Technical and Bibliographic Notes / Notes techniques et bibliographiques

L’Institut a microfilmé le meilleur exemplaire qu‘il

lui a té possible de se procurer. Les détails de cet
exemplaire qui sont peut-8tre uniques du point de vue
bibliographique, qui peuvent modifier une image
reproduite, ou qui peuvent exiger une modification
dans la méthode normale de filmage sont indiqués
ci-dessous.

The Institute has attempted to obtain the best original
copy available for filming. Features of this copy which
may be bibliographically unique, which may alter any
of the images in the reproduction, or which may
significantly change the usual method of filming, are
checked below.

Coloured covers/
Couverture de couleur

Covers damaged/
Couverture endommageée

Covers restored and/or laminated/
Couverture restaurée et/ou pelliculée

Cover title missing/
Le titre de couverture manque

Coloured maps/
Cartes géographiques en couleur

Coloured ink {i.e. other than blue or black)/
Encre de couleur (i.e. autre que bleue ou noire)

Coloured plates and/or illustrations/
Planches et/ou illustrations en couleur

Bound with other material/
Relié avec d’autres documents

Tight binding may cause shadows or distortion
along interior margin/

La reliure serrée peut causer de {'ombre ou de la
distorsion le long de la marge intérieure

Blank leaves added during restoration may appear
within the text. Wlienever possible, these have
been omitted from filming/

1! se peut que certaines pages blanches ajoutées
lors d'une restauration apparaissent dans le texte,
mais, lorsque cela était possible, ces pages n‘ont
pas été filmées.

Additional comments:/
Commentaires supplémentaires:

Coloured pages/
Pages de couleur

Pages damaged/
Pages endommagées

Pages restored and/or laminated/
Pages restaurées et/ou pelliculées

Pages discoloured, stained or foxed/
Pages décolorées, tachetées ou piquées

Pages detached/
Pages détachées

Showthrough/
Transparence

Quality of print varies/
Qualité inégale de I'impression

Continuous pagination/
Psgination cot.tinue

Includes index{es)/
Comprend un (des) index

Title on header taken from:/
Le titre de I'en-téte provient:

Title page of issue/
Page de titre de la livraison

Caption of issue/
Titre de départ de 1a livraison

Masthead/

Générique (périodiques) de fa livraison

This item is filmed at the reduction ratio checked below/
Ce document est filmé au taux de réduction indiqué ci-dessous.

10X 18X 18X 2X 26X 30X

12X 16X 20X 24X 28X 32X



— 72 ND BLpges —
U@ﬁ} h AN; \\JLIQM‘S);}‘

e @ AT S ®°
== | @Lze@ al7 Greet

“Israel shall blossom and bud and f{ill the world with fruit.”

—r e —— e o vt et - amm
TNt IR L AT mnStT=rmT

Vor. VIII.—No. §. l M AY, 1881 {\\'uom: No. 89.

—— e e S e e momma—meaieaen L $ Qiam=s ein D e et W I8 I we emeaT2 ame eewos aaseesmaoa
= P2~ . LMo T g

Z@

Study Dust. is apt to be a little bewildered by its grandeur.
lowever it does net seem to regquire much genius

OLOMOX said, “Of the making of hooks to listen to good x!msic; to relish tl‘nc suecession of
4 there is 1o end.” Is it not wondertul that | 45hes; to be waited on by the vetinue of servers;

a few alphabetical characters ean, by means and in- general, o haye u good tim‘e vi ‘su.ch an
of ingenuity and power of thought, be made | 06E1sion: Whilst some olden customs :uc‘obsorvcd,
to continually express in ever changing they seew Lo take }10\\' forms. Oﬁ course, there was
and pleasing variety, things both new and :I)(l:lZZ]lll,‘?' array of glass, :_md continual offers of wine.
old1  What memories cluster aromnd the But, amidst tlw: decolations worn, the blue ribbon
dear old volumes, although the dust and rab | ¥4 to be met with. -~ When toasts were proposed, ic
of years has destroyed their external beauty, they .}lppcmed to us that mo“{ tlm‘x‘ {,mil‘m;i the "ll.lss&;
call to mind seenes and friendships long since past. ‘").hll p con;tmmd.'l(-l.non.uc. et Ly .}t 10\1 tol(. me,
Many thoughts were awakened, as, durlng the past ‘;:.“‘ @ 'b"o"l cmen .slnttmg nlw:u, . that w, en lle W e]x.m to
few duys, wearied by the dust and confusion consequ- | 28 <1 banquets 1 13"]0( to give a wailer a handsome
ent upon =t good clean up in the study, we looked into | 4P 10 leep his glass filled r\'lt.h.‘col(l tea 01‘tu:1.stl and
books alinost forgotten and saw therein the familiar | WY not to appear Lo take wine freely would have
writing of school.boy days, and remembered fingers "’“.ll)"f'u_“ll to '_'l"l']c“s{‘"t' slocml benalties.” rI_{“m,’.'l-)"
long since stiffencd by death; the dusty tomes matters "“E‘.‘i‘“{gc‘.’ :Exf(b.onc can '_fol“ retuse “"_'ﬁ’
scemed almost to speak as we tenderly replaced them | ¢¥6" at the Lord M.ayor's banquet, without a yema "
on the shelf.  Others would have cast them out to As you make your bed, so you mwst lic on it.
give place to the bright aud new, hut. memory called ITe promised before mariage that he would xcf}ox m.
up the time when they did good service and prepared All the world ]‘;“’“'S tll)mt/such 11"0""'“ made by a
their owner for the ploscnt time of enluged oppor- d.wnl\.u(l are atways Oroken. dn fow wouds, the
tunity. Time may and will destroy thun but ns at | Yoman whe knowingly l,ll:ll‘l.'l(}(!’(l drunkard must be
this moment we handle a volume, Calvin's Instivution, (.‘Ol‘l‘[(.'llt to be a drunkard’s wife.

and read the publisher’s date, 1599, still almost as 1 was out, said winister, :u_ul though§ I wguld
good as mew, save a worn hole, which has scirce al‘l mld see how you are getting (".Wd. f?}' winter. .
destroyed « letter, the thought comes with vividness| 'r\}'-ell; you can sce for y<').ursc.lt, Sty .she rel.)h?d'
and power, what is man? .Ho“ short his hout'wc of We're gcm.ng“h}ed for \\n:k‘n‘,.thc \.my fvhls?\ey
time? Nevertheless, what opportunities for good or lms’ & habit of fixin drm}xkards? 10}“5; fixed with rugs
evil living affords. Lev us be living cpz'stles known | N bare cupboard, and.no]es.m tlxe wn.ulows, for th?,
and read of' all men,’ for such writing neither time wind and snow to blow in at ; and no prospect of ﬁ?:e.
nor worms can destroy. The influence of a conse The following is the way an American hun;onst,
:erated life shall live and have a being in the eternity Robert Burdette, puts it :— Tust quit. \V:t,hom,
of God. * | oath, resolution, or promise. Simply quit. If you
have a young man’s weakness for wine or whisky, as
the railroad men say, ¢Shut ber off.” There is xo
trouble about it. Let me tell you there is no hurm

¢ Jesus died on Colvary’s mountain,
Long time ago;
Now he calls ine to confess him

Before I go. in whisky. It does not, and cannot hurt you—if you-
don’t drink it. That's all you have to do. Don't be

“’;‘;& past (}“‘01 i;_“ vile and hateful, a fanatic.  Don’t be a reformer.  Don't be a prohibi-
I shoald be the g’;’s‘t":‘:’l;ntcm tionist lunatic. ~ Just simply don’t drink, and all the
Not to own him.” whisky in America can’t make you dr unk if you don’t

drink any of it.  Whisky never vet hurt 2 man who
. - didn't dvink it.”

A Ribbon of Blue. Will you sign the pledge on this blank line. I

solemnly promise by the help of God, to abstain from

the use of all intoxicating liquors, as a beverage

“ Bismark has given up his beer and taken to cold
fea, What is the trouble with the beer ??
.+ The membership of the Chureh of England Temper-

| perance  Society now nuwmbers 432,674, Manchester Signed. ..o i v
“heading the list with 40,000, and St. Asaph being at -
“its foot with 2,000. The appropriations for the Indian Missions of the

A dinner at the Mansion House is rather a gorgeous | Protestant lipiscopal Church in the Umtea States for
aﬁ'an' The simple man with the \mmumcxpa\ ‘mind | the year 1879 are 836,875,
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Hints and Helps for Workers ; or Thoughts

"* repeat it with a hearty Amen, and pass it

Dron to whom, as the lawyers say, it may,
heoncern, ‘I have been an entire year in
the church and have not made a single

L3 acquaintance.” The man who said this was
I3 furions in his complaints of the congregation

T~ that thus negleeted its members; but the
blame should be the other way, for a man who can
stay that leng among a set of Christians without
compelling them to know him proves that he is of
little use.

AN Australian paper gives some good ideas on
Srasmopic CHRISTIANS, and wé pass them on :—

Dear ftiend remember there are certain Christiaus
who seem to suffer continually from a kind of reli-
gious spasms. At least, if they are not always con-
vulsed, their intermittent state is only charactevised
by that torpor which is a certain sign of a renewal of
the attack. The class of Christians is one which,
starting with the best pussible end in view, uses the
worst possible means to accomplish its purpose. They
being by asserting—with some degree of truth, it may
be—that there exists in the religious commanity to
which they happen to belung a dead and alive cond:-
tion of things not at all to be desired, and they at
once sel about rectifying it as far as their individual
connection with the work is concerned. They fixst of
all utter dire lamentations for the falling off in the
spiritual life of the Church, and their voices may be
heard lifted up in the prayer-meeting deploring in
woeful terms their own decadence and that of their
fellow worshippers.

A short time passes, and the place that knew them
knows them no more, and you see nothing of them.

How many pastors and deacons have to mourn
over the possession of these spasmodic Christians in
the Church. At a time of religious revival they
flourish abundantly, and whole-souledness make simple
Clristians envy their state of transport and their
extraordinary enthusinsm. But by-and-bye, when
the popular evangelist has gone to another spot, and
the work of Luilding up the converts commence,, our
spasmodic fiiends ave non est. Plodding, patient,
every-day labour is out of their line. Lither out-
bursts of excitement, or doleful lethargy ; and not
only does their example act detrimentally to the best
intevests of a Chwreh, but they too often look with a
supreme contempt upon those who, by loving care
and watchfulness, by a kind word spoken in season,
or by a gently action timely performed, do more to
win men and women to the Cross of Christ than all
the paraphernalia of reliz ous excitement ; and often
wound, by individious comparison and self-rightcous
speech, those hearts which, while conscious of their
own weakness and imperfection, are yet Jaid upon the
altar of sacritice, and whose possessors believe 1t wiser
to limp day by day along the path of Christian service
than to lie in the hospital for incurables, sighing for
ever, “0 had I the wings of a dove,” and mourning
their inability to fly. Great public meetings are
not religion. Loud -applause, splendid singing,
emotional praying, are not religion. Earnestness,

however desirable, is not religion. ¢ Pure religion
before God and the Father ig this, that & man visit
the widow and fatherless in their aflliction, and keop
himself unspotted from the werld.”

God loves intensity. Tho faithful and true witness
saith to the Church at Laodicea: “I would thou wert
cold or hot. So becauge thou art lukewarm, and
neither cold nor hot, I will spew thee out of my
mouth.” The Corinthians, if they were not as reli-
gious as the Athenians, were at least in earnest, evon
if only in selfishness and sin, and the Lord said unto
Paul, “I have much people in this place” 1t is
sometimes said that a man will bo a better man in
after years.for having *sown his wild oats,” as 1t is
‘called, in his youth.  This is absurd.  Nevertheless
it is true that a man who goes into sin With all his
heart will make a better man when converted than
he who has no heart to give to sin or to anything
clse. Mere theorists, lackadaisical grumblers, and
idlers, are of no use either in the Church or out of it.
It is perhaps the saddest fact within our knowledge
that there is such a large proportion of Laodiceans in
the Church to-day. A few memters of each con-
gregation usually carry on the work of the church
while the rest stand by and criticise. The Athenians
were grand at criticising, but the Corinthians were
alive and at work.

Let us never forget that our Saviour chose as His
most intimate {rionds the three most intense natures
among his followers—Peter, the forward and fallible,
and the two * Sons of Thunder.”

Let us all aim to do something says an exchange:
“¢A word fitly spoken is like apples of gold in
pictures of silver;’ a tract given in love may win a
soul to Christ and cover a multitude of sin. The
following shows the value of one tract :

‘Nearly thirty years ago, in a time of revival in
the Walnut Street Baptist Church, in Louisville, Kt.,
two Christian woman, Mys. J. Lawrence Smith and
Mrs. W. W. Everets, went forth together to visit
from home to home, and to distribute tracts and to
invite sinners to the house of God, Very near the
church building they found the family of a theatrical
actor, and, in the circle they addvessed a slender,
youthful son already on the stage. To him also they
gave o tract and an invitation. He accepted both,
read the tract and went and heard the gospel preached,
and soon was saved. His life was now immediately
changed, as well as his heart, and he promptly con-
secrated himself to the ministry and to labor for the
salvation of others i1 preaching the gospel. Thus
George C. Lorimer, D. D., was won to Christ and the
service of his kingdom.””

Again we would urge christians to be kindly affec-
tionate one to another, and not to forget to entertain
stiangers in Ged’s house, the following may impress

some. The minister of a fashiorable church preached
a beautiful sermon on the subject: ¢Shall we
Eknow cach other there?®' He drew the

picture of a very beautiful heaven. We would
walk in the sunlit groves, by the music of
waterfalls, and gaze out upon Amaranthine fields.
“And then, too, we shall know each other there,”
said the minister; and then added, ¢ther’ll bo
no stranger in the New Jerusalem; we'll sll
be friends.” ¢ Beautiful !” said Deacon Sham, as he
trotted down the aisle. “ A lovely sermon!” said
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BUDS AND BLOSSOMS.

Miss Simpkins, as sho put her bony hand into the
minister’s. She was stopped by a poor mechanic, who
came up and addresscd the preacher : * Mr. , Lam
glid we shall vecogn®ie each other wp theve”  “Yes,”
said the minister, “it's one of the greatest consola-
tions of our religion.” <« Well, I'm right glad we
shall know each other. It will be a great change,
though ; for I have attended your church for over
four years, and nono of the members of this society
have recognized mo yet. BUT—WE SHALL RNOwW
EACHL OTHER THERE.” ‘

The Study Ta,blg New Books and
BExchanges.

——

In this department we give short reviews of such New Books
g publishers sce fit to send us. In these reviews wo seek to
treat author and publisher satisfaccorily and justly, and also to
furnish our readers with such information as shall enable them
to form an opinion of the desirability of a particular volume
for personal use. It is our wish to notice the better class of
books issuing from the press, and we mnvite publishers to favor
us with their recent publications.

The Woman. at Work, Brattleboro, Me. U. 8. Tsa
literary magazine devoted to the record and encourage-
ment of woman’s work. price $1.0V

Bee Keeping for Profit, by Mrs. Lizzie E. Cotton,
West Gorhary, Maine” This is a useful manual of
Bee management, the authoress gives a good deal of
condensed and practical advice, showing how to avoid

- loss, and how to make the B profitable.

War Notes, published by Dougall & Son of the Mon-
treal Witness, It isa live temperance sheet issued
in the interest of the forward temperance movement
now being so gloriously pushed. The war notes are
interesting and stirring reading. Price 25 cents.

Gospel  Bells.—Published by Fireside Friend
Publishing Co., Springtield, Ohio, U. 8. The title
itself is taking and so is the make up. “ Gospel Bells”
for Sunday-schools, prayer, and praise meetings, con-
taing things new aund old in gospel praise, therein arve
found many gems of song ever dear to thristians.

Seripture  Baptism.—J. Nettleton, Manchester,
England. 1t is a picture every Baptist should have
Bemg a good pictorial illustration of a divine
ordinance. Cost 2/6, size 17 x 32.

The Sanitarian.—Fulton St., New York. Is one
of the higl- 1 class magazines, and gives much whole-
some and practical advise, calculated be be a personal
and national benetit.

Elwevir Library—S. B. Alden, P. O. B. 1227,
New York. Isa continial income of much that is
best amongst literature at the cheapest rates.

A ? to be Thought about and Prayed Over.
Reader, yor are Saved or Lost, whick s it?

A man must be in his present state, either Saved
or Lost. Which are you? If you are saved it is
through the Blood of Christ alone. If you ave lost,
and can realise your lost state, and that you ave a
sinner, it is you that Jesus came “ to seck and save.”
His own words are “The Son of 3an is come seek and
to suve that which was lost.” 1 would ask you to
observe Christ’s ocher words, ¢ He that believeth on
me hath everlasting life, *and shall come into con-
demnation, but is passed from death unto life.”
Besides this, listen to your God : # Whosoerer will, let

him come.” *It's no use,” you say, my sins are of
the Blackest Dye; X've neglected God all my life.”
I answer ¢The Blood of Jesus Christ His Son clean-
seth us from All Sin,” and “ though your sins be ag
scarlet they shall be as white as snow ; though thoy be
red liko crimson, they sball be as wool,” (Isa. x. 11).
Jesus invites all to “come unto Him,” and adds,
“him that cometh unto Mg, and I will in no wise
east out.”
Quietry TuiNg ovir Turss Worps.

“He that Lelieveth not is condemned already.”

Why 1—Read John 3, 18.

The Regions Beyond and the Home
Field Notes.

Souls are not saved in buudles, the Spirit asks of
each man, “ How is it with thee?”

Only 136,000 females, in India, are under instruc-
tion, while 2,517,629 males are at school—a dispro-
portion which will rapidly disappear.

The total subseription to foreign missions for the
past twelve months exceeds that of the previous year
by nearly £100,000, amounting in the aggregate to
£1,191,175, made up thus: Church of England
societics, £300,306 ; joint societies of Churchmen and
Nonconformists, £154,813; English and Welsh Non-
conformists, £348,175 ; Scotch and Irish Presbyte-
vian socicties, £176,362 ; Roman Catholic societies,
£11,519, -

Mr. William Bucknell. the generous Baptist mer-
chant of Philadelphia, has given $10,00' to Rev. Dr.
Clough who recently returned from the Telugu mis-
sion, for his work in that field.

The Watch Tower states that the coloured Baptists
of America have recently sent oul six missionaries to
Africa. These ave the right men in the right place.
Rev. H. H. Johnson, of our city, is appointed agent.

In 1800 there were, according to the best available
statistics, 365,000 in a population of 5,308,483—or
about 7 per cent. In 1850 there were 3,529,988
communicants in a population of 88,588,371—about
17 per cent. In 1880, 10,065,663 in a population of
50,153,866—a little over 20 per cent. The popula-
tion bhas increased since 1800 nine fold ; the number
of evangelical communicants twenty-seven fold, or
three times as much.

There are nearly one thousand Romanist converts
in the Protestant churches of Rome, as the result of
ten years mission work.

About 1,000 Chinese children arc attending Sunday-
school in San Francisco, Cal.

Three thousand children now attend Protestant.
Sunday-schools in Paris, Frauce.

The “ Jewish Times " computes the number of Jews
all over the world to be 6,503,000.

In Southern India not less than sixty thousand
«lolaters have cast away their idols and embraced.
Chyistianity in the year 1878. :

The Buddhist nunnevies in China have closed by
order of the Emperor.

A skeptic once asserting Ins unbelief before Sir
Tsanc Newton, and shortiy afier seeing a new and
magnificent glebe in the philosopher’s study, asked
kim, “ Who made it1” *No one” ‘was the reply.
The sad irornv of the philosopher silenced the ca,v‘ﬂings',

of the infidel.
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§Z Kind Words. What others think of
Buds and Blossoms.

Xrom the Cynosure, Chicago, U. S. ;

Buds and Blossoms is a charming illustrated
magazine, published by J. ¥. Avery, Halifax, Nova
Scotia, containing forty pages monthly of ancedote
and argument for the Christinn home. Ifvery num.
ber 1s profusely and finely illustrated. We shall be

bappy to introduce this magazine to hundreds of

American homes, and have secured 4 specnd avange
ment from the proprietor. Buds wund Blussoms is 7o
cents per year; with the Cynosure the two will be
22,50, or any subscriber who has alveady paid for
this paper can get the magazine at the same 1ate.

From the Lilcrary column of the DPresbylerian Iitness,
Halifax, N, 8. :

Buds and Blossoms.—Edited by Rev. J. E. Avary.
Published monthly. Price 75 cents a year. "Thisis
an illustrated magazine of & very attractive character.
Mr. Avery deserves cven a large measwre of suwccess
than has yet crowned his efforts.

From the Moatreal Daily Witness

Buds and Blossoms and Friendly Grectings is the
title of an admirable monthly of a religivus chaactor,
published at Hulifax, N. 8., giving 40 pages montlly
for 75 cents a year. 1t is got up mn the best Enghsh
style and should be encourageds It is edited by the
Rev. J. F. Avery.

ey

Short Sermons Without Texts.

When Moses was urging upon the people the imnpor-
tance of faithfulness in the service of God and the
value of religion, he gave as a reason in the impres-
sive truth that religion ¢“is not 2 vain thing for you,
because it is your life.” This great truth we would
do well to remember. Religion, if it be any valie at
all to us, is of infinite value. It is our life. If so,
should it not receive our earnest and prompt attention?
Can any man have a proper conception of what heaven
really is and make it a secondary okject ?

Four things are necessary to constitute & Christian.
Faith makes a Christian ; life proves a Christian ;
trials confirm a christian, and death crowns a Christ-
tion.—Hopfner.

Under the laws of providence, life is a probation ;
probation is a succession of temptations ; temptations
are emergencies; and for emergencies we need the
preparation and the safe-guard of prayer.—Austin
Phelps.

Put the knife, with God’s help, to some ugly be-
setting sin. Stop that one leak that has let so much foul
bilge-water into your soul. Put into practice some
long-neglected duty, The fivst step towards improve-
ment with one person was to banish his decanters;
with another to discontinue his secular paper on
Sunday morning ; with another to ask the pardon of
injured friends ; with another to go after some street
Arabs and take them to a mission school.

There bave been 221,953 interments in Green-
wood Cemetery in Brooklyn, making it a great city
of the dead,

" aeie e pes -,
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Let us work that wo may eat, and eat that we may
live, and live that wo may glorily God.

Do you want to know the man against whom you
have the most reason to guard yourselt? Your
looking-giass will give you a very fuir likeness of his
face.

Some people ave given to flattery when spenking of
others and make them to appear better than they ave ;
but the Lord uses no flattering words in what o
says concerning any of the childven of men.

——— .
Woostiuister Ably is to be highted by clectrieaty.

Rtreet cavs are running in the streets of Tokio,
Japan,

Tl lite boats ou thie Buitish coast saved 726 lives
last yewr,

It is stated that 90 out of every 100 of the people
of the Russian Kmpire cannot read or write.

¢ The Hindu,” a native newspaper published at
Madiws, Tudia, says.— The fust days of Hinduism
are evulently fast approaching”

era—————————

Ztowe Eivcle.

Tic Apnl we gonerally eapuct shivwers. We have not so far
realized the oxpectod out pour or in-pour of subscribers. But
the wise husbandman hath long patience, and sows in the hope
of coming sunshine and harvest, In faith we still pour out
Buns anp BrussoMs, prayig that the Lord of the harvest
will own the offering and crown wita {ruitfnlness, We have
yet to gather in some 300 dollars to meet. the expenses. All
we ask is, tell Jesus, and ask the Divine blessing upon thisand
vur othier diorts, thattley miay Le suceessful unto the salvation
of many. .

23 ‘Tangryacre Nores.—DBaptisms, March 30th 2, April
fth 2. We still rejoie in continued tokens of special and
Divine favcur. Brethren pray for us.

Frower Missiox.~Will friends please connnence to prepare
senpture text eards for the mssion.

dSrectal Donatlons.—We have several donations
paid in, but as we go tu paess too early this month
to give a full list, and the woikers are still gathering.
We will in next issue give an account. The inten-
tion is to avoid the tuil of o tea mecting, and without
raise the usual half yealy interest on the lot.  Who
will help us to extinguish the ground remt. We
could otherwise and better employ our means.

Olive Branches.

Mareh, the wife of Capt. Hire of a son. March 22, the
wife of Alex. McCracken of a son,  April 17th, the wife of
Ch. Eaton of & son.

Orange Blossoms.,

Manrigp.—4April 3, John W, McCabe, to Alma Aunie
Williams, by J. ¥, Avery, pastor of the Tabernacle.

Mr. Rushin says that & couple should court seven years.
Either Mr. Ruskin has no grown up daughters, or coal is very
much cheaper in England thau it is here,

FADED LEAVES.

Diep —Maich 30th, Mrs. S. Boutlier, aged 96. Although
her experience had been very varied, and often trying, never-
theless 1t the face 1s an index to the soul, 1t evidenced she had
the peace of God, whidi passeth all understanding, Our
sistu’s christian walk and conversation will be long remem-
bered.  One by one, our members are fording tho river, fearin
no evil, known the shepherd has tried the depths, and force
the grave. The giory 15 all unto Jesus, the resurrection and
life is ours in Him.
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HAVE A HEREAT BLIND TO,

AND OTHER SKETCHES.
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« T HAVE a great mind to,” said Jefiery Jones, as he
éi' sat alone by the fire, looking listlessly at the
live coals, and the flickering flame—“T have

a great mind to do it to-morrow.”

The case to which Jeffery alluded was this. He
had an aged relative to whom he had acted unkindly,
nay, very unkindly, and, what was worse, he had never
acknowledged his fault. As he sat by the firc on the
last night of the year, reflecting on various events,
his conscience smote him, and then it was that, fecling
compunction for the fact, he thought about writing to
his relative and confessing this fault.  “I have a great
mind,” said he, “to do it to-morrow.”

Now the great misfortune of it is, that when one
says he has “a great mind " to do a thing, his mind is
seldom or cver great emough to do it. He merely
means that he has some inclination to do it; but this
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Dy no means amounts to an intention. So it was
with Jeffery Jomnes. Ie had pen, ink, and paper
within his reach, and his time was abt his own dis-
posal; why then could he not write his letter that
night as well as in the morning?

As Jeflfery continued looking at the fire and musing
on things gone by, he remembered also that a neigh-
bour of his had done him an injury, though not
intentionally. It is true that he had endeav oured. to
make amends for it, and carnestly implored to be
forgiven, but this forgiveness had never been granted.
The last night of the year, howover, was not - time to
be implacable, so the thought of calling on his neigh-
bour in a kindly spirit occurred to him. “I have
a great mind,” said he, “to call on him to-morrow.”

It was but six o’clock when he said this; why then
could he not have put on his hat and great.coat, and
seen his neighbour at once? Ile would then have
healed the wounded heart of another, and afforded
satisfaction to his own,

As Jeffery Jones went on in his cogitations, it
occurred further to his memory that a few days befors
a case of great distress had been mentioned to him.
A poor, deserving woman, well brought up, had, by
the sickness and death of her husband, been reduced
to extremity, so that some temporary assistance was
required to enable her to keep her house over her
head and support her little ones. There were many
who were ready to help her, but some one was wanted
to take the lead. Jeffery Jones was rich encugh
to spare from his own purse the required sum without
inconvenience, or by the effort of an hour he might
have obtained it from others, but he neglected to take
cither course. The last night of the year brought the
matier home to him, and he began to think of going
to the poor woman and telling her what he intended
to do. “I have a great mind,” said he, “to go to her
in the morning.”

Ol, Jeffery! Jeffery ! hadst thou had the cause of
the poor woman at- thy heart, thou wouldest have gone
that very hourj the fatherless might then have
blessed thee, and the widow have put thy name in
her prayer.

Jeffery Jones mused another hour or two by his
cheerful fire and well-swept hearth, having “a great
mind” to do many things, but ending all in doing
nothing. The cold weather gave an additional charm
to his fireside; a comfortable tea and a hot supper
drove away from his thoughts his aged relative, his
penitent neighbour, and the poor widow ; and Jeffery
Jones retired to a downy hed, very little affected
with thoughts of other people’s miseries.

The morrow came and brought with it its occupations
and its cares; and though Jeffery was in a great
degree a man of leisure, he found enough business of
one kind or another to engage his attention ; absorbed
by the events of the passing hours, the reflections of
the preceding night no longer held a place in his
memory.

A week or two of the new year had flown before
Jeffery Jones gave himself the trouble to inquire after
the widow; and he then learned that, as no one had
stepped forward in her favour, the landlord had
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distrained upon her for rent, and the poor broken-
hearted woman with het little ones had departed no
one knew where.

Go, get thee to thy comforts, Jeflery Jones; eat,
drinl, and sleep, if thou canst, without compunction ;
but for all this thou art not guiltless concerning the
fatherless and the widow. “Blessed is he that con-
sidereth the poor; the Lord will deliver him in time
of trouble. The Lord will strengthen him upon the
bed of languishing ; Thou wilt make all his bed in his
sickness.”

It might, perhaps, be as much as three o fowr
months after this—for the hawthorn tree was then in
Dblossom, and the birds were singing—when the news
came suddenly upon Jeflery Jones that his neighbour
had left the country for Canada, having declared that
if one thing more than another oppressed his mind on
quitting his native land, it was the fact of his never
having obtained the forgiveness of the neighbour
whom he had unwittingly injured.

And so, Jeffery, thou hast allowed thy neighbour
to cross the wide seas with an arrow in his heart,
though with a word of kindness thou mightest hau,
1emovcd it, and poured oil and balm into lns wounds,

Tho hast prepared. bitfer herbs for thy repast, and
planted thorns in thy pillow. “If thy brother
trespass against thee, rebuke him; and if he repent,
forgive him. And if he trespass a"'unst thee seven
times in a day, and seven times in a day tum
again to thee, saying, I repent; thou shalt forgive
him.”

It was when the reapers were ab work with theiv
sickles, and binding the sheaves in the ﬁelds, that a
letter with a bl'u,k seal cime to Jeffery Jones. which
made his heart misgive him. As he feared, it was to
say that his aged relative, to whom he lmd acted
unkindly, was dead.

And what thinkest thou now, Jeffery ?  The paor
widow wandered away in her distress without thine
aid; thy neighbour left his country without the con-
solatxon of thy foraxveness ; and thine aged relative
has been called away from the world “without an
acknowledgment from thee of thine unkindness.
Truly, thou hast encompassed thyself about with many
SOITOWS.

To waste that time in profitless musing which
ought to be employed in benevolent action, is « great
though a common crror. When our ploughing and
sowing is ideal, our harvest is not likely to be real.
We may point the finger of reproach and derision at
Teffery Jones ; but are we ourselves free from his sinful
infiomity ? Do our deeds cqual our determinations?
and are we aware that he who defers till to-morrow
the duty of to-day, risks the hazard of never doing it
at all ¢

Reader, time is hastening on with giant strides, and
cternity with all of us is well-nigh at hand. If thou
hast a fault to confess, an injuy to forgive, or a
kindness to perform, be not content with having “a
great mind "’ to do it, but set about it with all thy
hc'nt, and let it be done directly—

Remembering, in this world of sin and sorrows,
That oue *‘fo-day ' iy worth & score “to.morrows,’
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THE LIVING BIBLE.

P would bo folly for any person to

deny the antiquity of the Secriptuves.
The writing of them extended
through more than fifteen centuries,
and the earlier portions were written
more than three thousand years ago.
There is no other record so connected
and clearly defined of equal antiquity.

1When we consider the charvacter of the times through
which the Scriptures have come down to us, how can
wo doubt that they have been watched over by the
allseeing cye and defended by the unseen, yet almighty
hand of God ?

Unnumbered generations have drifted down the
stream of time and been swallowed up in eternity;
cmpires have risen and fallen ; thrones have heen set
up and have tottered, crumbling and dissolved;
revolutions have marched over the fall of nations with
earthquake tread, with the sword in one hand and the
lighted torch in the other; and world-famed libraries,
containing the gathered learning and wisdom of ages,
vanished in smoke, while the Bible came down to us
throngh the whole, unmutilated by Vandal hands,
undimmed by the mildew of ages, and unsoiled by the
dust of more than thirty centuries,

The Bible was written in IHebrew and Greek, and
when these languages became out of date, it seized
upon the living languages of the world, and is now
read in more than two hundred lapguages and
dialects ! The Bible has a stronger hold upon the
world to-day than it cver had before, and stronger
than any other book, and more copies of it are printed,
circulated, and read than of any other, and no other
book is read in so many languages and dialects. Is
there nothing supernatural and divine in such a book?

Great God! with wonder and with praise,
On all Thy works I look;

But stil Thy wisdom, power, and grace,
Shine brightest in Thy book.

Then let e love the Bible more,
And take a fresh delight

By day to read these wonders o'er,
And meditate by night.

—

LENDING TO THE LORD.

HUNDRED years ago Samuel Hick, a lowly

cvangelist, was widely known in Yorkshire,

Ilis benevolence was unbounded, and his

deeds of charity were only limited by the conients of

his pocket. His wife was obliged fo secure a portion

for household expenses before he went abroad, and to

take care that his pocket was not too full, for he was
sure to return with it empty.

But Samuel sometimes gave her the slip. Once,
when he was on a journey, he had occasion to visit a
minister at an carly hour. He found him with a sick
wife and no servant, preparing a very coarse breakfast
for his eight children. Samuel gazed at them with
pity, went out, and wept. On searching his pocket,
he found that it contained two guineas, one of which
was borrowed. o immediately gave one of them to
the minister, and when he returmed home accounted
for it to Martha by saying that “ho had lent the Torl
a guinea at Rochdale.”

Martha thought half-a-guinea s:ould have been
sufficient ; but he replied, “ Dless thee, my lass, the
Lord will soon make i up to us” And it so
happened that he got several pounds unexpectedly in
a few weeks.

Returning from the coal-pit one day, with his cart
full, ho was addressed by a little girl, who ran out of
a cottage to beg a little bit of coal, as her mother was
ill and they had no fire.

Samut.. stopped, went into the house and made
inquiries ; finding it a case of need, he poured out his
load at the door; and *".en went back to the pit and
got another load for himself on credit.

He denied himself to benefit others. Having given
a poor widow sixpence, she thanked him in a way
that overpowered his feclings. His mind was still
dwelling upon it, when the thought occurred to him,
“ Can sixpence make a poor creature happy? How
many sixpences have I spent on this mouth of mine
in feeding it with tobacco! I will never take another
pipe whilst I live, and I will give to the poor what 1
save from it.”

Some time
his medical

afterwards he was taken ill, and
attendant told him that he must
resume the use of the pipe. “XNever more, sir,
while I live. Let come what will, T'll never take
another pipe ; I've told my Lord so, and T’Il abide by
it.”  And he sacredly kept his vow.

— e

THE TEMPTATIONS OF THE LORD.

Reap Lugs iv. 1-13.

E read before of the Holy Ghost
descending on Jesus, and now
we find Him ¢ full of the Holy
Ghost.” The Holy Spirit abode
in Him, remained in Him. Thus
Ile was ready to meet tempta-
tion.
We are taught to pray, “Lead
us not into temptation;” yet here
f WP we find our Lord Himself, who
t'm"ht us t]nt prayer, “led by the Spirit into the \vxlder-
noss,” where Ie was to be tempted. Dut temptation
could not overcome Him ; rather His power over Satan
was all the more shown by this temptation, and so all
turned out to the glory of God. Though God does
not lead us into temptation, yet He does let us he
tempted ; but He will not suffer us to be tempted
above “lnt He will enable us to bear.

Satan does not know everything ; no one does but
67
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‘God.  He would not have tempted Jesus if he had
not thought there was a chanco of succeeding ; he did

not know that there was, and could be, no sin in Him. '

Perhaps he even dared to think that Jesus, instead
of being strengthened by the Holy Ghost, would be
thrown off His guard by the gift He had received.
Jesus had taken man’s nature, and man is apt to be
puifed up by spiritual gifte; but Jesus was in ne such
danger, for there was one part of man’s nature which
e had not taken—its sinfulness,

Jesus was tempted for forty daye! We often find

temptation hard aul long ; Imt our Lond endnred mure

than Ie calls His servants toendure. e ate nothing
all that time, but though Ile was afterwards Lungry,
is strength was miraculounsly kept up.

The three temptations that are mentioned were the
last, and came at the end of the forty days, Jesus
had overcome all hitherto ; but now He was hungry,

!

all tho kingdoms of the world, if Ife would worship
him.

The last temptation was perhaps the most crafty of
“all. Jesus would not work a miracle at Satan’s

bidding, nor would Ife fall down and worship him;
. but now Satan found a text in tho Word of God, and
tempted Him with that,  IIe quoted the words aright
—the words of the 91st Psalm; but thougl the
words were right, Satan’s use of them was wrong and
wicked, Wo are not wilfully to run into danger
trusting to God to preserve us: that is presumption,
not faith ; tempting God, rather than trusting I,
 Jesus therefore would not cast Himself down. He
" answered Satan's text with another. Secripture, like
all other gifts of God, may be misused. The text
from Satan’s lips was only the letter of Scripture mis.
| applied : that which Jesus used was both the letter
1 and the spirit.
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Inow, and consiver it in thine
Deart, that the Sord He is
®od.

Deuteronomy iv. 39,

Stand still, and consider the
wondrous works of God.

Job xxavii, r4.

3n the day of ad-
versity, consiter,

Ecclesiastes vii, 14,

CONSIDER.

Thus saitl) the Lord
of Hosts, Consi-
ocr your ways.

Haggai i. 7.

Consider Him that endured
suchy contradiction of sinners
against Himself,

Hebrews xii. 3.
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Consider one another to pro-
voke unto love and to good
worlks,

Hebrews x. 24,
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and probably weak through fasting; Satan would
therefore make a last attack, perhaps he might over-
-come now. Our cruel enemy has no pity; he never
spares us ; he will come upon us in our weakness, or
when we are ill, or downhearted, as well as when he
thinks us to be puffed up with pride.

Satan fits his temptation to our case. Jesus was
hungry; so he tempted Mim first with food. Dut
he has temptations of various sorts; if one does not
succeed, he tries another. Thus he did with our Lord.
Jesus had come into the world, leaving all His great-
ness and glory, and now e was poor and low, for He
took upon Him the form of a servant: did He not
wish for greatness ?  Would He not like to rule over
the world into which He had come? This was the
next temptation. It was not Satan’s to give; he was
2 lar when he said it was; but he did offer Jesus
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Let us not be surprised if temptation comes. N
will come ; Satan will not let us alone. DBut, however
painful it may e, it cannot overcome us, if we watch
and pray. That is what Jesus bids us do: “ Watch
and pray, that ye enter not into temptation.”  Probably
Jesus suffered when He was tempted ; though e
could not fall, yet He might be pained. It is a bad
sign if temptation does not pain us ; if we hate sin, to
be tempted to sin must be painful.  But help is always
ready; and our Helper is far mightier than our
tempter.

God can forbid Satan to tempt us, and make him
depart from us, and so give us rest. DBut let us not
put off our armour. He will come again, when God
lets him. He departed from Jesus only “for o
seaso. ' 1 until the time when he tempted Him again.
He did tempt Him again. F. B,
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THE POWER OF THE GOSPEL.

W

AN\ ¥ one oceasion a friend found Michael Angelo
gazing, like one inspired, upon & roughly
hewn block of marble. When he asked him
why, the sculptor replied, “I am thinking of the im-
prisoned angel I am going to set at liberty.” By ten
thousand patient touches he accomplished his great
design, and the angel released came forth in beauty to
be admired by the world. There is something better
than the released angel—a depraved man renewed by
the powers of the Holy Ghost ; transformed, not into
the figure of an angel, but into the Divine image, made
like Christ, This is one proof of our holy religion
not often enough insisted on. The Gospel alone of all
religions proposes to regenerate men and to make them

new creatures.

I state only a historical fact when T say that in the
time of the Camsars the apostles preached a new faith,
grounding it upon the claim of the regeneration of
mankind, and if that is true, then Christianity differs
from all other religions that ever existed, and in it a
new beam of hope dawned upon the darkness of the
world. Such being the claim of Christianity, I am
not surprised, when I look into the writings of such a
man as Celsus, to sce that he asserts that no such reli-

gion can ever prevail, as it undertakes to regencrate the
wicked, to make men over again, which is impossible.
If it be impossible, then indeed must Christianity
abandon its claim; but if it be possible, if again
and again it has been done, then is Chuistianity
Divine.

Never was there a dialogue as short as that of
Christ with Nicodemus that contained so much.
Nicodemus was startled by the very fact that is con-
tained in Celsus’ proposition. “ How,” he exclaims,
“can a man be born again when he is 0ld?” Very
solemn is Christ’s answer: “ Verily, verily, I say unto
thee, Except a man be born of water and of the Spirit,
he cannot enter into the kingdom of God.” On that
fact—that the Gospel could regenerate mankind—was
its Divine Founder willing to stake His claims,

Perhaps you recollect how the Christian fathers
answered the infidel argument. They said: “ Come
into our assemblies, and see whence we came ; how the
old hate and savagery have died out of our lives.
Come and sce how we recognise as our neighbour any
one that needs our aid ; how we forgive our enemies
and do good to our persecutors. Come and see
whether the Gospel has made transformations among
us or not” It is simply a question of fact. If the
Gospel can take depraved men and make them new
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eveatures in Christ Jesus, it shows itself to be worthy
of its Divine Founder.

Then the question arises, Is it true that the Gospel
does effeet such transformations?  Of that truth there
is no better example than the apostle Paul. To see
a man once filled with insane fury against the followers
of Jesus so transformed as to weep over the enemies
of the cross, so carnest in preaching the same Gospel
he had hated that he ceases not to warn every one
with tears; this surely is a mighty evidence of the
power of Christianity.

How will you explain it otherwise that a man
who had Iaboured to overthrow the altar should be so
changed that he is ready to lay himself upon that altar,
if need be, a willing sacrifice? Iow else will you
explain it that hie cast off all associations of his past,
entered wpon a life unpamlleled, and went forth to
girdle the world with light through his missionarvy
labours? If Saul of Tursus was not different from
Paul the apostle, never was change wrought upon a
human heart. Dr. Hoge.

WILBERFORCE AND THE SCOFFER.

GENTLEMAN, calling on Wilberforce, found him

reading the Bible. Ile began to rally him

. for employing his time with that musty old

book, remarking that we saw the cowse of nature

going on as usual, and that there was no reason to

expect that those future events the Dible spoke of
would ever take place.

‘Wilberforee replied, * It is sufiiciently singular that
what you have heen saying is just the accomplishment
of what I have been reading” Then, turning to
2 Peter iii. 3, 4, he read the passage to his visitor,
with what effect is not known.

——— e

N the day after the
battle of Jena, the
15th  of  October,

1806, many of the French

f soldiery were scowring the

i country, robbing and demand-

§ ing amoney.  Detween the

f village of Ranschwrtz and a

new inn, in a hollow of the

I road, some of the marauders

were overtaken by the enraged

peasantry and murdered.

At the same moment a
French baggage-waggon came by, with a feeble escort.
As soon as these soldiers saw what had happened
to their comrades, fearing a similar fate, they cut
the traces of the waggon, left it sticking in the road,
aud fled to relate what had happened.

* Yery early in the morning of the 16th of October,”
relates Govéan, a French officer, “Guigner de Revel
sent for me. e was commandant of the third regi-
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ment of the Line, in which I was captain of grenadiers,
and which was then quartered in Naumburg, 1le
showed me an order from Marshal Davoust, to sw-
round the village of Priesnitz, and, as some Irench
soldiers had been murdered there, to shoot all the iw.
habitants, with the exception of women and children,
and to burn their houses to the ground.

“The commandant was in the highest state of ex-
citement at this eruel ovder. Ile threw his sabre on
the ground, and ecxclaimed, ‘IHave I lived to my
present age to see such horrors, and to he intrusted
with their execution?’ 1Ile declared that he would
rather break his sword to pieces than burden his
conscience: with such a bloody deed, and tarnish
the Frénch arms with barbarity.”

It was difficult for Captain Govéan to pacify his
brave commandant, and to convinee him that it would
be giving a bad example of insubordination, if he
dared to oppose so plain & command. With a heavy
heart Guigner at last gave the order to march back to
Priesnitz.

"The village was surrounded.  Those of the villagers
who were able concealed themselves or cscaped. In
a moment, however, the soldiers were in the houses.
All whom they met were driven out of the village,
just as they were—no one knew whither or where-
fore. The pastor’s son Grossman was among the
inhabitants who were driven out. e understood
French, and approached the commandant, to ask
him what they had done, and what destiny awaited
them.

In answer, he received a2 written proclamation to
this effect: ““The inhabitants of the village have had
the audacity to murder Frenchmen passing through
theiv territory, and have stopped and plundered a
transport. It is necessary to make a terrible example.
The inhabitants of the aforesaid village, with the ex-
ception of old men, women, and children, are all con-
demned to death, and their houses to be set on fire.
Naumburg, October 16th, 1806.7

When Grossman understood the state of affairs, and
the impending danger, he had a conference with the
French officers, in which he forcibly represented the
innocence of the inhabitants of Priesnitz, and called
their attention to the mistake throuwgh which they
were to suffer.

Grossman’s warm representation made a deep im-
pression on the commandant Guigner de Revel, and
he wished to march his battalion off without executing
the marshal’s orders. lle was only prevented from
pursuing the plan by his officers making a new pro-
posal. They wished to send a messenger to Naum-
burg to inform Jarshal Davoust that the village of
Priesnitz appeared to be innocent of the alleged crime;
that there were other villages with somewhat similar
names, and that it scemed desirable to suspend the
exccution of the punishment.

A horse was accordingly brought, and Licutenant
Sico mounted and rode off; but who can depicet the
terror which was felt during his absence 9 At seven
in the morning the people had been driven out to the
spot, since called the Place of Terror, and it would e
cleven before Sico could return.
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Meanwhile, more men and women, who had con.

cealed themselves, were driven out.  Children eried
for bread ; an old man of cighty, leaning against a
hedge, scemed almost frozen ; the women, mostly half
clad, wept aloud ; and even strong men trembled, for
a cold wind blew, and thick hoar-frost covered the
around.

At length the officer was seen approaching at full
gallop.  Did he bring with him life or death? Ile
dismounted, and the other oflicers gathered round
him.  And what was the answer of Marshal Davoust ?
It was short and severe: “The order is immediately
{0 be exccuted.”

‘T'he unfortunate people of Priesnitz were scarcely
less dismayed than the commandant Guigner. 1e
was in a most difficult situation; for he coukl not
come to the resolution of exccuting the order, and yet
he did not wish to be openly disobedient.

“Then the happy thought ocenrred to me,” writes
Govéan, “to say that he could march off; and leave
me to execute the order, for that T und my company
would rewain.”

The commandant at once retired, and only Captain
Govean and his company stayed behind. le had
the trumpet immediately sounded, and sent some
of his men with burning torches round the village, to
sob fire to a few houses and barns on that side where
the wind could do the least damage. The flames
burst throngh the thatched roofs.

While this was going on the tewrified inhabitants
were weeping and wringing their hands, as they wit-
nessed the destruction of their property; Govéan's
grenadiers quickly retwrned fo the assembled crowd,
s0 that no one any longer doubted that they were all
woing to be shot together. Govéan, however, only
wished to frighten the people away, while he ordered
his grenadiers to take some young men prisoners and
detain them, .

As soon as the miserable beings saw thab they
might flee, they ran breathless into the open country
without looking round.  Seven young men only were
taken, and driven back to the former spot, the Place
of Terror.  “YWhat they internally felt no language
cm describe.  With burning terror they fell to the
around, and onc of them embraced the knees of the
aptain.”

“1 advanced wmysclf,” writes Govean, “Dbetween
them and the grenadiers, and then gave the word to
load and present. If my men shot as I expected, all
was right ; if not, I should fall with the unfortunate
creatures, whose lives I had endeavoured to preserve.
At any rate, subordination, the pride of the IFrench
army, remained untarnished.  And now, waving my
sword, I said, ¢ Fire’! The grenadiers shot away over
their captain, as he had expected, and over the poor
creatures who were kneeling behind him.  Imme-
diately after the discharge, and before the smoke had
asided, Govéan quickly said, *Tum to the right,’
and without waiting, he led his company back to
Naumburg, and announced ofiicially, ‘The order is
exeented.

The unfortunate seven who had been so near death
knew not how it was that not one of the shots had

taken effect, but that the French were gone. It was
long before they dared to stir.

At last they rose, and standing behind a wild thorn
bush, under a large pear tree, one of them opened his
lips. Tt was the son of the schoolmaster. “Let us
fall down on our knees,” said he to the others, “and
pray an carnest prayer, since the good God has pre-
served us.”  And the seven young men knelt down
together and prayed, and thanked God for their de-
liverance, while the flames were raging behind them
in the village.

On the Plice of Terror a simple memorial was
afterwards erccted, and every year, on the 16th of
October, the deliverance was commemorated.

It may not be uninteresting to add that the above-
mentioned Grossman afterwards entered the ministry
in the Lutheran Churely, of which he bezame one of
the greatest ornaments, Grossman died June 29th,
1857. 1t has been said of him : “ Grossman went to
his rest in honour. e died as he lived ; he lived as
he taught; he taught as he believed ; for him is laid
up a crown of righteousness which fadeth noi away.
‘The memory of the just is blessed.”

—

FAITH.

CAPTIVE was brought before an Asiatic prinee;
the scimitar was already raised over his head,
when, oppressed by intolerable thirst, he

hegged for water. A cup was handed him; le held
it as if apprehensive that the scimitar would fall
while he was in the act of drinking.

“Take courage,” said the prince, “your life will
be spared till you drink this water.”

Hearing this the prisoner instantly dashed the eup
of water to the ground! The prince could not go
back from his word, and the captive's faith saved
him. The word had passed, it was enough ; and the
captive went on his way rejoicing.

— i ——

from: the looking-glass in our ecarly
days, we find, as we get on in life,
this picture of ourselves just as
we are is not always so welcome.
The mirror remains the same, but
we are altered, and it tells us this so

»rF'{.:z‘ truly that we do not find ourselves going
é ,“‘ ! away from it with the smile we used to
SN 2K wear.  You remember the day when the

fitst grey hair came in sight, so soon to be followed
by others of the sume whiteness, and when the fur-
rows on the brow, and those lines of care showed
up your face. Not very pleasant, was ity to sce
these?

Al well, you say, there has been cause enough
for them ; things have not gone all smoothly, and life
has been a weary way. So, dear friend, with all of
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us, more or less, it has heen the same; the way of
life, like the country road, has its ups and dewns.
But it is a good life after all, if we have the Saviour
to walk with us, and surely le knows the painful
way full well, for the print of 1lis feel are upon all
its thorny and rugged paths.

Yes, we are all of us growing old.  To some who
read these words the journey is almost over; toothers,
too, who hardly think it, the cnd may not be far
off. Ko we want to attract your thoughts away from
those useless regrets over the grey hairs and furrows
to the gmcious Lonl, who, at the end of the weary
walking, wails 1o reccive us home. For if you are
the Lord’s, depend upon it every step onward, every
year that swiftly flies, brings you only necarer to your
rest above.

Returning one night from a long walk in the country,
we saw in the distant sky 2 glow of light, the reflection
of the city to which our steps tended. That light
was over our home, where our loved ones waited for
our return, and perhaps were at that moment looking
ont upon the dark night to see if we were coming.
This thought «quickened our steps, and we rejoiced
as every milestone was passed which showed that
we wete nearer home.

So, dear friend, with the grey hairs on your brow,
look up; the city is not far off whose foundations
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are of God, the many mansions prepared by the Lord
for those that love Ilim. And it may be, mest likely
it is the case, that some whom you have loved and
lost are there hefore you, waiting for your coming,
so that you may be welcomed home. Is not this
a cause of joyous hope ? quite willing, of course, to
bide Ifis time; but when Ile shall speak the word,
prepared, like Sammel of old, to arise, saying with
glad expectation, * Speak, Lord, Thy servant heareth.”

Aud s to those lines of cae upun your forehead.
He Lnows all abwut ity for * ile was a Man of surrons
el equainted with gref” 4 gund Chinstian mian
was talking toous the other dag, Le had cdled to
tell ns of his wife's sellin Jdeatl the day Lefo,
aned with <ol stithng s speedle he tneld to sal,
“Thy will le L™ When Lie Lrohe down at last i
vrving, Lo sadd, “The Lonl kuew what it was to shed
tears, o e wa’t mind my weeping.”  Noj all v
cares amld all ovur tears are surcly known to im whe
«ail so tenderly, “ Cumie unty Me, all 3¢ that labour
andd are heavy laden, and I will give you rest.”

ITave these troubles of yours shortoned the journey
A1t Well, never nind, they have Lrought the rest
nearer, and after such tuil the home of peace waill
be all the sweeter.

Iow often in a country walk have we climbed
a high hill, from the top of which we have heen able
to look lack upon the way we have come. In
shaing over sur past years, is it not true that
althou h we Lave leen s wayward, still “ goodness
and weny have fulliwed us all the days of our
life, and we shall dwell i the house of the Lond
for ever?”

That is the best of it; hut, of course, God always
has the best for us. What if we are getting old,
if the brightness of our eye is fading, our steps are
feebler, and our hair is grey?  Even now our hands
are perhaps on the latch of the door which shall
lead us to dwell in the house of the lord for evern
We hear of other people dying, and we speak with
pity about them, although if they lived the life of
Jesus, they have died the death of the righteous, and
are safe at home. Dut our turn will come seoner
or Jater—are we ready for it? Some people do not
like to insurc their lives becanse it reminds them
in an unwelcome manner of death ; others neglect
to make their wills for a like reason; but, however
foolish this may be, it is far worse to pul off
preparing for cternity !

One night Mr. Moody preached in his Iarge building
at Chicago to a crowd of eager listeners, and at the
close he told them to take the text home and pmy
about it. Dubt as the people left the building the
fire bells were ringing, and that night Chicago in
great part was burnt to the ground. Many of his
hearers perished then, and had little opportiriiy of
thinking over his wonls. -

Death is near, and the grave awaits us all; bhut
Christ who conquered the one, and broke the bars of
the other, is ready to receive usinto glory. Trusting
in Ilis merils, we need no longer fear to grow old,
because in Ilis own good time Ie will bring our storm-
tossed barks safely to their desired haven.  jewc rage.




Tor MOTHERS FORGIVENESS,

AND OTHER SKETCHES.

@

g i e St am - mema—

x weal health and in depressed spirits,
é_}: I had been labouring in the Gospel,

apparently without any succesy for a
lengthened period.  No words of mine scemed
strong enough to turn back the swollen tide
of wickedness which, like a torrent, rolled
down the streets of our town, and I was
beginning to despair of ever doing a work for
God in such a place, when I was requested
to occupy a pulpit in a neighbouring city
for a single Sabbath evening.  Somewhat un-
willingly 1 consented to do so, for I was just
then meditating a retreat from the ministry
altogether, thinking 1t not impossible that I
had mistaken my vocation in life.

When Iarrived at the scene of my evening's
labour, I found but a very small congregation
assembled.  The place of worship was filled
with a cold raw fog, through which a few
tallow candles faintly glimmered. Throwing
myself, however, upon the promised aid of
the Holy Spirit, I began to speak to the people
the word of life. Taking for my text the
glorients words, “ There is no condemnation to them | sinnet’s hope, and was well pleased with him who,
which are in Christ Jesus,” T endeavoured to illustrate | casting himself upon this foundation, was desivous of
and to enforce the following truths: That man as a | being saved according to the Divine method.
sinner was under condemmation ; that man by himself While I was proceeding with my address, my
was wholly unable to escape from this condemmation | attention was forcibly arrested by the appearance of
and its consequences, but that God, in the Gospel of | poor ragged boy, who was standing in the aisle near
is Son, had provided a means of cscape, that 1le had | the door. e was shivering with cold, and occasion-
cstablished in the world a grand foundation for the | ally, as the wind howled past the windows in fitiul
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gusts, he would draw his tattered garments closer
round him to proteet his emacinted frame from the
licree and searching blast.  How it was that I Degan
to lose all thought of the congregation, and to speak
as if that poor boy were my only auditor, I know not,
but so it was. 1 forgot the cold, dull place of worship,
and earnestly prayed to God to bless the words to the
salvation of that wretched oufcasi.

1 cannot explain the canse, but 1 inwardly felt that
night that I had bern made wstrumental in doing
good. I retwned to my own field of labour rebuked
for my want of faith, and resoived to work more
zealously, and to exercise more mplicit trust in God.

On several occasions I made inquiries with regard
to him of persons who were likely to meet such ashe,
but always without success ; and yet the thought would
often occur to me that he and [ were destined to meet.
We did meet, and under civeumstances never, never
to be forgotten by myself !

1t was the middle of winter, and the snow was
lying deep on the earth, when one evening as I was
reading in my study, 1 was told that a very poor
woman wished to speak fo me. “She would not
come in,” the servant said ; ¢ but would be very thankful
if I could allow her to ask me a question at the door.”

Upon going to the door, a most pitiable object met
my view. DProstrate upon the steps, her forehead
touching the cold stones, lay the poor woman; she
was very thinly clad, and seemed almost frozen by the
severity of the winter air. At the sound of my voice
she starled, and made a languid attempt to xise, but
her strength failed her, and shivering with cold she
sank down again into a kneeling posture, looking at
me with a mute prayer for compassion and succour.

With the assistance of my servant, I carried her in
almost a fainting state into the kitchen, and for a time
she remained without power to utter a single word;
but gradually she recovered, and accepted very grate.
fully some food that was set before her.  She had not,
however, caten above a mouthful or two before she
suddenly recollected the object of her errand. She
burst into tears, and exclaimed in a voice broken by
cmotion, “I didn’t come here to beg, sir, indeed I
didw’t!”  She paused fora moment, and then, in more
quict tones, gave me the following account of herself.

She was a -vidow, having lost her hushand above
five years ago. She had seen better days, for while
her husband was alive she, together with her son,
her only child, was enabled to subsist very comfort-
ably ; but upon his death ruin and want stared them in
the face, and they were reduceil almost to beggary.
By dint, however, of greal exertions, she had contrived
to keep herself and her ¢hild out of the workhouse,
and she was beginning to regard the future even hope-
fully, when her son, just as he was approaching the
age when by his efforts he might have assisted his
widowed parent most materially, mn offtosen ! Thus
was she deprived of both husband and child, and left
with only penury and grief as her bitter portion.

She followed the prodigal with her tears and prayers,
but more than two years elapsed without any tidings
of him reaching her. At length, one Sunday cvening,
while she in sad loneliness of heart was brooding over
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his fate, her boy had suddenly presented himself hefore
her, and with many tears besought her forgiveness.

“God knows, sir, how readily I forgave him! [
thought no more of his past misconduct in the delight
[ experienced in his return. Ile had been ship.
wreeked, and escaped by almost a miwcle; he came
home to me in mgs, and looking very wenk and ill,
quite the ghost of his former self. DBut since then,
sir, he has been more than any mother can wish,
working night and day, poor fellow, to make up for
his running away from me.”

At this point in her narralive she broke out into
a stream of tears. T tried to comfort her, and told her
how glad and thankful I was that her son had
returned to her.

“Oh, sir!” she said, between the sobs which were
rending her poor bosom, “how shall I tell it you!
My boy, my darling Richard, is dying! 1fe has been
dangerously ill for more than a month, and I am afraid
there is no hope of his recovery. I have parted with
almost everything we possessed to provide him with
necessaries,”

I at once took out my purse, with the intention
of giving her a trifle of money, but she hastily said,
“JIt is not money I am sccking of you, sir;” and
then, after o short pause, in which her tears flowed
freely, she continued: “During his illness he has
frequently told me that had it not been for a sermon
he heard when he came home to his native land, he
might still have continved disobedient and wild. 1t
seems, on his way home, that he heard some singing,
and was so attracted by it that he entered the place
where it was, and it was a place of worship.  There
he heard the sermon which determined him fo change
his course, and he began his new life by coming home
that very cvening to ask his mother's forgiveness.
And oh, sir, it is after the minister that preached
that sermon that I have walked miles and miles.

“ My poor Richard says that he should be so glad
to shake hands with that minister before he goes
hence ; but though several have come to sce him, he
says to me when they have gone, ¢ Mother, nx has
not come yet!’ At last some one advised him to
come to you, to tell the story I have told to so many.
If you could come and see my dying boy, a mother’s
best prayers should ever ascend to heaven for you.
We live a little way out of D——.7

“IWhat!” I said, starting with a suspicion that
now for the first time crossed my mind; “and was it
in D-—-— that he heard the sermon about which he
speaks?®

“ Tt was indeed, sir.  Oh, were you ever there?”

“Was it about Christinas time that your poor hoy
came back 1"

“Tt was in the month of November, sir; liow well
I recollect——"

“Say no more,” I replied; “I believe God has
sent you to the onc you want at last ; I was preaching
at D—— about that time, and I verily belicve I saw
your son there !”

To describe the mother's gratitude upon my
signifying it as my intention at once to accompany
her home, is next to impossible. I quickly obtained
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a conveyance, and taking with me a few necessaries
for the sick boy’s comfort, we set off together. She
had prepared me to expect a very mirerable place, for
she had been obliged to part with almost every
article of furniture to buy food for her son; but I
think I never entered a room so chill and comfortless.
Not a spark of fire enlivened the rusty grate ; a feeble
wshlight was flickering in the window, and in the
corner of this abode of wretcheduess was a heap of
straw, upon which the dying boy was fast breathing
out his life. The parish surgeon was leaving just as
I entered, and to him I said with some warmth, “Ts
it in a hole like this, sir, that people, however poor,
ought to breathe their Jast1?

“You must complain to the anthorities,” he said,
not unkindly ; “I can only tell you that I have to
sce poor people die in worse places than this almost
every day of my life!”

I approached the prostrate figure of the poor boy,
and for some moments my heart was too full to speak,
as I recognised in those wan and wasted features the
countenance of the youth who had so attwacted my
attention when preaching at D——. I soon saw
that death had marked him for his own, and that
a few hours would terminate his earthly existence.

I said, “Richard, my poor boy, I am sorry to sce
yott so ill; T have thought very much about you ever
since I saw yon at D , now more than twelve
months ago, and I have often prayed God to bless
yvou!”

A smile of blessed calmness, as of the heaven unto
which he was going, lit up the features of the dying
one, as he yeplied in a whisper, “ It is so kind of you
to come; I knew you would, if you could bhut be
foond out; and mother, Jear mother, has been so
kind to take so much trouble ; I behaved very ill to
her.”

His mother knelt down and kissed his parched
lips.

“Bul your mother, Richard, has forgiven you,”
T replied ; “and there is a Saviour more loving and
gentle, and more ready to forgive than the tenderest
mother who ever watched by a sick-bed.”

“Yes, sir, I know there is; I Zuow there is,” he
vepeated with great emphasis. ¢ Thank you a thousand
times for telling me about Him in a way that I conld
understand ;” and then, to my grateful surprise, he
wpeated the pith of the discourse I had delivered at

“Oh, how I prayed that night, sir, as I was going
home to ask mother's pardon! Onee I felt almost
inclined to turn bLack and not go home; but then
there sounded in my ecars the words, ¢ There is no
condemnation fo them which are in Christ Jesus;’
and so T knelt down in a field near to where mother
was living then, and prayed God to have mercy upon
me, and give me a new heart; and I have often
thought since, sir, that God’s reception of the sinful
wasn't unlike mother's receiving of me, for she didn’t
mention anything about the past, except to forgive
me for it, and fo encoursge me for the future.”
“Yes, Richard, God mects Iis penitent and prodigal
ones when they are a great way.off, and clothes them

mn royal robes; and Iis angels in heaven rcjoice over
the repentance of a sinner.”

A violent fit of coughing prevented for awhile any
further conversation; but upon its subsiding he said,
in a painful whisper, “You have come, sir, to see me
die. Do not weep, mother; it's all for the best, and
we shall meet again where men hunger no more, nor
thirst any more, and where God wipes away all tears
from our eyes. It seems hard to part now; but we
shall hereafter see that it was for the hest—for the
hest,” he repeated.

“ And do you feel, Richard, that Christ is with you
now?” I asked.

“ Yes, sir,” he replied ; “ I feel Ilim underncath my
soul, holding it up like mother’s arm is holding my
head now.”

We stood silently watching him, believing that he
was sinking into his last sleep.  Anything more
solemn than the chamber of the dying there cannot
be on this carth of ours; the death-bed, be it where
it may, in the cottage or in the palace, is a spot rouml
which our tenderest and most solemn thoughts and
feelings gather. To this hour, some of my deepest
feclings stand associated with that night of watching
by poor Richard’s dying bed.

Towards morning he awoke, and said in an altered
voice, “ Mother, where are you? I cannot see you.”

1Xis mother knelt down and supported his fevered
head upon her arm.

¢ Is the minister gone, mother?”

“ Xo, Richard, I am here,” I said, gently drawing
my hand across his forchead, npon which the dews of
death were thickly rising.

“Jow the wind roars, mother ; it has put out all
the light t”  Alas!it was death’s blindness that was
taking hold upon him.

“ Richard, my dear hoy, there is 2 world where
they need no candle, neither light of the sun; there
is no night there, Richard.”

% No,” he replied, with startling energy, © the Lamb
is the light thereof.”

lle now laboured fearfully for breath, and more
than once I thought the vital spark had fled.
Suddenly he became quite calm, drew his hand from
mine, and lifted his arms in an attitude of prayer;
then in words, that for their strength of tone seemed
rather to belong to the living than the dying, he cried
out, “ There is Xo condemnation ! and fell back on
his mother’s bosom and died there.

—_—

TAUGHT OF GOD.

\é/ ue great Earl of Chatham went with a friend
¥ to hear Mr. Cecil. The sermon was on the

Spirit’s ageney in the heart of believers. As
they were coming from church the great statesman
confessed that he could not understand it at all, and
asked his friend if he supposed that any one in the
house could.

“Why, yes” said he, “there were many plain
unlettered women and some children there, who
understood every word of it, and heard it with joy.”
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ferent parts of the body ; the hair
falls from the head and oycbrows;
the nails loosen, decay, and drop
off'; joint after joint of the fingers
and toes shrink up, and slowly falt
away. The gums are absorbed, and
the teeth disappear. The nose,
the cyes, the tongue, and the palate
are slowly consumed, and, finally,
the wretched vietim sinks into the
carth and disappears, while medi-
cinc has no power to stay the
ravages of this fell disease, or even
to mitigate sensibly its tortures.
Who can fail to find in all this
a most alfecting type of man’s
moral leprosy ? Like it, this too
is hereditary, with an awfully in-
fallible certainty. As surely as we
have inherited it from our fathers

LEPROSY.

§ 1HoUGH we cannot comprehend the leprosy nor
o cleanse the leper, there are many things to be

learned from this mysterious disease. It has
ever been regarded as a direet punishment from God,
and absolutely incurable, except by the same Divine
power that sent it.  God alone could cure the leprosy.
It was so umderstoud by Naaman the Syrian, who
came from Damascus to Samaria to be cured by

Elisha ; and when “his flesh came again as the flesh |

of a little child,” he said, * Behold, now I know that
there is nv God in all the eartlh but in Istacl.”

It i1s a curious fact that this hideous disease still
cleaves to Damascus, the dty of Naaman, for there
is & mild kind there which is sometimes cured, or
apparently cured, even at this Jay. I have met
with cases, however, where the cure is only temporary,
and perhayps it is so in cvery instance.

There is nothing in the entire range of hwman phe-
nomena Which illustrates su impressively the Divine
power of the Redeemer, and the nature and extent
of Ilis work of mercy on man’s behalf, as this leprosy.
There are many most striking apalogies between it
and that more deadly leprosy of sin which has in-
volved our whole xace in onc common ruin. It is
feared as contaglous; it is certainly and inevitably
hereditary ; it is loathsome and polluting ; its victim
is shunned by all as unclean ; it is most deceitful in
its action.

Very often new-born children of leprous parents
ar¢ as pretty and as healthy in appearance as any,
but by-and.by its presence and working becomne visible
in some of the signs described in the 13th chapter of
Leviticus. The “scab” comes on by degrees in dif-
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do we transmit it to our children.
None escape. The infant so lively,

i with its cherub smile and innocent prattle, has imbibed

the fatal poison. There are those, I know, who, as
they gaze on the soft, clear heaven of infaney’s laugh-
ing eye, reject with horror the thought that even here
“the leprosy lies deep within.” So any one might
think and say who looked upon a beautifu! babe in
the arms of its leprous mother, in that little com-
munity near Zion’s Gate.

But, alas ! give but time enough, and the physical
malady manifests its presence, and does its work of
death. And so in the antitype. If left unchecked
by power Divine, the leprosy of sin will eat into the
very texture of the soul, and consume everything
lovely and pure in human character, until the smil
ing Labe becomes a Nero, a Cwsar Borgia, a bloody
Rubespierre, or the traitor Iscariot. These were
all once smiling babes.

Again, leprosy of the hody none but God can cure,
as is implied in the strong protestation of the king of
Israel when Naaman came to him: “Am I God, to
hill and 1make alive, that this man doth send unto me
to recover a man of his leprosy?” So, also, there
is only one Ihysician in the universe who can cleanse
the soul frum the leprosy of sin. Again, medicines
of man’s device are of no avail, but with him none
are needed. Ic said to the ten who stood afar off,
and lifted up their voices and cried, “Jesus, Master,
have mercy on us!” “Go show yourselves to the
priests; " and as they went they were cleansed. And
with the same Divine power He says to many a moral
leper, “Go in peace, thy sins be forgiven thee;” and
it happens unto them according to their faith.

When looking at these handless, eyeless, tongueless
wrecks of humanity, the unbelieving question starts
unbidden, Is it possible that they can be restored?
Yes, it is more than possible. It has been accom-
plished again and again by the mere volition of
Uim who spake and it was done. And He who
can cleanse the leper can raise the dead, and can also
forgive sins and save the soul. -

Thomeon's ** The Land aud the Dook.”
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THE VILLAGE BLACKSMITH.

, IE annual fair was being
2 held at York, in the year
1776; and a number of
young people had, as
usual, assembled from all
the neighbouring towns
and villages, to witness
its sports and engage in
itsrevelries. Amongst the
crowd of youngsters pre-
sent on this occasion was
the apprentice of a black-
smith in a village near Tadeaster—a tall, slim, rough-
looking lad, but with a more gentle heart than is usual
with those who work at the forge and anvil. Ie
canght sight of a crowd at a short distance, and he
went to see what was the entertainment.

A man was standing on 2 table addressing the
people around him with great earnestness. As Samuel
Hick approached, he caught the sounds of a hymn.
This riveted his attention, for music had always a
charm for his cars. So he decided to stay and hear
what the preacher had to say.

Presently a gentleman stepped forward, and told the
preacher that he should not hold forth there; and
that he would pull him down. He advanced to put
his threat into execution, when Sammy, whose blood
was up at this interruption, clenching his fists, said,
“Sir, if yon disturb that man of God, I will drop you
a8 sure s ever you were born.”

Some tirue afterwards Sammy heard that the Rev.
John Wesley was going to preach at Leeds.  Distance
was no object with Sammy, and he started off to hear
the celebrated evangelist. On entering the chapel, he
was deeply impressed with the appearance of that
venerable man. The text was from James ii. 18:
“Show me thy faith without thy works, and I will
show thee my faith by my works.” Tt proved a nail
fastened in a sure place to the young blacksmith. He
came away perfectly convineed that he had neither
faith nor works, but was a guilty sinner in the sight
of God.

Ilis father took 2 blacksmith’s shop at Micklefield
for him, and he began to work his way through the
world when he was twenty-ole years old. But little
capital was required for his business. IHaving his tools,
he wrought for his daily bread, which he always found
to he forthcoming, and he had need of nothing.

Samuel considered that it would be well for him to
have a wife. Xe had joined the rustic choir of
Aberford church ; and one day he saw there a young
woman to whom he took a fancy. He wentup to her
and told her what he felt and thought. It may be
well supposed that this sudden courtship filled her
with surprise; but probably knowing something of
his sunple and impetuous character, she was not
shocked. She listened, and listened again, till she
began to think that he was in the right; and
after some little experience of his society, she con-
sented to a marriage. She was six years older than
Samuel, but made him a loving and excellent wife ;

especially as, by her prudence and economy, she
counteracted tho cffects of his thoughtless generosity.

1lis union with Matty was destined by God to have
an important influence on his history for time and
cternity, They both had a certain fear of God and
respect for religion ; but neither of them had any
practical experience of the renewing power of Divine
grace.  But his mother-in-law was a pious woman,
and often spoke to her daughter and son-in-law about
the one thing needful, and interceded for them before
the throne of mercy. She was not permitted to see
the fruit of her efforts during her life, but it was
brought forth immediately after her death.

Three days after the good woman died, it seemed as
if she appeared to Samuel in his sleep, and taking him
affectionately by the hand, warned him to flee from the
wrath to come ; telling him that if he did not repent,
he would never meet her in the paradise of God. The
slumberer awoke in horror. IIe jumped out of bed,
groaning from the anguish of his soul. Ilis wife
awoke in alarm, and thinking that he had been seized
with sudden sickness, was going to call her neighbours.

Jut Samuel withheld her, saying, “I want Jesus—
Jesus to pardon all my sins.” He was in great dis-
tress.  “My eyes,” he said, * were opened—I saw all
the sins I had committed through the whole conrse of
nmy life—I was like the Psalmist—1I cried out like the
jailor?

The penitent blacksmith knelt down on a “flag”?
near his bed, and there poured out his soul before a

prayer-hearing God. He had been taught the way of
salvation through faith in the Lord Jesus Christ. He
had often been directed to the Lamb of God. He had
nieard of Jacob wrestling all night with the angel till
he prevailed. He took the same plan. Heedless of
cold and weariness, he continued on his knees through
the dark hours of night, till he felt that God had
merey on him, and he had peace with heaven.

Samuel thought he could soon make all men
believe like himself, and bo joyful in the Lord. So
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next morning he went to the mistress of a public-
house, and began to tell her what “the Lord had
done for his soul;” exhorting her 1o seck and find
the same blessing.  She repulsed him with scoffs, and
turned him out of the house. Ile, however, retived
to a field, and earnestly prayed for her to that God
“ who sceth in secret.” He returned to her, when he
found her manner quite changed. She was at the
door in tears, and on seeing Samuel asked him to for-
give her, 1le replied, “Oh yes, that X will; and if
you will let me in, and pray with you, the Lord will
forgive you too.” She readily assented ; and the con-
sequence of that little prayer meeting was her conver-
sion to God.

As Micklefield was in a hunting district, and
Samuel became known for shoeing horses properly, ho
frequently came in contact with the gentry of the
neighbourhood ; when he always tried to put in a
word about religion. An esquire, in the heat of the
chase, came to Samwy to have his horse’s shoe fixed,
and swore ab the man who had done it wrong on the
previous day. Samuel said that he paid the rent of
the shop, and would suffer no man to take God’s
holy name in vain in it ; and, therefore, if the gentle-
man would not cease swearing, he would not set the
shoe on.  This led to further conversation. When
the gentleman went away, he pleasantly offered
Samuel some silver; but the latter said, “I only
charge a poor man twopence, and I shall charge you,
sir, no more.” He was afraid that taking more on
that occasion might be wrongly interpreted.

N D

DON'T TEAR THAT LEAF.

Y~ irreligious man, who had taken a leaf
NG out of his Bible to wrap something in,
and was going fo tear it in pieces, was
stopped by a friend who said, “Do not
tear that, it is part of the Book which
contains the words of eternal life.”

The unbeliever, though displeased at the reproof,
put back the leaf again. Some time after he thought
to himself, Let me see what the eternal life is, of
which this book should tell me. Ie took out the
leaf of his Bible again, aid the kst verse of the
prophecy of Daniel met his eye: “But go thou thy
way till the end be: for thou shalt rest, and stand in
thy lot at the end of the days” He then asked
himself what would be his lot at the end of his days
if he remained unconverted ; and this serious personal
inquiry concerning the words of the prophet led him
to the feet of the Redeemer.

A single text of the Bible applied to the conscience
has often effected remarkable conversions. One who
is well known by his sacred poetry had gone through
long years of doubt and anguish.

“At last,” he says, “came the happy day which
was to break my chains, and convince me of the
free mercy of God in Christ. I had thrown my-
self on a seat in a state of despondency difficult to
describe ; and perceiving 2 Bible near me, I thought I
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wonld try once more whether it could do me any
good. The first verse I read was this: ¢ Christ
Jesus, whom God hath set forth to be a propitia-
tion through faith in Ilis Dblood, to declare Ilis
righteousness for the remission of sins that are past,
through the forbearance of God.”

As Iread these words my heart was opened, and my
mind scemed to be enlightened by a beam from on high.
I felt that Jesus Christ had given full satisfaction for
all my sins, that my pardon was sealed in His hlood,
and that the justification which comes from Efim is
complete. All that I had formerly heard came back
to my mind, and I accepted the Gosyel fully.

Constant prayer, persevering meditation, a simple
mind, a humble, candid conscience, a personal appli-
cation of the Scriptures to our own state and conduct
—these, then, in short, are the conditions of a good
and pious study of the Word of God.

Let us come to the Bible poor and naked, and it
will cover us with the robe of Christ’s rigliteousness.
Let us ask from it all that is necessary for us, and it
will give it us. If our soul is empty and famished,
it will satisfy it with the good things of the house of
the Lord. 1f our mind is wavering, it will fix it on
the Rock of Ages.

The Dible will do all this for us by the power of
the Holy Spirit, and still more, if that is possible ; but
only on the condition that we will renounce our own
presumptuous ideas, and aceept the plan which God
has formed to make us holy in this life, and happy *-.
the life to come.

———

AN OLD TEETOTALLER.

g N the year 1839, Mr. Jay
was solicited to attend a
festival of the Teetotal
Society in Bath, but as this
was not convenient, he con-
veyed his sentiments to the
meeting in the following letter,
which was afterwards published
extensively both in this country
and in . wmerica :—

“My DEAR SIR, — Circum.
stances will prevent my accepting
your invitation to attend the
Tectotal Christmas Testival on
Friday evening. I am thankful
that all through life I have been a very temperate
man, and for more than twenty-five years, generally, a
tectotaller, but for the last six years I have been one
constantly and entircly. To this (now I am past
seventy) I ascribe, under God, the glow of health,
evenness of spirits, freshness of feeling, ease of applica-
tion, and comparative inexhaustion by public labours,
I now enjoy.

“The subject of tectotalism I have examined physi-
cally, morally, and christianly, and after all my reading,
reflection, observation, and experience, I have reached
a vexry firm and powerful conviction. I believe that
next to the glorious Gospel, God could not bless the
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human race so much as by the abolition of all intoxi-
cating liquors.

“ As every man has some influence, and as we ought
to employ usefully all our talents, and as I have been
for nearly half a century endeavouring in this city to
serve my generation, by the wili of God, I have no
objection to your using this testimony in any way you
plense. I am willing that both as a pledger and o
subseriber you should put down the name of,

“ My dear Six, yours truly,
“WiLttaM Jay.”

BSOS S
GOD BLESS OUR NATIVE LAND.

v Axy of our readers are no doubt occasionally
j present when the popular lyrie, “ God save
the Queen,” is sung; and they must have
often felt dissatisfied with certain expressions in it.
The following is a new and much more satisfactory
version :—

S

God bless our native land!

May Heaven’s protecting hund
Still guard our shore!

May Peaco her power extend,

Toe bo transformed to friend,

And Britain’s power depend
On War uo more!

Through every chauging scene,
O Lord, presexrve our Queen,
Long may she reign!
Her heart inspire and movo
With wisdom from above,
And in the nation's love
Her throne maintain.

May just and prudent laws
Uphold the public cause,
And bless our Isle!
Home of the brave and free, *
The land of liberty,
We pray that still on theo
Xind Heaven may smile!

Nor to this land alone,
But be Thy mercies krown
From shore to shore!
Let all the nations seo
That men should brothers be,
And form onc family
The wide carth o'er.

RICHES OF THE GOSPEL.

bEN I go to the house of God T do not want
amusement. I want the doctrine which is
according to godliness. I want to hear of
the remedy against the harassing of my guilt, and the
disorder of my affections. I want to be led from
weariness and disappointment to that goodness which
filleth the hungry soul. I want to have light on the
mystery of Providence, to be taught how the judg-
ments of the Lord are right; how I may pass the time
of my sojourning here in fear, and close it in peace.

Tell me of that Lord Jesus, “who Ilis own self
hare our sins in Ilis own body on the tree.” Tell
me of His intercession for the transgressors, as their
“ Advocate with the Father” Tell me of 1lis chas-
tenings, their necessity, their use. Tell me of Iis
presence, and sympathy, and love. Tell me of the
virtues, as growing out of 1lis cross, and nurtured by
His grace. Tell me the glory reflected on Ilis name
by the obedience of faith.

‘Tell me of vanquished death, of the purified grave,
of a blessed resurrection, of life everlasting, and my
bosom warms. This is Gospel ; these are glad tidings

to me as a sulferer, becanse glad to me as a sinner.
Jason.

—r——

THE BIBLE.

‘ﬂe]':@J,\nv of our feet! whereby we trace
Owr path, as here we stray ;
G~ Stream from the Fount of heavenly g grace ! !
Srook by the traveller's way!
Bread of our souls! whereon we feed,
Our manna from on high!
Our guide and chart, wherein we read
Of realms beyond the sky!

Pillar of fire, through watches dark!
Or radiant cloud by day!

When waves would whelm our tossing bark,
Our aachor and our stayi

Pole-star on life’s tempestuous deep !
Beacon, when doubts surround !

Compass, by which our course we keep!
Our plummet line to sound!

Riches in poverty! our aid
In every needful hour!

Unshaken rock! the pilgrim’s shade,
The soldier's fortress tower!

Our shield and buckler in the fight!
Of victory’s hour the palm!

Comfort in grief! in weakness, might!
In sickness, Gilead’s balm !

Childhood’s instructor, manhood’s tmst‘
Old age’s firm ally!

Our hopc, when we go down to dust,
Of immortality !

Word of the ever-living God!
Will of. His glorious Son!

Without thee, how could ecarth be trod?
Or heaven itself be won ¢

Yet, to unfold thy hidden worth,
Thy mysteries to reveal,

That Spirit, which first gave thee forth,
Thy volume must unseal,

And we, if we would rightly learn
The wisdom it imparts,

Must to its heavenly teachings turn

With simple, childlike hearts.
Bernard Bavion.
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but T sometimes lose wy temper with the poor
dumb things, and am ashamed of myself for it
afterwards, Oh, sir, it would be a bad ease for
us if God was not more forbearing with us than
we are with our servants!”

“Why, Jones,” said my friend, “the foreman
at the works says that you are as tender to your
horses as if they were your children.”

ST L't know whout thaty siny™ vephied L,
“hut they are Gol's creatures as much as |
am I wy Fatler e hevan wade then, 1
ozt to trot thews handly  for s saihe
Ther's w dealin the Bible abuut dwiads creataes,
and how guod God is to them, ¢ I giveth to
the bheast his frod, and to the joung ravens
which ery.  “These all wait upon Thee, tha
Thou mayest give them their meat o due
sensan ; that Thou givest thae tley st
Thea opwrest Thine hand, they wie tidled wal
gool!  Tlow good and kind He must be
care for all these millions of living thugs !

The gond man’s heart was so full of lus
theme that fresh illustrations of it came up wl
the way howewad. e felt that God was Wit
hiwn e his daily il And that, as he dnee
his horses to werh, or fed and deasad thos
in the ~table, it was Lis Muster's work, and L
his Master's sabe that he did it Ths devow
and werciful spirit was beneticial to e m
many ways, It won for him the respect amd
confidence of his vmployers; it made ham

BLESSING UPON THE MERCIFUL.

OME years ago I spent a Sunday in the neighbour-
28) hood of some large iron-works in Shropshire.
During the service I was much struck by the
devout manner of a working man who sat near me.
He was, as I afterwards found, a carter employed in the
works, 1lis heart was evidently engaged in praising
the Lord and seeking His favour dwing the prayers ;
and when the sermon began, he scarcely tuvk his eyes
from the preacher the whole time.

As I walked homewards with my friend we cane
up to our feliow-worshipper, just as he and his
children passed a field in which were some horses
feeding. He gave a low whistle, and three or four of
them came at once to the side of the fence and put
their heads over to be fed and fondled.  Our road lay
in the same direction, so we entered into conversation.
After speaking about the morning service, I ~aid to
him, “ Your horses seem very fond of you, my fricud.”

“Yes,” he replied, “the poor beasts often teach me
a lesson. When I remember how little I do for
them, and yet how grateful they are to me, I am
ashamed of myself for my want of gratitude to Gud,
‘The ox knoweth his owner, and the ass his waster’s
crib ; but Isracl doth not know, My people doth not
consider.” I often think of those words when I see
them come to show their love to me. Then, too, I
sometimes ask myself how it wonld be with me if my
heavenly Master got angry with me as readily as I get
angry with my horses. I try to treat them kindly,

&0

always happy in his work, and it was blessed

_to his own soul; for his daily duties Lecame to lum

- a constant means of grace.

Ie seemed to be in
communion with God in the common tasks of life.
He was a striking excemplification of the proverb,
“The mereiful man doeth good to his own soul”

— g

GOD GIVES TO EVERY ONE HIS WORK.

HOEVER professes and calls himself a Christian
A has received from the Lord Jesus his ap.
pointed work. DBut as the Lord has not
done this in any miraculous way, it must be i the
ordinary ways of Providence. His I’rovidence makes
it needful that men should work for their bread, and
that society and all public and private affairs should
be carried on Ly means of head-work or of hand-work.
It is clear, therefore, that the work which the Lond
hath given each of us to do means the lawful duties
which Dbelong to whatever station Providence has
caused us to be born in, or by circumstances and
cvents makes us ecither rise to or sink to.

One man has a weakly body and a clear under
standing, and his work turns out to be head-work.
Another has a powerful active body, and not much
ability or habit for close thinking; his work generally
turns out to be hand-work. Dut each of them has his
work todo; the Lord hath appointed it ; and when e
comes again, He will examine. Yea, even now e sees
and knows whether it has been done and how. Let
us learn to do our daily work as God intends us.

Hﬂ\
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MILLION FOR A MOMENT,

AND OTHER SKETCHES.

“ A million of money for an inch of time!” exclaimed the dying Queen.

« AKE care of the pence, and the pounds will take

care of themselves,” says the old proverd,
Now every one knows that time is money, so
with a little alteration we may apply the same proverl

FrienoLy Greerines. No, 194.

i to both time and money. * Take care of the minufes,
and the hours will take care of themselves.”
Let us think a little about what time is.
! It is the ante-chamber of cternity. The outer

81




FRIENDLY GREETINGS.

room in which we are to prepare to enter into the
presence of our King.

It is the thread with which
which shall last for ever.

It is the school in which we are to learn our one
great lesson of love, before we gy to the home which
God has prepared for us.

And yet how we waste our time! We take care
of our money, putling it out at interest, and often
looking twice before we spend sixpence ; yet our time
we give to any one who wants it.

Five minutes are spent at the corner of the street
gossiping, ten minutes in gazing out of the window
at some exciting scene, perhaps a fight, a drunken
brawl, or a dispute betweon two cabmen; and we
never realise that we have frittered away something
which is far more precious than gold.

Our life is short; a few of us live to three or four-
score years, but by far the largest number dic long
hefore that. Neither you nor I can tell at what
hour the Master will come ; then how dare we so waste
the time TIc has lent us?  Save the minutes, then.

“ A million of money,” exied Queen Elizabeth on her
dying bed, “for an inch of time!” God forbid that
we should any of us feel like that. And if we would
not, let us set to work now to save the precious
moments.

Tirst beware of lazy habits. It is just as easy, if
you are in moderate health, to get up at six as .at
cight, and here you gain two good hours to start with.
Many a poor woman with a large family would be
less of a muddler if she would get up herself a little
earher, and train the children to do the same.

It was once said of a well-krown man, that he lost
two hours in the morning, and spent the rest of the
day running after them; and many a man is driven to
the public-house by the hopeless scramble and muddle
in which his wife must live if she does not know how
to manage her time.

Never waste minutes. If you are waiting for any
one, always have something at hand which you can
do. .\ gentleman once wrote a long book during the
minutes when he was waiting for his wife to put
on her bonnet! A text of Scripture could often
be learned in this way, and might prove a weapon
against Satan many a time.

Teach your little ones the true value of time.

“J can’t read myself,” said a workman to me once,
“for I was sent out into the world very ecarly, and
have had to work hard ever since.”

“Then how is it you know so much of the Dible
by heart,” I asked, “ besides being acquainted with a
great many other books?” '

“Why, you see my little Annic got telling me
one day that she had read about King Alfred, who
divided his time so regularly, and got through such a
deal of work. So I thought, that's just the way for
me. I muddle my time away now, and scem to be
always doing and never done. So I just prayed to
Giod to show me how T'd best manage it.  And then
it all came wpon me suddenly one day that I wasted
the whole of my time when my day’s work was over.
I might knock in a nail or two, or mend a chair now
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are to do our work,

and then, but as a rule I sat by the fire or loafed
about the lanes with a friend.”

“But you must have some rest and change,” T
argued.

“Yes, and I get it. Rest does not always mean
idleness, very often it only means a change of work.
T've heard the parson say, when he feels tived with
getting his sermon ready, he goes and digs for half an
hour, and that rests him.  So you see, as I work with
my hands all day, I get Annie to read to me in the
evening, or at the dinner hour. We keep one baok
which we call our dinner book, and 1lthough it is
only about ten minutes or a quarter of an hour at the
outside, yow’d hardly belicve the number of books we
get through”

My {friend understood the principle of saving the
minutes, you see, and surely he was a happier man
for it. “My times are in Thy hand,” says the
Psalmist; and if we also remember this we shall luok
upon each hour as a precious gift from God. Then
when the thread of life is snmapped, and the voice we
have listened for says, “Behold, I come quickly,” we
shall not be terrified, but, trusting in our Saviour's

love, shall answer, “Even so, come, Lord Jesus.”
. RN W

e o 2

AFTER DEATH THE JUDGMENT.

soxGsT the thousands of working men who
followed a public funeral through the streets

of Taris recently, the greatest number wore
the sprig of red immortelles which is the badge of a
denial of immortality.

It was a terrible spectacle for a Christian mind to
contemplate ; but the more thoughtful and poweriul
minds amongst these men witnessed at the very time to
their belief in an immortality. The celebrated man
whom they were burying had himself lived and died
with this conviction ; and in the oration pronounced
over his grave occurred the remarkable words, *Let
us hope that in the better world where he now is, he
hears us, and approves us.”

If men like Vietor Hugo can speak in that strain,
it goes surcly far to show that the belief in our
immortality is an instinct of our nature, which some
may try to crush out, but which the most thoughtful
will ever recognise and obey.

The disbeliever in our immortality needs a positive
assurance that death cnds all. But where is that
assurance to be gained? There is no voice to tell us
that. Reason declines the task, if only it be fairly
consulted. Meanwhile, on the other hand, there
comes the clear cry from Revelation : “It is appointed
unto men once to die, but after that the judgment.”
What a striking conncction we have there between
two inevitable things—a universal death and a
universal judgment !

The universality of death is the most prominent
feature of all hnman life. That death is no respecter
of persons is one of our tritest sayings. Our church-
yards and our burying-grounds are the favourite sputs
for moralising on the emptiness of all distinctions
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Letween man and man.  Death is known as the all-
leveller. The powerful and the weak, the rich and the
poor, the wise and the ignorant, the old and the young,
the good and the bad, are all there side by side.
This man’s greatness, or wealth, or wisdom, or age, or
virtue, has not warded ofl the stroke. And another’s
weakness or poverty, or ignorance, or youih, has net
cxempted him from it either. None are so mighty
and none so weak as to escape the Reaper’s seythe.
Different as the lives ave, there is always the same
end at last. This is the univereality of death; and
the universality of judgment is exactly similar. Death
and judgment arve bracketed together as equally in-
evitable.  “ It is appointed unto men once to die, but
after this the judgment.”

Iope of escapo there is none. A man may as
well expect never to die, as to boe never judged. And
e will be judged moreover at the same barand on the
same footing as the rest. If death knows no distinctions
neither will the judgment. Xarthly justice is at best
but faulty. Ilow often it has been perverted—its
stroke stayed by the display of power, the influence of
wealth, the exercise of intellectual skill. DBut just as
those means fail in the face of death, so must they fail
before the judgment that is to follow. If a million of
money cannot purchase a moment of time, neither will
it or aught else purchase a hair's breadth difference of
judgment in the great assize. None will be too great ;
but also none will be too small. If the judgment
is universal, it will be also ¢ndividual. The appointed
death reaches every one, and so will the appointed
judgment. There will be no being lost in the erowd.
Ilach of us must dic at last as if death singled us
out alone in the whole wide world. And each of us
will have to be judged afterwards, as if the whole
Judgment were for no other purpose than our own
wdividual trial,

There is a certain relief to be foupd now in a
partnership in wisforture  But that feeling will be
wholly lost hereafter. The rich man in the parable
found evidently no relief in the presence of his
wretched fellow-suiferers, is one ery was that others
might be saved from joining him. So as we stand
before the great white throne it will be for an in-
dividual trial. If we must all appear before the
Jjudgment seat of Christ, it is that “every one "—every
one separately and individually—*may receive the
things done in his body, according to that he hath
done, whether it be good or bad.”

What an awful thought for weak human nature, to
have to stand alone before the great tribunal, and to
meet the searching glance of God laying bare onc’s
inmost thoughts and seeret deeds, without a soul to
stand by as our supporter or our advocate. Except,
indeed, we find such a supporter and advocate in the
Judge Iimself, except we can recognise in the Judge
a Saviour whom we have already trusted, loved and
served.

To.day, thank CGod, the Judge still tarries at the
door, tarries still to act the Saviour’s part. But who
knows how long e will tarry there? To.day there
is a cry outside your heart—* Behold, I stand at the
duor and knock.” Before another week comes round

death may reverse that altogether. As the soul passes
into the outer darkness there may come the cry,
“ Lord, Lord, open to me!” And there may come the
answer then, “Verily I say unto you, I know you
not.”  And after this—the judgment !

Rev, John Rubertson,

— e

THE WIND’S VOICES.

“« T’\gf‘ AMMy, what makes your face so sad?
M The sound of the wind makes me feel glad ;
But whenever it blows, as grave you look,
As if yvu were reading a sorrowful book.”

“A sorrowful book I am reading, dear,

A book of weeping and pain and fear,

A book deep printed on my heart,

Which I cannot read but the tears will start.

That breeze to my ear was soft and mild,
Just so, when I was a little child;

But now I hear in its freshening breath

The voices of those that sleep in death.”

“ Mamma,” said the child with shaded brow,
“What is this book you are reading now ?
And why do you read what makes you ery?”
“My child, it comes up before my eye.

Tis the memory, love, of a far-ofl day,

When my life’s best friend was taken away ;
Of the weeks and months that my eyes were dim
Watching for tidings—watching for him.

Many a year has come and passed,

Since a ship sailed over the ocean fast,
Bound for a port on England’s shore ;

She sailed—but was never heard of more.”

“Mamma,” and she closer pressed her side,
“Was that the time when my father died ?
Is it his ship you think you see?

Dearest mamma, won’t you speak to me?”

The lady paused, but then calmly said,
“Yes, Lucy—the sea was his dying bed.
And now, whenever I hear the blast,

I think again of that storm long past.

The wind's fierce howlings hurt not me;

But T think how they beat on the pathless sea,
Of the breaking mast, of the parting rope,

Of the anxious strife and the falling hope.”

“Mamma,” said the child with strcaming eyes,
“My father has gonc above the skies,

And you tell me this world is mean and base
Compared with heaven—that blessed place.”

“My daughter, I know, I believe it all—
I would not his spirit to eartl. rceall.
The blest one he—his storm was brief—
Mine, a long tempest of tears and grief.

T have you, my darling, I should not sigh.
I bave one star more in my cloudy sky—
The hope that we both shall join him there,
In that perfeet rest from weeping and care.”
83




FRIENDLY

GREETINGS.

THE WOMAN OF SAMARIA.

REap Joux iv. 27-12,

‘§,§'3!m:.\' the  dis-
A ciples came

haek, thev
were surprised at
finding their Mas.
ter, whom they had
left alone, in con-
versation with this
Samaritan woman,
Doubtless they felt
as others did on
the subject of Jew
and Samarvitan,
But they said no-
thing.  Their re-
verence for IHim
would not let them question what He did.

The woman, forgetting what she came for, and
leaving her waterpot behind, now goes back to the
city with her wonderful news. She calls the men
of the place to come and see.  Ilere was a man, she
told them, who had told her all she had ever done:
must lle not be the Christ?

Meanwlule the disciples were still with Jesus at
the well.  Dut when they asked Him to eat of the
food they had brought, this was IHis answer: “ I have
meat to cat that 2 know not of.””  What then? 1ad
any one brought Iim fool while they were away?
So they questioned among themselves.  Dut Jesus had
caten nothing. My meat,” sad Ile, “is to do the
will of Him that sent Me, and to finish Iis work.”
The word “meat,” here and elsewhere, means food in
general.

In that conversation He had beer doine His Father's
work, the work for which Ile had been sent, the work
of grace, the work of salvation. Ie lored the work ;
especially becaunse it was Ilis PFafther’s work, It
cheered and comforted Him. While He was about
such work Ile forgot humger and fatigue. Oh, for
more of the spirit of rur Lo, that we tow may o
delight in Jdoing vur Father's will that it may be as
Joud o us!

The conversation was a very important one. In
that very place it led to many souls Heing won to Gl
And it was almost the beginning of that harvest of
sols which was to follow the ministry of our Lord,
and of 1is servants after Him.  The thought of this
rejoiced Iim greatly, and He enconraged His disciples
with the same thought. It was not then the season
for the common harvest, there wanted four months to
it; but there was another harvest, a spiritual harvest,
which was already ripe. The people of that place
were ready to hear and receive the Gospel, all through
the land hearers would be found, and far heyond that
land, the whole world was now to hear.  1le Himself
was the Sower, 1Ie was beginning the work; and
others too had had their share in the work of prepara-
tion—the prophets and Johu the Daptist.

Now the disciples were to go forth, and reap where
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others had sown. Lt them do it faithfully; their
work would not be in vain,  Fruit should be gathered
unto life cternal : men should be converted; souls
should be saved ; every faithful labourer should have
his rewanrd; and all at last should rejoice together.

Ilow happy is this progpect! How blessed is this
work ! All workers for God are fellow-workers with
Christ Timself. It is an honour to do the least service
in such a work, and for such a Master.  Are we doing
what we can? Look at the fields around us! Look
ab our own immediate neighbourhood, look at our own
counlry, look at heathen lands! Are not the ficlds
ready for us?  Are they not white to harvest?  Does
not the Lord send us also?

The woman'’s first words to her town’s-people hadt
some clieet ; many believed on Jesus because of them.
But many more believed afterwards.  For Ile taught
them Himself, during the two days that lle passed
there ; and those who attended on His teaching were
brought to a clear and full belief ; “we have heard
Him ourselves,” they said, “and Jnow that this is in.
deed the Christ, the Saviour of the world.” No such
profession of faith had yet been made by any body of
men as was made by these Samaritans.  How great a
blessing had come to that city ! How good for them
it was, that they besought Him to stay with them'!

Let us beseech Iim to stay with us, let us cherish
1lis presence by the Spirit, let us abide in Iim and
He inus. We may learn much by the ministry of
man ; but He 1limself is the Great Teacher. Ie will
teach all who seek Him, He will teah them more
and more. A man’s words may arrest the attention,
aml trike the conscienve, aml lead to further inquiry
but they who are thus led will not be satistied with-
ont leamning from the Lord Himself; and sometimes
those who are thus taught of im will learn to hnow
even more of spiritual things than the preacher o
friend himself who first was made use of to draw
their thoughts that way. B

—_—t

THE WORD OF LIFE.

The following lines used often to be wratten on a blank lea$
of the Bi' le in the days of Queen Elizabeth . —

S g . .
S_ . Y ErE is the spring where waters flow,
| I"*]  To quench our heat of sin;

Heve is the tree where truth doth grow,
To lead our lives therein.

The tidings of Salvation dear,
Come to our cars from hence!

The fortress of our faith is here,
And shield of our defence.

tead not this Book in any case
Jut with a single eye;

tead not, but first desire God’s grace,
To understand thereby.

Then happy thou in all thy life,
Whatso to thee befalls:

Yea, doubly happy shalt thou he
When God by death thee calls.
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A NOVEL TEA PARTY.

Sris related of that Christian merchant, the late
i[}: Mr. Samuel Dudgett, that returning home one

Sunday evening from a village where he had been
abont his Master's work, he saw 2 number of youths
illing in o lane, with every appearance of heing persons
of the worst habits. e thought how they had been
spending that lovely summer Sabbath, and his benevo-
lent heart grieved for their state of moral destitution.

the tea, they would go away before they could be
involved in o religions meeting, or anything of that sort.

Dut Mr. Budgett was a match for them; he met
their stratagem by one of his own: his heart yearned
for these poor lost sheep, to hring them to the Good
Shepherd, and, like the apostle, “being erafty, he
caught them with guile.”

Above a hundred of these outeasts of society assem-
bled on the appointed evening; the voowm was evowded,
and seldom wis there so extrnordinary a company

He went to them, and,
i his own kind way, en-
tered into conversation; he
K said he wished to see them
E happy.  © You have minds,
and I should like to see you

improve your minds; you
wught to have something to
E think about, and to employ
you usefully.”

After chatting with them

¢ till he gained their atten-
tion, he said, “Now, if I
gave you a good tea, would
E vou like to come and take
iy

“QOh yes, oh yes!” was
the reply.

“Then come up to the
vestry of Kingswood Chapel
L-MOITOW evening ; we are
1 oing to have a little meet-
mg and you shall have a
E ool tea”

This invitation, which
was to a tea-meeting of tract
distributors, was aceepted.
I paid for tickets for his
wew friends, who did not
fail to attend and do ample
justive to the fare provided.
e then came up to them
1 and said, “ Well, have you
had 2 ood tea 17

“Yes, thank you.”

“I suppose you know
i many young men just of
vour own kind; who go
abbut the lanes on o Sun-
R day night, like you?”
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“ Do you think if I pro-
{ wmised them a good {ea they wonld come 77

The answer cncouraged him {0 hope for their
company on such terms.  One hundred tickets were
{ soon after distributed 1o the worst young men in the
neighbourhood, with a promise of a hountiful treat if

E they came to Mr Dudgett’s large room on a certain

E ovening.  This gentleman’s chamcter was too well
: known for them not to be aware that he had
b some religious el in view; still they did not like
missing the feast; so they compromised the matter
. by resolving that the moment they had finished

The wild rogues were quile thunderstruck.

aathered umler & deeent roof.  In one comer of the
apartient, cspecialiy, it scemad as if the ringleaders
had fixed themselves; and to this point one of M.
Budgett’s sons, who was in the plot, immediately be-
took himself, made one of the party, and talked
familiarly with their chief.

Just as the repast ended, the preconcerted move
began to be made ; but Mr. Budgett rm up into the
desk and said: ©I asked you to come here for the
purpose of deing something for you—something that
will be of wse to you. Now, just as a start, [ will

&
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give among you, fifty pounds, and you must make up
your minds what you will do with it.”

The * wild rogues,” as the narrator of this interest-
ing incident ealls them, were quite thunderstiuck. It
is easy to run away from a prayer-meeting, but it is
another matter to yun away from fifty pounds, llats
were Jaid down, and some turned back from the door.

One of Mr, Budgett’s sons, he who had identified
himself with the strange visitors, called owt, “Fifty
pounds !—that’s something; why there are aboui a
hundred of ug, and supposing we divide it amongst us,
there will be half-a-sovercign a-piece”  Another, who
was also in the secret, at once rose and objected,
saying it would be foolish to throw away such a sum
as fifty pounds in that way ; they had better put it
o some use that would do them good for a long time
to come. This was argued until all seemed to agree
with that suggestion. It was then proposed to found
a society for study and mental enltivation, to be ealled
the “ Kingswood Young Men’s Association.”  This was
carried by vote, and Mr. DBudgett appointed {reasurer.

Weekly meetings in the vestry were then amnged
for Sunday evenings, after service.  This seeured M.
Budgett’s objeet of withdiawing them from their
rambles on Sabbath evenings, and getting them {o the
house where Christians meet to worship God.

The result of this happy tea-party was that about
sixty of these young men attended regularly, and were
met with on Sunday nights after service for religious
instruction, and in the week for secular instruction.
The original donation was laid out in a good library,
and year after year, a tea-meeting was held, at which
very substantial books were given as rewards.

From *The Cultager and Artisan.”

CHIPS.

Integrity.—Wilterforce writes of the Rev. Thomas
Scott: “The grand point for imitation is his safegrity.
Ile was an Israclite indecd, in whom there was no
guile. No consideration of interest, gratification, or
credit could make him swerve consciously a hair’s
breadth from the line of duty. This, depend on it, is
the best of all signs. I have often remarked that it
has always ended eminently well with those in whom
it was visible. Such a one was Lord Teignmouth. I
know no onc quality which I always recognise with
such heartfelt pleasure in any persons whom I love

Personal Prayer.—I am resolved io exercise
myself in praying always, all my life long, viz, with
the greatest openness to declare my ways {o Gol,
and lay open my soul to Him,—all my sins, tampta-
tions, diflicaltics, sorrows, fears, hopes, desires, and
cvery thing and every circumstance.

Resurrection Joy.—The resutrection of our
Lord fills us with clation, beeause, as 1lo trivinphed
aver death and the grave, so shall we. They who
sleep shall rise again.  Beyond the “smiling and the
weeping ” there is Iaid wp for those who believe in
the Lord Jesus Christ an eternily of bliss with their
risen Lord.
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AFRAID OF THE GOSPEL.

- ' " X ~xe of his hearers ob.
N m,?’f \} A\ served to the Rev. T,

Burchell, a missioun-
ary in the West Indics
that she was long kept back
from attending the chapel,
from the effects which she under-
stood were generally produced on
the “gospellers” namely, that no
sooner did they come to the chapel than
they gave up buying and selling on Sun-
day, and dancing, drinking, gambling,
angd swearing at all times.  As for her
self, she could not subsist without the
; former, and would be miserable with.

r out the latter; and that, although she felt

much curiosity to visit the place once, she
feared to do so lest similar cffects should
be produced on her.

At length, however, she made up her mind to come,
“Dut,” said she, “ I had not been there an hour, whenl
began to weep under a sense of my guilt and danger.’

On returning home, her convictions and distres
somewhat abated. She also Legan to caleulate the
loss she would sustain, if she no longer worked, bought,
or sold on the Sunday, which was the only mavket
day; and thought it best, upon the whole, not tu
repeat her visit in the evening.

However, evening came, and she was so wreiched
that she felt she must go to the chapel ugrin.  And now
the word of the Lord so affected her, that, regardles:
of all consequences, her only concern was to know how
she could be pardoned and saved. From this time she
felt no inclination to attend scencs of mirth as before:
and as for the Sabbath, she was so anxious about her
soul that she never thought of the market. She
afterwards joined the church.

THIS MAN RECEIVETH SINNERS.

“ 111s Man receiveth sinners.”  Poor sin-sick sinner, §
what a sweet word this is forthee. Respond,
respond to it, and say, “Surely then e will |

not reject me.”  Let me encourage thee to come to

my Master, that thou mightest receive Ilis grem

alonement, and be clothed with all Iis righicous E

ness. Mark, those whom 1 address are the dond il B

real, zctual sinners; not those who only say they

are sinners with a generml confession, but those who |
feel their lost, ruined, hopeless condition.  All these ¥
are frankly and freely invited to come to Jesus Christ §
and to be saved by Him.

Come, poor sinuer, cone. Come, because Ie has §

said He will receive you. I know thy fears, I knov g

thou sayest in thy heart, “1le will reject me; if

I present my prayer e will not hear me; if I cry g

unto Ilim yet peradventure the heavens will be a K

brass; I have been so great a sinmer that lle will§

never {ake me into Ilis house to dwell with Him.” -
Poor sinmer, say not so; Ile hath published the §
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decree.  Is mot this enough? Ile has said, ©Ilim
that cometh to Me I will in no wise cast ount.”
Dost thow not venture on that promise? Wilt thou
not #o to sea in a ship as staunch as this? 1le hath
It has been often the only comfort of the
On this they have lived, on this they have
died. e hath said it.

What! dost thou think Christ would tell thee
He will receive Thee, and yet not do so? Would

. He say, “Come ye to the supper,” and yet shut
the door upon you? Noj; if IHe has said Ile will

cast out none that come to ¥lim, rest assured 1le
camnot, e will not cast you out. Come then; try

E 1iis love on this ground—that He has said it.

Come, and fear not; because, remember, if thon

E feclest thyself to bo a sinner, that feeling is God’s
g sift; and, therefore, thou mayest very safely come
E to One who has already done so much to draw thee.

If thou feelest thy need of a Saviour, Christ made

% thee feel it ; if thou hast a wish to come after Christ,

Christ gave thee that wish ; if thon hast any desire

R after God, God gave thee that desire; if thou canst
¢ sigh after Christ, Christ made thee sigh ; if thou canst
R weep after Christ, Christ mnade thee weep.

Ay, if thou canst only wish for Him with the

i strong wish of one who fears he never can find,

vet hopes he may-—if thou canst but hope for Him,

. Ile has given thee that hope. And oh, wilt thou
; not come to Him? Thou hast some of the King’s

bountics about thee now. Come and plead what

)} He hath done; there is no suit which cm ever fail
E with God when thou pleadest this.
E and thon wilt find that true which is written, “This
E Man receiveth sinners”

Come to Him,

C. II. Spurgeon.
——t—(—

HOW THE QUESTIONS WERE
ANSWERED.

HERE was sorrow and sadness one
wintry day in a home which
had been for years as bright
and cheerful as anv work-
ing man’s house in Redbury.

For sickness had laid its
hand on the father, the head
of the houschold, a robust
and sturdy man who had
never before known a day’s
illness. Now the strong man
lIay weak and feeble as a little
child, and the boys and girls
moved softly about the house,
their hearts heavy with grief
and a sense of coming sorrow.

The mother scemed at first
hardly able to realise the dread-

- Il truth, which was hourly becoming: more apparent
gtoall the vest of the family.
. when she left the sick-room she fairly broke down,
baml said amid her sobs, “What shall I do if he
Fis taken? I canmot live without your father, he

But one morning

has always been o0 good and kind. What can I do
without him?” .

“God will not forsake you, mother!” whispered one
of the children ; and although she made no reply the
words went straight to her heart.

In less than a week the dreaded event had happened,
the beloved hushand and father was no more ; the last
words had been spoken, and were fondly remembered,
and the loving spirit had passed away to the home
abova, Mrs. DBennett, who but a week or two before
had been a happy and honoured wife, now felt what it
was to be a lonc widow, beset on every hand with
puzzling questions.

Questions! questions! Nothing but questions all day
long, asked by the little ones, by inquisitive neighbours
and friends, and by her own anxious heart. And how
was she to give answers to them? IIow were they to
live? And where? Were the little ones to go to
school? Who would take care of them all, now father
was gone}

Four of the children were unable to carn anything,
and the two who had gone out into the world did not
seem able to render their mother any assistance.

The poor widow was at her wit's end.  She had no
time to devote to the luxury of grief, but she snatched a
few minutes during the time of the funeral to escape
to her own room to have a good cry, and to lay her
troubles before the Lord, who had been for years the
strength of her husband’s life, and, in a less degree,
of her own. For while she had that strong arm and
stout heart to lean upon she had not felt so entirely
her dependence upon God, and her need of Divine
help.

\I;’ith a lightened heart she went downstairs to the
trying task of meeting the friends just returned from
the funeral, each with a well-meant attempt at conso-
lation. Then there were questions again.  What did
she think of doing? Of course she would not
keep on that house, and many other things which
she had not asked herself yet and dared not try to
answer.

# Good-night, uncle. Mother is tired now, she
will e able to tell you more about her plans next
week,” said Den, the cldest son, at last, kindly veplying
for her.

In a few minutes all the relatives bade them
good-bye, and the sorrowstricken family were left
alone by their own fireside to talk over their future
prospects.

“We must leave thishouse,” said Mrs. Bennelt, after
a fow minutes’ silence ; “if I scll part of the furniture,
perhaps I shall be able to take two or three rooms
somewhere.”

“T know where you will be able to find the rooms,”
said Ben, glancing at his wife, who, with her first-born
in her arms, was sitting just opposite him.

* You must come to live with us, mother,” he con-
tinued. *We have plenty of room, now that we live
at Mr. Brown’s oflices; and the youngster takes up
Fanny’s time so much that she can't look after them
so well as she did at fisst.  If you will help her
with the offices, you will find plenty of room in the
house.”
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The head of the family, a robust a

Tears filled Mrs. Tiennett’s eyes.  She had not ex-
pected this offer, but thought that her eldest son, having
a wife and child dependent upon him, would be quite
unable to help her.  Indeed, since his marriage she
fancied, as mothers often do, that Ben had grown cokl
and indifferent to her, and that his wife sceretiy
despised her.  Dut she felt ashamed of these
fancies when she saw Fanny’s approving smile and
heard her say;, “ Yes, youw'll be able to settle there
comfortably, granny.” .

“That will be Jovely!” cried Nelly, the youngest
aivl. T ean nurse the haby, and perhaps Mr. Drown
will take Tom for an office boy, and we shall all be
happy again.”

Tom’s face il not lank very bright at this suggestion.
is desire was {o beeome a good medhanic in the large
yard where his father had warked, and if he left schoul
just now he perhaps would never he more than a
labourer.  Ile was working hard, and longed to keep
on until he knew enough to enter the yard.

“T think T must stay with Mrs. Sims,” said Mary,
the cldest gitl. “T was going to give notice, you know,
mother, hecause enok i< so had-tempered ; but I learn
a good deal from her, and missis is so kind, and
perhaps T shall get to he a cook myself Lefore long.”
Already many of the dreaded questions were being
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nd sturdy man, lay weak and fecble.

, answered by the children themselves, and the widow?
, heart was lighter and her sleep more peaceful that
night, for she felt sure that the Lord, who had already
begun to shuw her the way she should take, would lead
her safely on to her journey’s end.

In the days and weeks that followed Mrs. Dennett
often had cause to rejoice and give thanks for the
many mercies and joyful surprises that came to her
Not only did she find a comfortable home for herself
and her family in her son’s house, but Mary did so
well, and proved herself so useful to.her mistress
_ that her wages were raised, and she was able now an
then to help her mother with a small present.

Ton’s schoolmaster was quite annoyed at the idey
of the lad’s leaving school when he was getting on so
well, and finally offered to teach him gratuitously
until hie was alde to enter the yard, rather than let
him leave at once and spoil his prospects for life.
Many other kind friends came forward and helped in
various ways, and although nothing could cver make
up for the loss of the husband with whom she had
spent five-and-twenty years, the children were thought-
, ful and good, and Mrs. Bennett was greatly cheered and

comforted by the kindness shown her, and saw in
every fresh instance of it the loving care of her
heavenly Father. L.D.




