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“Israel shall blossom and bud and fill the world with fruit.”

Vov. VIIL—No. 12.}

DECEMBER, 1884.

{ WioLe No, 33.

Christmas and Friendly Greetings.

& AIRISTMAS time is coming with all its
IR glad reminders of a Suviour’s love and good
T will to men. Who can be sad at Churist-

Wy mas time?  The very name is suggestive of
- joyfulness.  Chavity and fellowship join

A
y& hand in hand, and the miser’s grip is a
{) little loosened, for then, if ever, he feels the
generous impulses of a better nature, strongly
striving to rouse him to the noblencss of tru¢ man-
hood, and to exercise a little indulgence in the luxury
of giving. At Christmas time, by some strange
mysterious moving of men’s hearts, the tide of true
generosity seems to rise higher than usual. Its ful-
ness overflows the boundary line of pure selfishness,
giving to the giver, and giving for the git. Even
the very poor as a rule for a day at least can forget
cleanness of teeth, Amos 4, 6, and want of bLread,
and have a hint of plenty. To.the Christian world
Christmas is the centre time of rejoicing. At carth’s
extremes, in the frozen north and sunny south ; men
women, and children, joyfully bil one dnother, “ A
Merry Christmas and a Huppy New Year” Ttisa
timo of hopefulness The glad notes from Beth-
lehem’s plains still echo through the centuries. The
angel’s song seems to rise above the clang and clash
of earth's perplexing carcs and troubles, “ Glory to
God in the highest! on earth peace ; goord-will 2mong
men.” And why this universr! gladness and vo-
joicing? A child was born—Jesus—the pledge that
God so loved the world that he gave his only be-
gottenson—to be Prince of Peace and Saviour.  Let
Chyistinas be to us a feast of gladness, a time of
liopefuluess and love.  To be selfish in such a season,
and to have no thought how others fare, wonld prove
that our spiritual recollection is warped and stunted
by sin. Christmas—glad —bappy--Christmas. How
it reminds us of a Saviour's large-hearted love. It
tells of the « Good tidings of great joy, which shall
be to all people.”

God Bless You Ali, and give You a
High-Tide of XMAS CHEER.

Whilst the flag of our country waves over a traffic
so fatal and demoralising in its effects shall we be
men if we stand idle, when active temper.uce work
amd agitaticn would remove thy stiong and protectiug
arm of the law fiom men liceusal to sell A,
Wruiies ANp Biess, spelled and disguised in win-
some ways ?

“helping.

Our Buds and Blossoms. Past and

Future.

The quick flight of months calls upon us to
announce the completion of another volume of “ Buds
and Blossoms.” its steady progress that continues to
please old friends, and to make new ones, is a suurre
of gratification and thankfulness to us. Evidencing
that the eight years ot lavour in the gavden of the
Lord, has not been in vain, alveady we aro reaping a
reward in the results attained. If measured by the
S and ¢ rule some may say, *what the profit,’
‘where the fruit} Our reply is, we labour for
eternity, and believe in due time we shall reap if we
faint not. In Christian toil, wages are guaranteed,
and the dividend assured, by the husbandman, whoseo
love and power are unlimited. In commencing this
eightl volume some faith was exercised in largely in-
creasing the issue. More free copies have been
scattered than any previous year’s full issue. For
the ninth we have planned continued growth. The
many kind testimonials received, make us feel this
labour cannot, be in vaiu in the Lord, aund is destined
to produce fruit to the glory of God. We now ask
every interested reader to tuke a share in the respon-
sibility of increasing the measure of success attained.

To this end we ask your prayers, and earnest
endeavour to enlarge our paying list of subscribers.
You can do this by lending a copy and speaking a
kind word to some friend. If you can obtain an
advertisement suitable for our pages in time for
January’s issue it will bo cstecemed a favour. We
thank all who have in any way aided in the past It

 1s only by gratuitous labour we have been enabled to

pay our bills.  Our expense for binding next year,
will cost as much as ali owr outlay the first year we
published “Buds and Blossoms,” yet the past year
has been by far the haypicst and wost encouraging
in the work, Let us®hear from you as early as
possible ; the replies and lists received will help and
guide us in making our next contracts.

We will pay liberally for canvassers and give a dis-
count to any one who will take a number for free
distribution. We have suggested ways and means of
Results are with God in whom we trust,
and for whose glory we desire to see much fruit as
the result of our labour.

o —
P

Tp to Sept. 25th there has been 10,203 cases of
chiolera in Naples and 5,385 deaths, a little over one-
half having proved fatal, which is an unu-ually large
percentage. It is further. said that of the victims
more than three-quarters weve of intemperate habitd.
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Ribbon of Blue and Temperance Jottings.

A N THANKSGIVING DAY our Ribbon
j of Blue Gospel Temperance Meetings were
a recommenced.  Should they continue us
@ interesting we shall have much cause to be
Jo thankful.  Many said it was one of owr best,

The Reverends Burns, D. D., Jordan and
Baker, General Gray and M. Fairbanks
gave much practical advice, and their words were with
power. Expressing thoir suprise and gladness at such
a gothering, they said the result must be great good.
At the close the practicalness of their speeches was
shown by many coming forward and pledging them-
selves, It is intended to hold a Ribbon of Blue
Gospel Temperanco meeting at the Tabernacle monthly.

Master Murray collected 65 cents for the Blue Rib-
bon Fund.

Harp Facrs.— According to the carefully prepared
figures of Dr. Dorchester, our country expended for
the objects mentioned in the year 1883 as follows:
For foreign and home missions, $5,500,000 ; for pub-
lic education, $91,000,000 ; for meat, 8308,000,000;
for bread, $505,000,000; for intoxicating liquors,
£900,000,000. Al other economical national issues
sink into the merest insignificance when compared
with that which proposes to save the $900,000,000
expended for intoxicating liquors and divect it to
its proper use.

Mr. James Laing, the well-known shipbuilder of
Sunderland, presiding at a meeting aflirmed that
since 1879 a total of four and a-half millions of money
had been paid week by week to the artisans in the
shipbuilding and allied trades in Sunderland. It was
not difficult to show—the thing was too glaring—
that drink was the main cause of the present distress.
Not less than £1350,000 year was received by the
licensed houses in the town. During the last fovr
years £600,000 had gone in drink alune in Sunder-
Jand. Deducting one-third for the higher-class
licensed houses and hotels, they had the broad fact
that £100,000 a year went out of the hard carnings
of the labouring population into the publicans’ hands.
Did they require a cause for the present distress with
such facts as those before them 1

‘We fully endorse the following sentiments, that,
the necessity for the prohibitjon of the liquor trafiic is
based upon the well established and conceded facts
- that this traffic is the producing cause of a large part
of all the crime, poverty, insanity, suicide and diseases
that exist in the land ; that it is the great disturber of
the public peace, as well as the destroyer of domestic
pesce and happiness ; that it renders life, liberty and
property insecure, and iinposes upon the community
heavy burdens of taxation without equivalent or
consent.

Solomon shows his wisdom, by the strictness of his
temperance pledge. How deep his insight into strong
drinks, deceptive, alluring, destructive power. We
pledge not to drink. Solomon said, look not on the
wine. Not oniy shut the mouth, but the eyes and
Zzﬁrg avenus to appetite. Why not sign the Pledge

. :

Signed.c.eciiiiiarieieiiieisrrennecnss

The eleventh annual report of the London Ten:por-
ance Hospital is just issued, and though the mana-
gers are not bound by any rigid rule to reject
alcohol, yet the second instance only of its adminis-
tration since the establishment in 1884, occurred this
year, followed, as was the first, with death of the
patient.

It is gratifying to see how well the temperance agi-
tatioun is being kept up in England. It is stated that
there were 6,126 petitions with more than half a
million signatures sent up to Parliament this year in
favor of the Suaday Closing bill, and there was not a
single petition against the bill. It will be remembered
that Scotland secured a Sunday law many years ago,
so that, if the English bill is passed, Sunday drinking
will be largely put a stop to, throughout Great Britian.

A Serious MaTTeER.—In the north of England on
account of the depression in the ship building theve
are now 100,000 men out of employment. What to
do with them, in justice to the struggling and sober
poor, is by no means the easy thing that certain
flippant writers would bave one suppose. Only a few
days ago, for insi.nce, a large employer of labor in
connection with the shipping interest in Newcastle-
on-Tyne, a Christian and a Baptist, stated that
men who for the last five years had heen earning
without intermission from £5 to £7, and in a few
cases even £10 a wecek, were, after buta few days
cessation of work, absolutely penniless. It was
nothing but drink, drink, drink with the men all the
week, and on Saturdays men and women would drink
and quarrel together. This applied to Newcastle.

My Birds.

Not long since my good friend Mr. Gaston gave me
two canaries, and now twice in the day they with
their merry song and their loving and cheerful warb-
ling notes cbeer my heart. They teach me a lesson,
Often I stop the pen and listen; they seem to say,
“Praise ye the Lord, let everything that hath breath
praise and bless His Holy name, every day will 1
praise thee.” Sometimes when toil-wern and cave-
pressed, as their cheery notes lhave called my atten-
tion, I have wmentally blessed the little songsters, and
thought how glad ye seem. The damp and winter
chill without stays not your gladsome song, and out
of the fulness of your heart, in simple trust to-day,
you make the best of life, and care not for, or antici-
pate the morrow’s sorrow, which may never come, or
if it comes, be simply the bringer of mercies in
disguise. O ye of little faith, arc ye not of more
wort™ than many sparrows? Why beat thyself
agaiast the cage of circumstances, and try to go
beyond the boundary line of present limits? Having
foort and raiment, why not be thus sweetly content,
and with a joyous song, wake music from some other,
who like the songster may only want an awakening
chirp te pour forth a flood of sweetness, at once cheer-
ing and refreshing, inspiring with the gladness of
spring-tide hopefulness some wearied listening ones.

Burlington ilawkeye. A bachelor upon reading
that * two lovers will sit up all night with one chair
in the room,” said it could not be done unless one of
them sat on the floor. Such ignorance is painful.
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A Tiger in the Garden.

A STORY FOR BUDS AND BLGSSOMS,

“I think it is horrid to have sn old tiger in my
garden, growing beside my sweet mignonette and tea
xoses, and forget-me-nots, and all the other pretty
flowers,” said little Ethel Brown, whose face generally
sunny, was now sadly clouded.

“Oh, Ethel! a tiger! how did he get there?” ex-
claimed mamma apparently much alarmed.

“You know what I mean, mamma, a tiger lilly.
Papa won’t let me dig it up or transplant it or any-
thing, though I've asked him again and again.”

“ What is the little verse you copied yesterday,
that you said you were going to keep in your mind
for & motto? Can you recite it this morning ?”

‘“ And tho work that is sweetest and dearest,
The work that so many ne'er do,
Tho great work of making folks happs,
May be done by a lassie liko you,”
Yepeated Ethel softly, the cloud for & moment dis-
appearing. *‘But mamma,” she added; “how can
T make any one happy by having a horrid old tiger
in my garden ¥’

¢ Papa has told you that you must let the tiger
remain, and it will certainly add to his happiness if
you obey him cheerfully.”

‘¢ How can papa have such horrid taste 9

“JIsn't “horrid"” too strong & word ; U don’t Jike
to hear it so often.”

‘T have been trying to give up that word, mamma,
but the tiger surprised me into using it again,”

“X think papa likes that flower,” said Mrs,
Brown, because it grew in grandma’s garden, when
he was a little boy. Everything that grandma loved
seems sacred to him. Think of your motto, Ethel
dear, and be kind to the tiger for papa's sake.”

Ethel had a siucere wish to follow the spirit of
the little verse, so she complained no more. After a
time she began to fecl quite friendly, toward the
once hated tiger.

Some weeks after Ethel's talk with her mother,
she rau into the house in a tumault of glad excite-
ment: “Oh mamma! my tiger isn't & tiger at all,
he’s a beautiful Japan lily. The bud has opened.
Please come to see. Oh I'm so happy !”

Papa looked up from his paper and said, “you
have been trying to make me happy and have made
yourself happy as well. Don't forget the lesson your
tiger has taught you iy dear, that the best way to
find happiness for yourself is to seek it for others.”

“The Bible lesson is better” said mamma: ¢ Even
Churist pleased not himself.”

EveELYN S. FosTER.

Mgr. SrurGEox hos said some smart things in his
day. Amcngst these may be classed the following
with regard to stingy Christians.  Some people, says
he, when urged to give, remark that what they give
is “nothing to nobody,” and that this is about all
they give. If a man’s religion does not make him
generous, it is not worth preserving. 'We need to
grow all round, not only in praying and praising,
but in giving. )

Missionary Notes, or the Regions Beyond.

God is not only faithful and just to forgive us our
sing, But judgeth & man’s liberality according to
what a man hath, aud not according to what a man
hath not. Our ability and opportunity is the
measure of our responsibility, Ave we doing our
duty ? doing what we can to make known a Saviowr’s
love, The holy war continues, the victory is still far
from complete ; but in the mission field results have
been obtained beyond the expectation and faith of
men who counted not their lives dear unto them in
such a cause, for such a Master.  Earnest labour for
the Lord is not only at once the privilege and the
duty of the Church: it enlarges her capabilities in
proportion as it extends her domain,

To successful and effective work the good soldier
of the Lord Jesus Christ needs to promptly obey, the
car quick to hear the voice of the leader, the eye acute
to detect the approach of the enemy, hands in which
their ministrations ave accustomed to use the
weapons of our warfare, and feet swift to run to and
fro on errands for the Master. -

Time lost can never be regained. After allowing
yourself proper time for rest, don’t live a single hour
of your life without doing exactly what is to be done
in 1t, and going straight through it from beginning to
end. Work, play, study, whatever it is, take hold at
once and finish it up squarely, and clear the way to
the next thing without letting any of them drop out
between, If all professing Christians redcemed the
time, what sure and effectual work might be accom-
plised toward the ultimate overthrow of the strong-
holds of sin. Lhe Gospel is the power of God unto
salvation.

Gordon Cumming, speaking of the sick buried
alive; the <rray of widows who are deliberately
strangled on the death of any great man; the living
victims who were buried beside every post of a chief’s
new house, and must nceds stand clasping it while
the earth was gradually heaped over their devoted
heads ; or those who were bound hand and foot, and
laid on the ground to act as rollers when a chief
launched & new canoe, and thus doomed to a death of
excruitating agony; a time when there was not the
security for life or property, aud no man knew how
quickly his own hour of doom might come, when
whole villages were depopulated simply to supply
their neighbors with fresh meat! Just think of all
this and of the change that has been wrought, and
then just imugine white men who can sneer at mis-
sionary work asg they do. Now you pass from isle to
isle. Every village on the eighty inhabited isles
bas built for itself a tidy church, and a good
house for its tedcher or native minister, for whom
the village also provides food and clothing. Can
you realize that there are nine hundred Wesleyan
churches in Fiji, at every one of which the frequent
services 1re crowded by devout congregations ; that
the schools are well attended ; and that the first
sound that greets your ear at dawn, and the last at
night, is the hymn-singing and the most fervent
worship rising from each dwelling at tho hour of
family prayer.

-

A grocer says he fully believes honest tea to be
the best policy. )
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Sensible Nonsense.

Mavp: “Tsn’t this a queer title for a book,
mother—Not Like Other Girls’? I vonder what
sho can be if she is not like other girls?”  3other .
I don't know, unless she goes into the kitchen and
helps her mother, fustead of staying in the parler to
read novels,”

The one wag.the little gaest of her grandmother,
and had been feasled with the usual prodigality of
grandparent to grandchild, When a second dish of
pudding was placed before the child, the first having
been dispatched with some difficulty, she looked first
at the steaming dish and then at the grandmother,
und, with u gigh, szid: “Say, grandma, I wish T was
twins,”

A shrewd old lady cautioned her married daughter
against worrying her husband too much, and concluded
by saying: DMy child, a manis like an cgg. Kept
in hot water & little while, he may boil soft; but
keep him there too long, and he hardens.”

Fome Girele.

CLeARING THE LoT, by making a lot of lots.~Tic proposi-
tion is to cut up, on a plan, the Tabernacle Building Lot into
600 squares, at 85 a sqguare, or lot ; this will clear the debt
thereon, which now calls semi-annually for interest, and it
will allow us to put the same to calls of a more ev ngelistic
character, and clear the way for the larger building, which the
growing congregation will soon demand. There is a general
hopefulness in the scheme and its practicability. Let us hope
and pray that the Lord will raise up many friends for the
work, who will take from one to a number of lots, The
names of the subscribers and number of lots taken will be
registered on & plan to be afterwards framed and kept. And a
report of lots sold will be given in B. and B. Several can
join together ; and tine, say six months, will be given for the
payments to be made.

This is the generat outline. I.ct us work for its success.

SeEwixG CircLe.—The ladigs ae revived by the cvident
determination to clear the lot—to rencwed activity. And the
sewing circle is evidencing they will not lack in zeal in this
matter.  Friends hielp them at your homes. The ladies lack
funds for material. It can be sent in small parcels, suflicient
to keep them busy. ‘Ihey ackunowledge this scason—3Ir.
Gaston, 50c. ; Mrs, Etter, 25c. ; Mr. Avery, $1.00; Mrs. Spry,
Mrs. Davies, Mrs. Peddle, material.

Bubs AND BLussuMas.—The fullowing in paying for B. & B.
sent §1.00, we therefore credit 252, to our free list. MMrs
Manual, Mr. J. C. Robbins, Mrs. Dalrymple, Mr. Whitley, Mr
Cook, Mr.'J. S. Maclean, writes: ‘‘Kindly use the 310.00
enclosed, in the circulation of your very excellent paper. I
most cordially wish you every success in the real good work
you are doing for our dear loving and lovely Saviour."

Tux YaBerNAcLe Fruit aAxp Frowes Missiox.—Papers

received from Miss, Jacobs. A barrel of apples from a fricnd’
in the country. Words fail to express the sincere thankfulness |.

of the poor people in the poor house. Often they would catch
the ham ?has gave thepg;plcs and kiss then, and many
blessings arc asked upon the donors. It takes s barel and o

natter or & barrel and half to go round amougst them all,
Who will provide for further visits? Who can tell the power
of an apple and a cheery word. They aro very anxious for
reading mutter ; we have not enough ; illustrated papers, &c.,
Spcciaﬁy degized. Canyousend afew? A smallsum will buy
many back numbers. The workers have also visited both
lospitals.

Special thanks are due to two of our friends, who by sending
their horses and carnages have cnabled the distributors to 1
the work otherwise impossible, on account of tiic distance and
time needed in the distribution,  We should be specially glad
to be remembered in this work about Chrastmas tume. We know
meany who are poor and our own purse is not deep or full enough.

Seecran DoNatrons.—We are happy to announce, although
we have not all the lists to hand, that sufficient and some-
thing over is promised to give {o pay the $90 due as interest
on thelot. If in one year we can raise fifteen times what wo
have pmd annually for the ground rent of our lot, we can be
clear of the burden ouce for all. Let us think and pray it
overy, and do it

Money paid to J. F. Avery, and not mentioned in other
Jists, see lists next month,—Mr, J. X. Hubley, $10.90 ; Mr. J.
Masou, 82,00 ; Mrs, Mason, $1.50 ; Mrs, Barrowman, 1.50 ; Mr,
Etter, $1.00 ; Mr. Street, $1.00 ; Mrs, Burgis, $1.00; Mrs, R.
Murray, $1.00; Mrs. Chas. Covey, $1.00; Mrs. Wyatt;
$1.00; Miss Abbie Glawson, 3100; an aged Baptist $5.00
for * Building Lot.”” Mrs. Warner $4.00 for lot. .

Collected by Mr. Charles Blakncy.—Mr. Herman, $1.00;
Mr. Chambers Blakney, 81.00 ; Mr. V. T. Francis, $2.50 ; Mr,
Silas Hubley, $1.00; Miss Jane Blakney, 60c.; Mr. Geo.
Thornton, $1.00 ; Mr. Hubley, aad Ficheor, §2.00 ; Mr. James
McPherson, $1.00,

Celiceted by Mr. J. Myers.—Mr. P. Myers, $2.00 ; Mr. Eli
Hubley, 25c.; Mr. Aron Hubley, 81.26 ; Mr. Geo. Anstry,
25c. ; Mr. Stephen Hubley, $1.00 ; Mr. Joseph Myers, $1.25.

Barrisns.—Nov. 28, two baptised.

Olive Branches.

Birras.—Nov. 7th, the wife of My, Halliday, & danghter,
June 16th, the wifo of Mr, Chadwick, a daughter. April 20th,
the wife of Mr. Finley, a daughter. Aug. 18th, the wile of Mr.
Hunt, a son.  Nov, 21, the wife of Mr. Joseph Hubley, a sqn.

Ovange Blossoms.

Marriep.~-On Monday, Oct, 27th, by Rev. J. J. Teasdale,
Thomas A. Covey, *o Jane Heartherington, both of Halifax,

Nov. £th, St. Clair Rafuse to Anna Shankle. Nov. 12th:
Hugh Ross to Emma Gaetz, both of Dartmouth, Married at

Mizpah Cottage by J. . Avery. .
EADED LEAVES,

Diep.—Nov. 3rd, leaving a widow to mourn his departure,
Ambrose Ifubley, after a long and painful illness. But the
end was peace, having a good hope through faith. Reader,
Remember we all do fade as ¢ lewf,

-

Six Short Rules for Young Christians.

BY BROWNLOW XNORTH, B. A.

1.—Never neglect daily private prayer, and when
you pray, remember that God is present, and that Ho
hears your prayers. (Heb. xi. 6.)

2.—Never negleet daily private Bible reading,
and when you read, remembur that God is speaking
to you, and that jou are to believe and act upon
what he says. I believe all backsliding begins with
the neglect of these two rules. (John v. 89.)

3.—Never let a day pass without trying to do
something for Jesus, Every night reflect on what
Jesug Las done for you, and then ask yourself, ¢ What
am I doing for Him 1" (Matt. v, 13-16.)

4.—If ever you are in doubt as to a thing being
right or wrong, g0 to yonr room, and ask God’s bless-
ing upon it. (Col. iii. 17.) If you caunot do this, it
is wrong. (Rom. xiv. 23.)

5.~Never take your Christianity from Christians,
or arguc that because such and such people do so and
so, therefore you may, (2 Cox. x. 12.) You are to
ask yourself, ** How would Christ act in my place "
and strive to follow Him. (Joha x. 27.

6.—Never believe what you feel, if it contrudicts
God's Word, aud ask yourself, «Can what I feel be
true, if God’s Word is truc?’ and if both cannot be
true, believe God, ard make your own heart the liar.
(Rom, iii. 4; John v. 10, 11.)
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The Disappointed Searcher.

HE sagacity of dogs is well known, and low often | accustum  their children from  eatliest infancy to

}\‘j fias that sagacity, sharpened and intensified,
< T helieve, for the occasion by Divine power,
been used to show forth our Tather’s loving care of
us' There is one story told of a shepherd who in-
habited one of those glens which intersect the
Grampian Monntaine of Seotlind.  In one of his
excursions to look after his fluck, he carried along
with him a child of three years. This is not an
unusual practice amongst the Ifighlunders, who

FrienoLy Greerings. No. 210.

encure the rigours of the climate. After traversing
his pastures for some time attended by his dogs, the
shepherd found Limself under the necessity of ascend-
ing a summit at some distance, to have a more exten-
sive view of his range. As the ascent was too
futizuing for the had, he Teft hine on o small plam,
with stnet injunctions not to stie from 1t till Ins
retwn.  Scarcely, however, had he gained the
height when the horizon was darkened by one of

1
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thuxe impenctiable mists which fiequently descend
so mapidly among these mountains as in the space
of a few minutes almost to turn day into night.
The anxious father instantly hastened back to find
his child, but owing to the thick darkness and his
own trepidation, he unfortunately missed his way.

After a fruitless search of many hours, he dis-
covered that he had reached the bottom of the valley,
and was near his own cottage. To continue the
search that night was equally fruitless and dangerous ;
he was therefore compelled to go home, though he
hal lost both his child and his dog, which had
attended him faithfully for many years.

Next morning at break of day our shepherd col-
leeted @ band of neighbours, and set out to seek the
missing oue, but after a day of fruitless fatigue he
was at last forced hy the approach of night to descend
the monntains, On reaching his cottage he found
that his dog had returned, and on receiving o picce
of oateake had instantly gone off again,

For several successive days the shepherd renewed
the search for his child, and still on returning home
disappointed he found that the dog had been home,
and on receiving his usual allowance of food had
immediately disappeared.  Struck by this singular
circumstance, he remained at home one day, and when
s usual the dog departed with his piece of cake, he
resolved to follow him and find out the cause of
this stiange proceeding. The dog led the way to a
cataract some  distance from the spot where the
shepherd had left his child. The banks of the cataract
almost joined at the top, yet, separated by an abyss
of immense depth, presented that appearance which
30 often astonishes and appals the traveller wha fre-
quents the Grampian Mountains.

Down one of these rugged and almost perpendicular
descents the dog, without hesitation, made his way,
and at last disappeared by entering a cave, the mouth
of which was almost level with the torrent. The
shepherd with some difficulty followed, and on entering,
what were his emotions when he beheld his infant
cating with much satisfaction the cake which the dog
had just brought him, while the faithful animal stood
by, eyeing his young charge with great complacency !

From the situation in which his child was found, it
wag clear that he had wandered to the brink of the
precipice, and then cither fallen or serambled iuto the
cave.  The dog by means of scent had traced him to
the spot, and then prevented him from starving by
bringing up to him his own daily allowance, He
appears never to have quitted the child day or night
except when it was necessary to go for food, and then
he was always seen running at full speed to and from
the cottage,

We do not need to he told how the parents
treasired and loved that dog afterwards, nor how they
thanked Gad for the child so mercifully restored to
them 5 our imaginations ean hetter depict the shep-
herd’s glad return than any words could describe it.

Another and still more remarkable incident is told

2

of a dog m Cornwall, many years ago, but the truth of
the story is well vouched for.

In the west of Cornwall is a vemarkable hili, called
Carn Brea, which has a quaint little castle-like build-
ing crowning its height, where @ miner and his wife
used to live. The miner's work often kept him the
greater part of the night away from home, and his wife
was left quite alone and unprotected. One morning a
very large dog, quite a stranger, and very formidable in
his strength, came up the hill and made a sudden
friendship with the miner's wife. She was hospitable
to him at first, but as night drew on tried to send him
away. He, however, firmly refused to go, and after
much debate with the huge dog she was obliged to
allow him to remam indoors. Late at night there
was a sound heard at the door ; she opened it, thinking
that her husband had returned earlier than usual,

The strange dog instantly sprang out and grappled
furiously with some person or persons in the darkness,
There was a long and terrible conflict, but at last foot-
steps were heard in retreat, and the huge protector
again returned quietly to her side, and the door was re-
fastened.  But the poor lone woman was miserable from
the fear lest, after all, it might have been her husband,
and, lighting a lantern, she sallied forth into the dark-
ness with the dog by her side. As they descended the
hill she looked eagerly around, fancying that every
moment she might come upon the prostrate figure of
her miner, torn, and perhaps lifeless.  Just at the
foot of Carn Brea she met the unconscions husband,
calmly returning after the close of his hours of sub-
terranean labour.  Ah, the joy of that meeting! The
chivalrous protector, instead of springing upon the
figure thus encountered in the dark, gave him a tact
approval, and disappeared into the night.  His
wonderful mission was accomplished, and he went on
his unknown way.,

Who would hesitate to attribute this remarkable
intervention to the good hand of God? That blind
impulse which we agree to call “instinct” is wholly
insufficient to account for the appearance of the lone
woman’s protector at the hour of need. She could
never discover whence he came or whither he went.
Surely he was sent providentially! and so thought the
miner’s wife dwelling amid the Druidical rocks of
Carn Brea.

One more incident, and then I am done. In the
year 1766 the especial interposition of Divine Pro-
vidence was manifested in a most remarkable manner
to a poor labourer at Sunderland. This man being
employed in a hedging near an old stone quarry, went
to eat his dinner in onc of the deep cavitics, in order
to be sheltered from the weather, which was stormy.,
As he sat down, he pulled off his hedging gloves, and
threw them on the ground at some distance from cach
other. Being at his repast, he observed a raven take
up one of his gloves in his heak, with which he flew
away, shortly afterwards returnng for the other and
doing likewise. The man being much surprised, rose
to see if he could find out the cause of so strange an
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meident, and to Iearn what had become of his gloves.
Scarcely had he cleared the quarry when, turning his
head, he saw large fragments of rock fall down into the
very place where he hud been sitting, amd where, had
he continued n minute longer, he must inevitably have
been crushed to picees.

Dogs or birds, nothing is so small but it can be
used for God’s good purposes. We often sneak of
¢ chance ” escapes, but no such thing as chanco exists.
However trifling the cscape may appear, we may he
sure it is all our Heavenly Father’s doing, whose cyes
are over the righteous, and whose ear is ever open to

their cry. Jou
—_——

HEAVY-LADEN.

e “ heavy-laden "—who are they? Is it diffi-
cult to find them out, so as to be able to say to
them with certainty, “The Lord meant you?”

Christ's words are all plin and clear.  He means
what He says; and He says what He means. He
does not speak darkly, so that the wayfaring man or
the fool may miss His meaning, or be puzzled as to
its application. Man mystifies ; Christ simplifies.
He wants us to understand what He says,

Here He speaks to those who have a burden or
burdens. He invites all burdened ones to come to
Him for relief and rest. The word does not exactly
mean “heavy-laden.,” It may, or may not, according
to the case.  “Laden” or “burdened” is all that it
actually means, The weight of the burden He does not
speak of. The kind of burden He does not specify.
The way in which the burden had come, or the length
of time dwring which it had been pressing, He does
not speak of.  There was a burden ; and the burdened
ones longed for deliverance. That is all that He
implies.

The burden might be spiritual, or it might be
temporal. It might be trouble of mind, or pain of
body. It might be from a sense of sin, or it might
be from the want of a sense of sin. It might be the
burden of terror, or the mere burden from sense of
need. It might be the burden of disappointment, or
vexation, or despondency, or weariness, or unhappiness.
It might be the burden of felt emptiness, or of the
realised vanity of a vain world. It might be the
burden of wounded affection, or deferred hope, or
sated appetite for pleasure: the burden of one who
had gonc to every quarter from which joy could be
supposed to come, saying, *“Who will show me any
good ?” and had founrd nothing to satisfy ov refresh.
It might be the burden of the sick heart, or the
troubled spirit, or the alarmed conscience, or the
fretted mind. It might be any or all of these. The
Lord gives no detail, but uses this wide, general

word, which comprchends everything that can weigh |

down a human soul and make it long for rest.

Thus there is no weary sinner—no burdencd son of
Adam who can say, * The word does not mean me,”
It dues mean you, if youhavea burden at all, of what-
ever kind, small or great, spiritual or temporal ; and
you must not see that word sct aside, or refuse the

personal message which it conveys to you from the
great Giver of rest.

Are you unhappy? He speaks to you,
stung with remorse? Ho speaks to you. Have you
a sense of sin? He speaks to you. Have you a
sense of the want of conviction of sin? He speaks
to you. Arec you fretted, vexed, cast down, dis-
consolate? He speaks to you. Whatever be the
cause of your unrest, e offers you rest. You would
fain be happy, but know not how. Here is the
happiness, and here is the how, and where, and when,
to find it: ¢ Come unto Me, and I will give you rest.”

Lay no stress on the nature of your burdens, or
the kind of weariness that distresses you. Do not
mystify that word coming, or suppose it to mean a
great many acts or feelings, or sensations, which you
must be conscious of or obtain before coming, as if
they were to be the price you were to pay, or, at
least, the preliminary fitness without which you
could not be accepted. Take the words in their
simplicity. You want to be happy? Go and deal
directly with Him who alone can give happiness, and
who will not deny it to you. Yes, go straight to
Him, with all that you have, or all that you have
not, with your feeling, or your want of feeling ; with
everything that makes you a weary sinner; go at
once—do not mock Him by excuses or pretended
humility ; go as you are at this moment.

You will find His promise sure, “I will give you
rest.” He has love enough for you, and pity enough
for you. The fulness of rest is with Him, and He
wants to make you partaker of that fulness. There is
no hindrance in Him : let there be none in you. He
stretches out His hand; do you stretch out yours.
He says, “Come ;” do you answer, “Lord, I come.”
He not only waits for you, but He beseeches you
to come. His invitations and entreaties are sincere
and true. He utters no hollow words ; His is the most
honest invitation you ever got in all your life. Be
sure of that. He will not mock you. Do not, oh
weary child of sin, mock Him! He is a Saviour to
the uttermost.

Are you

—_———

WATCH YOURSELF.

‘-%‘ Y Christian friend, you are watched. The
M world is watching you. Enemies are watch-

ing you. Sinners, scoffers, sceptics, and
hypocrites are watching you. And if you go wrong
there are those that will rejoice at your failure, and
exult over your downfall. It will not harm you to
be watched, if you only watch yourself. You are not
to be dependent vpon sinners and scoffers to warn
you of danger, or persuade you to duty. You are to
¢ watch and pray, lest ye enter into temptation.”

No person on earth has so great an interest in your
prosperity as yourself. And if you are led astray or go
wrong, others may talk about it ; but you must f.el
the pain, and anguish, and sorrow that come from
wrong-doing. Hence it is your business to watch your-
self, to “watch unto prayer,” and to maintain a life of
constant vigilance in the service of your Divine
Master.

3
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THE FREETHINKER.
paag

) kADER, you may he a man without faith, a man
N of reason, 2 freethinker. T too have been like
you.  There was an evil hour when onee T
slipped the anchor of my faith; I cut the cable of wy
belief , ¥ no longer mooved wmyself havd by the coasts
of revelation ; L allowed my vessel to drift before the
wind ; I said to reason, * De thou wy captain ™ I said
to my own brain, “DBe thou my rudder;” and [

w$e
started on my mad voyage.  Thank God, it is all over

now; but L will tell you its brief history.
It was one hwried sailing over the tempestuous
I went on, and as I went the

ocean of freethought.

tut heve the devil foiled himself ; for the very ex-
travagance of the doubt proved its absurdity. There
came a voice which said, “And can this doubt he
true?” At this very thought I awoke. T started
from that death-dream. When I arose, faith took
the hefm ; from that moment L doubted not. Faith
steered me back; faith cried, * Away, away.” 1 cast
my auchor on Calvary; I lifted my eye to God ; and
here T am alive and out of hell.  Therefore, T speak
what T do know, Ask me again to be an infidel,
No; I have tried it ; it was sweet at first, but bitter
afterwards. Now, lashed to God’s Gospel more firmly
than ever, standing as on 2 rock of adamant, 1 defy
the arguments of hell to move me, for, “I know in

skies began to darken ; but, to make up for that defi-
ciency, the waters were brilliant with coruseations of
light. I saw sparks flying upwards that pleased me,
and I thought, “If this be freethought, it is a happy
thing.” My thoughts scemed gems, and I scattered
stars with hoth my hands ; but anon, instead of these
coruseations of glory, I saw grim fiends, fierce and
horrible, start up from the waters, and as I daghed on,
they gnashed their teeth and grinned upon me, they
seized the prow of my ship, and dragged me on, while I,
in part, gloried at the rapidity of my motion, but yet
shuddered ab the terrific mte with wlich I parsed the
Tandmarks of my old faith.  As I hurried forward, 1
began to doubt my very existence ; I doubted if there
were @ world, T doubted if there were such a thing as
myself, 1 went to the very verge of the dreary realns
of unbelicf. L doubted everythmg.
1

t

whom I have believed, and am persuaded that He is
able to keep that which 1 have committed unto Him.”

“ Neither is there salvation in any other: for there
is none other name under heaven given among men,

whereby we must be saved.”
May be had separately as an Tustrated Handbill,

PRECEPT—PRONMISE-—PRAYER.

— O
PRECEPT.—Thou shalt fear the Lord thy God; Him
shalt thou serve, and to Him shalt thou cleave, and
swear by His name. Dett. x. 20,

PROMISE.—The Lord God is my strength, and He will

 make my feet like hinds’ feet, He will make m= to walk

upon mine high places. sdab. iii. 1

PRAYER.—In Thee, O Lord, do | put my trust; let me

, never be ashamed: deliver me in Thy righteousness.

[

Pyoxxwi. 1.
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NATURE /AND GRACE.

oME people make a greab mistake in thinking that

every one must hs brought to God in exactly

the same way; as a comsequence, it often
causes them uncasiness when they compare their
experience with others’, and because they were not
converted just as M. or Mrs. Se-and-so wag they
think their conversion was not real.  But God’s grace
zn work by divers means,  We suppose that scarcely
ever were bvo persons taught of God just alike,  Tlemet
the shepherds on the hillside  while G
oceupied  with their daily ealling; e
gpoke to the wise men of the Fast by
the leading of the star, as trauly as Ile
arrested Paul by a veice direet from
heaven.  And though amongst us IHis
Word read or preached is the ordinary
way by which Ie draws the hewts of
sinners to Tlimself, yet e can use, and
use effectually, far different agencies if He
see fit to do so.

It has been often remarked that nature
never yet converted a single soul. It is
quite true that nature herself cannob save,
for she can teach us nothing about
cither sin or a Saviour; but God can
use the influence of nature for lis own
purposes, as the following narmative will
show.

Annie was not a Christian.  She had
been brought up by pious parents, and
had heard the Gospel from her childhood,
but she had never really accepted it
She liked to listen to an arousing
sermon, for her feelings were casily acted
on; but there was no permancnt result.
God had given her, however, one special
taste, and that was to be the means of
drawing her heart to Him. IHer love of
natwre was almost a passion.  Twrning
from the ordirary amuscments of her
age, she would wander by herself in the
woods or by the seashore, finding in
these solitary  walks abundant plee ure.
Often and often she would climb some
Weezy hill overlooking the ocean, and
then woull gaze at the prospect till
her eyes would fill with tears and her
heart with an irrepressible longing after
the Creator of all this beauty.

« At whose creative word appeared the dry land and
the sen,
My spirit thirsts for Thee, O God! wy spirit
thirsts for Thee!”

AR
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This was the language of her soul, and then she .

would pray real prayers that she might know 1lim.
At other times her prayers were but the form without
the spirit.  Thus, though she had moments of intense
enjoyment, she was not really happy, for she had as
yet only a natwal religion, and not the peace of a
reeonciled and forgiven sinner. But Gud, as we have
said, can employ His own handiwork to carry out

Tt wonim dasiags ﬂ‘

-

His own designs, and He was doing it all the while,
Her prayers were not forgotten—they were registeved
in heaven.

1f Annio was impressed with English scenery, it
is not surprising that the effect of & visit to Switzer-
land was more decided still.  She dmnk jn the
beauty round her with exceuding pleasure; but the
old longing for semething more hecame urgent
indeed.  She was always praying now; ose day in
particular, as they were crossing & mountain pass, the
party stopped to vest, and Aunie, as was her custon,

>

.« o

—eat e 4,

a solitary
She paused in a spot of surpassing loveli-
ness—the summy peaks rose in the clear blue sky,

stole away from the others to indulge in
walk.

a  glacier of pwrity mounted before her, and a
carpet of flowers was at her feet.  The scene seemed
moure than she could bear.  She threw herself on
her knees inan agony of prayer, and with no eye
but the eye of God upon her, she gave her heart
to Him to b taught, and Jed, and guided as He
should chiouse, if omly He would give her Himself.
And so He did. .
She rejuined her friends, she went back to Fng-
Jand. Then came anxiety, suspense, sotrow; hut she
5
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had a refuge now—she had found a Saviowy, she
knew in whom she Lelieved ; His love, better than
the love of nature, filled her heart; and to the end
of her life she believed that it was through nature
she had been led up to nature’s God—God in Christ,
It does not <o mueh matter what were the means
of our conversion, as to be quite swe about the
fact.  We may not even he able to fix the exact
date, but if it has heen God the Holy Spints work,
it i just ax real for all that. e may work suddenly,
but T think that more often He works gradually.
That is what He does in nature, and nature in
neady all its processes is a picture of grace. So if
we can look back and see we are different now
from what we wused to he; if the things which
delight us now are not those which once gave us
pleasure ; if our lives take their tint from cternity
ather than from time; if the desive of our souls
is to the Lord and the remembrance of 1is name,
then we may take comfort and say, “One thing I
know, that, whereas I was blind, now I see.” Let
us also take heed “to grow in gmce, and in the
knowledge of our Lord and Saviowr Jesus Christ.”
1f, on the contrary, we know nothing about these
things, and have never felt for owselves what it is
to turn from darkness to light, and from the power of
Satan unto God, oh, let us without delay pray from
the depth of owr sond, “ Create in me a clean heart,
0O God, and renew a right spiit  within - me.”
And then the God who heareth prayer will do for
us what He did for Annie. K.

-y

THE HANDSOME WOMAN.

P O
’\:irnmm is a shabby, irregular street in one of owr
vy large seaport towns in the South of England,
=T ot very attmetive to the casual observer, hut
which, if it could be rid of the dirt and squalor
that are seen on either side, wonld have many
points of interest to any one whe caved to look for
them.
gven in bleak winter time, it oceasionally makes n
pleast picture.  In the early morning, when the
pure white snow has fallen, covering with its flecey
robe the dirty pavement and murky houses, this
dingy street is far more picturesque than a row of
handsonie and regular buillings.  The high sloping
wofs, the queer gable windows, the low wooden
houses  and  irregularly  huilt chimmeys, stand out
6

sharply defined in white against a dark sky, all defeets
and blemishes hidden by the mantle of the driven snow.,

Yet, wnder ordinary civeumstances, it cannot he
called o pleasant street.  Far from it, for dirl and
vice and misery abound on every side. There is a
tall chapel, with a stone-paved yard containing a fow
trees, at one end of the street, but the small shops
kept by butchers, hakers, aml chandlers, the many
public-houses, the shabby private dwellings and
lodging-houses, are such as may be seen in the hack
streets of any luge town. There are many courts
on cither side, and the people who live in them e
neither courteous nor refined.

Many years ago, before the street had quite suuk
to its present position in the social scale, in one of
the small shops lived a woman, who would under any
cireumstanees have been called “ plain,” but she was
more than that—she was really ugly.  Not only were
her features coarse, her cyes small, and her mouth
projecting, but passion, vice, and evil temper had set
their hideous stamp upon her countenance and had
distorted it.

The bad Language and abuse in which she frequently
indulged were well known to every one living in the
street; but no one was more frequently annoyed, and
no one felt her tongue’s sharp edge more keenly, than
hier opposite neighbour, Mr. Young, a greengrocer.

e often initated and worried her into a violeni
passion ; and one morning, when Mrs. Smith had been
standing at her door abusing him in her Jondest voice
and  her strongest language, he determined to he
revenged upon her.

He said nothing, Imt with grim humour sent for a
man who had some mative talent in the way of
painting portinits, and told him that he wished him
to paint a lifesize portrit, faithful and tiue, of his
opposite neighbour, just as she appeared in her shop,

In a short time a picture was sent home, roughly
done, of cuwrse, but still a likeness, not 2 canieature, of
the remarkably unattrctive features of Mus. Smiith.
Undemecath in Iuge letters was this inseription—

THE HANDSOME WOMAN.

The picture was fastened to the front of M
Young’s house, just over the shop; and one morning,
when M. Smith rose and looked out of her hedroom
window, the first sight that greeted her astonished
waze was her own life-size portimit staring her full in
the face, from her neighbowr’s house just opposite.

Yes, there it was, with her own phin features, her
coarse mouth, her snub nose, her dark skin and woolly
hair, the very line: and wrinkles, even the savage
expression of her countenance.

Oh, how angry she felt!  Although she might
have persuaded herself before that she was, at any
mie, fairly good-looking, she could not consider the
picture before her to be the portmit of a handsome
woman, and conld only regard the inseription heneath
it as ironical. It was of no use to fly into a passion,
and storm and wge, for the picture created great
excitement in the street, and every one recognised her
as the original of it. Every passer-hy stopped to
look at the cause of the commotion, and then, calching
sight of Mrs. Smith, walked on, with a smile or 2



jeering laugh, while Mr. Young stood at his door,
quictly enjoying his neighbour’s chagrin.

When, at length, she could bear it no longer, she
bribed  some boys one dark night to deface and
damage the hateful portrait.  But it was of no use;
her tormenter soon had it furbished up again, il
also provided a wooden shutter which closed over it
at night, and was securely fastened and locked to
Keep it from injury.

How long this might have continued, or how it
might have ended, there is no telling,

Jub o change took place in Mr. Young himself.
He attended some special services, and hegan to see
himself in the light of God’s Word as a lost and
rtined sinner.  His heart was touched and tamned to
the Tord. e became a new man in Christ Jesug,
and the change soon showed itself in his life.  Tnstead
of taking a malicious pleasure in rousing the angry
feelings of his neighbour, he regretted what he had
done, and one of his first acls was to take down the
offending picture.

Thus Mre, Smith was relieved from the daily
annoyance which had so greatly troubled her, and it
became nothing more than an unpleasmt memory.

Jut although the picture was removed, the woman
remained as unattractive as ever, and was in no wise
the better for having seen herself as others saw her.
And s it not se with some of us? When we see the
portrait of ourselves in God’s Word, ugly, evil, loath-
some, and full of =in, we reject the iden of its being
our likeness, and try to persuade ourselves that it
must be intended for some one else.  Lven when we
are compelled Lo recognise it, we do it reluctantly, and
go away and forget what manner of persons we are.

ut when the picture is continually before our eyes,
do we not Joathe and detest it ?

Yet though a human countenance which has grown
old and become ugly through sin can never be lovely
in this world, we have the comfort of knowing that
even as Christ will change the vile bodies of His
stints aml make them like unto His glorious body, so
He ean change and renew our evil hearts by His
Spirit, and make them clean, and pure, and holy.

L.
———. -

THE TELEPHONE.

Hat @ wonderful thing is the clectric
telegraph!  We sce the telegrmph wires
stretched overhead along our milways
and roads 3 but how few people under-
stand how the messages are sent along
those wires ; and even those who do

can only tell us they are conveyed by means

of clectricity; but what clectricity is, no one
kuows! It is a mysterious thing that travels quicker
than time!  There is a telegraph wire running all the
wiy from Ireland to America, a distance of 3,000 miles,
and yet the cleetricity travels so fast that it will traverse
that distance sixteen times in one secomd !

But there is somefhing more wonderful «till than
the cleetric telegmph, amd that is the telephone, for
by it 2 wessige can be sent quicker even than by the
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telegraph.  The telegraphic machine requires time in
working it, and each word has to be spelt out letter
by letter, and then can be read only by those who
have been trained Lo the work : but with the telephone
a message can be sent as fast as though it were
delivered by word of mouth, while aay one can send a
message by it; all one has to do is to speak into the
instrument, and the wortls are heard at the other emd
of the wire as soonas they are spoken ! The telegaph
delivers the message in writing, but by the telephone
the voice of the one who sends the message is heard,
although the message may be sent scores of miles!

Yes, the telephone is indeed a most wonderful
machine, enabling people to talk to one another though
separated by long distances.  But after all it is ne nevs
invention, for there is mention of telephoniz communi-
cation in a very ancient book written two thousand
five hundred yeurs ago.

What de we read in the Book of Ysaiah Ixv. 241
“ Before they call, I will answer, and while they are
yet speaking, 1 will hear.”  Our words travelling as
soon as we utter them all the way from earth to
heaven! Heaven must be millions of miles away
from this carth, and yet God says, * While men are
yet speaking, Twill hear ! What a perfect telephone
between carth and heaven is prayer!  And so cheap
—no charge made for the use of it ; any one who Jikes
may use that telephone as often as he likes and as
long as he likes : while no skill is required in usingit;
the little child can make as good use of it as can the
most experienced speaker.

There is something more wonderful still about this
telephone that runs from carth to heaven—a dumb
man can be heard by it just as well as a2 man who
cam speak!  For it conveys thoughts and wishes as
well as it does words : “Prayer is the soul’s sincere
desive, uttered or unexpressed —it does noi matter
which—ecither reaches the ear of God the very instant
we send them heavenwards.

If a telephone office were opened in York, and the
wire ran from York to Windsor Castle, and we were
informed that the Queen stood at the other end listen-
ing to all that was said, while everybody might speak
free of charge with the telephone, and might ask of
the Queen whatever they liked, what a crowd there
would be day and night round the oflice door l—what
pushing and struggling to get at the machine l—what
numberless petitions of all sorts would be continually
flying along the wire !—how many would return and
repert again and again their request, for fear it might
hie overlooked among so many l—and how continually
the office-kecner would have the question put to him,
“When do you think I shall get an answer??

Bt what are you doing with the grand telephone
which strelches from your own house to the very ear
of the King of kings?  Are you using it daily ? Do
you yourself pray? Ts there family prayer in your
house? I ask you to gmsp what a grand privilege is
put within your reach——youn can at any moment, speak
to God Himself!

And when you do use this gmnd telephone of
prayer, do not forgel to look for an answer.

Octacins 1Walton,

r
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WHAT HAVE YOU DONE WITH THEM ? |

o=

) }! was speaking the other day to a young man who
) evidently lived a quiet, respectable life.  Tlness
had come, and by God’s merey he had been
spared, and the days of convalescence turned out to
Loalays i which Die thos it o goad deal abowt the

o . PR

pst. There was something wrong in his life—what
L i not exactly hnow, ws hie oo desized o suve

5
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Gl and o Bive for Hie He folt that e spite of

Teimg o respecable man it was not Al ight, there |

wis something hanging as a weight on him.  So 1
apwhe to b of st T told L that v Fathier, the

Alpure, allholy Gad, would  wot aduat sin into

Lhoateny none could entar thee withe their sins, 1
taninded him of the tatl that all have in some way
biohe Gal's Lawsy sinned against i, and thas
vendered  themselves

unlit to meet Him, ——————

All thix he quite
sy and theny hring.
ing it home  wore
personally, T said,
“Your sins,  what
have you done with
them?  Jlave  you
ranght them to your
Savieur?”  No, he
had nol. This was
what was wrong,

And now, dear
friends, you who read
this paper, 1 am going
to ask you this sune
question.

You know, as this
man did, that you
Iave sinned.  Your
life may e extern-
ally most respectable.
You may nol steal, or
lie, or diink, so that
vour neiglihowrs and

work, or twenty pounds——would you say you had no
time to think of it? You would make time, my
friend, depend upon that,

You may not drink, but are you never self-indulgent?
A, T need not go on; for the questions you can ask
yourself will come readily enough,

Answer them fruly, and you will svon find many,
many sins,

Thon, wy friend, what have you done witls thein?

You ol enter heaven with one single unforgiven
sin upon your souk Tfow, then, can you hope to go
there?

I owe confess our sing, e s fuithful and just to
forgive us vw ~ins, and to ddeanse us from all uu-
tightooustiess,”  That is Gud’s Word, wnd han, tou,
anothicr sweel message of comfort spuken Iy the lips
of Hitn who lus luved you all through yowr neglect
of Him : ¢ Him that
cometh to Me I will
in no wise cast out.”

Go, then, to Ilim
by faith.  Tell Him
your sins in your own
words. Tell Him that
you are not sorry for
them as you should
be. Ask Him to give
you sorvow, and IHe
will give it to yonu,
And helieve Him that
you can, there at His
feet, leave the hurden
of your sins and rise
pardoned, the weight
gone and their guilt
blotted out. Do not
try to hear your sins
yourself, ax you have
done for so long. Re-
member if you do
that the day will come
when you will seck
Him and notfind Him,
when, crashed down

fiictdx ean see vou.
You may live a very

quict life ;. but is this W17 T you hnelt down |

and asked the Holy Spirity, o show you yourself,
do you think you wonld see youwrselfl as sinless?
Ah no!?

You may not byeak the eighth commandiment hy
stealing in 2 geneml way, but arve you quite sure yon
have nover broken it for all that?  How about your
time, some portion of which you owe to God for
worship and prayer?  Have yvou never defrauded Him
of any of that?  ITave you never by an unkind speech
stolen your neighhour’s geod name, lessened it in value
in the eyes of others by speaking of his sins newld-
lessly, pethaps, if at all exaggemted, not quite truth-
fully ?

Ave you always quite truthful? - When you tell
God you can’t think of IHim now, that you are too
Dusy, is that true 7 TF i were at ease of getting better-
paid cmployment, a place for your son wha is out of

—— —— -

Ly the hurden, you
knoch at the golden gate and the answer will D,
“Too latet?
Will you not go to Him while it is yet time?  Go
now, and then you will he able to say—

“I lay wy sins on Jesus,

The spotless Lamb of God;

He bears them all, and frees us
From the accursed load.

I bring my guilt to Jesus,
To wash my crimson stains

White in His blood most precious,
Till not a spot remains.

“T lay my wauts on Jesus,
All fuluess dwells in Him,
He healeth my diseases,
He doth my soul redeem.
I lay my gricfs on Jesus,
My hurdens and my cares;
He trom them all releases,
He all wy sorrows shares.”
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THE STRANDED BOAT.

“ q_-ﬂ-’ ox't you think the wind is rising, John?

“Youre right, liss, We shall have a
3 stiftish breeze before the day’s out.”

Jolm Treganmon was a fisherman, and at the time
when the above words were spoken was preparing to
launch forth on the bread-winner’s ertand,

“Then don’t go. Do stay at home this once.”

Very pleadingly, very tenderly said, with eyes as
well as lips, while the wifely hands closed around the
brawny arm, as if to lovingly enforee her entreaty,

“ No, lass; the cupboard’s empty, as you know well,
'Tis but bad luck T've been having lately. Perhaps
Il be more fortunate tonight.  Good-bye, lase”

In 2 moment he was in the boat, and rowing rapidly
seawards,

There was a heavy load on Mary Tregannon’s heart
that day, and it grew heavier as the day wore on, for
the wind rose howr by hour, and lifting the waves,
sent them hooming louder and louder upon the rocky
shore.

And yet she was a hrave-hearted woman.  She
wasn't one to be easily seared by high winds and
raging seas.  She had known her manly husband
weather worse storms than this.  Why, then, should
she be so troubled and distressed? Why should such
terrible visions cross her mind—visions of a battered
boat, of a well-known form lying still and cold with its
white face uptirned to the driving clouds ?

Yes, why? She asked the very same questions her-
self, hut she could give no answer. It was a presenti-
ment, that was all. It might be a waming, for what
she knew. She had known such things; most folks
around believed in them.

Pour woman! How she struggled amd strove to he
quict! How she prayed and bade her soul, “Cheer up !
cheer up ! Iow she tried to hope for thebest.  And
how, in spite of all, her fears would assert themselves
and add to the weary load upon her heart.

* * > * * * *

“IWhew! lIlere it comest”

Jolm Tregannen had seen the sea darkening in
the distance, and knew what to expeet, so that when
the gust struck the boat he was well preparved for it
But it was a terific gust, and made his stout little
craft quiver from stem to stem.

“Well, I'moan for 3t now, at any rate,” he sad to
himeselfy “and T must do the best T can ;™ so he took in
some reefs, mdde everythmyg as tight as possible, and
shook himself well togethiery, for he knew that he
should nced all his skill before very long.

It scemed w very unequal fight—that little hoat and
those tremendouns squalls. It seemed as if her planks
must start asunder within five minules. It seemed a
very miracle that she rode on so long safe and sound.

And what a picture—that brave man in the stern,
holding fast with one hand the gaiding rudder, and with
the other now slackening and now pulling taut the
swollen «ail!  The stern, firm face of the man said
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plainly enough, “Johm Tregamon will do his best to
fight the storm.”

it the storm has not veached its height yet.  The
gusts are coming on more quickly and hoisterously
than ever.

“Things are getting more serious, John, my man,”
said he to himself, and for the first time he began to
wish himself back with his wife and little ones,

Presently a great wave rolled up and sent its crest
right over boat and man, literally burying them for a
brief moment.

And now Jolm Tregaunon’s thoughts are twrned
deathwards.

“One or two more of those waves, and there’s an
end of John Tregannon—that’s certain.”

“And what then, John?” something scemed to
whisper in his ear.

“What then? Why, I shall be in heaven. The
Lord’s my Saviour. My sins are washed away, every
one of them. I'm ready whenever e likes to come,
bless the Loxd !

* * * % * * *

A mother and her sailor lad are down upon the sea-
shore, gazing ecarnestly in the dircction of the horizon.
They hold on firmly to each other, for the wind is
blowing a very hurricane. They say nothing, for
nought but the neise of the storm can be heard to-
night.

“God grant my poor John may come hack to me
again 17 was her inward cry.

It was a weary watch.  Dut presently there was an
end to it, for there came down to their side iwo of her
hushband’s mates, who drew her gently away in the
divection of her little cottage. They had some news
to break to her.

Alast alas ! suck news. A boat had been found
some miles higher up, stranded, and empty. And the
hoat was the one which bore away her husband that
fatal morning. The snapped wmast told only too
mournfully of the fury of the blast.

There were big tears on those two bronzed faces as
the men moved away from that desolate home and its
heart-broken mnate.  Une smd, “Poordack ! A good
chap he was; better prepared than we are to dic.”

“ Ay, ay, a deal more,” was the response.

* % % % * * *

The bright sun ruse the neat morning on a smouth
and quict sea, very different from the sweep of the
waves o the previous night. 1t was hard to believe
that it was the same sea,

“Oh! cruel, cruel sea, to smatch him away from
me!” was the wife's weary, agonising cvy.  There
could be no more bheauty in the sea for Mary
Tregannon.

How cverything seemed to mock her this morning !
The sunlight, the singing of the birds, the playful
shouts of the neighbours’ children, all seemed to mock
her misery.

And to add to the bitterness of her cup, the very
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sailors on the beach, her husband’s mates, joined their
juyful shouts to the general merriment.

She could not stand ity and shutting the door with
vivlenee to keep out the mocking noises, put her apron
to her eyes and sobbed bitterly.

But the closed door could not keep out the hoisterous
shouts, thick though it was.

“Hwrrah ! Hurmh ! Hurrah !?

She had tried to shut out the sounds, but it was
no geod, and with a curious perverseness she must
expose her ears to it all by standing in the open door.
Why, she knew not.  Neither had she time to asl, for

there came rushing towards her, with outstretehed arms,
the form of John Tregannon himself !

Johu’s boat was stranded indeed, but John himself
had heen picked up long hefore by a passing smack.

Rev. Charles Courtenay.
S

YE ARE NOT YOUR OWN.

*Ye are not your own.  For ye are Lought with a price;
therefore glorify God in your body, and in your spirit,
which are God’s.”’—1 Corinthians vi. 19, 20.

Py

e the Christian who realises the great fact of his
r-‘[t: redemption, it is a most encouraging thought
\)' that, being thus a purchased possession, he
belongs to Him who has bought him with a price—he
is not his own,  For if his soul and its safety lay in
his own keeping, liable to all the changes, not only of
his outward but of his inward life, how insecure would
he be, how little could he guide himself, or provide for
the growth of his soul in heavenly grce, so that it
might he prepared for a heavenly state hereafter!

But he is not his own ; and as we value that for which
we have paid a high price, so does God value those im-
mortal souls for which no less a priee has heen paid than
the precious blood of Christ.  And while the Christian
1s reminded that he is not his own, it is his cofort and
his strength to know that he belongs to his God, as His
portion, His ransomedl inheritance, in whom He will
be glorified. Tt cost Him dear to purchase those souls
of ours, and they are precious in His sight beyond ail
the riches of this carth.  He would have them to be
pure and holy, reflecting His own glory, and renewed
in His image , and, to acvumplish this object, His Holy
Spirit is ever working and His eye is ever watching
over them—they are His!

Let us then rejoice to think of the value that our
God sets upon us, and the cave that e bestows on us,
The various scenes through which we are led, and the
discipline to which we are subjected, come not to us hy
chance : they are the ways in which He to whom we
belong is leading us, in order to our highest good and His
own glory.  We may not now understand the purpose
of Tlis dealings ; but we shall heveafter, if we trust im

now, The love that hought us throws light upon all.
The kuowledge that e cares for us, as His demly-
purchased treasures, is a key to the secret of is ways.
Let us vejuice that our soul's prosperity and progress are
in better hands and wiser keeping than our own ; and
let us glorify God in our hodies and our spirits, which
are God’s,
“ Art thou a saint? and doth
Thy God thee own?
Call thee a child, an heir, a chosen one,
One with Himself and His beloved Son,
Heir of His crown?
Live, then, the life of faith,
The life divine;
Live in and on this ever-living One,
Who bears thee on His heart hefore the throne;
His life is thine!”

" THE JAPANESE CONVERT'S STORY.

NE of the converts of a recent revival in Japan
Q relates his experience as follows :—* For
"7 thirty years T have been sceking rest for my
soul. T sought it first in Buddhism, then in Shintoism,
but found it not. In my happiest moments I felt
that there was still a lack. T could not tell what it
was, but I knew I needed something I did not have,
and did not know where or how to get it, to make me
happy. I heard of Christianity, and determined to
come to Nagusaki ” (he lived a hundred miles distant)
“to see if I could learn how to obtain it. I came into
this church, and heard the Christians tell what joy
and peace they felt in their souls, and I said,
¢ That is just what I want” I determined to pray to
the Christinn’s God. He heand my prayer, and has
given me what my soul has so long been erying for—
peice, joy.  During any one hour since I believed, I
have had more joy than in all the years I was a
Buddhist.  The Christian religion is the true religion.”

—g— —

GOLD DUST.

—XNo state of soul is worse than lukewarmness.  God
caunot abide with it : He says, “T would thua wert
cold or hot.”
—Jesus pleads for you when you cannobl pray for
yourself.
—Christ is able to help you, and as willing as He is
able : prove Iim in every trial, put Him to the test in
your present distress.
—We can unly exalt the Redeenier’s grace as we sink
in our vwn estimation. )
—We generally thiuk better of vurselves than we are
willing to acknowledge.
—What are you doing for God ? agninst Satan? for
the cause of Christ? in oppesition to sin?—Tet con-
seience honestly answer.
—Say not, I have no right to the blessings of the
Gospel. Do you desire them ¥ If so, God says, Take
them.
—Doubts and fears say you are not yet quite dead to
the law; you distrust Jesus, and canmot give God
credit for speaking the truth.

11
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TEARS HAUNTED ME.

walked in darkness, and was filled
with alarm. My mother thought 1
was mad. T was on the borders of

b ;o
:-',/" 4

despair, when one day I eutered a
place of worship. The preacher gave
out the text, ‘Look wunto Me, and
be ye saved.”  He set forth the Lord
Jesus Christ as the bearer of the
sinner’s guilt, and as his intercessi.
before the throne of God. e spoke
of Christ’s willingness and ability to
sive such as T felt myself to be.
This brought relicf to my soul, 1
continued to attend there. I believed
in Jesus, and found peace with God.
I was received as a communicant,
and [ now rejoice in God iy
Saviour.  DBut those tears—I seewm
as if 1 could never get them out of
my mind.  They have followed me
ever since.”

RIS
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father and mother,”
nothing for religion; but they let me go to a
Sunday-school until T was twelve years old. In my
home, and in the society I was thrown into, I almost
entirely neglected all that T had been taught.  When
I was nineteen I had the typhus fever, and I was
admitted to the hospital. .\ missionary used to
come into the wmrd to speak to the patientz.  Some
used to listen to him, and some used to jeer him.
I joined the latter in their sad practice ; for I was
averse to what he spoke about, and I wanted to
be let alone.  But still hekept coming. At last I
thought he must be concerned about me, or he would
not continue to come to me, when all my friends
were so afmid of taking the fever that they did not
come near me at all,

~- %nosn tears haunted me,”

CE»( sakl a young woman,
when recounting to a
friend the way in which
God had led her to Himself. “My
she said, “cared

Ta Man of sorrows, and acquainted with tears. They

. How touching this is! But
! should it not lead us to ask, © How
; have we been affected by the tears
| that have been shed over amd for
; us, and above all others, by the tears
1 of Jesus 1”7 The tears of Jesus! have
I we ever thought of them? Ile was
were familiar to Him. Sorrow left its mark upon Ilim.
But all is anguish of body, soul, and spirit was for
us.  Behold Him as Ie weeps over Jerusalem ; sce
how His hewt is wrung because of the hardness and

. impenitence of those who rejected all lis overtwres

. of mercey.

Is e glad of their coming ruin? No.
“When Ie was come near, He heheld the city, and
wept over it, saying, If thou hadst known, even thou,

. ab least in this thy day, the things which belong unto

One day I heawrd him sympathis” 5 with a patient,

and breaking to her the sad news that her sister was
dead, and praying that God would support her. Dut
1 turned my back to him when he came to my bed,
beeause I would not talk to him. I heard a sigh,
which tempted me to look round, when I caught a
sight of his face, and saw the tears running down his
face.  This was more than I coulld bear.  Those tears
went to my heart—those tears haunted me. e
did’t know this. I didn't speak. T got worse.
At length, awakening out of a kind cf stupor, I

“and of all lands,

overheard the nurse say, ‘Poor thing, she won't be

o &
here long”  Then T thought, ‘T am dying, and 1 am

not prepared to die.’

“For a long time 1 was inscensible.  Then came
the crisis, after which I began to recover. I soon
left the hospital, but I never told the missionary my
mind. I resolved, however, with God’s help, to lead
anew life.  But the burden of my sins pressed on me.

For want of right counsel, for three long years 1 °
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thy peace ! but now they are hid from thine eyes.”
Mark His tears and anguish of soul in Gethsemane,
and look upon Him ax e hangs upon the cross, and
see, fellow-sinner—
“8See from Iis head, His hands, His feet,
Sorrow and love flow mingled down;

Did ¢’er such love and sorrow mect,
Or thorns cowpose so rich & crown 2

And this—all this, each one may say, was for me.
For He “pouwred out His soul unto death,” not for the
sinners of one age or country, but for these of all ages,
Like the tears of the missionary
with the poor girl in the hospital, may the considera-
tion of the sorrow and of the love of the Lord Jesus
Christ touch your heart, and so affect your mind as
to make sin hateful to you, and lead you to look and
pray to [lim, to turn you from darkness to light,and from
the power of Satan to the living God. “ Belicve on
the Lord Jesus Christ, and thou shalt be saved.”

“ Surely He hath borne our griefs, and carried our
sorrows ; yet we did esteem Him stricken, smitten of
God, mnd afilicted. But He was wounded for our
transgressions, He was braised for our iniquities : the
chastisement of our peace was upon Him; and with
His stripes we are healed.”

May b had sepavately as o Handbill,
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FOLLOW YOUR LEADER.

@
]} was “on the tramp” last yearn

I am especially fond of walking, God has
&)

given me strong limbs and tough sinews, and
I have tramped a good bit in my time. I don't
remember cver to have found a hill too steep, or :
lane too long. IT've walked over most of England,
and a bit across the Cheviots into the Scotch
heather; and I have scen the top of Snowdon,
and fetehed a crreuit round Skiddaw from east round to
cast again.  And 1 have trmeed the Thames river
from Gloucestershire to Westminster ; amd that's the
loveliest bit of walking that I ever have done—now
that I look back on it all, L say so.

And this twamping is my way of spending my
holidays, I work at my twude fifty weeks in the
year, which leaves me two weeks for recreation.
That trade of mine keeps me pretty fast to my
shop-floor, and 1 enjoy my fortnight of holiday

FRIENDLY GREETINGS.

e ————— -

“TJames, follow your leader; keep straight, James, -
I say.” .

That souml came across to me too, along with the
seent of the mould, It was the voice of the man who
held the nearest plowgh, and he was calling to the Tl
in front of him, whose furrow had gone a bit awry.
¢ James, what are you about, boy ¢ Follow your leader,
and you'll keep straight.”

That was all.  The lark was singing above us
far in the blue.  The horses made the chains rattle
as they slackuned their pull at the end of the field,
and the wen walled grufily to them by name as the
wise brutes stopped and turned ; tut 1T heard no
more than that.

And yet I shall not soon forget that gate by the
hedgerow of the Cambridgeshire lane,

“Tollow your leader.” A good bit of advice, and
one that holds goud for plenty of life hesides plough-
ing. Years ago, when 1 first hegan to see  the
vights and wrongs of things, T chose my Leader

doubly because T am kept tight indoors as a general
thing. 'Tis the working, not the resting, that makes
holidays sweet, helieve me'!

Well, last year I was in Cambridgeshire.  Not many
hills there, nor even woods (which are the next best
things), but for all that T found a good deal in the flat
country to pay me for my trouble in walking the
length and breadth of it.  Such widths of corn! if
any one wants to know how green the world can be,
let him go to the Fens, and learn what the colowr of
grass and corn really is in the latter end of May.

T was resting against & gate in the afternoon
after a long brisk tramp from the town of March
towards Whittlesea. Tt was about four o'clock, and
I was thinking of the next inn and a cup of tea
while watching some ploughs travelling up and down
the field heyond the gate.  The ground was trampled
and heaten down ; sheep had been there evidently,
and now the farmer was breaking it up for a sowing
of roots. He secemed in a hurry about it too, for he
had three powerful teams at work.

Slowly and cvenly the sharp shares eut into the
ground, and the smell of the freshly-turned earth
came across to me where 1 stood.

' 1 saw the folks who were following the dark one—

Satan, the king of evil. That isn't the best sort of
Jeader for me, thought I; their faces ali marred and
spoiled: ambition, avarice, envy, hatred, drink, self-
indulgeace—ugly sort of markings to be left on a
man’s face ! And 1 noticed where the dark one led
them. Down into rioting ways, or greedy ways, into
quarrels, and extravaganees, into vice and misery.

No, thought I; bad as I am, T can see that that’s
not the leading for me. So down on my hended
knees 1 asked for another sort of guiding. And
I got it. Not the king of evil, but the King of
Glory is my Leader, and His ways are ways of
pleasantness, and all His paths are peace.

But the worry is to keep in His ways. I teke
my cyes off Him—my thoughts away from Him, that
js—or my work keeps me up late andd calls me out
of bed carly, and 1 am tired and dispirited, and
eut my praying short, or my friends persuade me
to one thing, and my ncighbours sneer me into
another, and the consequence is that I find myself
far cnough away from the path where the Master’s
blessed steps have gone hefore.

Then comes a heavy time.  For it is none so easy
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.to untie the knots that ill habits have fastened about
one’s feet.  None xo casy to cast outb careless thoughts,
and uproot evil desives. T faney the farmers and the
Lubourers don’t find it casy to run straight furrows ;
they have to learn the work, and give all their heed-
ing to it when itis learnt : which is something the way
with me in my own affairs, hoth of soul and hody,

But here is a help: “ Follow your leader, James ;
keep stiight after the leadert”

Yes, yes, yes, that is the plan. When a man has,
by God’s grace, heen able to chouse the hest Leader in
carth or in heaven, why, then let him follow close :
the closer the hetter.

Trade is dull ; some bad debts make a heavy pull
this year on the purse and on the credit. There’s a
rough bit of ground for @ man!  What's best to e
done ?

Why, follow the Leader!  The Lord Hinself was
a working man ; e found it hard now and again to
buy a crust for Himself and Iis friends, let alone the
taxes.  Tut He didn’t murmur, or make out that He
ought to be rich and grand if all things were asx they
should he. e didn’t speak against Cresar on his throne,
nor against the soldiers that were overrunning  the
country.  He owed no nam anything. Ie bade His
followers to lay up riches for themselves, but riches of
the sort which could not be robbed from them, and
which rust cannot spoil, nor time destroy.

Then one's neighbours are “ugly ” to one. They
do unkind actions, and say unkind words, and perhaps
one’s own familiar friend joins in with them, making
i whole tangle of thorns in the daily path—thorns,
ay, and nettles too !

Where did the Leader's steps go in a like case?
Listen towhat He said, “ Do good to them that hate you,
and love ye your enemies: lend, hoping for nothing
again . . . and ye shall be the children of the Highest,
for He is kind unto the unthankful and the evil.”

There’s a pattern for a man to et hefore himself!

So many a time the words come bock to ne,
“ James, follow your leader”  And when the world
seems getting extra rough, and things take to going
contrariwise, I say them over and over hy way of
cheering myself on. For [ know it is only for a little
while,

In a score or so of years T shall he done with work-
ing and waiting and watching.  The world, and the
ways of the world, will he of little account in the land
T'm going to.  For I must follow my Leader fo the
place where He has gone, through the shifting times
of this troublesome world to His kingdom of light.

Therefore, it is not much to do—just to hold on for
the few years that remain! Slipping, falling, weak
and weary, discouraged at times, and hard put to it,
yet following still,

Keep straight, keep stiight ! 81, - words that helped
me I here pass on to any who, like me, have chosen
the best of all Leaders, the Man Christ Jesus, 1 sy
to them, Take heart! keep straight ! follow ont  The
Master has gone over every bit of ground hefore us,
and He is thinking of ug, and watching us, and helping
us always.  And when we reach His feet we shall be
satisfied. Crona Trmple,
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BLIND ALICE,

'il} FIRsT beeame acquainted with blind Alice at a
2 small meeting held in a neglected part of a town
> on the south coast. This meeting had  been
established for the purpose of bringing the Gospel be-
fore those in the district who would not attend the
more stated means of grace.  Her parents were poor
but honest people, very industrions and sober, hug
quite unmindful of the chims of personal religion.
They had brought up a large family in the total disre-
ard of the Bible, the Sabbath, and the house of God.
A severe attack of illness in emly childhood left he-
hind it & weaknessin her eyes, which ultimately issued
in total hlindness.

I remember with great distinctness the first time
she attended, and the intense earnestness with which
she listened to the sunple exposition of the Word,  The
seventeenth verse of the ninth Psalm (“The wicked
shall be turned into hell, and all the nations that
furget Gold ™) was applied to her mind with peculiar
power, which resulted in a state of deep conviction of
sin. Ina conversation I had with her a few weeks
afterwands, she remarked:

“ A short time sinee, I had no idea of inward reli-
gion.  Although T was never immoral, T have lived
without God.  How different is it with me now ! and
what reason I have to praise the Lowd for His goodness
in causing me to see and feel my guilt and danger!
How 1 long for pardon and peace He only knows.
Sometimes 1 feel a great deal of comfort, which leads
me to hope Iam accepted; at other times I cannot
hope at all ; but thank God for occasional gleams of
comfort. My eyesight is gradually going, and T shall
soon he quite blind ; but if T could have my cyesight
perfect this hour, if my soul would he endangered
thereby, T would rather be blind as long as I live.
Heavy as the affliction is, I can believe it isall for the
hest,”

It was some months before she was brought into the
enjoyment of that peace which is the result of faith in
Chuist ; hut when she did believe, so evident to her
was the fact of her acceptance in the Saviour, that she
xaid, ““ Leould as easily have been persuaded that T did
not exist, as that I was not pardoned.”

Among other evidences of the reality of the work of
grace in her heart, was her anxiety about the spivitual
condition of her paremi.. This was a source of the
deepest grief to her, and many times she has spent
the best part of the night in prayer on their behalf.
While there yet seemed but little ground for hope
concerning them, she used to say, “I helieve they will
yet be saved.  God has promised to hear prayer, and
He will not he worse than His word, and I have great
comfort in praying for them.” At length she saw the
answer to her prayers, first in their anxiety, then in
their carnest secking, and finally in their triumphant
faith ; they hoth departed this life with a well-grounded
hope of future happiness.

On the death of her parents she went to reside with
a relative, and undertook the chief care of his large
family.  Now hegan a course of trial and persceution,
which for « long season she had to endure.  No means
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were left untried to shake her confidence, or draw her
from the path she had chosen.  She often referred to
the unkindness to which she was subjected on account
of her decision for Christ, but never in the way of
complaint ; she always spohe with the deepet pity for
those who so sorely oppressed her.  “TPoor things 1
she would say, “they did not know any better. I
should have been like them if the Lovd had not heen
gracious to me. I felt T could love them notwithstand-
ing their unkindness, amnd continue praying for them,
believing that in God’s time He would answer my
prayers, and save them.”

She thus acted out the injunction of her Lord:
“Pray for them who despitefully use you, and persecute
you”  She has been privileged to see the answer to
her prayer of faith. Several members of her family
are furnishing pleasing evidence of their conversion to
Gad, which has been brought about mainly through
her instrumentality.

————

HEAVY-LADEN.

Uk Saviowr’s invitation was to the labouring and
the heavy-laden.  How many of them there
are, seattered through this weary world, laden

with sin, with grief, with cares, with woes, with

sorrows ; pressed down by poverty, suffering bencath
the hand of disease ; tried, troubled, and afilicted.

The Saviour bids the “heavy-laden” come to Him
and yest.  Will you not come, ok, weary, heavy-laden
soul 7 Life is brief, time is short, earth is a scene of
trouble, toil, and conflict ; yet there is rest to come.
Bt we need not wait for that rest. There is rest even
now to those who take Christ’s casy yoke, and learn of
Him: for He has said, “Iam meek and lowly in heart,
and ye shall find rest to your souls.”

“Rest for nuy soul I long to find:
Saviour of all, if mine Thou art,
Give me Thy wmeek and lowly mind,
And stamp Thine image on my heart ;
Break off the yoke of inbred sin,
And fully set my spirit free;
Y cannot rest till pure within—
Till T am wholly lost in Thee.”

oV
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NOW IS THE TIME.
Do you say “now?” Why

% OD says “now !”
not “now?”  “Now? is the accepted time;

the day of salvation ; the best time ; the only
time.  Whenever your salvation oceurs, it must be in
some “now.” Why be cheated out of present salva-
tion and present blessings that might come to us in
this “now,” in waiting for some other “now?” TFor
many reasons, yea, for every reason, that other “now”
cannot be so good as this “now.” We shall be no
better—we must be worse ; we shall have more to do,
and Jess time to do it in. It may be “now” or
“never.”  Disability, disinclination, or death may be
in the near future. There is no promise for that
other “now,” but “all the promises of God are yea
and amen in Christ Jesus” in this “now.” Come
now to Christ and be saved!

HOW? WHEN ? WHERE? WHY?

ovu ask me Zow T gave my heart to Christ.
I do not know;
There came a yearning for Him i my soul,
So long ago.
[ found cartl’s fuirest flowers would fade and die—
I wept for something that could satisfy ;
And then—and then—somehow I seemed to dare
To lift my broken heart to Him in prayer.
I do not know—
I cannot tell you Zon: ;
I only know
He is my Saviour now.

You ask me when I gave my heut to Churist.
I cannot tell;
The day, or just the hour, I do not now
Remember well.
It must have been when I was all alone,
The light of His forgiving Spirit shone
Into my heart, so clouded o'er with sin:
I think—1TI think ’twas then T let Him in.
I do not know—
I cannot tell you when ;
I only know
He is so dear since then.

You ask me where I gave my heart to Christ.
I cannot say;
That sacred place has faded from my sight,
As yesterday.
Perhaps He thought it better I should not
Remember where.  How i should love that spot!
I think I could not tear myself away,
For I should want for cver there to stay.
I do not know—
I cannot tell you where s
I only know
He came and blessed me there.

You ask me why I gave my heart to Chuist.
I can reply:
It is & wondrous story; listen, while
I tell you why
My heart was drawn, at length, to seek His face.
I was alone, I had no resting-place ;
I heard of how He Joved me with a love
Of depth so great—of height so far above
All human ken,
I longed such love to share,
And sought it then,
Upon my knees in prayer.

You ask me w/y I thought this loving Chuist
Would heed my prayen.
I knew He died upon the cross for me—
I nailed Him there!
I heard His dying ecry, *Father, forgive!”
I saw Him drink death’s cup that X might live:
My head was bowed upon my breast in shame,
He called me—and in penitence I came.
He heard my prayer !
I cannot tell you how,
Nor when, nor where:
Why, T have told you now.

American Messenger.
15
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1T MADE ,4 NEW MAN OF ME.
}]]:\ front of the Medieal Mission and Coftee Roonr in

the town of Salford, a woman stood one summer
afternoon looking up the narrow street © Garden

(&3
Lane,” leading to * Paradise” at the end—a  poor,

sl « Paradise,” beginning with a flannting  corner
beer-house, and backed by conrts of woefal misery.

A man came vound  the cotner ;. he glineed at the

mission as e passed, and o her extreme sweprise, he
sised his hal, and bent his head,

“IWhatever do you do that for, master2” eried she.

L seed ; it were one of them texts on the walle, T
sab there aswaiting while they were getting my nedi-
cine veady ; and T looked at ity and looked at it, till T
couldi’t stand it! Tt made a new man o’ me,”

“Will you tell me what the text was?” said the
woman,

“Well, come along, and Pl show you. [ knows
the way.” e walked in hefore her, went past the
coffee-room, along a sort of passage-way, into the Lrge
wititing-room.  Up to the end he led hery and stopped
before a board on which in plain lellers was wiitten,
“Who His own self hare our sins in 1is own hody

“‘ 1 2%)
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{ ] i
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!E : 3y
g i :
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é :N!'r 0 '.\..,"H 43N J"F. §”
(i Ho Mamwmwmmmm@msmeu ol 2
‘. B e S R e e e R et e —ieTe E:
i i)
: OMETINMES 2 light surprisex It can bring with it nothing 3
1 S The Christian while he sings: But Tle will bear ux through ; 0
{ It ix the Load who vises, Who gives the lilies clothing, : )
: With healing in His wings, Will clothe Hix people too. E:’
‘5 When comforts me declining, dencath the spreading heavens ‘
: He grants the soul, again, No creature but is ted ; 5:’
{E A season of clear shining, And He who feeds the ravens : )
H To cheer it, after rain. Will give His children bread. : )
{: :

{; In holy contempiation Though vine nor fig-tiee neither :
{ We gladly then pursue Their wonted fruit should hear; )
: The thieme of God's salvation, Though all the field should wither, ¢

‘E And find it ever new., Nor flock nor herd he there s ’
‘5 Set free fiom present sorrow, Yet God the same abiding, i)
: We cheerfully ean sy, His aise shall tune my voice;

‘ E'en let the unknown moviow IFor while in Him confiding,

15 Bring with it what it may : [ cannot. but rejoice. ;

Q
(2
H{

“THave you ever heen there? do you know about this
mission 17

“Ay, that T do, missis, and 1 say yon's
plac..”?

“Ah, then, T suppose they cured you here when
vou was ill ; is that what you mean ?”

“No, that’s not it ; they did adeal of good to my
h(ul), to he sure, but it were my soul as l was \pl'll\-
ing of.”

“And what did they do {o your soul?  Which of
them did you hear?  Was it the okl doctor or the
young doctor '

“It wasn’t neither th’ owd doctor nor the young
doctor ; it wasn't nothing as I heered, but summat as

16

a blessed

heing dead to sing should
by whose stripes yed were

on the tree, that we,
live unto righteousness:
healed.”

“ Now just see that1” said he, “Ilis own self hare

“our sins in iz own body—no, 1 couldi’t stand that.
" T wonder any one as knows 6 can stand it 5 it taught

me what a sinner I owere,—it did make a change of
me ! Bless Hix holy name! And T do say, Bless
this place, too.  “His own self/—just think*of that!
That’s what I meant, missis,  Good-day.”

“Qh for a hemt to praise my God,
A beart from sin set free;
A heart that always feels Thy blood
So freely spilt for me!”
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FHE SISTER'S €ARE,

<&

AND OTHER SKETCHES.

LEEP, baby, sleep, while the lovely light Straight home we go to your own warm nest,

- Shines through the dark old firs; And sister will sit and sing,
The birds sleep sound in their nests all night, ‘When mother watches her darling’s rest,

And only the wild wind stirs; And the stars are clustering
Far over the hills and far away Like silver flowers in the darkened sky,

The carth is losing its gold ; And the toil of man is done;
And sheep-bells chime through the twilight grey, Sleep, baby, sleep to my lullaby,

While the flocks come home to fold. And wake with the waking sun.

Sarak Doudney.

FrienoLy GRreerings, No. 212, 17
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AN OLD WOMAN'S HEROISM.

&t tosperrorn is a small riverside town in the
D Midlands, 1t is like a Iullaby to spend a

T week amid its quaintness, after the hurry and
bustle of city life. I like . wander through its

almust empty streets, and wateh the leisurely way in
whick life proceads, even on its busiest days.

The tide of business aetivity has passed it by, but
it bears no unworthy reputation, for it is well known
to fatue as the birthplace of one of the greatest religious
writers of any age or country.

Oue fwst) Junuary day I had come back to indulye
in wemorics which its timelonourad diarches amd
broud river never failed to revive, when, in passing
through the square where the Grammar School stands,
the recollection of an old friend darted into my mind.

“I wonder whether Nurse Day still lives in the old
place. I have half a mind to look her up,” I said,
reflectively, and at once turned in the direction of her
home.

Grey Triars’ Walk luvked monotonuus and dull,
Jjust as it used to do, and before one of the smallcst
houses I paused at the door and knocked.

It was ten years since I had last raised that knocker;
but I cling to any old association with a tenacious
fondness : perhaps because I have so few left, perhaps
beeause my nature is slow to form fresh interests.

A beautiful old woman opened the door, who
dropped a curtsey when she saw the bearded stranger
who stood upon her clean step.

“Why, Nurse Day,” I eried, “ you actually do not
know me ! ”

It surely is not Mr. Harold come back from India?”
she said, as she emptied a chair for my use.

“Yes it is, nurse.  And now tell me all about your-
self, for I have not heard one word since you brought
me home all thuse shirts that you had ironed fur me,
and which you hilped me to pack, befure 1 sailed for
India all that age ago.”

“Dear me, Mr. Harold,” shie replicd, with a grati-
fied smile, “you are just the same as ever; kind-
spuken and grateful for our simplest duty to you.  As
for me, I have been ironing shirts most of the years
while you have been away.,  Those are Dr. G =7
Iere she puinted to a pile of snowy linen that fillul
up the only spare chair in the little room, which
showed all the signs of “ironing day ” in a laundress's
home,  “ At there a beautiful gluss un thew, sir?
It scems {0 me as if the irons knew what a good man
he is, and made his fronts shine as they will not for
anybody eise, try as I may.”

“ Nothing Lut iron shirts, old friend ;
How about youwr hiushand and sun 77
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that is strange.

The old face beame quite grave, a look of patwme
and dumb suffering crept over it but it was in her
former placid votee that she answ oxod

“ My boy enlisted for a coldier three years ago ; he
has heen moved about from pl.xw to pl.u.c and is now
at Dover; but wherever he s, he writes me regular,
and it is but seldom he tmublcs me for help,—1 have
nothing to complain of in my boy,” she said, with a
vigour which showed clearly that others were less
kind in their judgment of him. Then in a gentler voice
she added calmly, “And I buried my husband six
months ago, after a long illness which made him
weleome death as a friend.”

“Then you are alone in the worlld, Day?”

“ That is so, M. Havohl; and yet you have not said
it all, for while I stand lefore my wash-tub on
Mondays and Tuesdays, with the theumatism that *ad
in my arms that I often wonder how long I can bear
up if this bitter weather last on, I feel that the Lond
who suid, ‘Lo, I am with you alway,’ is not far off,
but that e is dwelling, in my poor, weary old heut,
and that just as I wash the stains out of the clothes
in my svap-stlds, so He washes me clean with is
most precivus blood.  You would hardly believe what
sweet thoughts He gives me, and how near sometimes
I feel to the better world.  Then when I pile up my
baskets of fresh, sweet linen, which a neighbour’s lad
carries home for me, and never charges me a penny
fur dving it, I seldom let them go without praying
that the young ladies who wear those flounced skirts,
which take such a deal of goffering, may be clothed in
the robe of Christ’s righteousness, and have their gar-
ments made white in the blood of the Lamb.”

“You still keep to your old bright faith, I sce. I
wish this religion of yowrs could comfort me, I
need it as much as you do, but it has never helped me
yet.”

The ready tears of age sprang to her cyes, and her
lips moved as though she were praying silently ; bLut
she gave me no reply. To break the awkward pause,
I pomted to a cup of flour and water which stood
upon the table beside the ironing-hoard, and asked
abruptly, * What is that stuil for?”

Nurse Day smoothed duwn her silvered hair with
her thin wrinkled hands, her lovely old face was
bathed in a pink blush like any young girl's, and in
the surprise of the moment, quite tahen off her guard,
she answered meekly, and yet as if she disliked re-
vealing her secret, ¢ It is my dinner, sir”

“Your dinner! impussible !”

“Onee in a way it does very well ; my appetite is
easily satisfied, and as 1 happen to have some flour in
the house, it saves my buying a loaf of bread.”

“Dut surely you earn enough to make a living 97
and 1 luoked round at all the clothes which crowded
up the room.

“I shall do after this month is out, sir.  Yuu see
mwy pour husband’s illness cost a deal vne way or
another, and towards the end I got into debt a bit.
Afterwards, when there was only one to work for, I
paid off the small debts first, and then hegan on the
big Lill, and now I'm almost clear of that. 1t was for
my pour dear’s coftin, and it came to two pounds, and
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the undertaker told me to make myself casy, and pay
him as T could, quite convenient to myself. Tn six
months T have been able to let him have thirty-eight
shillings, so thero are now ouly two due to him.
It was a dreadful burden at fiest, Mr. Harold, for I
kept saying to myself as I stood here at work, ¢Suppose
you die yourself, and the parish has to bury you, and
that kind man never gets his money;’ but the Lord
hore it in upon my mind quite clearly that I should
live to pay it, and so I gave up wortiting and kept on
steady at my task; and now, thank God, it is near
finished.”

Do you think I can make known to you all that
passed through my mind as I listened to the old
woman’s recital of her unconscious heroism 9

I also had buried my dead. There is a faraway
grave on the outskirts of an Indian city where my
young wife sleeps with our babe upon her breast.
The sun burns down upon their names carved in costly
marble, and it had never entered into my heart to
thank God that I was thus able to record their names.

I dared not offer to finish Nurse Day’s holy task ;
but, to her great surprise and bewilderment—not her
satisfaction, I believe, strange as it seems—I made her
understand that, from that hour, her poverty had
ceased.

It was some time before she grasped the fact that
every week she should receive a certain small sum
which would serve to maintain her in comfort for the
rest of her days, and that at her death she should be
laid to rest beside her husband, without troubling the
parish for that final human ministration.

It was only on one condition that the old woman
would accept this provision from one whom she had
served faithfully in the home of his boyhood. She
begged to be allowed to take charge of my linen; so
every Monday I send it off in a small hamper by rail,
and at the end of the weck I get back a fresh supply
of glossy collars and faultless pocket-handkerchiefs,
which are the envy of my London friends.

Is it a farstrained idea that sometimes the fiagrance
as of prayers is wafted to me as I unpadk my old
friend’s handiwork? May it not be in answer to her
petitions that I, even I, have set out to seek the
heavenly land, where our beloved dead are waiting
till we join them, for the full perfection of that new

life? EC
o

THOUGHTS FOR THINKERS.

—Come tn Gad for what ne ene elee can give yon, or
do for you; plead Hic promise, and expeet His aid :
so you honour Him.

—Seasons of pain and trouble may he sharp, but they
must be short: God is ounly angry for a little moment.
—Lvery pain you feel is necessary: God doth not
afiliet willingly, or for His pleasure, hut for your
profit.

—~God never changes, however circumstances may
vary ; He i« always LovE.

—LEvery danger makes way for a new salvation 3 and
every salvation is a new proof of God’s faithfulness,
kindness, and care.

—You cannot trust man too little, nor God too much.
—Look for.the hand of God where the eye of reason
can only see the hand of man.

—If God has done it, it is both your duty and privi-
lege to submit and acquiesce.

.—In all you suffer, Jesus sympathises with you,

—Nothing takes place by chanco; there is a design
worthy of a God in every operation or permission.
—2No man will live in sin except he love it.

—_—

THE MIDNIGHT CRY.
\(Tm; coming of “the Son of man” is likened by our
E

Lord to tho sudden approach of the bridegroom
to the ten virgins, when “at midnight there
was a cry made, Behold the bridegroom ¢ometh.” Tt
will he at a time when men look not for Him, and in
an hour that they are not aware of.

The cry will not only reach the living, but will
awaken the dead also: “All that are in the graves
shall hear His voice, and shall come forth : they that
have done good, unto the resurrection of life; and they
that have done evil, unto the resurrection of damna-
tion,”

It will be the period when the real character of
every one will be disclosed. How many now are
taken to be what they really are not! They have a
form of godliness, but are destitute of its power; but
then shall be discerned the difference *between: the
rightcous and the wicked, between him that serveth
God and him that serveth Him not.” .

It will be the hour of final separation: “One shall
be taken, and the other left.” Christ shall set. the
sheep on His right hand, but the goats on the left.
In that Jday overy one will find his own place, and
every one will go to the place for which his character
fits him. The hypocrites, the men of pride, of avarice,
of pollution, and of falschood, are not fitted for
heaven.  One design of the judgment of the geat

o

1 day will he to give to every one his own proper plice

for cternity., God “hath appointed a day, in the
which He will judge the world in righteousness hy
that Man whom He hath ordained.” And every cuu
shall receive according to what he has done in the
body, whether it has been good or evil.

Jut while the cry, “He cometh,” will he made at
the advent of the Lord, the sunmons of death, to an
unconyerted man, is similar in many respeets, in its
immediate results, to those which that cry will pro-
duce upon the wicked who shall be alive upon the
carth when the Lond shall come.  Surprise, confusion,
anxicty, uscless effort, and final exclusion from the
presence of the Lord, will be the effects in hoth cases.
“As it was in the days of Lot: they did cat, they
drank, they bought, they sold, they planted, they
builded ; but the same day that Lot want out of
Suluta it rained fire and brimstone from heaven, and
destroyed them all.  Even thus shall it he in the day
when the Son of man is revealed.”

The time whan the cry is made in the parable is
significant. It is at midwight, the hour of forgetful-
ness and sleep.  The sc “ousness of an event is often

increased by the time . its occurrence. Every one
19
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“Behold, the Bridegroom cometh! fo ye out to meet Him!"

feels that there are scasons which add much to the
solemnity of circumstances. The ary of fire is alam-
ing at all times 5 but at widnight it thills the soul.

The orcan tompest is always sodaun and tarible,
when the mighty billows we lifted up, and the wmariners
“meunt up o the hewen; they 2o dewn agin to the
depths ; their soul is melted becanse of troulde ,” Tt
the cry of the perishing on a sinking wreck at wid-
night, uttered amidst the flashes of the heaveans and
the bellowing of the storm, is still more terrific . the
wild scream of anguish seems then uttered with the
bitterness of despair.

The chamber of the dying i~ suloun: the realitics
of the ctrrual warld are breught near, God is therd
“How awful is this place!™ It to be alene with the
dying and the dead at the midnight lom flirows a
deeper awe ever the mind, and makes us realise more
vividly anl intensely the fact of our vwn mality,

Reader, thank God with all yuur Loart that it is
not yet ton late for you to seck salvation thevugh fuith
in Jesns Claist. Seek it now, dest you should e
hardened through the deceitfulness of sin.  Every
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. hour you neglect it your heart becomes harder and
" harder; and religion pustponed generally ends in the

loss of the soul.  The duor is open now, but soon it
will be shut. The language of the Redeemer now
i, “Come!” but in the great day of account it will

be to the impenitent, “I nover knew you; depart from

Mc.”  As you are at death, so will your end be for
cver.  Your dhiaracter, Your memory and conscicnee,
will remain witle you in ctemity.  And if your sin-
are not parduned on carth, the (ver-onduring sentene
will be, “He that is unjusi, let him be unjust still ;
and he which is filthy, let him be filthy still.”

Turn ye, than, t the Saviour.  He waits to receive
you, and there s joy in the prosanee of the angels of
God over one sinner that repenteth. e knows your
heart and your wandaings,  He las markedl yous
sins; not one of them is forgodten before: Him ; yel

Cmay Yo Juuk to Him, by nopentance and faith, for

salvation and ctanal Bifo o The Load of Jesus Christ
His Son deanseth us frone oll sin” ¢ Wasgh, and be
Jdoan” Deday ndy st the space given you for
repentance expire, and you perish in your sins.
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A SOLEMN WARNING.

W/ B presume that you wre not jmmorad, nor, in
the pupular senise, sceptical. Yours is not
(J - - - -

the sin which breaks out into open viee,

and disgraces you in the eyes of men, but stilly do .
you not cherish and practise the sin which sets at
nought the authority of Gud, breahs His law, negledts

His mery, gricves His Spitity duspises the sufferings

Q

of Jesus, and encourages vthers in dereligion ?

Are you not living without prayer, without repent- .

ance, without love to Goi, or the interest of His king-

dom?  And, tu crown your guilt, are you not trusting

tu your sellish and svcular anorality to justify and ~uve
you?

“While sudi ws pursetere in vidous courses will |

surely  perish,” ~ays> o distinguishal  wiiter,
ulll.l") cuttin that, as o basis of justiﬁmtiun in the

“it ds .

sight of God, @ Blamcless morad life s altogether

m.ulupl.m It 1s @ bed too short to stretch ullla(.l\ s
upul, 4 garient tou nuarew tu cover us. Men often

" Guspul, “One thing thou lackest.”

imagine, in their Dlindness, that they are tou good to

hecome eternal associates for the reprobates in hell;
but Jut the commandment come with puwer to the
saindy, and thein thoughts, feclings, and pursuits be
Lrought to the test of (tu\lb law, and they scon dis-
cover themselves to be great simers.  Often do men
«o on flattering themselves in their own cyes, until
etemity discloses their real cliaracter, and their souls
are lost.

“0Oh, wretched state, to one who had not dreamed
of it, but had gone down into cternity under the
delusion of the great destroyer, to bid an eternal fare-
well to the Bible, to the house of Gad, to the sicra-
mental table, to the mvitations of mercy, to merey
itsclf, to heaven, to angels, to sunts, to God and to
Chirist, to love, to peace, to hope; to all enjoyment,
corporeal, mental, and spiritual ; to become a com-
panion of devils and dammed spirits, and a prey to
endless remorse !

This may secem to you harsh language. But docs
it not exhibit the sentiments of the Iible? And
when you beholl such terrible manifestations of the
fruits of sin “ going hefore to judgment,” even in its
incipient forms and stages, how can you imagine that
the greatest of all sins as estimated by God—that of
rejecting the provisons of s grce, and living in
impenitence and unbelief under the tender and urgent
calls of His redeening merey—will be less severely

rebuked and punished in the world of righteous re- |

tribution that such langnage imports ?

- all time aud all eternity.

How often do we sec men, even in this world,

awakened to a most keen and agonising conviction

of these truths, Think yuu not that there is eaning
in such Scriptures as these? “Ile that despised
Moses” law died without merey under two or three
withesses . of hww auule surcr punishueent, suppuse
3¢, shall he Le thought worthy, who Lath trudden
under fuot the Sun of God, and hath counted the
Lloud of the Cuvenant, wlherewith e was senctified,

can unholy thing, and hath dune despite unto the

Spitit of grace 1”7 “How shall we esape, if we
neglect so great salvation?”

No matter, thuy, how fair your exteinal morality ;
if yuu have not tahen the Divine law for your e of
life, and yielded yourself to the requirements of the
Guspel, by that repentance towards God and faith
in Christ which imply a new and heavenly mind,
there ia a vulwe of high authortly and everlasting
truth saying tu you, @s to the young man in the
It is the ,reat,
the ussential thing, the “one thing needful.” It is
religion.  “Thy heart is not right in the sight of
God.”

You were burn, purhaps, of plvus parents, or at least
in a Christian laul, were favoured with Sabbaths,
sermong, prayers, counsels.  Will it nut, then, be
manifest that you wrought out your own destruction?

And then to think not only of the injury you have
done to yourself, but of your evil and destructive influ-
ence upon others. By continuing in impenitence and
irreligion you encourage others to do the same. It
would seem to be enough to have gone to eternal ruin
alone ; but to have influenced others to follow you,
to execrate you as i guilty cause of their perdition,—
this, probably, will be the most fearful ingredient in
that cup of trembling which a righteous judgment
will press to the sinner’s lips.  This is the most
terrible portion of what the Scriptures mean by “in-
dignation and wrath, tribulation and anguish.”

And, finally, to think not only of the cvil you
have «lonc, lmt of the good you night have done.
You might have united 3oumdf to ulb Saviour of the
world in accomplishing a work in wlich angels would
rejoice to engage.

Through Divine grace, you ight have been instru-
mental in promoting the glory of Ged, in extending
Mis Kingdem.  You might have Dblessed carth and
Dlessed heaven, Ticaled the sorrows of humanity below,
and added to the sungs of the redeemed above.  You
might have sent the savour of govdness down through
You might have scattered
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its sweet perfume over yowr mave, and borne its
fmgranee  thenee to heaven at your resurrection,
Yo might have heheld a multitude of shining spirits
vedeemed from sin, encirdling the throne of light and
glory, to whom you had heen made a blessing.

You might thus have realised in your own person
the fulfilment of the Divine promise, “They that be
wise shall shine as the brightness of the firmament ;
and they that turn many to righteousness as the stars
for ever and ever.”

Say, is not all this too much to lose? Listen
again to the voice of Gud. Listen to it: “Toulay,
if you will hear His voice, harden not yowr heart.”
This warning slighted may prove fatal, Jhis call re-
fused may leave you in sin and misery for ever.

———_ @) e teterns.

THE WAY AND THE GUIDFE.

“I will instruct thee and teach thee in the way which
thou shalt wo; I will guide thee with: Mine eye.”
Psalm xxxii. 8.

éﬁ.&%g?uosu voice is this which comes to us at the
AV
y

opening of every twrn in the way, offering
us not only the instruction we need, but
the guidance of His eye and His presence? The future
lies all dark and uncertain before us; we know not
what a day may bringe forth, much less another year ;
and we know full well, if we know anything of owr-
selves, that our own wisdem is not suflicient. to guide
us, nor our own strength to support us, during the
future with all its possible events, now hidden from
our eyes.

How needful for cach of us, then, to realise what it
i< to have the Lord Himself on owr side! e knows
all, and appoints all for cach of us; who but He can
supply to cach the guidance vequired? who but He
can go alonz with us througle all the way, strengthen-
ing, helping, instructing, and comforting His people ?
Let us be well assived of His willingness to do all thi~,
the promise is Iarge and freg, and the Chvistian hiows
that in Jesus Christ “all the promises of Gol are yea,
and in Him amen, unto the glory of Gad by us”

Therefore Iet us take cownge for the future, not
only from remembering His goodiess in the sty but
from alively faith in 1lis promises for the future; and,
assuredd of His guidanee, let us with humble and
thankful hearts Jook up to Him continually, ashing
what He would have us tu do, and sceking s Dlessing
on all we undertake : “The meek will He guide in
judgment, and the meck will He teach His way,  All
the paths of the Lord are meny and truth unto such
as keep His covenant and His testimonics.”

~

AT e

PRECEPT—PROMISE—PRAYER.
PRECEPT.- -It is the Spirit that quickeneth. Joln vi. &%

PROMISE.—Grieve not the Holy Spirit of God, whereby
ye arve sealed unto the day of redemption. Eph, w. g0,

PRAYER.—Hear me speedily, O Lord: my spirit faileth:
hide not Thy face from me, lest I be like unto them that
go down into the pit. Pa, exiiil. 7,

a9

UPWARDS AND ONWARDS.

“ As the hart panteth after the water brooks, so panteth

my soul after Thee, 0 God. Ny soul thirsteth for God,
for the living God: when shall I come and appear before
God?” : Psalm xlii. 1, 2.

“%‘P\\'Arws, upwards to thy gladness,
@ Upwards to thy heavenly goal,
G Bid farewell to all thy sadness,
Flee to Jesus, O my soul!
He is thy life;
e will give thee rest at last,
Shirld thee here from time’s rough blast
And this world's strife.

Onwards, onwards, ever neaver
To thy Jesus and thy home;
Quick ascending, ever clearer
Shall the heavenly light hecome.
God is thy tower;
Though beset with foes around,
Jesus will thy foes confound
With His great power.

Firmly, firmly now confiding

On thy Saviour, kind and true,

God thy footsteps ever guiding,

Aud IHis mercies ever new;
He will appear,

Helper in each time of need,

Strong Protector, Friend indeed,
Then never fear.

Enfer, enter to the holiest,
Jesus has the way tuade plain,
There in attitude the lowlicsi,
Tl thy care and gricf and pain.
God is thy Iriend;
Though the worlld despise and blame,
Jesus’ love remmins the same,
Time without end.

Higher, higher, O my spirit !

Sear ahove the things of earth;

Think of thy Redeemers merit,

Yield Tim all that thou art worth.
He left His throne

Ta seck thee mined, wretched, Inst

Thy ransom dild is life-blomd cost ;
Thou art Iis own.

TUpwards, upwards, look above thae,
Follow Christ within the veil,
Let not carthly tritles move thee,
Let not earthly thoughts prevail.
Tuxe soon shall cease,
And ecarth decay ; then heavenward press,
And Jesus shall for ever bless
With rest and peace. Jonqun Carpor Schade.
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THE
SMOOTH
HANDLE.

are many pre 83 novks
and corners in England, Lut
nothing much more fair sl
peaceful than a certain little
village in one of the southern
- counties, whichfor the present
we will call Elsenkam,  Certainly, people who like the
noise and bustle of large cities might call it dull;
but those who had dwelt there for the best part of
their lives were not of this opinion.  That Elsenham
must be a healthy place was proved by the rosy
«heeks of the children, the strength and activity of
the larger part of th~ inhabitants. Those who were
weak and ailing, were so from age, or some other such
cause, and doctors’ visits were so rarely needed that the
nearest of that useful profession lived fully ten miles
from Llsenham, and never found it inconvenient.

One of the villagers, however, might have been
singled out as destitute of that quiet cheerfulness and
content that we generally see on the faces of those
whose home is in a rural neighbouvrhood. Harriet
Evans was the busiest and most hard-working woman
to be found in a day’s walk, but there was an anxious
aestlessness in lier looks, her tones, and her ways,
that none who saw her often could fail to notice.

The secret of this is soon told. She was one of
those unhappy people who make troubles out of
nothing; who thmk of future possible griefs and lusses
when there are none in the present ; who take the worst
view of people and of circumstances, and thus destroy
their own peace of mind, and that of every one who
bas any dealings with them.

Her two rooms were as ‘“ncat as a new pin,”
accordng to the old saying, for she had no one to
make a litter there.  In her carly womanhood she
had been left a childless widow, and now at fifty
years of age she had laid by « nice little sum to secure
her against need when work was impossible.  But for
‘the present Mrs, Evans was well able to carn money
by her ironing and her beawtiful fine-sewing, and
the Elsenham people who heard her complaints and
dismal forebodings were apt to say that “some folks
never knew when they were well offl”?

“ Yo, it's true that Pve plenty of work now,” Harriet
would admit, when some of her neighbours told her she
had good reason to be content; “but there’s no saying
how long it may last.  Some of the families might
move away, or I might get laid up and not doa hands
tum for weeks.  I'm sure there zre nights when 1 Jay
awake thinking that I may come to want yet, in spite
of all the years Pve been toiling.?

These and many other such thoughts (with the aid,
tov, of hier fretful, auxious expression) were envugh to
comvinee any o that poon Mis, Evans Lad ot laid
to lieart certain words of Scapture which sy, * Casting
all your care upon im, for He careth for you.”

All of a sudden her fiequent complaints of loneli-
ness were eut short, and for the future her grievance
was that she no longer had “a quiet place to her-
self.” A brother who had been away so long at sea
as to be supposed dead, suddenly arvived in Isgland,
and when he proposed that he and Harriet should
“jox along togethen,” she could not well say no.

Trom his fisst appearsnee in Elsenhan, Captain
AMugzan was in high faveur. Not only the children,
but the mothers and  fathers were never tirad of
hearing his adventures duving the sailor’s life he had
only given up beeause he was growing old.  True,
he was rough in mamer, but he had a heart of gold;
and big people as well as little ones svon find out
when such is the case.

“IWel, well, M=, Evans,” said the neighbours now,
“you are indeed in luck. As if you weren't well-
to-do cnough hefore, here’s your own brother come
hack from foreign parts with a tidy bit of savings, to
settle down with you till he dies. You'll not com-
plain of being lonely any more.”

“XNo, it's company, to be sure,” was the answer;
“still, though I'm glad to see George after all these
years I fancied he was lost, it scems to me I
could work better and feel more happy lefore he
came,  One gels used to being alone, you see, and my
brother coming has put me rather about.”

It s possible—indeed, some of the people who
pretend to know everything were sure of it—that
Captain Morgan was also “put about” by finding his
sister so different from what she had been in their
long-past childhood; but he never said so. Secing
that she was cae of the worrying, discontented people
of this world, the good-hearted sailor pitied her, and
made up his mind to bring geace to her face if he could.
“Dear, dear, Havriet ! ” he ften exclaimed, “have you
furgotten the old saying that there’s two handles by
which you may lay hold of everything? Take the
smeoth handle, sister, ‘tis always the best plan”

Somethnes Mrs. Evans answered him sharply, “It
was all very well for thuse who never troubled their
heads about anything.” At other times she turned
away without a word, and kept silence for houry, so
that at last the captain was forced to seize his glazed
hat and seek the company of some of his boy admirers
in the village.  There were, however, moments in which
Iarriet really thought her brother was in the right,
and wished she could “take things by the smooth
handle ;7 but she absolved herself at the same moment
from all Dlame by deciding it was not her way, and
people could not change their natures at her time
of life.

Yet, as time passed on, this woman began to under-
stand that the captain’s heaming face and hluff good-
nature were not due alone to his natural dispesition.
He could talk freely of storms at sea, but the wonds
would have stuck in his throat had he even tried fo
tell of a certain night when the old Bible stories of
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The mothers and fathers were never tired of hearing his adventures.

childhood came back upon him.
he had cried, “Lord, save, or I perish 1” and from that
moment had taken Christ as a Saviour from the con-
sequences of sin as well as from sudden death.

The captain’s religion, then, had no expression in
words, but he did better— he lived it,” as one of the
Elsenham people expressed it, when she told me all
she knew of him. 1t was in this way he came to do
such good that many a one had reason to thank God
for leading old Captain Morgan to spend his lust days
in Llsenham,

There were some among the village people to whom
the Sabbath was only a day for extra work, or for idle-
ness and pleasure ; these were won by word and by
example to God’s house.  Quarrels and ill-feeling were
often changed to harmony and goodiwill by the timoly
interference of this peace-maker. But to tell you of all

In the deadly peril

of him into a book, so I must only mention the change
he brought about in his sister Harrict.

Long after his death she kept, written in a large
round hand and hung upon her wall, the proverb he
had been so fond of quoting; but before that
time came, Mrs. Evans had learned to “take every-
thing by the smooth handle” in its best and highest
sense. 1 mean—and I want to giveit as a “xecipe” to
all who are of an anxious, troubled disposition—she had
Jearned to take hold of everything with the handle.of
faith in God, and to belicve that, knowing our desires,
hearing our prayers, and understanding as we do not
what is for our real good, He will manage for us if
wo only trust Him. And thus His peace, “the peace
which passeth all understanding,” came to Mrs. Evans’s
heart and shone on her face at last, thanks to the
lesson she had learnt from the rough seafaring man

that he did for others would make my little sketch | who had been one of the best of Christians.
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