
ordinary run, somebody worth looking at. Dear me!
how young Spratt did swell out. What airs he put
on, and how he tried to look down on everybody!
He was proud all over.

In the third place, it made him jast. Of course it
did. Whoever hearl of a young man who went in
for a' lazy life, and being “stuck up” to boot, who
kept straight ? Doing nothing very soon leads to doing
something, only that something will be something bad.
And so young Spratt soon found himself among fast
company, in fast places, and engulfed in fast ways.

1
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Now, when a young man is bent on going to the
bad, he will not find it a hard matter to accomplish.
There are plenty of people who will help him on,
and help him down. The devil himself will bo at
his elbow to “lend a hand,” and help him over the

stiles. A man never has so many helpers as when
he is going fast downhill. And so young Spratt
found.

And, moreover, when he once begins to go down he
gathers speed as ho goes. Every day, pretty nearly,
finds him increasing his pace, Beginning slowly at
first, he gets up more and more steam until the speed
becomes quite bowildering,

Poor young Spratt! He went so “fast ¥ that he
shot past church doors, and never by any mortal
chance could bring himself to stop and enter there.
And as for reading his Bible, or kneeling down and
praying as he used to do, he was much too fast a
young man for that. In fact, religion altogether was

.much too “slow” for fast young Spratt. Spinning
along at such a giddy pace, he very soon parted with
the last particle of anything in the shape of religion.
He left it all behind him, Mother, father, and sisters
hung on to young Sprati, to moderate, if possible, his
pace. But it was of no good. He shook them off
one and all, and left them weeping behind him, A
runaway horse was nothing to young Spratt, so
¢ fast ™ was he. .

Nevertheless, he stopped at last, and how he did it
T am now going to tell you.

There was an honest old watchmaker, a friend of
the family, who lived mnot very far from young
Spratt’ and who:had long been watching the young
man’s way§ ‘While others watched and laughed, he

watched and prayed, and hoped ihat the time would.

come to put the drag on young Spratt’s speed.
Well, the txme came, as it always does to those who
pray for it, and have patience to wait for it, and eyes
to see it when it does come,

One day the young man brought in his gold watch
to be examined and mended. It wouldn’t “go”
somehow, There was something wrong with it.

The old man saw his opportunity and wused it.
Opening the watch, and narrowly inspecting it, he
said, “You're a little too fast, sir.” There was more
than the words, however, for the tone of voice said
infinitely more. “You want to be cleaned, sir—
thoroughly cleaned. In fact, sir, you need to be
taken to picces and thoroughly overbauled. How
long have you been going so fast, sir?”

“I don’t quite know,” stammered young Spratt,
who saw the meaning of the old man’s words clearly
enough, but did not wish to scem to see it.

“Yes, sir,” continued the old watchmaker,
“ thoroughly cleaned, thoroughly overhauled, and piro-
perly regulated ; we'll make a good job of you yet.”

Young Spratt fled, leaving the watch in the old
man's hands,

But while he fled, he also thought.

“YWhat's the good of a watch that is too fast 7% he
said to himself. “And what's the good of a young
fellow who goes too fast? XNo good to anybody.
And I've been actually priding myself on being fast,
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‘Why, the watch might as well pride itself on being
too fast.

¢ Cleaned, overhauled, regulated” Ah, yes, pre-
cisely so; not rubbed up without, but °cleaned,
overhauled, and regulated’ within. That's it. I'm
wrong inside ; no doubt about that.

“And who’stodo it? The watchmaker is the only
one who can clean a watch, and my Makor is the only
Une who can do this for me, Dear me! what a long
time 1t is sinco I said my prayers or went to church.
I must seo to that, indeed I must.”

A fow days afierwards young Spratt called for his
watch,

It was quite ready. But when the old watchmaker
handed it to him, he said, * You're not too fast, sir,
now, I hope?”

Young Spratt was not quite so shy now, for he
answered, “I've ‘slowed down’ pretty much, and I
intend to ¢ slow down’ more still. I've been too fast,
God knows ; but, please God, I'll keop better time.”

“Thank Godl” said the old man ; “but be sure you
go to the Lord Jesus Christ. He’s the only One who
understands the ¢workings’ of your heart, and can
‘clean, overhaul; and regulate it.” Cleansed with His
precious blood, renewed by His Spirit, you'll ‘go™
oven better than this cleaned wateh,”

Lize. Charles Courtenay.

—_—*"-—_—-

GOLDEN THOUGHTS.

—We must not eat to be idle, but eat to labour:
labour that we may eat, and eat that we may labour,
—God’s refreshments must quicken us to God’s em-
ployments.

—Men_ that will not follow the commands, shall
want the comforts of Christ. If you will not follow
the light of direction, you shall want the light of
consolation.

. ~—Add meditation to hearing, practice to preaching;
when you have heard a sermonm, then go live a
sermon. ’

—1If thou hast a praying heart, thou wilt find a pray-
ing place and a praying time.

—God often makes us fatherless in respect of creature
reliefs, that we may be fatherless in respect of
creature reliance.

—1f Christ had not prayed for Peter, Satan had no%
only winnowed him like wheat, but blown him away
like chaff.

—Unbosom your hearts to the Lord if things go not
well ; in praiscs and thanksgivings, if things succeed
well.

—God’s people have often been alone in respect of
comfort, but never alone in respect of assistance,
—God would have His people judge of the lawful-
ness of their undertakings, not by works, but by
His Word ; not by providences, but by precepts ; and
this, that we may learn to live by faith, and not by
sense.

—Those of God’s soldiers who have been most fearful
in garrison have been most valiant in the field ; those
who have suspected their hearts most, who have been
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most humble, fearful, and jealous of themselves, have
proved most resolute and valiant when God hath
called them upon service.

—That you might not love the world, God suffers the
world to hate you; that you might be crucified to the
world, He suflers you to bo crucified in the world.
—Asg there is a curse hid in the best things to wicked
men, so thero is a blessing hid in the worst things to
God’s people.

—IHow many can say, I had not been so rich in
grace if I had not been so poor in gold., I had not
been so sound in soul, if I had not been so infirm in
body. If I had not lost so much of the creature, I
had not got so much of Christ !

—When God puts us to a lesser trouble, it is for our
greater good.

—A man’s harbour may sometimes be more dangerous
than the sca. Many have been lost in harbour who
‘would have been safe at sea, A tempesiuous sea is
ot so dangerous as an unsafe harbour.

——Christ is the Prince of Peace, but He isa conqueror
first ; where Christ doth not conquer and reign, there

look for no peace \vxth God, no peace with man.
From Dolton's t* Tossed Skip."

THOU FOOL.

MaN of intelligence, but of
a very sceptical turn
of mind, had had
many conversations
with his clergyman,
and was always stum-
bling at the doctrine
of the resurrection as a vexation
and plague to his reason. He
stumbled at that stumbling-block,
being disobedient. His clerical
friend did not succeed in reduc-
ing his scepticism, which pro-
cceded not so much from particular
difficulties and incredibilities in the
‘mystery before him, as from a proud, selfaelying
dependence, not upon God, but wpon his own reason.

At length for a long time they were separated.
The clergyman did not meet the sceptic for years.
Meanwhile the grace of God came into his heart,
and he was converted, and became as a little child.
All his scepticism departed, and now he listened
-only to God.

The first time he met his former friend after this
great change, the clergyman said to him, * Well,
nmy dear sir, and what do you think new of the
doctrine of the resurrection #”

“Oh, sir,” said he, “two words from Paul con-
quered me—*Thou fool!’ Do you see this Bible?”
(taking up a beautiful copy of the Scriptures, fastencd
vith a silver clasp) “and will you read the words
upon the clasp that shuts it ?”

The clergyman read, deeply engraven on the silver
<lasp : *“Thou fool}”

“There,” said his friend, “are the words that
conquered me ; it was no argument, no reasoning, no
satisfying my objections, but God convincing me
that I was a fool ; and thenceforward I determined I
would have my Bible clasped with those words,
‘Thou fool!’ and never again would come to the
consideration of its sacred mysteries but through
their medium, I will remember that I am a fool,
and God only is wise.”

How striking, how affecting was thist Ah1 this
is the way to come to God’s Word. Lot every man
put this clasp upon his Bible, *“Thou fool!” and
let him enter it, to sit at the feet of Jesus, and
learn of Him, just as a little child, remembering the
saying of David : “ The entrance of Thy word giveth
light ; it giveth understanding unto the simple.”

THE BIBLE.

FOUNTAIN ever springing,
N Where the wearied may repair
The heavy burden bringing

Of sin and of despair.

A hive of honeyed treasure,
Distilled fromm Eden’s bowers;
Where heaven-born hope, with pleasure,
May feed in wintry hours,

Drink for the soul that's thirsting,
Comfiort for those that fear,
Balm for the heart when bursting,

May all be gathered here.

What added boon is wdnting,
Thy blessing, Lord, must give,
The gift of faith by granting,

To read, believe, and live. Barton,

e @ BT § ¢ ———

THE FARM SERVANT'S PRAYER.

FARM servant in Yorkshire had been persuaded
to attend some religious services, in the course
of which he was deeply convinced of sin, and

led to trust in the Lord Jesus Christ for salvation.

It was a case of true conversion, and his altered
life showed at once the power of his new-found faith.

In nothing was the change more evident than i
the conscientious way in which he discharged all hie
duties to his master. He did more work than he had
ever done before, and he did it more thoroughly
Nothing was neglected, and nothing was done in that
careless, slip-shod fashion in which, it is to be feared,
too many servants do their work.

That is how it ought to be whenever a servant
professes to be a Christian. It is what the Apostle
Paul enjoined in his letter to the Lphesw.ns for,
addressing servants—and those servants, it is to be
remembered, were slaves—he exhorted them to render
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o their masters a constant and respectful obedience.
They were to do this, not only in their masters’ sight,
but in thiir absence, and with regard to matters about
which they were not likely to know anything what-
evor; and they were to do it because God required
it, and would be pleased with them for doing it. Herce
are the apostle’s own words : * Servants, be vbedient
to them that are your masters accoxding to the flesh,
with fear and trembling, in singloness of your heart,
ag unto Christ: not with eyeservice, as menpleasers ;
but as the servants of Christ, doing the wiil of God
from: tho heart; with good will doing service, as to
the Lord, and not {0 men : knowing that whatsoever
good thing any man doeth, the same shall ho receive
of the Lord, whether he be bond or free”

The master noticed the difference, ~nd of course ho
was greatly pleased to be served so faithfully ; but he
had no idea at all of the reason of the change, and he
wondered how it was. He had never given any
serious thought to relizion; and, besides, he was
not mnearly the steady
man he ought to have
been.

One evening a neigh-
bouring farmer liad gone
to spend an hour or
two with the lad's
master. The neighbour
was not 2 man whom is
was at all desirable for
the latter to have for
a companion or friend,
for he was addicted to
drink, and he was other-
wise unsatisfactory. The
lad knew all this, and
he could not help seeing
that the man was ex-
erting an evil influence
over his master, and
gradually leading him
far astray. It troubled
him greatly, but he did
not feel as though he could presume to say anything
about it to his muaster.

As the two men sat together, each over his glass,
the master said tv his neighbour, “I don’t know
what’s come over our Jem, but he attends to the
cattle and takes care of them as nobody did that I
ever had for a servant in all my life. I can’t under-
stand it a bit. And he spends such a lot of time
with them ; I many a time wonder what he finds to
do. He's there now.”

There was a little further talk on the subject, and
then it was proposed that they should go to the cattle-
shed and seo what he was about.

Drawing near to the shed, they heard a voice, and
at first they thought there was somebody with him.
As quietly as they could they drew still nearer, and
then they entered. They soon found that he was
alone, for he was speaking without a break, and nobody
replied to him. He was praying; and so absorbed
was he in the exercise that he never heard thew
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| approach, The cattle-shed was his “closet,” to which
he was in the habit of going that he might pray to
his “ Father in secret” He thought he could be
more alone there than anywhere olse,

Unaccustomed as these men were to prayer, they
speedily learnt how he was occupied, and they
were so far awed as to offer no interruption. Nor
did they go away immediately: thoy stood and
listened.

It was a simple-hearted, earnest prayer, the out-
pouring of his inmost soul. In his own broad ex-
pressive Yorkshire speech, ho uttered his requests to
God, evidently without the least suspicion that any-
body was listening, but as plainly without the shadow
of & doubt that God heard him,

First he prayed for himself, that he might be 2
good lad, and that God weuld help him to do his
duty to the cattle and to his master. Then he
prayed for his master, deploring that he was going
so far wrong, and that his neighbour, whom he
named, and who, he
said, was by far the
worse of the two, had
so much iniluence over
him. Would the Lord
deliver him? Then he
prayed for the neighbour
too, that God would
convert him,

That prayer went
home to the heart of
one of the men. I
was his master. There
had been thus revealed
to him tho secret of the
lad’s new life, and the
spring of his faithful
service. It was his
religion. Before very
long he learnt to pray
for himself, and, like
his servant, he became
a true Christian,

‘Whether or not any good influence was exerted on
the mind of the neighbour, we have not heard. Let
us hope, however, that the remembrance of the prayer
which was offered for him on the night of which we
have spoken may lead him to seek his own salvation,
and to live a new and better life.

But let this be specially noted: It is not likely
the lad’s master would have been greatly moved by
hearing his servant pray for him if the lad’s conduct
had not been in keeping with his prayers. So we say
to all servants who have masters or mistresses whom
they would like to see brought to the knowledge of
Christ, whilst you pray for them daily and 2:nestly,
which we hope you will not fail to do, take care
that you render to them such faithful service, that
they shall be in no doubt at all that your religion is
sincere. Who can tell? They may thus be led,
without your ever saying to them a single word about
Christ, to seek for themselves His  great salvation.”

5. 6
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WHICH /S THE LIKELIEST?

o RANDPAPA,” said my little grandson to me one
day lately,  how long do you think I shall

live? Shall Iover be as old as you ?”

“I eanmot toll you,” I replied, “No one knows
but God. You may die whilst you are only a little
boy, or you may live to be an old man, People die,
you know, at all ages. But you may live—and I
hope you will—to be as old as Tam, and a great deal
older.”

“Do you think, grandpapa,” ho asked, *“that I
might live & hundred years longer$”

*A hundred years!” Isaid. “That is a very long
time. How old would you be if you were to live till
then ¢”

“I am six now, grandpapa,” he said;

the Lord Jesus Christ—their spirits enter at onco into
the presence of the Saviour in heaven, They bid
farowell for ever to sorrow and care ; but unspeakably
better even than that, delightful as it is, they are
freed evermore from sin, which is the one great source
of all misery ; every holy aflection is quickenced, and
they render to the Lord a perfect service, which knows
no weariness, and which will never end. When the
fivst Christian martyr, Stephen, was dying, it was his
assured hop~ that he should be received at onca into
the presence of Jesus. So, too, the Apostle DPaul
believed that to dic was * gain,” and that, departing,
ho would go “to be with Christ,” which was “far
better.” A hundred years hence, then, you may be
before the throne of the Lord Jesus Christ in heaven,
gladdened by His smile, the companion of angels and

¢ that would make a hundred and six.”

“I have heard of people,” I replied,
“who lived to be asold as that; but I
do not think that either you or I shall
live so long.”

“But we shall be living somewhere,
grandpapa,” he asked, “shan’t wo§”

“Yes, George,” I answered. ¢ You know
itis only the body that dies. Our spirits
will still live, We shall be either with
the Lord Jesns Christ in heaven, or clse we
shall be with fallen angels and bad people
in that place where there is no hope.”

“I know all that, grandpapa,” he said,
thoughtfully and slowly ; “but which is the
likeliest ?” And he repeated the question,
 Which is the likeliest?”

It was a child’s question; but who does
not know that children, in their imperfect
way, often ponder questions of the most
solemn moment? Of all questions we could
agk, there is none which concerns every
one of us more deeply than that, for it
involves our everlasting destiny.

Has it ever struck you to ask, reader,
“ ‘Where shall I be a hundred years hence?”
The next hundred years will roll away,
bearing with them changes in the fortunes of
the world of which no man has the faintest
idea ; but this is cerfain—that you will not

|

be here to witness them, T.ong before then you will |

be smitten with your last sickness, or else, worn out
with age, the powers of life will die out, and that
frame which is now so vigorous will be borne to
‘the house appointed for all living.”

But you will be still living. Your spirit, which is
the nobler part of your being, will never die. What-
ever your character, good or bad, whether you are a
servant of God or a servant of the devil, your spirit is
immortal. This i3 not so much affirmed i.. Scripture
as assumed-—assumed in every promise of everlasting
life, and assumea in every threat of everlasting
death.

Where, then, will you be a hundred years hence ?

‘We can tell you where you may be. When good
men die—and by good men we mean true followers of

of apirits ransomed, like yourself, from everlasting
death, your present dim and imperfect views of Divine
truth exchanged for a perfect knowledge, and you
may be uniting with the countless multitudes of the
saved in celebrating the praisesof redeeming love.

That is where you may be. But then you may not
be there; for all who dis do not go to be “ with
Christ.” If not * with Christ,” then where ?

There is one of our Lord’s parables, the mosé
sulemn and impressive of all the parables, which
may help us to find an answer to this question—it is
that of the rich man end Lazarus. It describes the
rich man, whilst his brothers were still living on earth,
as in hell, lifting up his eyes, being in torments. If
the parable teaches anything, it surely teaches this :
that just as the saved enter at once inte perfect

5
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Dlessedness, so the impenitent and unforgiven sinner
passes at once to ‘““his own place of retribution and
woe.”

Now which of these, think you, is the more likely?

“The precious blood” which the Lord Jesus shed
on the cross cleanses the soul from all its guilt ; and
as soon as the contrite sinner believes in Christ, he is
freely and entirely forgiven. Butmore isneeded than
forgiveness. They must all be holy whoare admitted
to heaven; but the Lord Jesus sends IHis Holy Spirit
into the heart which believes in IHis great sacrifice,
that 1le may renew its desires and affections, deliver
it from the love of sin, and make all things new.
The man who is thus forgiven and renewed becomes,
in consequence of his forgiveness and renewal, a child
of God ; and to all who thus become 1lis sons the
Lord promises the everlasting inheritance of heaven.

“Thank God,” some reader says, *it is long since
I trusted in Jesus, and I trust Him now. Yam a
poor frail creature still, and the Lord has a great
work to do in my soul before I am altogether like
Himself; but I do feel that the Holy Spirit has
renewed my heart, and I can ery, ‘Abba, IFather!?”

Can you indeed say that? Then you have good
reason to hope that a hundred years hence, and for
ever, you will be “with Christ.”

Do you feel that you cannot say that? We
shudder to think of you as lost; but if you live and
die without Christ there is no alternative. And yet
we are most willing to hope that it is the ¢ likeliest ”
you will still be numbered with thesaved. You have
heard much of Jesus ; many prayershave been offered
for you ; and you have often been melted as you have
heard of His love. Come, end all doubt and indeci-
sion ; believe and live.

[ S S

CAREY'S FIRST BAPTISM.

1ma1aM Caney thus deseribes the baplism:

“29th December, 1500—yesterday was a

day of great joy. I had the happiness

to desecrate the Ganges by baptising the first Hin-

doo, viz., Krishna. The river runs just before our

gate, in front of the house, and I think is as wide

as the Thames at Gravesend. We intended to

have baptised at nine in the morning, but, on ac-

count of the tide, were obliged to defer it till

nearly one o'clock, and it was administered just after
the English preaching.

¢ The Governor and a good number of Furopeans
were present.  Drother Ward preached a sermon in
Inglish from John v. 39, ¢Search the Seriptures.’
We then went to the waterside, when I addressed the
people in Bengali, after having sung a Bengali trans-
lation of “Jesus, and shall it ever be,’ and engaging
in prayer.

¢ After the address I administered the ordinance to
Krishna. At half-past four I administered the Lord’s
Supper, and a time of real refreshing it was.

“Thus, you sce, God 8 making way for us and
giving success to the word of His grace. We have
toiled long and met with many discouragements, but
at last the Lord has appeared for us.?
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Joymooni, Krishna's wife’s sister, was the fivst
lengali woman to be baptised, and Rasoo, his wifo,
soon followed. Gokool was kept back for a time by
his wife, omal, who fled to her father’s, but Krishna
and his family brought in first the husband, then the
wife, whose simplicity and frankness attracted the
migsionaries.

Unna, theivr widowed friend of forty, was also
gathered i, the first of that sad host of victims to
jrahmanical . cruelty, lust, and avarice to whom
Christianity has ever since offered the only deliver-
ance, Of 124,000,000 of women in Indiz in 1881
no tewer than 21,000,000 were returned by the census
as widows, of whom 669,000 were under nineteen
years, 286,000 were under fifteen, and 79,000 were
under nine, all figures undoubtedly within the
appalling truth, Jeymooni and Unna at once became
active missionaries among their countrywomen, not
only in Serampore, but in Chandernagore and the
surrounding country.

- o

AFTER MANY DAYS.

;]Eno.\t the commencement of the Dechwana Mis-
sion in 1816, for a period of more than ten
years, not a ray of light shot across the gloom

to cheer the hearts of the missionaries. A dull and
stolid indifference reigned; the Batlaping would talk
of any ordinary subject, and were willing to avail
themselves of the presence of the white people in
their country for any temporal advantage that might
be within their reach; but the moment a wor. was
said about Divine things their ears seemed to become
deaf at once, and they would walk away determined
to have nothing to do with that foolishness.

The darkness was long and gloomy heyond com-
parison, but there was no wavering of faith, There
were times, indeed, when the brethren Hamilton and
Moffat wese cast down and disposed to ery with the
prophet, “ Who hath believed our report?” and to
ask, “Is this the right path?” but there was one
member of the mission who never faltered. She
would but fall back on the promises of the unchange-
able God, and say, “ We may not live to see it, but
the awakening will come as surely as the sun will
rise to-morrow.”

On one occasion she reccived a letter from her
friend, Mrs. Greaves, of Sheflield, asking if there
was anything of use which could be sent. The
answer of Mary Moffat was, “ Send us a Communion
service ; we shall want it some day.”

At that time there was no glimmer of the dawn,
and in the course of the two or thiee years which
it took with their slow communications to get that
request of faith fulfilled, an even thicker darkness
overspread the sky, and the sorest cross of all was
a rumour which came that doubis were beginning
to be felt at home about the use of going on with the
Bechwana Mission ; but they held on.

In the year 1827 there began to be a sorb of
change, almost like that change in the sky even
before the dawn, which is familiar to watehers in the
night. In 1829 a2 marvellous awakening began.



It came, as such things do, without any visible
exciting cause.  There was a wave of tumultuous
and simultaneous enthusiasm.

In a few months the whole aspect of the station
had changed. The meeting-house was crowded before
the service had begun. Heathen songs and dancing
ceased, and everywhere were to be heard instead the
songs of Zion, and the outpouring of impassioned
prayers. The missionaries were beset even in their
own houses by those who were seeking fuller
instruction. The moral condition of the community
rapidly improved.

The two brethren who witnessed this change were
sober-minded hard-headed Scotchmen, by disposition
not willing to lend themselves to any movement
which might seem to have the taint of mere sensa-
tionalism. It was only after careful examination
that from the many who pressed forward they selected
some six to receive the rite of baptism.

Few can enter into the feelings which must have
animated the hearts of the missionary band when
they first sat down with that little company at the
table of the Lord. On the day preceding this
memorablu oceasion in the history of the Bechwana
Mission, a box arrived which had been long on the
road from England. Tt contained the Communion
vassels for which Mary Moffat had asked nearly three
years before. From the Lites of Robert and Mary Mogat.

—— et o

THE SYMPATHY OF CHRIST.

RE you in trouble, or have you ever been
in trouble? Then you know the blessing
of sympathy. Xven when our friends can

do nothing to help us, it is still a great comfort
to us to have their sympathy.

There is in the world a great deal of sympathy,
much more than we sometimes think,

When Mungo Park, the African traveller, was in the
wilds of Africa, he came to « village where he was
kindly welcomed for the night in a mative hut.
Early in the morning, he was aroused by the noise of
women grinding corn, and by the sound of their
voices as they sang at their work. .As he listened,
he found they were singing about himself, and what
they sung was something like this: “Poor man!
he has no wife to grind his corm, no one to
cover him as he lies down to sleep, nobody to tend
him when he is sick.” And it was very cheering to
him to think that there were such kind hearts, even
in savage .\frica.

How much more deeply thankful should we be that
we live in a land where men’s hearls are softened by
the Gospel of the Lord Jesus Christ, and where their
sympathy is so much kinder than in places where the
Gospel is unknown.

But no mere human sympathy is perfect.  People
aro often so much occupied with their own {roubles
and cares that they can searcely find time to think of
ours; and, besides, they may know nothirg at all
about the things which try us most, and nothing, or
very little, about what wo feel.
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Thero is, however, a sympathy which is wholly
perfect—that of the Lord Jesus Christ. 1lle is the
Lord of angels, the Maker and Lord of the whole
universe, the Son of God. Though e sits on the
throne of heaven, He looks down on poor, frail, erring,
suffering men with the kindest sympathy.

Nearly nincteen hundred years ago He came down
from heaven in order that He might take on Him our
human nature. *God made Him to be sin for us, who
knew no sin ; that we might be made the righteous-
ness of God in Him.” Christ took our human nature
that He might know, by His own personal experience,
our feelings, our temptations, our wants, our griefs ;
and now, though He iz s¢ higzhly exalted, He has for-
gotten nothing of all He thus learnt about us,

You havo read about Him in the Gospels, how
kind HMe was to everybody, but especially to the
needy and the suffering. Never was any man so
strong in spirit, and never was woman more tender.
He had compassion on the multitude, and He wrought
a great miracle in order that He might feed them.
When the sick and palsied were taken to Him, He
healed them every one. How kindiy Hespoke to the
woman who washed His feet with her tears! IHe
wept at the grave of Lazarus ; and how lovingly e
comforted his sistersin theirsorrow! These are only
a few instances of His most fender sympathy. Take
your New Testament again and read it, and you will
find a great many more. And He is just as kind and.
pitiful to-day as He was in the days of His carthly
life.

This sympathy of Christ is shown to all kinds of
people, not only to the great, but even to the very
lowlicst—-to the loncly widow as she sits in her poor
cottage ; to the aged, the sick, the bereaved; to the
shepherd on the moor ; to the shipwrecked sailor ; to
the emigrant in a strange land ; to the prisoner in his
cell ; to those who are just about to die. He sees and
knows them every one, and He knows all about them—
all their circumstances, all their cares, all their tears,
their inmost hearts. He can do this because He is
not only human but Divine—the Son of God as well
as the Son of Man.

He thus sympathises with us always, There is
nothing fitful about this sympathy—as there is so
often about that of our fellow-men. Even though
we may grieve Him by our unbelief, and waywardness,
and sin, He does not cease to care for ug, and to pity
us.

Nor is the sympathy of Christ in any case a barren
sympatby. There are people who say they sympa-
thise, but who never help; and there are sometimes
those who sympathise with us very kindly, and who
would help us if they could, but who are altogether
unable. But He has all power in heaven and on
carth ; the holy angels are all His servanty, and Ho
sends them on errands of Jove to men; and He is
always ready to give to us His own Holy Spirit.

Go to Him, then. Tell Him all your nced and all
your grief. He cares for you; He hears you; He will
not fail to help you. “Let us therefore come boldly
to tho throne of grace, that we may obtain merey,
and find grace to belp in time of need.” s.6.

P
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HOW OLD ARE YoU ?

« qHO\\' old are you?"” said a woman to an aged

& mar, who was standing by a shop door

leaning upon two sticks. As I was going

by at the time, I lingered a little to hear the old man’s

reply.  “T shall be fourscore,” said he, “if I live till
next Easter.”

There seemed to be nothing remarkable in the
question, “How old are you?” and yet I could not
help thinking of it as I walked on. Many a word
drobped by the wayside has been picked up and
pondered on with advantage in an after hour: let
me then, reader, ask you,

Are you stety or sevenfy? Do you answer, Yes?
Then I hope that while your fect are on the carth,
your cyes and your hert are fixed upon heaven. Is
it necessary to remind you that your days are drawing
to a close, that your life is as a spider's web? “The
days of our years are threescore years and ten: and
if by reason of strength they be fourscore years, yet
iz their strength labour and sorrow ; for it is soon cut
off, and we fly away.” Death is at the very door.
Flee from the wrath to come, and ponder on the
passage, *‘Dlessed are the dead which die in the
Lord.”

But if to the question, “How old are you?” you
an give the same reply
as the old man did, “I

“ How old are you t”

Are gou tvn? Because
Jf you are, you have ten
thousand sins to repent
of, and ten thousand
mercies to be grateful for.
What a thought! Did
you ever think of it before?
If net, it is worth your
while to think of it now,
and very seriously too,
bearing in wind that youth
is the time to serve the
Lord ; that a good begin-
ning bids fair to be fol-
lowed by a good ending;
that *Dust thou art, and
unte  dust shalt thou
return,” and that “We
shall all stand before the
Jjudgment-seat of Christ.”

v yon tircaty  or
tharty 7 If so, you have
still more sins to foraake,
and morc mercies thank-
fully to acknowledge. You
ar¢ in the meridianof your
day, the prime of your
life. If you have allowed
your youth to pass unim-
proved, run no further
risk, try to make amends
for the past. Upand be
doing ; 221l upon the name
of the Lord. Though you
forget a thousand things,
never forget that “It is appointed unto men once
to die, but after this the judgment.”

Are you Jurty or Jirty?  If this be the ease, there
i3 no time to lose. You must look about you,
Iest the shadows of might overtake you. What
have you done for the glory of God? What am
you doing? What do you intend to do? More
than half your life is gone by, even though your
days should be long in the lamd. Xf you have not
yet made up your mind to forsake sin, and to cling
to the cross of the Redeemer, think of the following
passage: “The wages of sin is death, but the giit of
God is eternal life, through Jesus Christ our Lord.”
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shall Ve finirscore if 1 Iive
till nest Yaster,” you are
quite beside yourself if
you are not daily looking
forward to eternity. XNot
only with your mouth, Lut
with your heart you should
say, “Therc is but a
step between me  and
dvath” If you have not
long ago fled for refuge
to the cross, and obtained
merey from the Saviour
of sinners, go now, vven
at the eleventh hour;
think of the innumerble,
the heaped-up  transgres-
sions of your youth, your
manhooq, and old age!
Lose not a day, an hour, a
moment, in applying {e
Him who “is able to save
them to the uttermost that
come unto God by Him."

— o
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GOLDEN TEXTS.
A Day of Reckon-

ing.—Men may cheer
themselves in the morn-
ing, and they may pass
on tolerably well, per-
haps, without G-d at

poon ; but the cool of the

' day is coming, when God will come down to talk

with them. Ceci.
Get Understanding.—There is no knowledge to
be compared with the knowledge of God; no knowledge
of Godcomparabletothe knowledge of God as reconciled
in Christ ; no knowledge of Christ to be compared
with the knowledge of His love ; nor any knowledge
of His love to be compared with that knowledge of
it which subdues our hearts to His obedience, trans-

i forms our couls into His likeness, and mises up the

soul to aspire after His enjoyment. Thus it s that
“we joy in God, through our Lord Jesus Christ, by

. whom we have now received the atonement.”
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Saved by the breeches-buoy.
114 7e .
ﬂ..\'b so it came to pass that they escaped all

/AR safo toland.” That word “so” is our text.

If you tumn to your Dibles (Acts xxvii. 44)
you will there see what the “so " means. In fact, the
verse tells us: * Some on boards some on broken
picees of the ship, and so "—clinging hold of spars,
hanging on to boards, gripping bits of the vessel, so
they came all safe to land.

Some fow years since, I was on the east coast, and
L had an opportunity of sceing the life-saving appara-
FrienoLy Greerings. Ho. 315.

tus in full swing ; not that there was an actual wreck,
but my good friend, Captain Clarke, said, “We will
have a sort of review ; it will be good practice for the
nien, and it may interest you” So I am going to
use the life-saving apparatus of the Doard of Trade
as illustrating this word * s0.”

Now the very first thivg nccessary is that the
alarm should be given. The ceastguardsman is
walking along his solitary beat, listening and looking.
I think I can sce him as he stands and listens ; he is
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bt the blackness is so great ho can scarcely make
out whether he is mistaken or not ; suddenly it is
beyond all Jdoubt, for with a crash she ison. I can
imagine how he comes up to the door of the house
where the captain of the division lives, and gives a
thundering knock at the door.  * What's the matter,
Tom?” cries a voice. “Ship ashore, sir,” replies the
man, IHow quickly that is telegraphed along, and
the whole town is awake in three or four minutes,
with groups of women, who turn out even at the
dead of night, half clad, no matter how cold the
wagther,  “ Ship ashore ” rouses everyhody.

All around abovt our sanctuaries, and up and down
our streets, there are human ships ashore.  Allabout us
there are ships ashore. What I want to ask my
heart and yours is this, “Docs the ery awaken the
=ame enthusiasm in God’s Church that it does in swh
a town as .\ldeburgh in Sufiolk, where I saw what
T am .trying to describe? Doces the Church of God
realise that it is its duty to buckle to and say with
the \Apostle Paul, Dy all means save some?”

Well, now what is the next thing to do ufter the
alam is given? Why, the great cart, kept for this
very purpose, is dragged out down ‘o the shore, I
think I am correct in saying that there is everything
inside that care that can possibly be needed. They
don't wait until they hear there is a ship ashore to
@o and stock it. It is always kept ready; not only
are the ropes, and the rockets, and the pulleys there,
but I believe flasks of restoratives are also prepared
for the half-drowned, so that when they have the
cart on the scene they have everything.

I stuod close by the door of the building when tke
o1y was raised, and in a moment what a rush there
was for it. Long ropes were attached to that cart,
and along the ropes were several loops; and how
quickly we put our heads through these loops—every-
body seemed to want to have a hand in the business.
O we dashed, and ran over the sand hillocks just
as though we had been on a macadamised road. We
ran it down to the beach, and then out came ail the
contents ; and there was every necessary appliance
perfectly ready.

And now all the things were handed out; and
then came the firing of the rocket. We all step
back; there is a smouldering for 2 fow moments, and
then—sh-—sh—out rushes the fire, and as the rocket
Hlew T could hear the rattle, rattle, rattic of the line
it carried out of the box. I could not help shouting,
“Well done!” as I zaw the line drop over the very
place where it oughtto go.  Now I ask you, Of what
value was that rocket of itself? None whatever, save
ouly as it carried the rope. That rocket was not
fired off in order to please little boys, or celebrate a
Fifth of November: it was not intended to be a
pyrotechnical display at all. Do you think that
when there 1s a <hip going {o picees out there, and
nien and women are crying for lielp, do you think
the coastguardsmen fire off vockets in order toseean
multitude of moementary stars in the sky? No, 1t is
the rope the rocket cariivs, that is all; and when it
lias carried the rope, who thinks of the rocket? It
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was all burnt out, and the stick was charred. I saw
it afterwerds. 1t had been lying there on the beach
all night; no onc had thought of the rocket; why
should they; It had carried the line, it had done
its work, and it had burnt itself out; and I am
not ashamed to say that for a moment my eyes got
rather dim, and I prayed: * Lord, make me some-
thing after this sort; teach me how to carry a line
unto the perishing; and if by some means or
another I am: able to carry the line from the shore
over the wreck, what does it matter if the old rocket
is burnt out and forgotten 2 *

The first thing, then, you seo, is that communica-
tion must be established, You know what comes
next. This thin but strong line is gripped now by
the men on board of that stranded vessel, and they
begin to haul it in; and as they do that, they pull
oub to themselves what the sailors call the epdless
line, and what is called the ¢ breeches-buoy.”

When that breeches-buoy or cradle is run out over
that taut cable, the men on that vessel have to do
something : they have to get in it. I dare say there
i3 someone sitting in this chapel to-night who has
known what it s to be in that breeches-buoy, with
the sea rolling and roaring underneath, and he just
swinging in that cradle, and trusting to a salvation
outside himself. Well, now what would be the good
of those men on the vessel saying, *That is a very
nice-looking breeches-buoy indeed, and we quite
believe that cable is strong enmough to bear us, if we
were to get into it ; and we believe that those people
on the shore are quite willing and strong enough to
pull us to land, if we did get into it3”

No good at all. They have to believe not only
about it, but in it. You sec they have no footing of
their own, they have no ground to put their fect on ;
underneath there is nothing but the deep; and those
men might say, concerning that rope, “I do trust
thee, trust thee with myself.” Nothing less than
belief in it will do.

Do you know I would give anythingif some of you
were to see the difference between believing about
and Lolieving on. You may believe about Christ,
but that won’t save you, you have to believe on Him,
Let me give you a very simple illustration. There is
a man in the sea, and a life-belt is thrown out to him.
Ho says, “I believe that is a splendid belt ; I believe
it is real cork there, and no shoddy work in that,
and I beliove that if I were to just duck and put my
head through it and my arms over it, it would be
able to support me; I believe all about that life-belt.”
Yes, and as he believes all about it he goes down
with 2 gurgle. But here, there is another who puts
his arms through it, and says, rejoicing, “I believe on
it, I believe on it.” If is believiog on that saves,
Why, you find that term some three dozen times in
John’s Gospel. It is “believe on” the Son of God.

Before I came here to-day I had a strange oxample
of stupid unbelief. Would you believe it, I have
had a cheque for £90 lying at my house all day, and
I can’t get @ man to come and take it away ! I wrote
a letter this morning, and I said, “Dear Sin—Will
you please come round to my house before twelve
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o'clock? I want to sce ou on very singular, very
important, and what I can assure you will be most
pleasing business to you.”

Well, I sent one of my agents round with it, and
the man looked at the letter, and said, “I don't
Lknow, I think it's a hoax, I shan’t go round. He
says it will be very pleasant business ; how am I to
know it will be very plessant business? I don’t
believe it.”

So he said to my agent, I donw’t believe it.”

Dut my agent replied, “Oh, I can assure you Mr.
Brown would not write a letter like that if he had
not meant what he says.”

“No, I won’t believe it,” he said ; and all the day
there has been £90 waiting for that man, and he
won’t come through unbelief. There is 2 man
within fifteen minutes’ walk of this chapel for whom
£90 is waiting, and he cannot have it beeause he
won't come and fetch it. Ah, you smile, but thero
is salvation, howneartous? Within fiftcen minutes?
Ay, at your very side ; Paul says it is as near as if
it were in thy very mouth. Why don’t you take it,
man? Why don’t you receive it? Cannot you see
there is God’s cradle of salvation run right out to the
very side of thy stranded ship? Step into it and
trush if.

And then, in conclusion, there was the landing.
How we all pulled at those ropes. It was not simply
calling them in, but hauling them in. Is not that
what God’s Church ought to be doing always?
Pleading at the prayer-meetings, and laying hold of
men and constraining them with holy violence. Oh,
for consecrated men and women, who will run and say,
“ Give me your hand, let me give you the last lift.”

‘We greatly want some Barnabas to introduce souls
into our churches. I remember hearing of a young
Norwegian who was thus brought off He was
drenched to the skin, and the ice was on his beard,
but the next moment after he was ashore he had his
Jjacket off and was pulling like a giant to get some-
body else in. That is what it should be—first saving
yourself, and then seeking to save others.

Dear friend, are you safe? Con you say, “By
the grace of God I am saved”? May you be able to
say it now! I know He has saved me, and I know
Heis willing to save you; and all He asks at your
hand is this, “Will you trust Me? will you trust
Me?” Behold Christ as thy Saviour ; just rest on
Him, even as the man despairing of salvation by
stopping on the wreck steps into the cradle and
says, “X am going to leb this save me” So by one

single step of faith go to Christ ; rest on Him, and thou

shalt be saved.
we all shall escape safe to land.

every one of you for His name's sake !
Rev. Archilbald G. Brota,

And so it shall come to pass that :
May God save :

ARE YOU SAD?
(,b‘ﬂ“'o dark forebodings fill your mind? Is all
) around you mantled as with a gloomy pall
C&>  Does no opening appear through the donse
covering which seems to have overspread the heaven
of your soul? .ire you ready to despair? What is
the grand secret of all this? Either you have never
known God, or you have forgotten Him. *God is
love "—Jove to the most guilty and self-destroyed, as
well as to the holy and happy. He is love to you.
His whole heart of compassion gathers in Divine
intorest around you. Your soul is more precious to
Him than ever was .Absalom to David—than ever
Wwas man to man.

“No tender parent’s melting breast
Longs like your God’s to make you blest.”

LEither you have never known this, or you have
forgotten it for the time. You have overlooked the
fact that He who was willing to endure the bloody
sweat of Gethsemane, and to bear the curse of the
cross, is still the same, and as willing to aid and bless
you now as He was willing to die for you then.
Lay your cross upon Him. Look up to Him as He
is—your infinitely kind, your best Friend. Remember
what He feels, and what He has done for you, and
your darkness will be turned into day.

— )-GO

THOUGHTS TO THINK ABOUT.

—To have what we want is riches, but to be able to
do without is power. Denald Graat.

—Slippery places may fling up the heels of great
giants, and little temptations may overthrow rell-
grown Christians. Lee.

~—Do not wait till you be holy ere you cast your
confidence on the Saviour; but cast your confidence

on Him now, and you shall be made holy.
Dr. Chalmers,

Now do I gather strength and hope anew,
For well I know Thy patient love perceives
Not what I did, but what I strove to do;
And though the full ripe cars are’sadly few,
Thou wilt accept my sheaves.

—1In speaking of the Spirit, Christ uses the simile of
the wind. You know the wind always blows towards
a vacaum. If we can make a vacuum in our hearts
the Holy Spirit will fill them. A. J. Gondon.

Daily living scemeth weary

To the one who never works;
Duty always seemeth dreary

To the one who duty shirks.

Only after hardest striving
Cometh sweet and perfect vest;
Life is found to be worth living

To the one who does hiz best.
C. M. Sheldoi.
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DOUBTING CASTLE.

N ow there was, not far from the place where
&j\ they lay, a castle, called Doubting Castle,

the owner whereof was Giant Despair, and
it was in his grounds they were now sleeping.
Wherelore he, getting up in the morning early, and

€0 cade

walking up and dcwn in his grounds, caught Christian .f
Then with a grim |
and surly voice he bid them awake, and asked them !

and Hopeful asleep in his fields,

whence they were, and what they did in his grounds.
They told him they were pilgrims, and that they had
lost their way. Then said the giant, ¢ You have this
night trespassed on me by trampling in, and lying on
my grounds, and therefore you must go along with
me.”  So they were forced to go, because he was
stronger than they. They also had but little to say,
for they knew themselves in fault. The giant, there-
fore, drove them before him, and put them into his
castle, into a very dark dungeon, nasly and stinking
to the spirits of these men. Here, then, they lay
from ‘Wednesday morning to Saturday night, without
one bit of bread or drop of drink, or light, or any to
ask how they did.  They were, therefore, here in evil
case, and were far from friends and acquaintances.
Now in this place Christiin had double sorrow,
because it was through his uradvised haste that they
were brought into this distress.

“Well, on Saturday, about midnight, they began
to pray, and continued in prayer till almost break of
day.

 Now a little before it was day, good Christian,
as one half amazed, brake out into this passionate
speech : ¢ What a fool, quoth he, am I, to lie ina
stinking dungeon, whenI may as well walk at liberty !
I have a key in my bosom called Promise, that will,
I am persuaded, open any lock in Doubting Castle.
Then said Hopeful, ¢ That’s good news: good brother,
pluck it out of thy bosom and try.’

“Then Christian pulled it out of his bosom, and
began to try at the dungeon-door, whose bolt as he
turned the key gave back, and the door flew open
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with ease, and Christian and Hopeful
both came out.”

It is not necessary that every
Christian pilgrim should pasy some
time in Doubting Castle. Doubts
and fears are not a necessary, though
they are a very common, part of
Christian experience. We find some
¢ of the Old Testament saints, such as
the writers of the Psalms and the
" llook of Lamentations, complainit.,
* of the thich darhness which cutie
=~ between their souls and God, when
He hid from them the light of His
countenance. Weo find them speaking
of being brought into great trouble
and heaviness ; of their souls being
shut up in prison; of the watems
having closed over their heads; of
their sinking in “deep mire where
there is no standing;” of their heart being *sore
pained ¥ within them, and “the terrors of death”
having fallen upon them.

But, though 'such experiences are common, we
have no Scripture authority for saying that they are
necessary. On the contrary, God’s Word declare.
that “the path of the just is as the shining
light, that shineth more and more unto the perfect
day;” and again, “He that followeth Me shall
not walk in darkness, but shall have the light of
life.”

When, therefore, Christians losc their peace of mind
and assurance, the fault is theirs, not God's. The
way is still open; the promises are still sure. God
hath not ¢ forgotten to be gracious.” He “abideth
faithful.” Probably it is the wilful indulgence of
some favourite sin, some spiritual sloth in prayer o
watching, or the neglect of the means of grace, that
has caused this season of doubt. These things bring
a cloud between God and the soul, and cause His face
to be hidden, so that the Christian cannot find Himn,
or realise His presence, and so goes mourning all the
day.

¢ Hast thou not procured this unto thyself, in that
thou hast forsaken the Lord thy God, when He led
thee by the way?”

Reader, are you, from whatever cause, in anxious
doubt and fear about your own salvation? Take all
your anxiety to God. in prayer; spread it before His
throne of grace. So long as you keep silence and
refrain from prayer, you cannot expect relief. Buf
there lie scattered over the pages of Holy Scripture
promises, which, as stars in the midnight sky, are
purposely put there by God to give light to the
Christian pilgrim in seasons of spiritual darkness.
Turn, then, these promises into prayers, and if you
are earnestly seeking through Christ the salvation of
your soul, He who has borne your sins and carried
your sorrows will say to you by Iis Holy Spirit,
“0 thou of little faith, wherefore didst thou doubt?”
 He that believeth in Me, thongh he were dead, yet
shall he live: and whosoever liveth and belioveth in
Me shall never die.”
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ALL FOR LOVE.

22oor fellow! T supposo it was partly his bring-

E ing up, and partly the trouble that came after-

wards, but it was terrible to see a man so hard

and shut-up like as Sam Parsons was, for I beliove

lie neither had a bit of love in his own heart, nor

believed in it in any onc else—he seemed cold as ice.
He had served his time

| plucked up courage to try whother asking a favour of
him would have a better effect than otfering him one.
“I beg your parden,” she said ; “but if it wouldn't
be making too bold, I thought I'd ask if you could

| kindly spare time to do me a favour ¢”
i Whether it was that he was taken by surprise or
' not, I can’t say, but certain it is that he stopped short
| and said, “That I will, and with pleasure. What

can 1 do for you?”

to a carpenter, and was
getting on well in his
trade, when he felt in love
with a pretty young girl,
who soon promised to
warry inm; and every one
said he was a lucky man
to get her, and so he
thought himself, Three
days before the wedding
he was obliged to go to
town on business, and
when he came back the
next morning the girl
was gone! A few hours
after he left she had been
married at the registror’s
to another young man,
better off than Sam ; they
had left for Liverpool by
the next train, and were
to sail for .America that
same cvening. That wes
the news that Sam learned
from a letter he found at his lodgings, signed by Mrs,
XNith—her new name.

The letter scemed to turn Sam into a stone. He
didn’t abuse her; he didn’t rush off to Liverpool after
her. He just went to the registrar and asked to see
the names. He made no remark. The next day he
left his work, came to Melton, and took a room in
the house with my wife and me, never thinking, I
suppose, that as it was so far from where it happened,
the news of his trouble would everreach. But it did,
and sorely it fretted my wife, who is, though I say it
who shouldn’t, the kindest and most loving-hearted
little woman on the face of the carth.

She daren’t say a word of pity to him, though her

heart was full of it, for he looked as if he wouldn’t |

think twice of knocking down any one who attempted
it, and he wouldn’t so much as give her a civil “ Good-
morning,” when he met her on the stairs. I ha?l given
up trying to make friends with him, and I advised
her to do the same now; but she wouldn't hear
of it.

¢ His heart can’t be harder than stone,” she said ;
“so he’s not beyond the power of that Holy Spirit

who has promised ‘to take away the heart of stone, .

and to give us a heart of flesh.””

By elow degrees Sam became, if not kinder in his
manver, at least less gruff ; he seemed to shun Mary
lesg, too, when he found she didn’t intrude her pity
on him, forthat she had heard of his troubles he knew
well.  So one day, when she met him on the stairs, she

Mary told him that I
had gathered a good many
books, one way or an-
other, and that not having
anything of a bookcase,
they had to be kept in
abox, and thatshethought
she'd like to have two or
three shelves for me for «
present for my birthday,
which would be next
week ; that she had got
the wood, and that she
thought, perhaps, he’d
be so kind as to put
them up for her when
the day came.

“That I wil,” said
Sam; “but maybe it
would be better for me
to see the wood, and
where you'd like the
shelves, that I may have
everything ready, for I
' suppose it’s to be a secret till the time comes?”

He seemed quite interested ahout the shelves, and
said he would like to take them with him to finish
them up a little better. So he took them, and the
next day he was down again to ask if he might nail
on 5 bit of scarlet cloth he had got for next to nothing
—it would make them look so much smarter, The
next day he brought them for herto look at, and
stayed for quite a talk ; then she told him that he
must come and spend my birthday evening with us,
or that I should be dreadfully disappointeu, and that
she would not have half the pleasure in giving the
shelves, Mo said he’d come, and that he couldnt
make out why she had been so kind to him ever
since he came to the house, and he so rude and un-
civil to her.

“Ah!” said she, “I wish you knew what the
hindness of God is, and then yon wouldn't think so
much of mine ; He loves you with a love that theve’s
' no coming to the end of.”

. “Loves me!” said Sam., “Why should He?
He's no call to love me ; I've never done anything for
. Him ; so why should He love me?”
But He does love you,” answered Mary; “loves
. you so much that, rather than sce you perish ever-
lastingly, He sent His only Son to die in your stead,
and to bear the punishment your sins deserved that
you might go free.”

“ But why did He do it?” asked Sam. “I can’t

. sce why He cares whether I'm lost or saved.”

|
[

13



_FR_IENDLY GREETINGS.

“ T tell you,” said Mary. “I was down at the
doctor’s this morning lo get some medicine, and as I
was waiting in the hall his little daughter came down
—the sweetest, prettiest little child of four years
you over met in your life.  She spoke quite friendly
to me, for T had often been there about needlework,
and said she, ‘T was at the bazaar yesterday.’

“fAnd did you get anything pretty, miss?’ I
asked.

40N, yes,’ she said, ‘I got a lovely doll ; but I
didn’t pay even one penny for it, for the Misses Gardes
gave it to me, all for love!’

“And away she ran. Now, I think i¥'s jus) so
with God’s gift of His Son. We can’t buy it, and
we don’t deserveit. e gives us that, and everything
else, without money and without price, all for love, as
it says in the Bible, ¢ But God, who is rich in mercy,
for Ifis great love wherewith He loved us, even when
we were dead in sins, hath quickened us together
with Christ. By grace’ (that is, by free, undeserved
merey) ‘ yo are saved.”  You see, if we have only a
little bit of anything—of bread, for instance—iwe'd
keep it for those belonging to us; but if we have
plenty, why, we make the beggar in the street wel-
come to a bib of it. So, too, if we have only a little
love, we're likely to keep it for our families, whereas
if we have big hearts and great love, we have some to
spare for our neighbours.”

“You have a good share of it, then,” said Sam.
believe you have a bit to spare even for me.”

“That I have,” answered Mary, “and if I have a

big heart and plenty of love, oh, think what the
great God must have! Why, He has been loving
people and having mercy on them cver sinco the
.world was made, and He is rich in merey and great
in love still.  And more than that, it’s a downright
joy to Him to pardon a poor sinner. Listen to what
it says in the Bible: ¢ Who is a God like unto Thee,
that pardoneth iniquity, and passeth by the transgres-
sion of the remmnant of Mis heritage? He retaineth
not His anger for ever, because He delighteth in
merey.” I declare some people talk as if when they
had begged, and prayed, and entreated God to for-
give them, and had done their best to please Him,
that then perhaps He'd have mercy on them when
they were dying.”

‘ That’s what I always thought,” said Sam ; “isn't
it the truth?”

“No, nor a bit like the truth,” answered Mary.
*God doesn’t forgive us grudgingly ; and we can
neither deserve His mercy nor pay for it; but as I
said before, ¢ He gives it freely a1 7 willingly, all for
love?”

“But haven’t we got to love Him first, at all
avents?”

“ No, indeed,” said Mary ; “it just goes the other
way: ‘We love Him because He first loved us.’
Till we believe that He loves us, we couldn’t love
Him, if we tried ever 5o hard. But the very moment
we believe in our hearts that He has forgiven our
sing, and that they are washed away in the blood
that cleanseth from all sin, and that, not because we
deserve it, but all for love—all for that ¢ great love
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wherewith He loved us’—then wo haven’t to try and
love Iim, for we can’t help doing it ; ¢we love llim
beeause He first loved us,’ and ¢our real trouble is
that we don’t love Him more.””

“Then you think He's willing to love me, hardened
sinner that L am¢”

“YWhy, He’s not only willing to love you, He does
love you—loves you now as you are sitting on that
chair. Only come to Him, and see the welcomo that
He'll give you, and now He won’t think the best He
has too good for youn. Just take this Testament,”
she added, handing him one of her own, “and read
in the 15th of Luke how Ile secks and saves poor
lost sinners.”

“And all for love ?”

“Yeg,” said Mary, “all for love, as yowll find for
yourself, I'm sure.”

And he did find it, but not that day, nor the next,
nor even when he spent my bicthday evening with
us, and we threec weré so happy together; no, the
full belief that God loved him came slowly to Sam;
but when he beolieved it, oh! he did love God, and
he never scemed ;weary of telling others how God had
had mercy on him, and had washed away all his
sing in His Saviour’s precious blood—not becanse he
deserved it, but “all for love.”

0 e O

IN YOUR SINS.

avs Christ, “If ye believe not that
I am He, ye shall die in your
sins.”  No matter how unsullied
your virtue, how incorruptible
your honesty, how lovely your
deportment, how extensive your
benevolence, how kind your dis-
position or delicate your sus-
ceptibilities ; no matter hovr
refined and clevated may be your
conceptions of the beautiful in
nature, art, or morals; no matter
what oxalted opinions your fellow-men may form in
relation to you—if you have no vital connection with
Christ by faith, you will die in your sins.

Your sins must be forgiven before you can enter
heaven. They can be cancelled only by belief in
Christ, the appointed way; and if not cancelled, you
will dic with all their terrible guilt attached to them
sins surcharged with the fearful punishment which
they deserve,

Are you running the fearful risk of dying in your
sins? You would not risk all your property upon the
throw of 2 dic; yet you risk ecternal miscry upon
the chance of your dying as you are. In your sins,
isto be out of heaven, -the sinless abode of the
pure ; in your sins, is to be in hell, where sin is
supreme ; in your sins when you die, is to have your
destiny fixed for ever, I conjure you, get oub of your
sing, lest you die in them, Deeply repent of them,
and have your heart cleansed of them by tho blood of
Him who taketh away the sins of the world ; so shall
you, when you die, die “in the Lord.”

e pey
?gv.mﬁgg-

.EM&%&‘...?

F
ol




o

FRIENDLY G_IE_EETINGS.__

FAITH AND REPENTANCE.

Wll.\l’ is faith? TFaith is like thecye that looks
A/ to Christ, or the hand that touches tho
skirts of His garments, or the foot that
walketh after Him, or the voice that crieth unto Him :
¢ Heal me, O Lord, and I shall be healed ; save me,
0 Lord, and I shall be saved.” .

But, observe, there is no virtue in faith itself.
The virtue isin Christ, and in Christ’s work. Notin
the eye that looks : the eye that looks may be covered
with scales, and dimmed with weeping ; it is Christ’s
cye-salve that clears it. Not in the hand that
touches: the hand that touches may be polluted with
leprosy, or stiffencd with palsy, or withered with
infirmity ; it is Christ’s skill that heals it. Not in
the foot that walketh after Him: the foot may be
staggering amid the heaving billows, and sinking into
tue yawning gulf, while the voice of the perishing
man is crying out in its agony : “ Lord, save me, or

"I perish1”?

Dut faith itself has no power to save him. It
only joins his hand to the hand of Christ; and it
is Christ’s hand, in its almightiness, that lifts him
from the horrible pit, and sets his feet upon the rock,
and, putting the new song into his mouth, enables
him to exslaim: “ 0 Lord, I will praise Thee ; though
Thou wast angry with me, Thine angeris turned away,
and Thou comfortest me. Delold, God is my salva-
tion ; I will trust, and not be afraid; for the Lord
Jehovah is my strength and my song¥; He also is be-
come my salvation. Therefore, with joy shall I draw
water out of the wells of salvation.”

And what is penitence? Penitence is the tear that
drops from the eye of faith, when that eye is fixed
upon the cross of Christ. Of course, whexe faith is
awanting, there can be nothing like the godly sorrow
which worketh repentance unto salvation, not to be
repented of. A man may contemplate his iniquities
from any other point but Calvary, and spread them
out before him, with all their aggravations, and with
all their eternal consequences; and even view them
in the awful colours which are reflacted from the

flames of hell ; but, after all, his heart may remain .

unmoved—unchanged. But let him look directly to
the cross, and form a clear conception of the perfec-
tion of the Saviour’s finished work, and believe, be-
cause God has said it, that Christ is able to save to

of these marvellous words: I, even I, am Ho that
blotteth out thy tramsgressions for Mine own sake,
and will not remember thy sins”—let that lesson be
taught to him by the Spirit who teacheth savingly
and to profit, and the heart that is within him, though
previously harder than the adamant, will straightway
be dissolved—every fecling and eovery fibre will be
touched with the spell of -a melting sensibility—the

. godly sorrow as well as the remission of sin.

head will become like waters, and the eyelids will be
turned into a fountain of tears.

But is this the view of repentance which the sinner
is naturally disposed to entertain, or which heis most
ready to exemplify? No such thing. He reverses
the order of the Divine arrangement. God puts faith
first, and repentance follows as the necessary result.
But the sinner, left to himself, is inclined to pub
repentance first, and to make faith dependent upon
it. In other words, he cannot bring himself to the
conviction that he is warranted to look to the cross
at once, and to believe that the blood of Christ is
sufficien of itsolf to cleanse him from all his sins,

God’s method is very different. Tirst of all He
pours out His Spirit—the Spirit of grace—the Spirit
of supplications. And what follows? The man looks
upon Him whom he has pierced! That is faith, and
it is faith looking in the right direction—faith
riveted upon the cross of Christ. And then, when
the man looks upon Him whom he hath pierced, he
mourns and is in bitterness, even as one mourneth for
an only child.- And that is repentance—the repent-
ance that breaks the heart of stone—the repentance
that worketh unto salvation not to be repented of.

Henco repentance has been described as a saving
grace ; that is to say, it is not a thing inherent in
ourselves, or which we ourselves can originate. It is
a gift—a free gift—a gift of Divine love. Itis God
Himself that gives if. It comes from Him just as
truly as faith does. For thug it is written in regard
to Christ: “Him hath God exalted with His right
hand to be a Prince and a Saviour, for to give repent-
ance to Xsrael and forgiveness of sins.”

To give repentance, Not merely the forgive-
ness of sins, which we readily admit to be the gift of
God, but repentance also, or the godly sorrow which,
within our own hearts, worketh unto salvation not
to be repented of. The latter, no less than the
former, is the gift of God through our Lord Jesus
Churist—the penitence as well as the pardon—the
To

' Divine grace, and to Divine grace alone, the believing

and the repenting sinner is indebted for them both.

The more thoroughly he is taught that in himself
there dwelleth no good thing, and that, consequently,
every good gift and every perfect gift is from above,
and cometh down from the Father of lights, with whom

© there is no variablencss, neither shadow of turning, the
the very vuttermost, and apprehend the full import °

more heartily will be now magnify the riches of the
Saviour's grace,and the better fitted will he be hereafter
for joining with the countless throng who are casting
their crowns at the Saviour’s feet, and ascribing, not

. unto themselves, but unto Him who hath loved them,

' ever and ever.

and washed them from their sins in His own blood,

all the wisdom, and the gloxy, and the honour, and

the thanksgiving, and the power, and the victory, for

Ree, J. 4. Waacs
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THE LIGHTHOUSE LAMP.

eRE by the broad and solemn sea
“1 My father lives alone with me,
And towering high above our home

The lighthouse looms as pale as foam.
In carlier years, ere mother went,
We Loth were merry and content;
Dut grief, since then, bas left its trace
Of tears upon my father’s face;

And I, who cheer him all I may,

Must often struggle to be gay;

For though a girl scarce twelve years old,
I feel within my heart unfold

The longing, throngh his future life,

To serve him like a little wife!

So, when he’s tired from toilful days
Of casting nets in coves and bays,
And bringing back, with weary tread,
The fish that help to buy us bread,
1 watch him where he sadly sits
Beside the fire that leaps and flits,
And say, with active air and bright:
“Father, I'll tend the lamp to-night.”

Then, while he nods and lets me go,

T mount the stairs that well I know—

The stairs that wind so firm and high

To where the great lamp fronte the sky.

And then, as mists of coming night

Enshroud the lonely sea from sight,

T make the lamp put forth its power

And bloom through darkness like a flower!
16

And oh, I love to mark its heam
Acrogs the dangorous ocean stream ;
To feel that I afar can send

Sweet thoughts and tidings to befriend
The souls atloat on those black waves,
That yawn all night like open graves !

Oh, other childven may be glad,

In pleasant homes, with comforts clad,]
Who never dream of ships that sail
In shade or sun, in calm or gale;

But I, howe'er I pine and {fret,

At times, perchance, am happier yeb
To think how one frail child like me

Can make less dark that cold, wild seal
Fdyar Faweett.

POOR AND LOWLY THOUGH | BE.

CAalg)

b gaR Lord of life and Lamp of love,

“:r Oh hear me from Thy throne above ;
Yes, hear me when I call to Thee,

Poor and lowly though I be.

Oh let me not, when in despair,
Forget that Thou dost answer prayer,
Jut bid me ever think of Thee,
Poor and lowly though I be.

And guide me in the way that’s right,
To do Thy will both day and night,
That I may do what pleaseth Thee,
Poor and lowly though I be.

Lord, I will ever to Thee pray

My thoughts on earth may never stray
From one so good and pure as Thee,
Poor and lowly though I be.

And I will try to love Thee more;
Yes, day by day, and hour by hour,
My love shall always cling to Thee,

Poor and lowly though I be.

I will not mourn what is my lot,
Let it be hard, or let it not;

My song on earth shall be to Thee,
Poor and lowly though I be.

May every day that’s fleeting by
Fit me for heaven when I die,
That I may sit and sing with Thee,
Poor and lowly though I be.

Oh, then, let every trial prove

Me better worth Thy joys above,
That my last breath may fly to Thee,
Poor and lowly though I. be.



EARMER BRIDGES HORSES,

AND OTHER SKETCHES.

A Quiet Meal,

\é e whole countryside rejoiced in the brightness
of a summer’s day. The sun shone radiantly,
making everything look joyous and glorious,

and Farmer Bridge’s horses, after several hours’ work,

were enjoying a quiet meal, and, deep in the contents
of their nosebags, seemed scarcely to notice a little
bird perched upon a gay-coloured blackberry branch
which trailed across the fence beside them. But the

FriennLy GRreetTings. No. 816.

littl> songster sang on, a merry joyous strain, making
musi¢ for them while it waited patiently for its >wn
share—the fow scattered grains which it knew it
would get when the larger animals had finished their
meal.  Farmer Bridge noted the little creature’s
bright eyes and expectant look, and threw out a few
extra oats as he removed the nosecbags and patted
the patient horses. The little warbler flew down,
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pecked at the grains, swallowed them rapidly, then,
with one glad sweet note of thanks, flew away to its
nest in the leafy hedgerow.

“Protty little ereature,” murmured the farmer,
ax he watched it fly away ; “so bright and knowing!
No wonder some fanciful people say that song-bivds
are like spirits or souls.  Only souls don’t want food
like this little thing.

“Well, m not so sure of that,” he continued,
after a moment’s pause.  “I suppose after all that
our souls want food as much as our bodies; but we
do starve them terribly, I know my soul has had
no food to-day.”

It was quite true. The good man had overslept
himself that morning, and then had “got out of bed
the wrong side,” as people say; had hwried away
without stopping for a word of prayer or a single
fext—one of those tiny crumbs of which the Lord
can mako enough to richly feed a hungry soul.

No, without a single thought of his Master, he,
a professing Christian man, had hurried away to
meet the day’s trisls and difficultics. No wonder
everything had gone wrong! No wonder he had
already slipped and sinned in tongue and temper!

“Tt is not too late,” he suddenly thought. “Why
should not I, like that little bird, pisk up a few
grains of help and comfort here?”

Time was precious, but the 1aen had stopped
work to eat the food they had brought with them,
and Robert Bridge seized the opportunity, went into
the next field, and in a few brief words told the Lord
his needs. Then, as he walked back to rejoin the
men and unpack the basket which his wife had
filled for hiw, he let his thoughts dwell uwpon one
<f the precions texts with which his mind was
happaly stored: “ My flesh and my heart faileth,
but God is the strength of my heart and my portion
for ever” And although he worked both with hands
and brain during the rest of the day, he found how
blessed and helpful it was to live with his soul
resting upon God while his mind and body were
actively employed.

Iow many of us feed our bodies carefully and
well, yet literally starve our souls!

The only truly satisfying food for the soul is
Christ Himself, the Bread of Life. We feed upon
Hir when we draw near to Him and commune with
Him. Helped by His Holy Spirit, we get our sup-
plies of nourishment at the mercy-seat; and the
channals through which we draw these supplies are
prayer and meditation, the reading and study of
His Word, and companionship with His people ; and
the negleet of these brings poverty and starvation
to the soul.

Some people take in a large supply of spiritual
food on Sunday, the feast-day which the Lord has
graciously appointed, and then live meagerly o'l the
week, or take at the most one meal 2 day. What an
allowance! It is regarded as one of the terrible
penalties of a Mindoo widow’s lot that she is per-
mitted but one meal a day. And yet many people
habitually keep their souls upon that scanty allow-
ance, living sometimes upon nothing for a day or
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two, by way of a change. Is it surprising that there
are so many starved and stunted souls?

But there are plausible excuses made for this
state of things.

One man has got into a lax, careloss way of for-
saking tho assembling of the saints, and gives as his

reason that he lives in a country district, and there
is no good preacher in his neighbourhood, and he
“ doesn’t seem to profit much” by the words spoken,
or any part of the service.

Another complains of deafness, and cannot hear
all the words.

But is it wise or right to stay away? Christ has
promised a special blessing which you cannot afford
to lose. He says, * Where two or three are gatherad
together in My name, there am I in the midst of them.”™

And cannot the presence of Ilis people help to cheer
and comfort you upon whom the Lord has hid the
burden of deafness? You may hear scraps occasion-
ally, and Christ can make for you a full meal from
these fragments. Gather them wup, that nothing be
lost. Only put them in His hands, and look to Him
expecting to bo fed.

“But I have no time to feed my soul,” says some-
one. “The cares of earth are so pressing and
numercus, and take up all my timo; the world
moves 50 fast, and we must move with it, and business
must be attended to.”

And must not your soul have attention also?
You find time to eat, in spite of all your business,
and it is just as necessary for your soul to have food
as for your body. Time is precious, you say. And
so is Jesus precious to those who trust Him,—so
precious that they cannot do without Him, but must
feed continually upon His grace and mercy.

“But I have no appetite,” says another; “I have
no taste for spiritual food.”

Then you have never known the joy and satisfac-
tion of feeding upon Christ, the true Bread of Life;
have only tried the outer husks of religious coremony,
which have scemed to you so dry and empty that
you have turned from them with loathing to the
Dbitter-sweets of carth.

Pray that God may give you the Divine appetite
which He alone can satisfy. 1le has said, * Dlessed
are they that hunger and thirst after righteousncess,
for they shall be filled.” .And some are hungering
for they *%know not what—dying of hunger while a
rich provision is made for them, starving and famine-
stricken in a land of plenty.

Why die of want, when food is freely offered, when
Jesus holds out to you the Dread of Life?

“I am the living bread, which came down from
heaven,” says Chuist ; “if any man eat of this bread
he shall live for ever.”

“He that cometh to Me shall never hunger.”

Tt is an easy matter to stretch out our hands to
take our daily bread, and why do we not take the
heavenly bread of which there is such abundance?
There is no limit to God’s supply—enough and to
spare. Lnough to feed us daily, and to make us
strong men in Christ Jesus, if we will but take from
Him daily the rich bounty He offers, LB
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'BIBLE,

1 who live in this happy land of light and
liberty, where the sun of the Reformation
has in a large measuro dispelled the mists

»f ignorance and superstition, can have little idea of

tlio hardships to which certain readers of the Scriptures

are exposed in foreign lands. As a rule, the priests
of the Romish Church are the principal hindrance to

a freo circulatiou of the Word, although exceptions

are found of men, even of this class, who are

anxious for their people to lecome versed in the
vracles of God.

TFrom the Christian standpoint, .\ustria is one of
the darkest parts of the earth, and this could be
curioungly illustrated by the adventures of those who
endeavour to circulate the Bible and Christian
literature in the land. About cight or nine years
ago, n colporteur worked during soveral days in a
certain parish in Lamberg, but on Sunday he was
somewhat taken aback when notice was given in the
parish church that people were not to buy the
stranger’s books, and that those who had purchased
were to give them up at once, in order that they
might be burned. nhappily, many of the super-
stitious people were weak enough to comply. They
gave up what might have been to them the bread of
life, and allowed their opportunity to pass.

Others were not disposed to yield ; and one man, a
mason, showed a bold front which, under the cir-
cumstances, was thought to be very remarkable. He
absolutely refused to yield to any pressure which
could be brought to hear upon him.

“You have bought a Bible ; you are to bring it to
me ab once,” said the priest.

“If your reverence wishes to have one I will with
pleasure go and buy one for you at the colporteur’s,”
answered the mason.

“No, I do mnot wish to buy one; the book is
false,” cried the other. ‘I forbid you for your soul’s
sake to read it! I command you to bring it hither.”

But the poor artisan, who had been captivated by
the words of eternal life, was more than able to hold
his own., “I have now been reading the book for
several days; I have taken a fancy to it,” he said.
“Really it contains rothing that can do- ny soul any
harm ; much more, it contains words such®s I have
never heard hefore, and can never forget.” Ie then
quoted certain texts which he lmd learned; and this
alleged pretence “to know the Bible by heart?”
incensed the priest more than ever,

“I would wish to know it,” the workman still
replied, however ; “and to cut the matter short,” he
added, in a calm but determined manner, “I shall
never, never give up the Bible.”

That was a grand resolve for a man amid such
surroundings to make; but he not only kept it as
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regarded himself, he even stood by the Bible-stall on.

market-days and encouraged passers-by to purchase.
Surely, from such an example, the poor of other
countries ought to learn to value more and more the
words of eternal life,

THE PRINCESS’ CASKET.

AN ARADIAN STORY.

nrovar young Araby’s daughter,
J A princess both gentle and fair,

0y

Received from the wise one who taught her,
A casket of ivory rare—

A casket of carving most clever,
A dainty delight to the eye,
DBut, “Open it not,” said the giver,
“ Until a whole year has passed by.”

Now oft with the casket bLefore her

The princess would touch the closed lid,
And wonder, like little Pandora,

What treasures beneath it lay hid.

But time still moves on, though it lingers ;
The leng year of waiting is past ;

With trembling of fair slender fingers
The casket is opened at last.

Alas! for the treasure long cherished
Behold but a small shroud of rust,
A something whese beauty has perished

As ﬂo“ers go back to the dust.

Beneath, on the smooth satin lining,
A small slip of parchment appears;
The princess, perplexed and repining,
Unfolds it and reads through her tears:

“This trinket, when herein I placed it,
Bore one little rust-spot alone

But time and neglect have defaced it
Till now all its beauty is gone.

“ Learn, princess, how one fault or failing
May injure a character fair,

And virtne be all unavailing
If one little ‘rust-spot’ be there.

“Place here in your casket a treasure,
A jewel of untarnished gold ;

Your cyes may behold it with pleasure
Still beewtiful when you are old.

“ And yor—with my heart’s prayer I ask it—
Oh, keep yourself spotless from sin
Your body the Leautiful casket,

Your soul the pure treasure within.”
. E.S. Carter.
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BUNYAN AND THE SPIDER.
tNYaN's chief enjoyment in prison, next to his

high communion with God and heaven, was

the composition of his * DPilgim's Progress.”
That work was the only one of his joys which he
allowed neither stranger nor friend to intermeddle
with. He kept it “a
fountain sealed” from
all his family and fel
Jow-prisoners until it
wascompleted. esays
expressly of the * il
arim’s Progress "—

¢ Manuer and matter {oo
were all wy own,
Nor was it unto any

wortal koown
'Fill I had done it.”

When Bunyan Lifted
his eyes from his Bible
in prison he saw little,
of course, to sharpen
his wits, or to give play
to his fancy. He could,
lowever,make much of
little. His cell over-
hung theriver, and thus he could look down upon the
gliding stream, and forth on the aspects of the sky.
A leaping fish, or a skimming swallow, was both an
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Bunyan's House on Elstow Green.

event and a sermon to him, when he could sparec a

few moments at the grated window from the labours
of his pen and pincers.  But it was not often he could
do so. He had to work hard with his pincers, in
order to tag the stay-laces which his wife and his poor

blind daughter made and sold for the support of -

the family.

He had also to study hard, in order to bring his
writings up to something like the scheme and scale
of other theologians. Iis pen was thus heavier to

hira than his piocers; for he had nothing to lighten

tts labour but his Concordance. When he did escape,
however, from his chair to the window, he was all
eye and car to whatever was stirring in the heavens

above or in the waters beneath ; and if nothing pre- -

sented itself outside the window, he could learn
much from the spiders and flies inside. It was
whilst watching them one day that he drew the
striking  picture
Christian.

“The fly in the spider's web,” says he, “is an
emblem of a soul which Satan is trying to poison and
kill. The fly is entangled in the web; at this the
spider shows himself. If the fly stir again, down
comes the spider, and elaps a foot upon her. If the
fly struggle still, he poisons her more and more.
What shall the fly do now? Why, she dies, if some-
Lody do not quickly release her. ‘This is the case
with the tempted. Their feet and wings are en-
tangled. Now Satan shows himself. If the soul
struggleth, Satan labowreth to hold it down.
maketh a noise, then he bites with a blasphemous

it struggle again, he then poisons it more and more ;
insomuch that it must needs die, if the Lord Jesus
help not. But though the fly is altogether incapable
of looking for relief, this tempted Christian is not.
What must he do, therefore? If he look to his
heart, there is blasphemy. If he look to his duties,
there is sin.  Shall this man He down in despair i
No. Shall he trust
in his duties? No.
Shall he stay away
from Christ until s
heart is better? No.
What then? Let
him look to Christ
crucitied!  Then shall
he see his sinx
answered for, and
death dying. This
sight destroys the
power of the first
temptation, and both
purifies the mind and
inclines the heart to
all good things.”

Bunyan wa-« so
pleased with (his
parallel between Satan
and a spider, that away went pincers and laces
until he rhymed the fact. He makes the spider
52y t—

“Thus in my ways God wisdom doth conceal,
And by my ways that wisdom I reveal.
I bide myself when I for fies do wait;
So doth the devil, when he lays bis bait.
If T do fear the losing of my prey, )
I stir me, and more snares upen her lay.
This way and that, her wings and legs I tie,
That, sure as she is catched, so she must die;
And if I see this like to gt away,
Then withk my venom I her journey stay.”

Bunyan studied and talked with this spider so
much at the window, that it became a favourite with
him at last. He abuses it in “good sct terms”
through half a long poem; but it taught so much

- sound wisdom, that he withdrew his sarcasms, and

of an entangled and struggling

If it

mouth, more poisonous than tho gall of a serpent. If
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“Well, my good spider, I my errors see;
I was & fool in railing thus at thee.
Thy nature, venom, and thy fearful hue,
But show what sinners are, and what they do.
Well, well, I will no more be a derider;
I did not look for such things frow a spider.
Q spider! I have heard thee, and do wonder
.\ spider thus should lighten, and thus thunder.
O spider! thou delightest me with thy skill;
1 pray thee spit this venom at e still”

Thus he ended with high compliments to his
web-weaving neighbour; for from her instinets and
habits he found her the best philosopher he bad ever
met with, Plilip's * Lije and Times ef Bunyan.®
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FAIRLY BAFFLED.
gEoon Harry Rhodes was in great trouble. Iis

wife had been in poor health for months, and
trade was very bad.
Hawy kept a little shop in a part of Oldham
inhabited almost entirely by working people. It was
a very general sort of shop, for he sold groceries,

€

flour, bread, garden produce, threads, tapes, and one ;
Harry had been an |
vperative in a cotton mill, but being an enterprising .

can scarcely tell what besides.

had given a good deal of credit. Of course there
was no money to be got for back reckonings from
peovle who were cui of work; and, besides, some
who owed him moaey, and who had found work, had
gone to other places, and it was not very convenient
for him to follow them in quest of his money.

Nor was that the worst of it. Some who were
already in his debt pleaded hard that he should trust
them still further, till times mended. IHe hardly
knew how to say no, for Le was a kind hearted man ;
and, besides, he had to consider that, if ke did not

|
|

Out of Work.

sort of man, and having saved a little money, he set
up his shop. For seyeral years he did very well
indeed, and he had got fairly on his feet, but when
the depression came—and it lasted a long time—the
little he had gained quite melted away.

No wonder, for one of the mills, where at least a
quarter of his customers werked, was shut up, and
another, where he had nearly as many, was running
short time.

It would have been bad enough if his trade had all
been done for ready money ; but, unfortunately, he

trust them, they might perhaps go somewhere clse
when the times were better.  Still, he did say it, for,
as he rightly thought, it would be like giving so much
money out of his pocket, and 2 man who has only
a small husiness, and who, besides, is doing only half
his usual trade, can scarcely afford to do that.

If a man has not money coming in, of course he
cannot pay moncy out, and, for the first time in his
life, Harry bad got behind in hia payments to the
people who supplied him with Lis geods, Some of
these people were very forbearing. They knew he
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was a good, honest fellow, and that he would pay
them as soon as he could ; yet even these were not at
all pressing for fresh orders from him, and he saw
their travellers passing by as quickly as they could on
the other side of the street.  Others, however, pressed
him hard for their money.

One evening, after Ilarry had shub up his shop, he
was sitting alone at the other end of it when a
knock came. Iewas not very willing to get up and
open the dvor, for he was afraid it was one of his
poor customers who wanted to be served on credit.
Still, whoever it might be, he felt he could not be
uncivil, and he went to see who it was. To his great
relief he found it was his friend John Scott. John
had missed him at church on the previous Sunday,
and he had come to see what was the matter.

Of course Harry was very glad to see him. When
a man is in trouble it always does him good to see
anybody who has a kind word to say to him, and
especially an old friend. There was a little it of
fire left in the grate at the other end of the shep,
so Harry put on another piece of coal, and the two
friends sat down together by the fireside.

Taking for granted that Harry had remained at
fiome on Sunday on account of his wife's poor health,
John inquired after her; and he was glad to hear in
reply that she was somewhat better.

Still John saw that Harry was sadly downeast,
more downcast than, as it seemed to him, after the
report he had given, he needed to be on account of
his wife. Indeed, he had hardly a word to say.

“Harry, my lad,” said John at length, *thou’s
sadly down in the mouth ; what’s the matter 77

In reply Harry told him in substance what we
have told our readers; and when he had ended he
said, with a quivering lip and with his eyes full of
tears, “I’m fairly batiled, and I sometimes feel as if
I would be glad to get out of it all, and get a bit of
peace anywhere.”

* Thou'rt not the first who has said that by many
a thousand,” said John. “It’s a pity thou wasn't
ab church on Sunday morning, for Mr. Bennett was
preaching about it.”

“ About what3” asked Harry. “ About what Ive
been saying? Nay, he couldn’t do that.”

“Well, maybe not exactly,” replied John; “hut
about something very like it. His text was those
words of David: ¢ Oh that I had wings like a dove ;
for then would I fly away and be at rest.’”

“And what did he sy about that?” asked
Harry.

“He said,” replied John, “that we all had our
troubles, but that sometimes a great lot of troubles
came to 2 man all at once—like Job, who lost all his
children and all his property in one day ; and then, as
if that were not enough, he was smitten with sore
boils from head to foot. Or, again, like the Psalmist,
who, when he waid, ‘Oh that I had wings like a
dove ; for then would I fly away and be at rest,
had a great many things at the same time to
trouble and vex him. At such times, Mr. DBennectt
said, men were very apt to feel as though they

would be glad to get away anywhere for peace
29

and rest; but God, he told us, doesn’t give us
wings to {ly away from our troubles. Instead of that,
very often at least, He makes it plain that e means
us to stop where we are—in the very middle of
them.”

“ Anyhow,” said Harry, “it looks as if IIe meant
that for me ; for my troubles have lasted a good bit
now.”

“ But, Iarry,” asked John, with a twinkle in his
eye, * thou wouldest not really want to leave Mary and
the children behind, wouldest thou # And o man with
a wife and four children could not fly very fast or
very far.”

“ Nay, nay,” replied Harry, smiling for the first
time during their talk ; “I love them all too well for
that, even if I could fly away.”

 But there was something clse Mr. Bennett said,”
resumed John, “He said we might all be at rest
anywhere, and in all soxts of troubles, if we would
only trust in God:”

“Yes,” replicd Harry; “but I can tell you it is
not such an casy thing to keep & quict mind when
your trade is only half what it was, and customers
have gone off in your debt, and you don’t know
whether you may not have to put the shutters up,
and your wife’s ill into the bargain.”

“I think, Harry,” said John, *thow’st done fairly
well since we were lads together in the Back Lane, hast
not thou? Anyhow, till this last bad time set in.
Now canst thou not believe that God, who has given
thee so many blessings hitherto, will take care of thee
still, and give thee all that He sces to be really for
thy good? Thou knowest He says, ‘I will never
leave thee nor forsake thee.’ Cheer up, lad. Have
faith in God.”

“Well, I ought to do,” replied Harry; “and Il
try ; but it is not very easy sometimes.”

“Pray to God to help thee, and give thee more
faith,” said John.

“But now,” he added, “I've a bil of good news
for thec: Crossfields, of Manchester, have taken
Holland’s mill, and they’ll open it in a fortnight, and
I have heard that before long all the mills will be
running full time again.”

Harry brightened up wonderfully when he heard
this; and it was all confirmed next morning from
other sources.

It took him some time to get fairly through all
his difficulties; but he has got through them. He
does not secem likely to hecome a rich man ; hut ever
since that visit of John Scott’s he has been a great
deal richer in faith and hope than he ever was before;
and if a man be rich in these he is rich indeed.

Quiet, Lord, my froward heart;
Make me teachable and mild,
Upright, siwple, free from art;
Alake me as & weandd child:

From distrust and envy free,
Pleased with all that pleases Thee.

What Thou shalt to-day provide.
Let me as a child recoive;
What te-morrew may betide,
Calumly to Thy wisdom leave,
“Tiz ¢nough that Thouw wilt care:
Why should I the burden bear?
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GET INTO THE SUNSHINE.
“ f, ;{ 1! but, John, you have much to bo thanlkful
iy for”

(""" . “T Jon't sce that,” returned John Milroy,
dozgedly. I should like to know what I have got
tu be thankful for. Seems to me T have a great deal
to complain of.”

“ Nay, nay, man, never say that. Look on the
bright side.  Degin to count your mercies, and yow'll
find that they are more than can be remembered.
When you're as old as I am, maybe yowll see it as
plain as I do that there’s more of good than of cvil
in the strangely-twisted web of human life. I am
drawing very near to the grave now, and I can truly
say, as I Jook back over the past, that goodness and
merey have followed me all the days of my life.”

So spoke David Macintosh, a gentle, venerable old
man, much beloved in the Highland parish in which
he lived. A good friend was he to all who were in
sorvow, for he had the tender, sympathetic nature of
a truc son of consolation.

DBut his words had now no soothing effect upon his
neighbour, John Milroy, a sturdy, hard-working farmer,
who had been hid aside from his work for many
wecks by a sharp ottack of rheumatic fever, and was
but just beginning to get about again. His brow
darkened as ho bent forward in his chair with his
eyes bent wpon the glowing hearth.  The kettle on
the hob was singing cheerily ; but there was nothing
cheerful in John Milroy's appearance as he replied
impatiently, *It’s all very well for you to talk so,
Macintosh. You never had a daughter who sexrved
you as mine has served me. To think of all that I
did for her. No girl ever had a fonder father, though
I say it wayseli. I denied her nothing. I wever
crossed her wishes except when I forbade her to keep
company with a worthless fellow, who will never be
worth his salt. And then for the sake of a fellow
like that she leaves me to shift for myself, and goes
off with him to the other side of the world. Ah! I
did feel it hard, when I lay on that bed unable to
turn myself for pain, that I had not a clild to do any-
thing for me.”

“You might well feel it so,” returned the older
man. “Yes, you must have missed your daughter
sorely when you were ill.”

¢t Littleshe cares whether I miss her or not,” said
the ipjured father, morosely.  “ Her poor mother was
a wonan of another kind ; but there’s no such thing
as gratitude now-a-days, I suppese.  Tub she will rue
her-folly. You mark my words—my danghter will
live to rue her folly. She thinks X shall bo ready to
forgive and forget at a word, but she will find herself
nistaken.”

There was a pause of some mimutes ere David
Macintosh spoke ; but presently he ventured to say,
“XNo doubt there’s a deal of ingratitudoe in the world ;
Lut have you ever thought, Milroy, when pondering
ingratitude, what a heavy case in respect to it our
Father in heaven might make out against most of us?
Look at yourself now. You were talking as if you
had nothing to be thankful for; but think of the years

of health and strength God granted you ere this sick-
ness came ; think how IIe has blessed your toil ; think
of the mercics of sced-time and harvest, summer and
winter.”

“ Ah, but I have known some bad seasons,” said
Milroy, grimly.

“True, but you have come out of them better than
most men. How often have you said to me in
harvest, ¢ After all, the corn is better than I thought it
would be.” And then those strong lads of yours who
have kept things so straight on the farm whilst you
have been laid aside; surely any father might be proud
and thankful to call them his sons. But when o
remarked to onc of them the other day how well his
ficld of young turnips was looking, he said, xather
dolefully, ¢ Yes, but father issure to find some fault.
He grumbles at everything ; it's a way that he has.’”

“ Did he say that ?” exclaimed John Milroy, his eye
kindling with anger.

““ Ay, but don’t bs angry with your boy because I
have dared to repeat his words. You will allow an
old friend like me fo speak a faithful word to you.
I don’t think you can know what a hold the habit of
grumbling has taken upon you, nor how it darkens
the home for your sons. There is nothing more
fretting to a young spirib than perpetual grumbling
and fault-finding. I wish you would try my plan
instead, and hegin counting your mercies. It pays
to do so, for a thankful spirit is its own reward.”

Johm Milroy looked as if he were inclined to resent
the freedom with which his old friend spoke to him.
An angry reply rose to his lips, but a feeling of
reverence for the good old man, so near the ond of
his earthly pilgrimage, restrained him from uttering
it. Then he remembered a verse he had read that
morning in the book of Proverbs, which told him that
¢ faithful are the wounds of 1 ‘riend.”

“I daresay you are right,” he said, rather glumly, at
last; “ but I am not one of those who can be thankful
for everything or nothing.”

“Yor everything, not for nothing,” corrected the
other. “ Giving thanks always for all things, in the
name of our Lord Jesus Christ, to God.” Have you
ever noticed how in almost all his epistles St. Paul
calls upon his readers to give thanks?”

“I can’t say that I have, though I have been read-
ing the Dible rather more than usual since I have been
Iaid aside,” said Milroy.

“Why, that's another merey,” exclaimed old
Macintosh. “ Sickness is a real mercy when it leads
us to study God’s Word, and meditate upon it.”

“Why, youwll make out presently that everything
is a mercy,” said John, with a smile.

*“And so everything iy,” said the ¢ld man, brightly.
“You'll learn te bo thankful even for your daughter's
undutiful Lehaviourif it teaches you how you have
failed in your duty to your Heavenly Father. And
when you find how much Ile has forgiven you, you
will not find it hard to forgive hew,” ho added, sig-
nilicantly. With that David Macintosh rose o take
his departure.

“You must get out into the sunshire assoon as you
can,” were his last words.  * What a merey that you
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“It's all very well for you to talk so, Macintosh!”

had your fever in the spring, and not in the antumn}
As I came through the glen just now the very birds
seemed to be praising God.  Surely we ought to beas
thankful as the birds.”

Left to himself, John Milroy mused long over the
words of his friend. They had wounded him, but he
felt that he deserved to be thus wounded. He turned
to the Bible thatlay at his clbow, and quickly found
passage after passage which enjoined the duty of
thanksgiving. And he saw that St Paul practized
what he preached. Again and again he found him
giving thanks to God for mercies vouchsafed to him-
self and to those dear to him. Defore one verse John
Milroy paused, and read it many times, till tears
Vlurred his vision : “Thanks be te God for Ilis un-
speakable gift.” Ah, that precious, wonderful, un-
speakable gift—that love which passeth knowledge!
How could one who had dared to call that gift his
own, who was trusting in that Saviour for salvation,

bowed his head in shame and sorrow, convicted of
hasest ingratitude.
24

; their home life.

‘That hour wrought a change in John Milroy, whicl
soon exerted a happy influence on those about him
He believed that it was not too late in life for hin
to try to acquire, by God’s help, a cheerful, thankfu:
habit of mind. It was not an casy acquirement, for
mental habits are not more readily changed than
bodily ones; but gradually he succeeded. His sons
wondered to find their father less keen to detect
their faults, and less prone to grumble over things
that could not be helped. They bad begun to shun
their father’s society, and they might soon have been
driven to frequent undesirable places, had he con-
tinued the disagrecable habit that was embittering
The neighbours were surprised to
find the man who had been so morose and fault-

! finding developing into a genial, warm-hearted friend.

No one now heard him speak bitterly of the daughter
who had deserted him for a husband whom he deemed

- unworthy of her.
yet cherish a thankless, repining spirit? John Milroy |

And it was all because John was learning to

. connt his mercies, and to give thanks out of a
, loving heart for the blessings of his daily life.



