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“Israel shall blossom and bud

e o s v - b——— . e e e —

and fill the world with fruit.”

oL VIIL.—No. 2, }

FEBRUARY, 1884,

{Wnom-: No. 86.

A Caution to the Unsaved.

NCONVERTED reader, I appeal to
you. As I write, my soul is filled with
trembling for those who spoit upon the

If you are unsaved to-day, yout neglect is
either wilful or unintentional. If wilful
you are verily guilty. If unintentional,
g you are no less guilty, for you have been
warned, entreated and pleaded with, to flee from
oming wrath.

Come to Jesus just Now,

For many are lost within

, brink of unutterable woe. How shall you |
escape if you negleet your svul’s salvation?

i - - et £ 3 Sl oA At $:8% Smoas T man.

T

Hints and Helps for Workers; or
Thoughts and Gatherings from

the Study.

The history of every discovery, of every enterprise
of benevolence, of every reform, is the history of toil
amd watching through long discouragements.

As the light goes out with the exhaustion of the oil,
so the fortune fails with the cessation of human en-
deavour.,

It is u blessed thing to have to work. Work keeps
us out of foolish and hurtful desives, which destroy so
many. .

Every step of true progress brings new courage and
skill for the warfare, a Letter access to God in prayer,
a prompter victory over temptation, a moie steady
peace, and a richer joy.

sight of safety ! Lost, not fearing danger: Lost,
Bwhen all seemed seeure !
How many are so lost, and lost eternally ! How

ooy who have had praying mothers and Christian
griends, faithtul ministers and Susday-schoot teachers,

have gone down toruin ! 1f you dare to take another |
tep without hiw, live another hour unsaved, sleep

nother night the slave of Satan, you do so at your
peril.  Friend, do not hazard your eternal safety for
p_darling lust, a right-eye sin, a misnamed pleasure.
ow is the accepted time. Now, syst Now.
¥ “As Moses lifted up the serpent in the wilderness,
ven so must the Son of man be lifted up, that whoso-
ver believeth in him should not perish, but have |
verlasting life” Look, then, to Jesus Christ now.
ust him to-day. Dear readers, it will not suffice
nerely to know about Christ; you must. trust him as
our Joving Saviour, if you would be saved and enter
he portals of glory. His Spirit.will then teach you,
nd -his blood cleanse you * from all sin.”
Gh, come to him without delay ; for in hiim alone
e you be safe. ¢ Believe on the Lord Jesus Christ,
nd thou shalt be saved.”
It is plain that if we would serve our age as true
Fhristians, we must Le converted—converted to a life
closer communion with Christ, and made to feel that
hatever interrupts that communion interrupts our
nlssonary power. Augustine once said, “ O Lerd,
onvert e, convert me, but not now !”  Reverently,
Ehumbly, earnestly, we would say—Now ! This we
would say for ourselves,-and for all the churches, and
would have ever on our hearts, words once written by
ard, of Serampore—*The conversion of the church
must przcede the conversion of the world.” There is
no infallible test by which we can distinguish true con-
version from the counterfeit,  Yet there are six things
to be found in every true convert—life light, love,
iberty, loathing of sin, and loyalty to Christ. Of these
he first five might be counterfeited, but the last would
manifest itself 80 that it could not well b imitated.

God’s people should always let the world see that

' they ave peaceable people , we muy justly question the

religion of those who are enewmies to peace.

—Why transplant a man out of the world into the
churely, if he carries the old soil with, him and yields
the same old fruit?

#Tt is of very little account what men thiuk of us,
but it is of great importance what God thinks of us.”

When Clristians get in earnest, we way be sure
they can surprise and amaze the world now as well as
in the days of Pentecost. They only need to work
together, and they can break down auy giant evil like
intemperance or bribery in politics.

Our Ribbon of Blue.

Our last Ribbon of Blue Temperance meeting was a
very profitable one. We saw a notice of it in the
Montrezl Witness, from which we borrow the
following :

Ts ihere any thorough and lasting cure for intem-
perance except a new heart! Is there any physician
of equal skill with the Lord of Glory1 What is the
use of preaching temperance without Christ? Which
is the strongest support tos lean upon, the Reform
Club, the Temperance Pledge, or the Hope set before
us in the Gospel? Where:ore do ye spend money for
that which is not bread, and your labor for that which
satistieth not? Heve is an invitation from Jesus
which seems to have a peculiar application to the in-
cbrinte: “If any man thirgt, let him come ynto Me
and drink. Whosoever shall drink of the water that
I shall give him shall never thirst,”

An admirable card imotto, ta be illuminated and
hung in sight of all the ten thousand licensed and
unlicensed rumsellers in the city:of-New York, and
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the hundreds of thousands throughout the country,
would be the reply of the eminent Dr. Rush, of Phil-
adelphia, the pioncer in the Temperance Reformation,
made to o patient who asked if he might be allowed
to take his medicine in some good old spirits. The
doctor replied, “No, indeed, sir! No man shall look
me in the face, on the day of judgment, and tell the
Almighty that Dr. Rush made him a drunkard.”

Statistics of the religions of British India, based
upon the census of 1882, which reckoned the entire
population at 254,899,516, make the following en-
umeration:  Various sects and castes of Hindoos,
187,937,450 ; Mohammedans, 50,121,585; mnature
worshipers, 6,426,511 ; Buddhists, 3,118,884 ; native
Christians, 1,862,631 ; Jains, & sect whose worship is
mingled Buddhism and Hindooism, 1,221,896 ; Sikhs,
who are simple theists, 853,426 ; miscellancous and
unspecified, 3,057,130. The native Protestant Chris-
tians number only about 500,000, but this is an in
crease of 86 per cent. within ten years.

Financial Statement of the Third Baptist
Tabernacle, for the six months ending
December 31st, 1883.

RUNNING EXPENSE FUND.

Cash in band in this fund, July 1st, 1883 3 19 46

u  collested in this fund 6 wmonths to
" December 31st, 18%3............ 8§86 75
Total.............. 3 906 21

Cash paid out of “this fund 6 months to
December 31st, 1883 ............. 829 08
Balance on hand in this fund............ S 7713

BUILDING FUND.

Cash received in this fund from 1875 to
July 1st, 1883..................26,828 92

Cash received in this fund 6 months to Dec.
Blst 1885 . ..ot i e 127 13
Total..............56,936 05
Cash paid out of this fund sinee 1875..... 6,748 75
Balance on hand in thisfund...... .....8 207 30

MISSION FUND.

Cash collected in this fund 6 months to

December 31st, 1883 ............ S 297
Cashpaidons . ....ooenieiao, .

Balance on hand in this fund ....... .8 2075

COMMUNION FUND.

Cash on hand in this fund July 1st, 1883..8 80 78
Cash collected in this fund 6 months to

December 31st, 1883 ............ 22 74

$ 103 52

Cash paid out of i fund 6 mos. Dec. 31,’83 27 74
Balauce on hand in this fund............ $§ 7578

Total cash now in hand in the vavious
funds as foliows :—

Runuing oxpense fund .. ...o..ovueinn. .. g 77 13
Building fund ...........o00aaaL, . 207 30
Mission fund . oooiiiiieiiieiianscnnnes 29 75
Communion fund........oiiiiiinnn .. 75 78
Total cashinhand ..........ooivvue.. $ 389 9

Sunmmary of all"the eash «llected in the
Tabernacle during the 12 months
ending December 31st, 1883 :

Cash collected in running expense fund. .$1,509 17

" u building fund ......... 1,917 29
" u communion fund...... . 39 89
" n mission fund.......... 73 09
Total collections for 1883 ............... 23,539 44
Average Sabbath collection............. 8 29 02

(‘The above nverage includes tea-meetings, &e.)
The above statement has been audited by us and

found correct.
Sened CALEB LANGILLE,
(Signed)  GYRUS HUBLEY.
Respectfully submitted,
J. E. Inien, Treasurer. .

The Auditors presented and the chureh adoptep
the following address to the trveasurer, J. E. Irigh.

Dear BrotHEnr:

We desire to express onr gratitude to you and
our entire satisfaction with the clear and careful
exhibit yon always make of the Church’s financial
condition, and know from our personal examination
of accounts that you must give no small amount of
time and attention to this matter, or you could not
submit as you do, from time to time such a lucid
statement of receipts and cxpendituves, all of which
you carefully note, even to the smallest items, as is
shown by your books and semi-annual statements, as
rendered to the chureh. When we remember this ig
the seventeenth report you have submitted anda
always been able to show by actual figures that the
cause has been sustained, and expenses met without a
deficit, it is our desive to record ¢ Ebenezer,” and
whilst giving ull the glory to God fur past and present
mercies, we rejoice that your life is spared to render
such efficient service to the cause and church of
Christ, and to see and rejoice with us in the great
and special manifestations of the divine favor so
abundantly granted during the year 1883, and which
is so evidently continued in the commencement of
1884. May your life Le long spaved, and may the
blessing of the Lord be your continual and everlasting
reward fcr this and all other labour of love for Jesus’
sake.

-

Would it not be a good thing to revive some of
the old-fashioned laws that used to hedge society
about? An old Baptist church in South Carolina
contains the record of the exclusion a woman from'the
church for “doing too much talking in the neighbor-
hood.”
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Special and Continued Mercies.

E would ask our readers to vejoice with
us and to give thanks, for the Lord our

God has of his abundant mercy very
JMgraciously poured out the hlessing upon
‘us. For a long time indications have
@ been that our labor was not in vain in the
Lord. Four were haptized in September
and December. But the special manitest-
ations of God's saving power was with the
closing Sabbath service of 1883. Several then con-
tessed Christ.  In the Sunday School the spirit of the
Lovrd is very evidently working, and several have
alveady united with the Church, others ave enquiving
respecting the way of life.

One of the most marked features is the quietness
of the work ; it is powerful and progressive, not the
spasmodic upheaval of special meetings. So far we
have not held uny extra services, but in owr regular
gatherings even the sceptical are convineced that ¢iod
is working, Many who were least concerned are
now among the rejoicing omes in Christ Jesus.
During the past few Sundays we bave seen the
Tabernacle filled us never hefore, filled until not
another could gain admittunce. The first Sunday.it
thus huppened the text was strangely in harmony ;
reud Joel iii, 14.  Not only is the main part of the
building filled, but the pastor’s study has had to be
thrown open, and also the infunt class-room to nccom-
modate the people who eagerly crowd in on Sunday
cvenings. The brethren have sent an order to the
factory for 100 extra chairs. Who would like to help us
pay for them by buying a chair? It now looks as if
we shall soon have to appeal to our friends, for out.
siders ave already saying, the top of the huilding must
g0 on o afford moie ample accommodation for the
congregation. If God thus wills, and continues to
pour out the blessing, we shall feel ready to take the
inerease of lubour and responsibility, knowing in some
way or other, means will us heretofore be provided.
Already the workers in our Sabbath-School have com-
menced by their juy-breaking to break in upon the
3000 dollar original mortgage on the lot, which we
maust first get rid of, aud it can only be done by faith
in God and fuithful labowr for God.” Who would like

to Lelp? We heard a brother say last Monday, ycu
can put me down for 320. Another said, I will be
. good for S$100 for the main building.

o

——— ——— ————

Proressor C. W. Hutson, of the University of
Mississippi, declares that the girl student is in the
great majority of cases, sooner and better able to ac-
quire knowledge than the boy student ; that her mind
is, generally speaking, quicker, brighter, more alert

than that of mun at the same age—Dbetween 12 and:

20. ¢ The average girl student,” he adds, “is also
more ambitious, more devoted to study for study’s
sake, more responsive to the effort to excite her
interest.”

TrounLEs frequently mect us in the way of duty.
’Ijhey ave designed to try our constancy, courage, and
sincerity.  Think not you are going wrong, because
tried ; but wait on the Lord, and he will save thee,

Table, New Books and
Exchanges.

In this department e give short reviewsof such NEW Books
as publishers sce fit to send ns,  In these reviews we seek to
treat author and: publisher satisfactorily aud justly, and also to
furnish our readers with such infaruation as shall enable them
to form an opinion of the derirability of any particolar volume
for personal use. It is our wish to notice the better clars of
books issning from the press, and we invite publishers to favor
us with their recent publications.

The Study

Declamations and Diatogues for Sunday-Schools, by
Prof. J. H. Gilmore, of Rochester University. Lub-
lished by Henry Sumner & Co, Chicago, U. S.

What to get for the next concert is often a serious
difliculty to the Sunday-School teacher. The professor
has certainly done something, and done it well, by way
of providing for such a perplexity, and to meet the
want. We decidedly like what we have read, and
commend it,

Lifte of Christ, by Rev. James Stalker, M. A. By the
sume publishers. It is in the form of 2 Hand-Book
for Bible classes. Showing much freshness, and
pithiness in the handling of an oft-used theme. By
the beauty of its language, it adds new interest to the
study of the God man, Christ Jesus, the altogether
losely ane, whose goodness neither tongue or pen can
ever fully set forth.

The Missionary Review, Editor Rev. R. J. Wilder,
Princeton, U, 8., is welcomed not only as an addition
to our exchange list, but because we find it is racy,
and all alive on missionary topics.

Viek's Nllustratéd Monthly Magazine, Rockester, N. V.
is & new friend sent from the great nursery n 2
We like this number, and hope to gather some advice
from such a practical florist beneticial to the growth
of Buds and Blossoms.

Phrenological Journal, We are glad to give it a
welcome to our list, and enjoyed the analysis on
the Oratorical Type of Character, and expect to find
much profitable reading.

We unill notice other exchanges in due course.

£-7" Send books for Review to Editor’s address; see
page 2 of cover,

.

Proceeds of Jug-Breaking Concert.

Infant Class,—-Ira Hubley, Percy Davies, Wm. McNally,
Fdith Bartlow, Ida Longard, Mabel Dalrymple, Stanly Covey,
Alice Colling, Bertie Smith, Geo. Howe, Mable Langille,
Hattie Halliday, Bettie Covey—$13.26. C. Hubley's Class.
C. Hubley, 59c.——Mrs. Byers' Class.—Terassa Langille, Bessie
Barnsttad—§2.80. C. HMartland's Class.— Frances Hughes,
Minnie Baker, Edith Sudlow, Evelin Irish—$3.20, Ars.
Adacry's Class.—Miss Edwards, E. Murry, J. Murry, Miss
Rozie, Bella Spry, Ellu Hubley— 87.38.  AMr. Davies® Cluss,
Sitas Hubley—§1.80.  Miss Smith's Class. Ella Covey,
Bertha Lrogard, Emily Smith, Mrs. Corkum, Miunie Howe,
Tousia Covey, Ada Covey-—$25.76. Mr. Lungille’'s Class.—
Miss Canavan, No Name—81.54. JMr. Street’s Class.—Ernest
Avery, No Namne, Willie Howe—381.99. Aliss McKay's Class.
Jennie Woodaman, Edith Murry, $4.06. Ars. Philps’ Class,
—Mary Mason, Flora Gabriel, Josephine Strect, Flora Lang—
$5.13., Miss Collishaw Class.—Miss Collishaw, Jessic M.
Ewin, S]:(H\hy Dickson, Annic Byers—$5.00. Mrs. Rhuds
Class—Edward Nickerson, Robert Baker,. Orton: -Covey,
Artimus Langille, Mrs, Rhude—$4.52. Annie. Hubly’s Class.
Maggie Otner, Ella M. Hartland, Annie. Hubly, Luella Dickie,
Nettie Isnor, Mary Hiltz, addie Irish, Minniec McEwau- $3.54.

Broken Jugs Sold—$8.28. Door mioney made a total of
$105.13.  Miss. McEauchzan, Joscphine Strect, $1.25, -




BUDS AND

BLOSSOMS,

——r—————

Tidings from the Regions Beyond.

The key-nofe of Christian missions was struck on
the plains of Bethlehew, when Mavy wrapped in
swaddling clothes and laid in & manger the Saviour,
the holy child Jesus.  “Chen the angels sang, peace
on earth, gool will to men. Now we are to iell the
gospel news of salvation, andto help on this blessed
work among the heathen, It is theone great work
for which God is calling his chureh to give and pray,
and calling young men and women of His church to
go and toil. It is the one object for which all who
have been redeemed by the blood of Churist should
think, study, plan and live. The obligation involved
in the command :  *““Go....preack the gospel to every
creature,” is real and positive, but should give place to
a conscious sense of joy and privilege, and the higher,
diviner inspiration ot love to Christ and the souls ot the
perishing.

‘The contributions of the English Baptist Missionary
Bociety in 1883 wmounted to £39.000. ‘This year
they have planned to raise £3000 extra to meet special
demands in Afries

Their Secretary writes, —/n Africs, both on the
West Coast and in connection with the Congo River,
our missionary operations are of the deepest interest.
The additional six men necessary for the working of the
latter mission have all been sent out.  The steamer to be
used on the Upper Congo has reached Stanley Pool.
Whilst the thonght of this providential opening into
the interior of ** the Dark Continent ” thrills the heart
with enthusiastic hope. ‘The respousibilities wlich such
an enterprise incurs must inevitably be very consider-
able.

Fn India, with its 260 willions of inbabitants, some
80 missionaries and assistant missionavies are sup-
ported from our funds. Sz young brethren from our
Colleges were sent forth last October,  Millions of our
fellow-subjects in this immense empire have not yet heard
the Saviour's nume. We arve told that the forces of
civilization are co-operating with the preaching of the
Qospel in shaking the faith of the people in Hindoo.
ism,

If Christian Parents are merely praying that tho
suns of others be sent, it is not strange that the great
harvest is wasting because there are not lahovers to
gather it.— Cumberlund Presbytericn,

Joseph Coak, speaking of foreign missions, says
that hitherto the church has been merely dawdling
with them.

T TT= e S parm———p——

Home Givcle,

Various Items.

The Sabbathschool is growing; it gratefully ve-
members and we gladly notice Mr. James Me-
Pherson’s gift of Xmas Cards. They made their
superintendent a presentation last concert.

We are under no small obligation to Mr. Donavan,
plastercr, for laying off in blocks and beautifully
coloring the interjor of the Tabernacle.

‘We ave planning another J ug breaking.

The editor personally thanks all who remember
that little ucts of kindness make a minister’s heart
light and strong for work,

T S s s

Baptisms ab the Tabernaclo Jan. 6th 4; Jan, 13th
i’i_: Jan, 20th 8 ; Jan. 27th 3 ; during the month 7 by
ebter.

Donations.—Mr. Chatrles Tartland 5 dollars for
Building Fund; Mr. John Avtz 6 dollars to be used
as the pastor sees fit.  Mr. Oxner, $1.00, omitted-in
Mr. Street's list last mouth. .

Deacons Elected.—~The church has called and we
welcome to oflice brethven Willinm Davies, Simncon
Whidden and Cyrus Hubley, senr.

FADED LEAVES.

2P AST month one notice was crowded over and
;J we desire now to record the death of the wife
ol brother Edwin Cliy, Jr.  Oue sister Sophia

A. Clay was called away from us on the 9th of
last month, very unexpectedly, leaving two littie
childven, too young to know or realize their own
lozs, ov their mother’s gain,  ‘FThose left behind have
the sweet and great consolation of knowing, that her
life had been one of preparution, that the loveliness
and gentleness of her character avose from contact
and communion with Jesus  May the consolation of

God be with all' the bereaved ones.  For we know
she is

A}

Gone to the land of life and light,
With those whom we loved—this year!
Risen to mansions fair and bright,
Dwelling in God's cternal sight,
With those whom we held dear—so dear.

Died Jan, 19th Fannie A. M., aged 2 years
and 7 months, daughter of Joseph and Priscilla
Manuel. The hand of death has scized within a
few months from our brother and sister three little
ones, and left them childless, but not hopeless, for
they know whom they have believed —2 Tim. 1, 11.

Shall we demand their return again,
Dear us they were—to the strife onee more?
Call them back to the grief and pain,

Back to the toil, the fret, the stain,
Back to the world from that heautiful shore?

No! With the blessed Jet them be,
Safe and saved in the Saviour's smile,
Bending to Him the adoring kuce,
° Singing to us from the crystal sea,
**Here with us in a Jittle while.”

To Teachers, and other Friends of Pure
Literature,

We are sure you desive to promote the admission of sound,
aturactive, cheap, and religious literature to the homes of the,
people.  Help us  to supersede the trash which iy
poisoning the minds and perverting the hearts of our young

ople. ~ Ask parents to subscribe for Bups a¥p Brossous.

et the children to work to obtdin subsctibers. We will send
a supply of Canvassing Bills and Specimen Numbers for dis-
tribution, if you will kindly help to extond the circulation of
this Magazine in your neighbourhood.

Pray for usand help us all you can.  Qur responsibilitics ave
weighty, We issue 40,000 pages monthly and need a greatly
enlarged paying subscription list to cover expenditure. The
yegular monthly outlay is over twenty four dollars, besides
annual and other expenses,  In faith we have goune forward
and cannot go bazk,  We thank tiio following who in paying
their subspription, sent 3 dollar, saying use the 25cts. to help
with the freo list.

Miss A Hablev, Mr, Halliday, Mrs Wood, Mr D. Swith,
Mrs. R. dart, Miss Murray, Mrs. Reed, Mrs. Aaron Hubley,
Capt. J. Hite and D, L, Chubbucek,

52 We shall take it asa favour if you will please bring the
magazine to the votice of others. We have had very kind
letters from strangers noticing the excellence of Buds and
Blossoms, and aro more than ever assured we are doing a
good work, 'We hope to hear of many souls thus brought tu
Jesus.  This has been our primary end in using the pen,

.

&

i

N

PR

R

FRRPR



E

PRI

N sl

B )

PP

g i,

 BARBARA, THE {EACEMAKER,

AND OTHER SKETCHES.

NE winter evening in Saxony, in the year 1564,

a young wifec and mother, named Darbara

47 Uttman, sat by the fire in her pretty little

cotlage awaiting her husband’s return from work. It

had been a happy home, bright with the sunshine of

h?r smile, and made cheery by the loving welcome of

his little ones, to which Christopher Uttman was now

r?tusning. But to-night there hung over it a heavy
loud.

FrienoLy Greerivgs. No. 779.

[, — © emmtemetm A % B <eams et S - S—
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Christopher was a miner, reared in the pit, and
wholly unacquainted with any other kind of labour.
Now, like hundreds of others in the same situation,
he was to be suddenly thrown out of employment.
The mines of Saxony, no longer productive, were to
be closed ; and where to find bread for their families
those poor people knew not. It was indeed with a
heavy heart that to-night he sodght his home, and
placing his last wages in the hands of his wife,

169
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FRISNDLY GREETINGS.
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exclaimed, “Oh, Babara, what shall we do? I am
not to retwrn to the mines any wove.  They will all
be closed next week, and never reopened.”

Darbara wag a brave, true soul—his sunshine, her
hushand had abways called her—and she had vesolved
in her hemt that its light should not fail him now in
his sovest need.  So she replied cheerily, “We shall
do well, by God’s help, dear Christopher. e will
dircet. We are hoth young and strong, and must
keep up goold courage.  God will open a way for us
to carn hread for owr little ones.”

Barbma was not only brave, she was also prompt
aud clear-headed.  She did not hide from herself all
the dangers and difliculties of their sitvation, and she
stole away to her little closet to seek that guidance of
which she felb such need.  Then, sitting down, she
calmly pondered a scheme by which she hoped for
relief.  She had been in the habit of adding to their
little means by the embroidery of muslin, Dut this
was so frequent an occurrence among women of her
rank that it was not very remunerative, in fact, very
slightly so—a poor dependence indeed for the support
of a family.

But now DBarbara had in her mind an exquisite
piece of work, fit for a noble lady’s use.  1f she could
accomplish this, what a future of comfort and pros-
perity might she not command for her dear ones!
Three months passed awuy, and the bright face bent
daily over her work cheered her husband’s heart with
hope, and at its close there lay before her the love-
Yiest picce of handiwork, fully equalling her highest
expectation, o filmy veil of finest muslin, richly
wrought. .

Tolding it in a basket, with a light heart Barbara
set oub for a castle some leagues distant, with whose
fair mistress she was a favourite. TIow that heart
Deat as she mised the cover of her basket, confidently
hoping for a delighted expression of surprise from the
lady, and fully realising all that her verdict meant to
her and hers.  Alas! alas! the lady looked upon it
without any such expression, merely saying, “ Yes,
very beautiful, Barbaw, certainly; but if your skill
could only accomplish something like this I would be
ready to pay you almost any price, it is so rare and
lovely; ™ and she took fiom a drawer a border of rich
Brussels point lace.

Struggling hard to repress her distress, Barbara
took the lace into her hands. “Lovely indeed,” she
said,  “ Ah, my poor work can never compare with
this”  She stood looking fixedly upon it, till the lady
was surprised by her long silence.  Then with a low
hew she gathered up her work and departed.  Slowly
and sorrowfully she wandered on through the quict
shady paths she had traversed so hopefully a short
time ago, when suddenly an idea dawned upon her
mind like the first glimmer of day, and sinking down
upon her knees in a retived spot, she passed a long
time in thought and prayer.

It was late in the cvening ere she reached her
home, and then the glow of hope in her face greatly
astonished her husband, when he found the precious
work still unsold. But Barbara told him to have no
fear, for during her silent meditation light had come
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to her which she trusted was the harbinger of many a
bright day for themall. Togethershe and Christopher
at once set to work to prepare materials for a new
design. e made by her directions certain round
wooden needles, She manufactured a small hard
cushion. It was miduight cre their task was ended,
and they lay down to rest peacefully.

For five days Barbara shut herself up alone in the
inmer room of her cottage, her mind struggling
constantly after a dimly-revealed object, her attention
closely concentrated upon it; and her husband carefully
guarded her from intrusion, like a wise man as he was,
On the evening of the fifth day she rushed from the
closet, and throwing herself into his arms, exclaimed,
#Ql, Christopher, rejoice with me. See what God has
enabled me to do!” And she showed him a piece of
lace which she had made upon her cushion. This she
afterwards richly embroidered, and believed that she
had discovered the secret of the manufacture of point
lace; but in reality she had done more, she had
invented a new lace of great value and beauty, now
well known ags cushion lace.

Barbara Uttman’s name soon obtained a world-wide
reputation, and her invention was spoken of as the
most wonderful of the age. Thousands of yards of
her rich: bordering laces were ordered, not by private
individuals, but by merchants of every quarter of the
globe, and in order to supply the demand she employed
all the poor girls in the neighbourhood. In a very
short time she removed to a large and comfortable
house in Dresden, and for many years after both she
and her husband devoted their cvenings to mental
improvement. Ilow well they succeeded may be
gathered from the facts that Christopher became a
wholesale dealer in the valuable fabric which his wife
had invented, and that he managed to the perfect
satisfaction of all parties the complicated details which
his business involved.

As for Darbara, “her children called her blessed ;
her husband, also, he praised her)”  Beloved and
respected she lived to a good old age, and on the
evening of her death there were sixty-four children
and grandchildren assembled in her home.

Thus the pressure of necessity, so often “the mother
of invention,” brought out a latent talent ; without it
Barbara would not have sought with such assiduity
for the seccret of a manufacture which she naturally
would have supposed quite beyond the comprehension
of an untrained worker. Iler trouble most ceriainly
proved a blessing in disguise, owing to the spirit in
which she met and conquered it.

“Prayer and pains can do all things,” says an old
proverb——and surcly they often do accomplish
wonders. K. M. Haven.

PRECE

PT—PROMISE—PRAYXR.

PRECEPT.—~Quench not the Spirit. 1 Thess, v. 19.

PROMISE.—He shall glorify Me: for He shall receive
of Mine, and shali show it unto you. John Avi. 14.

PRAYER.—Cast me not away from Thy presence;
and take not Thy Holy Spirit from me.  Psalm N 11.
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FRIDNDLY GREI:.TINGS

CLEAN AND UNCLEAN.

3 ng world stands forward as Christ’s open foo. It
wages an incessant war against pure truth, Is

it not, then, a trutors part to hold close
converse with the adverse camp? Is it not shame,
and worse than shame, to take familiar counsel with a
rebel host? e cannot raise the hanmer of the cross,

c. e et Smasememe e = - - e a -

or march to victory by Jesus' side, who wavers

between hostile ranks. Love cries again, * Come
ont "—%Bo separate.,” The true believer glories in
his Lord. In cvery company, act, and step, he isto
show the livery of his King, It is false witness to
adopt the language of au alien vace. It is desertion
of the holy service to take the garb of a strange
houschold, Can Moses live as an Iigyptian pnnce?
1Ie chooses hardships that he may testify allegiance
to the cause of God. “We are the salt of the earth.”
b mixed with filth the salt will lose its savour.

AH usefulness is slain when Christ is left. It isa
commion sneer thut saintliness is a mere pretence, and
faith is but hypocrisy’s disguise. Suspicion fastens on
the wavering steps. ‘The world, with all its blindness,
suickly reads the language of the life. It slowly
credits a consistent saint. But soon, how soon, it
derides inconsistent walk! In such cases zeal is
a pointless arrow and a broken bow. No argument,
no cloquence, no diligence prevails. Words which
seem insincere touch nob the heart, No teacher
really teaches with a doubtful fame. Therefore
Jesus says, “They are not of the world, even as I
am not of the world.”

Deliever, ponder well these obvious thoughts.
Would vou know peace as an unfailing stream?
Would you pluck joys from cver-verdant boughs?t

Would you from morn 4ill night bask in the sunshine
of Christ’s smile? Would you have happy conscious-
ness that every step is an ascent towards heaven ?
Would you be cheered with the sweet hope that
life is not a barren field or swmmer brook? Would
you pour comfort into many hearts, and wear at last
a diadem of saved souls? If such he your desires,
avoid the poison of the world. If you tread down
the barmier line, if you stray out beyond the fold’s
wide fence, you wrong your soul; you bring reproach
. upon the Lord ; your days will be lmcem\m sound ;

. your memory will be no instructive page. Cling to the

7.
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confines of the cross. There is no blessedness without.

The distinction between clean and unclean meats did
more than cause the Jews to dwell alone. It forced
unceasing vigilance. It placed them in the tower of
constant circumspection. It always whispered in their
cars, Beware. Their eyes could scarcely look around
without the thought of God’s dividing line, ITach
object of their touch was “Clean cv Unclean.”

The lesson is most obvious. We thusare taught at
every step to ask God’s will; at every moment to
inquire, Is this a lawful path ¢ It isagrievous error
to suppose that each minutest matter is not the s:ed
of some results. The circumstance of every moment
affects the soul, and so affects the endless state.  The
stamp, “Clean or Unclean,” belongs to every move-
ment of each mind, to every act throughout each

day. Reader, !carn hence to cultivate a watchful
course. ..\ppl) a constant test,

No ground is neutral. We always stand in the right
or in the wrony path, IHence the inquiry should often
sift the soul, “ What doest thou heret” 1s “ Clean or
Unelean ” God’s judgment of this place? This line,
when diawn by Secripture rule, would sweep God’s
children from many a contaminating spot.

No book is so insipid as to have no character, and
leave no tinge. ow many trifling offsprings of the
worldly pen would find an early and unknown grave
if the inquiry, “Clean or Unclean” were solemnly
applied. Let, then, the truth be settled in each mind,
that there is no indifferency on earth. ISach moment

flies on high recording, *Clean or Unclean” con-
cerning life’s employ.
Reader, another thought demands veply. Your

soul, your precious soul, your never-dying soul, Is it
“ Clean or Uneclean ?” Dy naturve it is the vilest
filth, All Adam’s race flow forth as unclean waters
from an unclean spring.  Dut are you cleansed? Do
you live washed in a Saviow's blood? Are you the
temple of His purifying Spirit? Jesus can cleanse from
cevery sin, and He alone.  Cleave then to Him. The
Spirit sanctifies, and He alone.  Seek His indwelling.
Now is the only cleansing day. The door will soon
be closed.  * e that is filthy, let him bo filthy still.”

Sl

IT IS THE LORD!
Love

Q. . .

@ovs is the best leamer, and sees quickest. :

gr][_l had drawn John to lean upon the bosom of
=" Jesus, and there had gained for him that
intimate acquaintance which made future recognition
instinetive. As soon as the miraculous blessing
appeared, his first upspringing thought was, “It is the
Lord !”

So will it be with us if we love with the love of
John, If we experience for ourselves or for our
children some unusual bounty, increase of health,
knowledge, reputation, influence or wealth—any
marked success in a legitimate calling—even before
we fully realise our enjoyment, the recognition,
sanctifying all, will overspread the heart, “It is the
Lord!”

Nor need the blessing be either sudden or of over-
whelming magnitude. We are as sure that the sun is
the cause of the morning dawn as of the mid-day
splendour ; and the father of the family is as sincere
when in the morning he returns thanks for protection
and refreshing slumber during the night as when with
stronger emotion he calls wpon the assembled house-
hold to praise God for signal deliverance from threatened
calamity.

In the freshness of the early morning, the singing
bird, perched on the topmost limb of the tree, turns
his breast to the sun, and the music of his song gushes
forth spontancously.,

The Christian sings, too, when, with his face turned
to Jesus, his heart warm with the rising beams of
the Sun of Righteousness, he receives 2 blessing and
says, “ It is the Lord!” .
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FRIENDLY GREETINGS.

WORK FOR EVERYBBDY.

At will be good news for some folks. When a
man is willing to do his best and his utmost,
when his strong arms or skilful hands are only

too ready to earn a living for himself and his family,
it is always glad tidings to hear of work to do. TFor,
to do nothing, means to eat nothing with some people,
and there iz nothing harder than to sce an cmpty
cupboard, and hear the little ones ask for food.

Ifonest Tom, who lives at the cottage yonder, isa
fellow of that sort, and no man can better reap a field
or pitch the clover than he. DBut the farmers about
here have had some new machines, and wanted fewer
men, 0 Tom has been looking at his sickle hanging
up there on the wall with rather a long face. There
is one thing, however, in Tom’s favour, not only is he
willing to work, but he goes down on his knees in
that little bedchamber of his, and asks God to help
him,

Yes, Tom believes in praying ; could, indeed, tell you
seores of stories how he has been heard and helped ;
so sooner or later the answer will come, and the way
will be opened. for the servant of the Lord. For this
good man always felt that he had another master heside
Farmer Jackson, a master who will always stand by
him, and pay him wages too. And the old family

Jible on the little table in the corner is the joy of his
heart, for it tells all about the love and care of the
One who is ever near to Tom and hears his cry.

This great Master wants many more servants, and
will find any number plenty of work to do. And the
best of it is that e asks not for strong men only, but
weak men too, and women and little children, for lle
will find a place and a duty for themall.  “Ah !’ says
somehody reading these words, “I'm no use to anybody,
and I am sure God doesn’t want me. I can’t preach,
have no voice to sing, know very few people, and what
in the world can I do%”

But let me ask you first of all, my friend, do
you want to do anything? That lazy boy of Widow
Walkin was offered a sixpence to weed the squire's
flower beds, but he took care to run off just the other
way, and keep out of sight till the job was done by
somebody else.
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Willing hearts make ready hands, l

and people who want to bo useful can
generally find a way,

Let us see, my friend, what you can
do for Jesus, you, who cannot preach,
sing, and have such a few friends, Ilave
you made the Lord your Friend? Do you
feel that Ife has done so much for you
that you must do something for ¥im? If
so, make a beginning at once. Now, as
to those few folks you do know, are
they converted? "Well, they go to church
and chapel, and are very nice sort of
people.  Yes, bt do they love the Lord ?
Make up your mind, however much
other persons, who can preach or sing
can do, you will, fo~ your part, try to
bring all you know to Jesus.

“Dut how can I1” did you say. TFirst
pray for them ; try to pray with them ; and if you think
it will help you,read this to them, and tell the.a that you
want to serve the Lord by bringing them to Him, Find
out the dear sick people, who have to spend such a
deal of time alone, and tell them of One who will heal
the hurt of sin, and will comfort and love them in
their weakness and pain. Get yowr own heart so
warm with the love of God that you must let the
next-door neighbours know about it, and above all ask
Him whose servant you are, for grace and wisdom to
work well, work patiently, work humbly, work lovingly,

and work at once for Iis dear sake. Jesse Page.

[ S

A BEAUTIFUL TESTIMONY.

e character of which Christ was the perfect
model is in itself so attractive, so altogether
lovely that I cannot describe in language the

admiration with which I regard it ; nor can I express
the gratitude T feel for the dispensation which
bestowed that example on mankind, for the truths
which Ie taught and the sufferings e endured for
our sakes, I tremble to think what the world would
he without Him. Take away the blessings of the
advent of Ifis life, and the blessings purchased by His
death, in what an abyss of guilt would man have
heen left ! It would scem to be blotting the sun out
of the heavens—to leave our system of worlds in
chaos, frost, and darkness.

In my view of the life, the teachings, the labours,
and the sufferings of the blessed Jesus, there can be no
admiration too profound, no love of which the human
heart is capable too warm, no gratitude too earnest
and deep of which Ile is justly the object. It is
with sorrow that my love for Ilim is so cold and
my gratitude so inadequate. It is with sorrow that
I sce any attempt to put aside Ilis teachings as a
delusion, to turn men’s eyes from Iis example, to
meet with doubt and denial the story of His life.
For my part, if I thought that the religion of
scepticism wer~ o gather strength and provail, and
bhecome the domuant view of mankind, I should
despair of the fate of mankind in the years that are

to come. Biltiam Cullen Bryant,

R,
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FRIENDLY GREETING_S._

AN ESCAPE FROM MASSAGRE.

’ ?m: niemorable morning of Aungust 24, 1572, had

}_5 dawned upon Paris, when a maidservant fvho

had just returned from the city, rushed into

the bedroom of her mistress—the youthful widow of a

brave soldier—and in accents of terror made known

to her that a general massacre of the Iuguenots had
" commenced.

The lady hastily arose, exclaiming, “The will of
God be done; let us look to Ilim for protection;”
and having partially dressed, she stepped hurriedly to
the window.

The street wes a troubled scene, for the whole
population was in commotion ; and many companics

of a relative, and shortly afterwards she proceeded
there herself,

“Where is the cursed Huguenotb?” shouted the
foremost of a band of the servants of the Duke of
Guise to the landlord of the lodgings which she had
just quitted.

“Yes,” yelled another, “to-day we are weeding out
the heretics; so be quick, for we have much to do!”

After a fruitless search, they sent to tho house of
the lady’s mother, offering to preserve both the life
and property of her daughter for 2 hundred crowns—
an offer which was, however, declined. The lodgings
were pillaged.

In her place of concealment this heroic woman re-
mained till Tuesday, with more than forty others

A Huguenot Family alarmed by a Soldicr on St. Bariholomew's Day.

of soldiers were there, and all had white crosses in
their hats,

I will send to my mother to learn what is going
forward,” said she; and accordingly a messenger was
despatched for this purpose. The Bishop of Senlis,
who was the lady’s uncle, directed her to remove her

" valuables, and promised to send some one to protact
her  but in the meanwhile he was informed that his
¢ brother, M. Cherles Chevalier, Lord of Eprunes, had
~fallen a victim, and he forgot his niece. Indeed, he

.« was arrested himself; but on making the sign of the

“cross he escaped.
After waiting for about half an hour, and seeing
* that the tumult was increasing, our heroine sent her
daughter in the arms of a female servant to the house

LA,

their protector sending for provisions to another part
of the town, and her husband remaining at the doox
of the house to say a parting word to the chief actors
in the massacre who passed that way.

“ A glorious festival this, M. de Pereure,” said a lord
of the court, as he went by with a band of infuriated
followers; “how is it that you are not helping to
celebrate it 2

“Such zealous Catholics as yourself, my lord, render
my feeble service unnecessary.”

But M. de Pereure was suspected, and his house
was ordered to be scarched. This order dispersed the
concealed Huguenots ; our heroine was then placed in
an empty loft with a female attendant.

It soon became necessary to seck another asylum, |
173
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and the lady went to the house of a blacksmith
who had maied a maidservant of her mother's, in
the hope that if the wife pitied, the husband would
not molest her.  Ifere she spent a night.

“ Come, madame, give up your emsed notions, and
2o to mass without any more ado,” said the black-
smith.

“DBut I cannot~—1 dare not.”

“Oh, but a walk in the streets will convert you,
madame, in quick time.”

“XNo; I have seen some of the dreadful sights, and
T am unaltered ; I must cither escape or die, for I
cannot recant.”

“What a stupid, pig-headed set of curs these
Huguenots are $” observed the man to his wife, as he
turned over several articles from a pile of booty plun-
dered from the houses of the sufferers, which was
lying on the floor.

On the following day she was condueted to the
house of M. Tambonneau, and concealed in his study.

* Alas! madame,” said he, the day after her arrival,
“a search is ordered, and you are not safe here.”

Accordingly, at midnight she removed to the house
of a com merchant.  Ilere she stayed five days. In
this place of concealment a new trial befell her, a
cousin being employed to prevail upon her to go to
nuass.

“Dut, Charlotte, your brothers have gone,” said
she; “and surely their example and your mother’s
advice should outweigh your own opinion.”

“T know, Marie, that it is my duty to comply with
my mother’s wishes whenever I can ; but in this case
I cannot; my mind is made up, and, by the grace £
God, I will never'go to mass.”

“Dut, Charlotte, consider ; your child requires your
care, and for its sake you might give way in this
trifling matter.”

** Marie, do not tear my heart by speaking about
my child. It is no trifling matter; heaven and hell
are not trifles ; and I cannot comply.”

Thus ended their conversation on this subject. In
this retreat, too, she encountered a new danger; for
beneath her was an apartment occupied by a Roman
Catholic lady, so that she dared not to walk about
for fear of being heard, nor could she light a candle.
Her food was brought in small quantities concealed
under an apron.  Iler mother sent to inform her that
she should be compelled to return her daughter to her.

“Then, with her in my arms we will perish to-
gether ! was the heroic reply.

From this place of concealment she procured =2
passage in a boat that was going to Sens.  In it she
had as fellow-passengers two monks, a priest, two
merchants, and their wives,

At Tournciles their passports were demanded, and
she hod nene.  “She is a Iuguenot, and must be
drowned !”  “Come out of the hoat!” were the
sounds which greeted her ears.

“Tale me to the house of M. de Voysenon—he

will answer for me,” she replied ; and aceordingly two

soldiers were despatched with her to the house of the
person she had named.  Fortunately they remained
below while she went up-staivs.
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% Ah, madame,” exclaimed M. de Voysenon, “ have
you come to take refuge under my roof?”

“Iasten down, monsienr, I beseech you, and way
God cenable you to deliver me from the soldiers bLelow,
who suspect me of being a Yuguenot.”

M. de Voysenon descended.  “T assure yow,” said
he to the soldiers, “that I have often seen this lady
at the house of Madame d’Eprunes, a good Catholic.”

“That may be, monsicwy, but it is the lady herself,
and not Madame ’Lprunes, that we ave inquiring
about.”

A respectable woman whe was passing, learning
what was going forward, inquired what they wished to
do with the lady.

“By heaven!” they replied, “this is a Huguenot,
and must be drowned ; for we see how terrified she is.”

“You know me,” quickly answered the female; “I
am no Iuguenot ; I go every day to mass; but I am
so frightened, that for these eight days past I have
been in a fever”

“And I, yea, all of us, have been no little
agitated,” replied one of the soldiers, with an oath.

They took her back to the boat, observing, “Iad
you been a man, you would not have escaped so
casily.”

At the time of this arrest the lodging which she
had quitted was ransacked, so that her escape was
most providentially timed.

When they arrived at their place of sleeping, the
monks and the merchants chuckled over the massacie
of the Protestants.

“What a happy riddance!” observed one of the
monks ; “the heretic Huguenots have received their
death-blow at last.”

“Yes,” replied one of the merchants; “we shall
have but little trouble from them for the future, I hope.”

“Ifope! there can be no doubt that the cursed
heresy will be exterminated,” said the monk,

“By St. Denis, this lady’s voice smacks like that of
a Huguenot,” observed another.

On quitting the river, she lodged in disguise in a
country village, where she narrowly escaped the

soldiers, who hunted their victims like bloodhounds.
She then went to the estate of her grandmother, and
from thence to the house of her eldest brother, who
had consented io go to mass. 1lis conscience, how-
ever, was ill at ease, and his sister’s arrival increased
his anxiety; she resolved, however, to relieve him of
her presence as soon as possible.

Scantily provided with money and clothing, she
proceeded to Sedan, which she reached on the first of
November. Ilere, ab last, she found numerous friends,
who received her with kindness, and supplied hev
with every comfort.

Letus leam from the record of this lady's sufferings
to be grateful that we are not under the iron gwmsp

I of papal despotism, and to detest the spirit of persecu-

tion. In our favoured Jand the sword and the faggol
can o longer be cmployed, but the tongue and the
pen are still often made use of to injure those who
dare to serve God according to the dictates of their
own conscience. May we never be numbered amongst
those who act thus, forall such are essentially persecnfors.
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THE GRACE OF GOD.

:g:)on\' NEwrox, in his old age, when his sight had
I beeome so dim as to be unable to read, hcarmﬂ'

this Seriptwre repeated, “ By the grace of God
T am what I am,” paused for some momcnts, and then
uttered this affecting soliloquy: “I am not what I
ought to be. Ah't how imperfect and deficient! I
am not what I wish to be. T abhor that which is
‘evil, and I would cleave to that which is good. I am
niot what T Zope to be.  Soon, soon I sh'nll put off

v ——aa

- mortality, and with mortality all sin and imperfection.

Though I am not what I ought to be, what I wish to
‘be, what I Zope to be, yet I can truly say X am
not what I once was, a slave to sin and Satan; I can
heartily join with the apostie, and acknowledge, * By
the grace of God I am what I am.’”

— (-t

A GENTLE ENGLISH GIRL.

“fFPAOURTLY manners are only learned at court,”
N . . oy
' 'y says a divine. “De pitiful, be courtcouns,”

are rules issued by the court of heaven for
»;thc manners of heavenly citizens. Such sweet be-

‘haviour comes of daily study of those courtly rules.

Oudside polish will not stand the wear of life, but
true heart-courtesy is equal to every occasion.

A pretty story has been told of a sweeb act of
cowrtesy performed by an English ghl towards one
“inferior in station, and the reward which swiftly
~follo“cd One hot and sultry evening in August, in
_the year 1572, some school girls were takmg a walk
in Paris, through that part of " the town where sentinels
dvere placed. They belonged to a Muguenot school,

. and oue of their number, an English girl, had been

-sent to Irance for cducation. The young ladies
would piobably be chatting over the exciting topics
of the day. Charles IX. was king, and his mothcr,
C'ltherme de Medici, was using every stmatagem to
_entrap and destroy the lIu"ucnots Admiral Colmxy
‘had been persuaded to visit the court, and the fears
of the Protestant party seemed for a time lulled. On
Monday, Angust 18, the marriage of Henry of
Navarre with the king’s sister was celebrated with
great pomp. Of course, these school-girls had been
at the grand wedding, for was not the lenry of
Navarre one of the chiefs of the Protestant party
Most of the Protestant nobility and gentry, with
Admiral Coligny at their head, attended on the
occasion, and, as they objected to entering a church
where mass was celebrated, the ceremony was per-

- formed in a temporary building near the Cathedral of

.:I\utrc Dame.

"% Splendid festivitics followed on Tuesday, Wednesday,
aml Thursday, and no one dreamed of trc:u.hcry
Ccrtmnly none of those meiry girls as they walked in

“the gay city guessed that a terrible sword was hang-
‘ing over cach Huguenot there !

:As the young Tadies passed the walls, one of the

- soldicrs besought them for o draught of water, adding

ﬂnt he was ﬂl, and to leave his post would cost him

mia'q'
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his hfe, “ for \\'lxen a soldicr is on guard, he may not
leave until relieved.”

With true compassion and gentle courtesy, the
young Iinglish girl left her companions, who were
annoyed at heing thus spoken te, and procuring a cup of
water, brought it to the sick soldier. Ile begged to
know her name and place of abode.  She gave him
the information and returned to her companions,
Some of them ridiculed her conduct, others blamed,
but she herself had no cause o regret her kindly deed,
for when the awful tocsin sounded its dread signal
of destruction on August 24, and the ** Bartholomew
Massacre” commenced, the grateful soldier contrived
to save this young Englishwornan, while other mem-

bers of that ITuguenot Louschold were massacred.
Clare Thuaites.

B

FAINT YET PURSUING.

1 can do all things through Christ which strengtheneth me.

ouxG and high-hearted, we perchance begin
The race of life;
Resolved to struggle and protest ’gainst sin
And worldly strife.
Not far we go before we feel with pain
That sin has vanquished us, and may again.

Once more we brace ourselves, to conquer now |
With firm-set will,
With high resolve, and deeply carnest vow—
A failure still. .
What can it be that steals our strength away,
And leaves us thus defeated day by day?

We think our will is good to walk each day
With cven feet,

Never to falter or to turn away
From paths discreet;

XNever to think, or do, or say one thing

To wound our conscience with a bitter sting.

Then wherefore do we lie in sad defeat
Each day and hour?

What subtle hidden web has caught our fect
And stolen our power?

Impatient and perplexed we sadly cry,

What can I do but give it up and die?

*Tis true, poor soul, the battle is too strong
For thee alone:
But wherefore cast away the proflered help
Of God’s own Son?
The strength He freely gives if thou wilt take,
The victory shall be thine, for 1llis dear sake.

Hast never known as yet thy treach’rous heart,
Thy fecble will?
Te had to dic to rescue tlieg, and nceds
To guard thee: still.
Then cast thy weakness on His mighty strength,
And crowned “the victor” thou shalt be at length.
D. B. McKean.
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THE FORGIVENESS OF SINS.

M L o

ROLLING Ul THE BED.

AND behold, they brought to Him a
man sick of the palsy, lying on a
bed: and Jesus seeing their faith
said unto the sick of the palsy,
“Son, be of good cheer; thv sins
be fordiven thee.”

And behold, certain of the scribes
said within themselves, « This man
blasphemeth.”

And Jesus knowing their thoughts said,
#'Whevrefore think ye evil in your
hearts ?

For whether is easier, to say, Thy sins
be forgiven thee; or to say, Arise,

and walk?
; ....--“’"2:.; AL But that ye may know that the Son of
i T e man hath power on earth to forgive

sins, (then saith He to the sick of the palsy,) Arise, take up thy bed, and go
unto thine house.” And he arose, and departed to his house.

Have mercy upon me, O God, according to Thy lovingkindness: according unto
the muiltitude of Thy tender mercies blot out my transgressions.

Wash me throughly from mine iniquity, and cleanse me from my sin.

For | acknowledge my transgressions: and my sin is ever before me.

Pu~ge me with hyssop, and | shall be clean: wash me, and | shall be whiter than snow.

N_xe me to hear joy and gladness; that the bones: which Thou hast broken may
rejoice.

Hide Thy face from my sins, and blot out all mine iniquities.

Create in me a clean heart, O God; and renew a vight snirit within me.

Cast me not away from Thy presence; and take not Thy Holy Spirit from me.
176 Matthew ix. 27, Pralinli. 1--3; 7—11.
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PRIFTING BRWAY

AND OTHER

wo young men were spending a holiday on the
‘ coast of Florida. They were about to return
: " to their homes in the North, but, hefore
lc:\émg they planned one more pleasure trip upon the
mif.

The afternoon which they chose for their excursion
was somewhat threatening, but as they were to leave

FrienoLy GreeTings. No. 780.
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the next day they determined not to postponc their

pleasure.  Besides, they procured the services of an

experienced boatman, and they themselves were no-

novices. Their little boat was soon out on the gulf.
Their excursion was a very pleasant one, perhaps

moreso hecause they knew their vacation closed with

it, and they would soon be home at their usual duties.
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But the signs of a coming storm inereased, and they
resolved {o return to the harbour. It was then that
a sudden squall struek the ULoat and overturned
it. The young men were not greatly alarmed, both
being swimmers, and though they could not right the
boat they could casily cling to it as it floated. They
knew that a steamer would soon follow in their path,

After they had secured a good hold upon the boat,
they began to encourage one another, and laugh at
the story they should give their friends of the adven-
ture.

But the storm rapidly increased, and no steamer
appeared. The steamer had deferred its usual trip on
account of the severity of the weather. They were
Christian men, and as the storm subsided they sang
hymns.

Morning dawned at length, and hope of relief be.
came- strong. But the morning grew to noon and
noon paled into evening, They knew they wero
drifting toward the ocean. There was no singing now,
both were weary and faint, and chilled by the long
exposure without food or water.

The night that follawed was not one to be deseribed.
One of them had but recently recovered from a severe
sickness. He clung to the boat, and yet several times
in his half unconsciousness his hold slipped. He felt
he could cling but little longer.

About midnight he called to his cousin, and feebly
gave a last “ good-bye.”

His cousin roused himself to a great effort. Ile
reached che dying man, and he helped him to regain
the boat when his hands slipped. In this way, with
the assistance of the sailory ho hoped to save his
life. DBut even as he held ho felt the hand of his
cousin stiffening in death,

The sailor and the young man tied the body to the
boat and they drifted gloomily on and.on.

Day broke again. The dreary hours passed. They
were drifting towards the great ocean. They tried to
change the direction in which they were drifting, but
the Gulf Stream swept them on.  The young man saw
the sailor take a knife and begin to cut the body
loose from the boat. At once he called him to stop.

The sailor directed his cye to a lighthouse built on
a point of land which ran far out into the Gulf Stream,
and said; ** Young man, do you see yonder lighthousc ?
if we pass it we shall drift into the Atlantic. The
body is acting like 2 helm out of place, it is drawing
us farther away. It is life or death with us”  And
he bent again to his task.

The dcar form sank in the waves. They did not
pass the lighthouse, but they succeeded in attracting
attention, and were rescued. .

What an illustration this is of the danger of clinging
toany dead weight of sin. The duty of the Christian is
clearly pointed out in the Word of God: *Let us lay
aside every weight, and the sin that doth: so easily beset
us, and Iet us mn with patience the race that is set

before us” One sin untepented of, and persevered in,
will ruinasoul.  Iferod heard John the Baptist preach

with attention, and did many things he directed ; but

he kept up the sinful connection with his brother’s

wife, and at last murdered the very man to whom he
178
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listened with awe. Do we cling to any known sin?
There is only one way to deal with it. Cast it ofy,
pluck it out, even though it may be a right arm or &
vight eye. It is better to enter inlo life maimed, or
with only one eye, than having two arms or two eyes to
be lost for ever.

Yt

A REMARKABLE ESCAPE.

ghl-:mons of persecution have singulmly illustrated
E the providential care of God for lis people.

In such times Ilis hand has been, as it were,
visibly stretched out, protecting them from the fury of
their enemies, and rescuing them when all hope of
deliverance from man scemed to have terminated.
Instead of ranging over the wide.field of illustration
presented by ‘ccclesiastical history,..we ‘ghall confine
ourselves to some incidents connected with,the, long
and cruel severities practised by the. Roman Catholics
of France upon the Protestants.in that kingdom.

On onc occasion the Prince of Cond\, aml Admiral
Coligny—the leaders of the Huguenot party—had
been driven from their homes by their opponents, who
had attempted cruelly to massacre them ; they took to
flight accordingly with their helpless and terrified

.famlhes. ;

The Prince of Condé seb out silently, says an eye-
witness, but his situation touched all hearts with pity,
when they saw the first prince of the blood setting
forward in the intensest and extremest heat, with his
wife on the point of giving birth to a child, and three
little children borne after them, followed by the now
motherless family of Coligny, of whom only one was
able to walk.

The wife of D’Andelot, too, was there with ler
little gitl only two years old, and several other ladies.
The only escort for this troop of hc_lpless women and
children was one hundred and fifty soldiers, headed by
the two brave and affectionate fathers.

They journeyed on as rapidly as possible, for their
only hope of safety lay in crossing the Loire before
they could be overtaken, and then secking shelter in
Rochelle; but the whole country was filled with
hostile troops, and the bridges over the Loire were
already occupied.

They therefore determined to attempt a ford nob
commonly known, and armrived at it when the river,
usually broad and furious, was so far diminished by
the long drought that they crossed without difficulty, the
prince carrying his youngest infant on his arm, clasped
to lus bosom.

But scarcely had they reached the southern bank,
when twming round they discovered the cavalty of
their enemies in full pursuit, crowding rapidly up on the
opposite side.

An event now happened certainly very remarkable.
‘Without any apparent cause, a sudden swell of waters
came foaming and rushing down the stream, and in
an instant filling the chamnel, rendered the ford im-
passable, and the defenccless company were thus
rescued from the jaws of their destroyer.

Can we wonder that men taught {o rest upon Pro-
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vidence, and discern the Almighty hand in the events
of their agitated lives, should have regarded this as a
signal interposition in their favour, and an undoubted
sign that lis arm was extended for theiv preserva.

tion?
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THE DISAPPOINTED GHOST.

oME sixty or seventy years ago there lived in a
) village in the North of Iingland an old
* woman noted for her piety. The people of
that district were ignorant and superstitious, and poor
old Betty was no exception to her class. She could
neither read nor write, but she possessed a hetter and
higher knowledge than is to be derived from mere
book learning, and this all her neighbours could bear
witness to, for it was shown in her every-day life.

One dark winter evening a party of thoughtless
lads of the village, always on the look out for mis-
chievous amusement, agreed that it would be “a good
lark ” to give poor old Betty a fright by personating

- o ghost.  Accondingly one of their number was
painted white, and wrapped in a sheet, and they
proceeded to the lonely old woman’s cottage. They
could see her through the little window sitting by her

- small five, busily plying her knitting by the light of a

~ single dip candle, thinking, perhaps, of days long gone

" by, or still happier days soon to come. The supposed
ghost placed himself in front of the door, the others
having so disposed of themselves as to see and hear
without being discovered, and gave a succession of
low measured raps.

When Betty became aware there was some one at

" her door, she took up her candle and went to open it,

* a little pale and nervous, perhaps, but without hesita-
tion. Her eyes fell on a truly ghostly apparition,
but instead of the scream of terror the young men
expected, there came merely this quict question, in
the broad dialect of the district.

“IWhat is tha? If tha bees aught that’s good,

- tha'll not hanm me, and if tha bees aught that’s bad,

* I defy tha.”

" The young men now felt heartily ashamed of their
stupid prank, and twere so impressed with the reality
of the good woman’s faith that they walked away

. subdued and thoughtful, and it became the means of
permanent blessing to more than one of them.
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i I HAVE A FRIEND.

Q- > . ~ o .
. BavE 2 Friend, a precious Friend ; unchanging,
I wise, aud true;
The chief among ten thousand friends! I
wish you knew Him too!

\3eY

"% When all the woes that compass me relax each

oo

fecble limb,
I know who hastes to welcome me.
b friend like Him?
¢ He comforls me; Ye strengthens me; how can I
then ropine?

20w, L

Have you a

He loveth me; in life and death, this faithful

Friend is mine.

I have a Father, fond and true.
my needs,

Ifis patience bore my faithless thoughts, my wmad
and sinful deeds.

To me Ile sends sweet messages; He waiteth but

Ile cares for all

1o bless.

Have you a father like to mine, in such deep
tenderness ?

TFor me a kingdom He doth keep; for me a crown
is won.

I was a rebel once, but now, Xe calls the rebel,
SON.

I have a wise unerring Guide, whose love I often
grieve ;

He brings me strongth and succour, too, my weak-
ness to relieve;

He leadeth me, and cheereth me, and doth for me
provide.

For days of toil and watchful nights, have you so
sure a guide?

Quench net  the whispered
heavenly Dove doth bring;

He secks, in love, to shelter you bencath His
fostering wing.

bidding call, the

I have a Home, a
know ;

Jts wondrous beauties far surpass all ever seen
below ;

Its strects are gold, its gates are pearls: a light
divinely bright

For ever shines upon that home; for there they
have no night.

And there unfailing fountains flow, and pleasures
without end.

Who makes that homse so glorious? It is my
loving Friend.

city fair; its riches none can

My TFriend, my Father, and my Guide, and this
our radiant Ilome,

Are offered you—turn not away—torday, I pray
you, “Come.”

My Father yearns to welcome you, Ilis heart, His
house to share,

My Friend is yours, my Home is yours; my
Guide will lead you there.

Dehold one altogether fair—the faithful and the
true !

e pleadeth with you for your love ; He gave His
life for you.

Oh, leave the worthless things you seek; they
perish in a day;

Serve now the true and living God; from idols
turn away.

Watch for the Lord, who comes to reign; enter
the open door;

Give Him thy heart—thy broken heart— thow'lt
ask it back no wmore. :
Trust Him for grace, and strength, and love, and

all thy troubles end;
Oh, come to Jesus, and you'll find in Ilim a
loving Friend.
179
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THE DYING CHILD'S DREAM.

L

Tnx; cotlage how~ was very still—

N A home on the wild moor—
Flowers erept in at the window sill,

And round the cottage door.

2

The glorious sw’s last rays were shed
Into a homely room,

And there upon a small white bed
The shades of death had come.

A little fair-haived child there slept—
A child of seven shoit yemrs;

And by her side her father wept
His Dbitter silent tears.

“ Father,” che said, “T've had a dream
So wondrous, bright, and fair,

That it to me LEke heaven did seem,
And, father, I was there.

“The glories of that splendid place,
Oh! I could never tell—
And then, the brightness of that face
Whose look upon me fell'!

“Tt was the face of Him who loved
The little children so—
And if I could, I would have moved,
Yor I longed to 1lim io go.

“PBut soon e came to me and said,
My little one, rest here;’
And e laid his hand upon my head,
And then I knew no fear.

“Tle said that I must shorlly go,
And live with im uwp there—
And never have nor pain nor woe,
And feel no earthly care.

180
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And live with You just yet:
My father’s all alone at home,
And I'm his only pet.

“We've lived together all our life—
We've never heen apart;
We've never had one word of sirife—
Oh, Sir, ’twould break his heart!

“And T am sure we always love
To read amd talk of You:
And we speak of our happy home above
Sometimes the whole day through.

“Tar surely, Sir, T must be right,
In thinking You the same,
Who long since left this world so bright,
And on the earth once came:

“And Jesus Cluist is still your name,
Iere in this world above,

And I am sure yowre just the same,
And just as full of love !’

“Qh, father! scarcely had my voice
Uttered that glorious name,
When I heard the angels sing, ‘Rejoice,
Jesus is still the same!’

“X could not bear to stand alone,
So I gently, softly crept

Closer and closer to Ilis throne,
And at Iis feet I wept.

“For when I thought of what Ile’d done
And suifered for us all,
I felt my heart completely won,
I must obey that call.

“IIe said that I should have bright wings
And often wateh d'er you—

And every little angel sings,
And He would teach me too.

“1 did just iry one little song,
I thought I¢'d like to know
The hymn that mother taught me long,
Oh, very long ago.

“¢] know i, little one,) e said,
tI’ve heard it oft before,
You sang it somectimes on your bed,
And at the cottage door’

“TFather! His very look was love—
I cannot stay away:

I'm going to my home above,
That home of emdless day.”

Another voice on carth was still,
Another life was gone—

Ilcaven’s joys another heart did fill,
Christ’s love another song!
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THE OLD BOOK-MARK.

1LL1AM WEsTWooD was a well-to-lo farmer,
somewhat past middle age.

v s st o memm— -

valley, which, in spring, stumer, and autumn, was rich
and beautiful with pasture land, corn fields, nicely
clipped hedges, and woodlands ; for Mr. Westwood

vas a good farmer. Now, however, it being winter,
the entire prospect from his parlour window was snow,
nothing but snow>—snow in his stack-yard more than
a foot deep, and rapidly becoming thicker; snow on
his barn and cart house and stable roofs ; snow on all
the fields aud hedges and woods. Their owner was
kept in this day, a little against his will, by the snow
without, which was falling fast.

T cannot tell what impulse seized the solitary man
when he suddenly halted before the old-fashioned
mahogany hook-case. He sclected a volume, turned
away, and sat down near the bright fire, with a table
before him, on which he laid the book.

iR
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Ile lived in a |
pisturesque old farm-house in a secluded |
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upon it in blue silk: “We spend our years as a tale
that is told” On the other side was another caxd,
with this inscription : “ Whatsoever e saith unto
you, do it.”

William Westwood sank down in his chair, resting
his head on one hand—the elbow on the table—while
the other hand held the relic.

The old book-mark was onc of the latest gifts he
had received from his betrothed ; though, strange to
say, perhaps, placed between the leaves of the Dible,
the memory of it had faded from his mind, in the
shade of his deep and lasting afiliction. Now, how-
ever, the whole scene and cireumstances of that simple
love-token rushed back upon his memory. It was in
the confinement of her sick room—while the fatal
termination of her illness was yet unapprehended—
that his Mary had occupied a few hours in working
this book-mark ; and when he next visited her, she
put it into his hands. .

“ Ve spend our years as a tale that is told.” e
thought how true these words were. The thirty years
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“Tt was her gift,” he said, sorrowfully and tenderly;
“poor, daxling Mary! And yet, why should I say
fpoor?’  Yes, it was her gift ; but I have never had
the courage to open it since she died Can I now?”

His hand {rembled a iittle ; but he did open ii. It
was a handsome book, bound in morocco, very slightly
soiled with use, but somewhat dulled with age. He
turned back the lid, as he would have called it, and
read on the fly-leaf the simple inscription in a femi-
nine handwriting, the name of the giver and recipient,
with the date of the gift. That was all, but it moved
Westwood very much, though the ink was faded ; and
‘the date carried him back thirty years.

Iie soon recovered himself, however; and almost
-despising himself for his weakness, he was about to

«close the book again, and replace it on the shelf,
‘when a silken thread from between its leaves arrested
his attention. Opening the book at that place, a
narrow ribbon, once white, but now yellow with age,
was seen.  On oneside of the old book-mark (for such
it was) was a perforated card, with these words worked

. -

nearly which had passed away since his greab trouble
—Nhow short they seemed on looking back! Omne
single backward step in his memory brought before
him the very scene of that New Year's Day when he
was committing his dearest treasure—his lost bride——
“ashes to ashes, dust to dust.”

And what had he been doingsince that time? He
knew too well what he had been doing. Nothing
worth the doing; much which could not be urdone.
He had all those years been, in heart, rebelling against
the God who had snatched from him that coveted
possession, when he had all but called it his own.
Ile had been turning his back upon the Saviour.
e had been hardening his heart against the gentle
admonitions, and invitations, and remonstrances of
the Holy Spirit. These things he had done, which
he ought not to have done. The things which he
ought to have done, he had left undone.  Alas! there
was no health in him.

“Whatsoever Ile saith unto you, do it” In
reality, instead of taking up the cross, and following
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Churist, as Christ had said, he had hated that cross,
and gone away from the greab Cross-beaver. Christ
had said, “If ye love Me, keep My commandments.”
Which of Christ’s commandments had he, from love
to Christ, even endeavoured to keep? Once thero
was a time when he had been almost persuaded to be
a Christian ; but now! now!

The snow without continued to fall; but William
Westwood no longer heededit.  Gentle and soft as the
snow, but not cold, a softening influence was descend-
ing on his heart. “DBehold, I stand at the door and
knock,” says the glorified Redeemer: “if any man
hear My voice, and open the door, I will come in to
him, and will sup with him, and he with Me” Who
shall say that this declaration and promise were not
fulfilled then? Ie who had waited long, was waiting
still ; and at last Iis voice had prevailed.

“X will do it ; God helping me, from this day, from
this houy, I will do it 1" exclaimed William Westwood,
roused from the reverie into which lie had been
beguiled by the old book-mark: *Whatsoever Ie
saith unto me, I will do it! Xord Jesus, what
wouldest Thou have me to do?”

——

ENCOURAGEMENTS TO PRAY.

po not know what are
your habitsabout prayer.
Many persons never pray
ab all.  Many only say
a form of prayer, while
their heart is thinking
of something else.

of these. You ought
to pray ;3 and if you
pray you ought to pray
carnestly.

I am going to tell
you some of the en-

- - : couragements there are
to pray. If you never prayed before, I want to show
you that you may begin at once. If you do pray, but
are tempted to think it is of no use, I want to give
you reasons for persevering,

There is everything on God's part to make prayer
casy, if men will only attempt it. Al things are
ready on Ilis side. ILvery objection is anticipated;
every difficulty is provided for. The crooked places
are made straight, and the rough places are made
smooth.  There is no excuse left for the prayerless
man,

There is a way by which any man, however sinful
and unworthy, may draw near to God the Father.
Jesus Christ has opened that way by the sacrifice Ile
made [ T us upon the cross. The holiness and justice
of God need not frighien sinnersand keep them back.
Only let them cry to God in the name of Jesus ; only
let them plead the atoning blood of Jesus, and they
shall find God upon a throne of grace, willing and
ready to hear.  The name of Jesus is a never-failing

182
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hope you are not one °
* too difiicult for prayer to do.
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passport for our prayers. In that name a man may
draw near to God with boldness, and ask with con.
fidence. God has engaged to hear him. Think of this,
Is not this encouragement ?

There is an Advocate and Indercessor alway.
waiting to prezent the prayers of those who will
employ Him. That Advocate is Jesus Christ.  1le
mingles our prayers with the incense of Ilis own
almighty intereession.  So mingled they go up as o
sweet savour before the throne of God. Pooras they
are in themselves, they are mighty and powerful in
the hand of our Iligh Priest and Elder Brother,  The
bank-note without a signature at the bottom isnothing
but a worthless picee of paper.  The stroke of o pen
confers on it all its value. The prayerof a poor child
of Adam is a feeble thing in itself, but once endorsed
by the hand of the Lord Jesusit availeth much, The
car of the Lord Jesus is ever open to the ery of all
who want mercy and grace. It is His oflice to help
them. Their prayer is Ilis delight. Think of this,
Is not this encouragement ?

There is the Ioly Spirit ever ready to help our
infirmities in prayer. It is one part of I1Iis special
office to assist usin our endeavours to speak with God.
We need not be cast down and distressed by the fear
of not knowing what to say. The Spivit will give us
words if we will only seek Iis aid. Ie will supply
us with ‘‘thoughts that breathe and words that burn.”
The prayers of the Lord’s people are the inspiration of
the Lord’s Spirit—the work of the loly Ghost, who
dwells within them as the Spivit of grace and
supplication. Surely the Lord’s people may well
hope to be heard. Think of this. Is not this
encouragement 7

There are wonderful examples in Seripture of the
power of prayer. Nothing seems to be too great or
It has obtained things
that secemed impossible and out of reach. It has
won victories over fire, air, earth, and water. Prayer
opened the Red Sea.  Prayer brought water from the
rock, and bread from heaven. Prayer made the sun
stand still.  Prayer brought fire from the sky on
Elijal's sacrifice.  Prayer turned the counsel of
Ahithophel into foolishness. Prayer overthrew the
army of Semnacherib. Prayer has healed the sick.
Prayer has raised the dead.  Prayer has procured the
conversion of souls.  “ The child of so many prayers,”
said an old Christian to Augustine’s mother, “shall
never perish.”  Prayer, pains, and faith can do any-
thing. Nothing seems impossible when a man has the
spirvit of adoption. So long as Abraham asked mercy
for Sodom, the Tord went on giving. Ile never
ceased to give till Abraham ceased topray. Think of
this. Is not this encouragement

What more can a man want?  What more could be
done to make the path to the mercy-seat easy, and to
remove all occasions of stumbling from the sinner’s
way? Surely if the devils in hell had such a door
seb open before them, they would leap for gladness.

TWhat can be possibly said for the man who
after all dies without prayer? Surely, reader, T
may well feel anxious that you should not be that

nan. Jishop Ryle,
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THE BIBLE A COMFORTER.

'gnn Holy Spirit, who dictated the Bible, is called,
| by Jesus Christ, the Comforter. Ilence o has
shed through His book the most effectual and
abundant consolation for every grief, be it suffering of
Body, anxiely of mind, reverse of fortune, infirmity of
age, the neglect of friends, the loss of those dearest to
s, or the approach of death. How many hearts would
have been broken without the Bible, while through it
they enjoy peace!  Iow many unhappy ones on the
brink of despair, restrained only by a last effort of
conscience, have been rised up again, strengthened
and made glad by the Dible!

A poor family came to seek work in a large town.
The husband, already almost worn out, was attacked
by a fever which soon proved fatal. Two of the
<hildren caught the infection, and died also; and the
widow with her remaining children was reduced to the
greatest distress.

" A Christian, hearing of these circumstances, came to
wisit her, and found that ske had nothing but a little
coffee which a neighbour had given her. Perceiving
an old luge-printed Dible on the table, he said, “I
sce that you can read, and that you have here the
most precious of all books.”

“Ab, sir,” she exclaimed, “what should I have done
without it} It is not my book. Iliness, sorrow, and
tears have made my eyes too weak to read small print;
1 therefore borrowed this Bible from 2 neighbour, and
At has served, I may say, for food for my body as well
as for my soul. When I have had nothing to eat, I
‘have vead in this Book till I have forgotten my
‘hunger.”

The poor widow, exhausted by misfortune and want,
did not long survive; but her last days were soothed
by the consolations of the Bible. She spoke of her
death with a smile, rejoicing that she was going to

.rejoin the friends who had gone before her.

Perhaps no aftliction is more trying to us than a
chronic incurable disease. A man can more easily
bear a misfortune which comes upon him like a clap
of thunder than the trouble which can only end with
bis life. But for such trials as these the Bible has
gtill its joys and consolations,

" I was called, relates a physician, to visit a poor
aman. I found him alone, his face wae pale and ema-
<iated, and he was tied by a cord to his chair. He
+had not been able to move cither his arms or legs for
four years, and suffered terrible pain in all his joints.

“What! do they leave you alone, my friend, in this
.gad state ?” I said.

_“No,” he replied, in a tone of most gentle resigna-
dion, “I am not alonc ; God is with me.”

. When I came near, I saw the Bible open before
“him, and perceived the source of his patience. As I

. gnew that he was allowed only a small weekly

ittance, I asked whether he had enongh to supply
his need.

3 “Itis true, sir,” said he, “that 1 receive very little ;
Cdut when that is spent I confide in the promise of the
. Lord, ‘His bread shall be given him, and his water
~:;shall be sure.””

Febcarnasin

“But are you never tempted to murmur under so
long and painful an afiliction 2”

“Not for the last thvee years, God be praised !”
and the smile of faith lighted up his countenance
while he spoke.  “Ihave been taught by this book in
whom to trust ; and though I know my own unworthi-
ness, I am persuaded that God will not forsake me.
Often when my discase has prevented me from opening
my lips to glorify God, I have praised Him in my heart.”

I visited this man, continued the physician, many
times for my own edification. Ie died with a hope
full of immortality. I would willingly undergo the
same indigence and disease, and suffer all that he
suffered, if I might continually enjoy the- presence of
the Lord as he did.

——

ONLY.

. .
72\ SLY one drop of water at o time that had found
its way from the mighty ocean through the
dike, dnd was slowly wearing a little channel.
Only onc drop ! Yet if that little child in her morn-
ing ramble had not noticed it, who can tell what
terrible résults might have followed? The dam might
have been undermined, the district laid under water,
and many precious ‘lives have been lost.
Only a gentle breeze! But how many aching
brows hath it fanned, how many hearts cheered by its
gentle touch!

Only a frown! DBut it left a sad, dreary ache in

i that child’s heart, and the quivering lips and tearful

eyes told how keenly he felt it.

Only a smile! But it cheered 2 broken heart, and
kindled a ray of hope.

Only aword! Butit carried the poisonous breath of
slander, assailing the character. Oh, how it pierced
the lonely heart !

Only one glass! And how many have filled a
drunkard’s grave through its influence! How many
homes made desolate, how many bright anticipations
of a glad and happy future blasted by its influence.

Only a mound in the quict churchyard, and yet it
speaks volumes to the stricken oncs. Some home has
lost a light ; some home circle has a vacant chair!

Only a child, perhaps; yet * of such is the kingdom
of heaven.”

Only a cup of cold water given in the name of a
disciple, but it is not forgotten. Then toil on,
Christian ; yours is a glorious work ; hope on ever, for
yours is a bright reward.

Only one soul snatched from the ways of sin and
degradation through your feeble efforts, coupled with the
grace of God, wilbadd lustre to your crown of glory.

Only o lifetime ! A short day in which to prepare
for death. Let us, then, gird on the armour anew, and
press forward in the hope of abrighter hereafter, using
the weapons of prayer, lest we enter into temptation
and lose the rieh reward.

“IWho hath despised the day of small things?”

“He that is faithful in that which is least is faith-
ful also in much; and he that is unjust in the
least is unjust also in much.”
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THE STARTLED THIEF.
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“a “NVEAR,” says one, ““is the tax that Conscience
pays to Guilt.”

¢ Guilt,” adds another, “is to danger what
five is to gunpowder. A man need not fear to walk
among many barrels of powder if he have no five with
him.”

The following story illustrates the truth conveyed
in the text, that, while “the righteous are’” (or may
be) “bold as a lion,” “the wicked flec when no man
pursucth.”

A “certain farmer, on looking round his premises
one day, had reason to suspect that a quantity of hay
had been stolen from one of his barns.  Judging that
the thief would probably repeat the robbery, he
determined to watch his premises on the following
night.

Towards midnight, therefore, and when all around
was still, he took a dark lantern, and stationed him.
self in & corner of his stack-yard near the barn-door.
Ile had not long to wait. Stealthy footsteps were
heard approaching, and in another minute a man
passed by his hiding-place, and, applying a key to the
barn door, softly unlocked and opened it, and entered.

A few minutes later and the thief reappeared, with
a great bundle of hay, which, after re-fastening the
door, he was carrying away on his back. All this
the farmer saw plainly enough by the faint starlight,
though he himself, in his dark retreat, was unseen by
the thief.

184

And now a singular thought entered the mind
of the farmer, who was a bit of a humorist,
probably, as well as a good man, Instead of
arresting the thief (whom he recognised) in the
act and deed he was perpetrating, he would, in
scious guilt. Carrying out his sudden impulse,
ing the man and his load for a little distance,
and then quickly taking out the candle from his
dark Jantern, he stuck it into the hay, and then
as quictly retreated.

The night was still, and the candle burned
steadily for a moment or two; and then the
flame catching some of the loose hay, the whole
was in a blaze.

burden, but attributing it to supernatural causes,
the thief dropped his plunder, and ran away with
all the speed he could make—fear adding wings
to his flight, and peopling the empty void behind
him with imaginary pursuers.

So far satisfied with his experiment, and wait-

harmless blaze) retwrned to his house, and kept
the adventure secret even from his own family.

tress of mind, acknowledged his crime, and
besought forgiveness, saying that God's judg-
nment had overtaken him in the act of committing it,
and that firc from heaven had kindled the hay he
was carrying off on his back.

The farmer’s forgiveness was soon obtained on con-
dition that thethief would thereafter amend his doings.
Whether or not he, at that time, divulged his secret,
we do not know; but the story, when it gradually
became known, was told in proof of the proverb
already quoted—*The wicked flee when no man

pursueth.”
—

THOUGHTS FOR THE THOUGHTFUL.

— Great talkers are generally small doers.

—Ile who anticipates calamities suffers them twice
over.

—Death is like thunder in two particulars. We are
alarmed at the sound of it; and it is formidable only
from that which preceded it.

—The more ideas 2 man has of other things, the less
he is taken up with ideas of himself.

— Wit loses its respect with the good when seen in

company with malice.

—We cannot expect too little from man, nor too much
from God.

—God in Christ, as onc of old described Him, is “a
sea of sweetness without a single drop of gall.”
—QGod views effects in their causes, and actions in
their motives.

—To find God in every thing is one important means

of learning to find every thing in God.

another way, work upon his fears through con- ;.

There wanted nothing more.
Without waiting to investigate the cause of the
sudden illumination rest around him by his fiery :

ing to see if any further result would follow, |
the farmer (after extinguishing the hitherto :

A day or two later, however, he was waited on ¥
by his dishonest neighbour, who, in great dis-

i e i

he noiselessly stepped out of his corner, follow- -
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(NT was the general opinion of the inhabitants of | the meaning of the villagers; far from it. It was in
g}[%: the little village of Wexley that, search all the | reality their bad behaviour which carned for them
world over, no such boys as theirs could be | notoriety and fame. .
found anywhere. They were second to none. Neither, I must confess, were they far wrong in
But it was not that the boys of Wexley were | their estimate, for more mischievous, evil-disposed,
remarkably good and well-behaved. That was not | and shocking boys could hardly have existed. ‘
185
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One day they might be found in Farmer Twig's
orchard, stripping the trees of their fruit, their scouls
being posted at every point to give tho mnote of
alarm,

Another day they were vindictively pelting the
ducks as they swam peacefully about in the village
pond-—moving targets being more to their taste than
still ones.

The twilight hour, it scems, was a favourable one
for smashing windows in empty houses, for giving
runaway kuocks and rings, and. for frightening nervous
passers-by with uncarthly noises.

But the worst of all their mischievous pranks was *
their treatment of old Iarper, a well-known character |
of the village, who, besides having a bad temper, was
ceeentric to a degree,

Old arper and the boys were at daggers drawn,
and - aged war upon one another with blood-thirsty
energy ; the boys for the fun of the thing, the old
man in self-defence.

It was a cruel thing to treat a wellnigh helpless
old man as they did; and of all the proofs of the
badness of the Wexley hoys, this was one of the
strongest.

For instance, could they hide away his stick, they
were delighted ; for without his stick the old man was
completely helpless, and could scarcely budge an inch.

They were also exceedingly skilful in making ugly
faces, imitating his voice and walk, and givitg his
coat-tails sly pulls behind.

T question, howover, whether the old man’s fury
did not make matters worse, and whether, if he could
only have kept his temperinetead of using such violent
language and gestures, the boys would not have gob
tired of their sport.

One lad in Wexley, however, kept aloof from these
craelties, and not unirequently spoke out his mind to
the authors of them. A merry-hearted lad was Tom
Welshman, as sharp and playful as any, but with a
heart which would not harm a fly. DBut above all he
was a Christian lad, who had taken to heart his
mother’s dying request, and had chosen her Saviour to
be his Saviour too.

Tom had often theught about old Iarper—his
loneliness and his troubles, and, to tell the truth, had
prayed about him too.

“ If he only knew the Lord Jesus,” he used to say
{0 himself, “he would be able to keep his temper, and
the boys wouldn’t worry him so”

One Sunday afternoon, after schaol was over, Tom
was walking in the direction of the Portman Woods,
when whom should he sce coming towards him but
old Harper? Iere was an opportunity, he saw at once, ‘
of showing the old man that all the boys of Wexley
were not bad and cruel.

“I{ow do you do, Mr. Iarper?” he said, cheerily, |
across the stile which lay hetween them. '
But old Iarper was so suspicious that, instead of
answering the lad’s salutation, he raised his thick |
stick defiantly, and with 2 sharp look in his
eyes, said, “Drat 'em, if there aiw't another o’ them
boys. Get off with yer, or Tl knock yer brains ‘

out!”
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“It’s only me, Mr. ITarper. I ain’t one of the
boys you take me for. I'm one that don’t agreo with
their ways.”

The lad’s words and fone plainly reassured the old
man, for dropping his raised stick he moved towards
the stile with painful slowness, saying as he walked,
“Oh, them boys, them boys! They do worrit my
poor old life out.”

“ Let me help you over the stile, Mr. 1arper, you'll
find it pretty hard to manage it by yourself, I guess.”

“ Bless the Loy,” said the astonished old man,
standing stock still, and with his eyes opened as wide
as thoy could streteh.  “Bless the boy, but you ain’t
from these ’ere parts, are you?”

“Oh yes, Mr. Harper, I'm Tom Welshman, You
know Betty Welshman that died some months ago.
TI'm her son, you know.”

And now, with Tom’s help, the old man struggled
over, and was landed safely on the other side.

“You're the good son of a good mother,” said the
old man, putting hishand wpon Tom’s head. ¢ You'll
get on in the world, you will. One good turn
deserves another.”

And now Tom goes on his way rejoicing, fecling
all the better for his kind act, and wondering
how he could help the poor old man in & more
substantial way still. At last he said, “T’ve got
it. Tl go in and read to him. Y know he can’t
read.”

That very day week Tom Welshman might be seen
with a Bible on his knce in old Harper’s room, read-
ing of God’s love to poor sinners, and Christ's willing-
ness to save them.

“You'll come again, won’t you, lad? Il like to
hear more out o' that book, I would. It’s all strange,
but it’s very good.”

Again and again did Tom read, and with such
offect that he soon induced old Harper to attend the
house of God, and betier still, to feel an interest in
his own soul, and a strong desire to be in readiness
for the world beyond the grave.

Neither was it without practical results, for the
bad boys of Wexley soon found that somebody had
stepped in between them and their fun, for it was but
rarely now that he answered their ill-treatment with
threats and passionate looks; and, of course, this
enjoyment stolen. from them, they soon began to
give up their ill-treatment, for it wasn’t worth the
trouble now.

Neither was Tom’s conduct without effect on the
lads themselves, for more than one or two of them
began to feel ashamed of their wickedness and folly,
and strove to be more like Tom Welshiman ; which,
Tom seeing, he took them in hand, and helped them
not a little.

As for Tom, he was heard to say, a good many
yeavs later, when a prosperous man of Dusiness, that
all through life everybody scemed to be glad fo do
him a good turn, and to give him a lift on the way;
and he felt he counld trace therein the prophecy of old
Iarper, which he had never forgotten, that he
would “get on in the world,” and that “one good turn

deserves another.” Rev. Charles Courtenay.
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LAW AND GRACE.

and truth came by Jesus Christ.

The Law says, This do,
and thou shalt live,.—
Grace says, Live, and then
thou shalt do.

what thou owest.—Grace
says, I frankly forgive thee
all.
The Law says, The wuges
of sin is death.—Grace says,
The gift of God is eternal life.
The Law sayr, The soul that
sinneth it shall die.—Grace says,
Whosoever believeth in  Jesus,
though he were dead, yet shall he

* live ; and whosoever livoth and belicveth in Him shall
never die.

The Law pronounces condemnation and death.—

| Crace proclaims justification and life.

The Law says, Make you a new heart and a new

¢ spirit.—Grace says, A new heart will I give you, and

a new spirit will I put within you.

The Law says, Cursed is every one that continueth
not in all things which are written in the book of the
law to do them.—Grace says, Blessed is the man
whose iniquities are forgiven, whose sin is covered ;
blessed is the man to whom God will not impute
sin,

The Law says, Thou shalt love the Lord thy God
with all thy heart, and with all thy mind, and with
all thy strength.—Grace says, Herein is love, not that
wo loved God, bub that Ie first loved us, and gave
His Son to be the propitiation for our sins.

The Law speaks of what man must do for God.—
Grace tells of what Christ has done for man.

The Law addresses man as part of the old creation.
—Grace makes a man a member of the new creation.

The Law bears on a nature prone to disobedience.
—Grace creates a nature inclined to obedience,

The Law demands obedience by the terrors of the
Law.—Grace beseeches men by the mercies of God.

The Law demands holiness.—Grace gives holiness.

The Law says, Condemn him.—Grace says, Em-
brace him.

The Law speaks of priestly sacrifices offered year
by year continually, which could never make the
comers thereunto perfect.— Grace says, But this Man,
after He had offered one sacrifice for sins for ever, by
one offering hath perfected for ever them that are
sanctified.

The Law declares that as many as have sinned in
the Law shall be judged by the Law.—Grace brings
eternal peace to the troubled soul of every child of
God, and proclabns God’s truth in defiance of the
accusations of the wicked one. IIe that heareth My
word, and believeth on HMim that sent Me, hath ever-
lasting life, and shall not come into judgment (con-
demnation) ; but is passed from death unto life,

The Law says, Pay me |{.

SONG@ OF THE SOJOURNER.

piLonriM and & stranger.
I journey here below;
Far distant is my country,
The home to which I go.
Tlere I must toil and trave),
Oft weary and opprest,
But there my God shall lead me
To everlasting rest.

I've met with storms and danger,
E'en from my early years,
‘With encmies and conflicts,
With fightings and with fears.
There’s nothing here that tempts me
To wish a longer stay,
So I must hasten forward,
No halting or delay.

It is a well-worn pathway—
Many have gono before:
The holy saints and prophets,
The patriarchs of yore,

They trod the toilsome journcy
In patience and in faith;
And them I fain would follow,

Like them in life and death.

Who would share Abraham’s blessing
Must Abraham’s path pursue,
A stranger and a pilgrim,
Like him must journey through.
The foes must be encountered,
The dangers must be passed;
Only a faithful soldier
Receives the crown at last.

So I must hasten forwards—
Thank God the end will come ;
This land of my sojourning
Is not my destined home.
That evermore abideth,
Jerusalem above,
The everlasting city,
The land of light and love.

There still my thoughis are dwelling,
"Tis there I long to be:

Come, Y.ord, and call Thy servamt
To blessedness with Thee.

Come, bid my toils be ended,
Let all my wanderings cease ;

Call from the wayside lodging,
To the sweet home of peace!

There I shall dwell for ever,
No more a stranger guest,
With all Thy blood-bought children
In cverlasting rest.
The pilgrim toils forgotien,
The pilgrim conflicts d'er,
All carthly griefs behind us,
Eternal joys Lefore!
Hymns from the Land of Luther,
187
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Blessed Slorm! Precious Danger!

COMING TO HIMSELF.

E@nu,\' Newrox was a sad profligate——"an African
3y blasphemer,” as he used to say referring to his
= profanity when a trader in slaves on the Guinea

coast.  1f any man was mad with wickedness, it was

he.  His career of folly, vice, and impiety shows that
he was utterly beside himself.

e night, at sea, he went to bed, and was suddenly
waked up by the hillows breaking on board.  The
waves tore away the timbers; some of the sailors
set to baling out the watery; while others worked at
the pumps.
it, and told his companions that it wonld serve after-
wards for a subject over a glass of wine,

“ XN, it is too Iate now,” said one, with tears.  The
nadness was at its height, just as it was about to {ake
» turn. Newton was at the pump from three m the
marning till near noon.

At Jast he eaid, “If this will not dv, e Lord have
merey upon us 37 wnd then struek with his own wonls,
he asked himself, “ What merey ean there Le for
me ¥

After a little rest he returned to steer the ship.  #1 .

In the widst of the terror he laughed at

had here leisure and convenient opportunity for reflec.

tion. 1 began to think of my former religions profes-
sion, the extrmordinary tumns of my life, the calls, warn-
Ings, and delivernces 1 had met with, the Heentious

. was mad.

«ourse of my conversation, particularly my unparalicled -

188

efivontery in making the Gospel history the constant
suhject of profane ridicule. I thought, allowing the
Scripture premises, there never was or could be such a
sinner as myself ; and then, comparing the advantages
I had .roken through, 1 concluded at first my sins
were too great {o be forgiven.”

ile was coming to himself.  DBlessed storm ! precious
danger! to have awakened inchim such sevious thoughts.
There arose a gleam of hope; the ship was freed
from water.  “1 thought 1 saw the hand of God
displayed in our favour, and I began to pray. 1
coula not utter the prayer of faith. 1 could not draw
near to a reconciled God, and call Him Father. My
prayer was like the raven’s cry, which vet the Lord
did not disdain to hear” Tt was the beginning of a
complele change—the dawn of salvation’s day upon
the soul of the weather-beaten mariner. Mol sanity
was returning ; he was coming to his reason by degrees.
The dreadful tempest, the danger, the gaping gulf, and
the opening hell; had brought him to his senses,

The prodigal, in the pamble told by ¢ur Lord in
Luke xv,, ever since he had left his father’s house,
had been going morally mad.  As he wasted his
substance in riotous living, he was mad; as he spent
his money upon harlots, he was mad.  When he went
and hired himself to the citizen in the far country, he
When he would fain have filled his belly
with husks, he was mad. Sensuality is madness.
Intemperance is madness.  The waste of noble facul-

ey vt
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ties on sins and trifles is madness.  Avarice, as well
as wild extravagance, is madness.

As slaves of vice or of intellectual pride;. as
worldlings, digging in the carth for happiess; as
CGod-forgetting ones, who dream of perfectindependence,
we are not it our right minds.  We may be sound as
to some things; but as to these other things, these
greatest things, these spiritnal and divine things, we
are nob sound.

And now mark how the wandering of the prodigal
from himself began, Tt began with wandering from
his father.  The mad, degrading career of the profligate
commenced by his shaking off the control of home
government, sceking independence.  In seeking to be
a king he became a slave. When we cast off God
we lose owselves. TFar from 1lim we are beside
ourselves; for Jle is owr light, and we are dark
without Iim; e is oup law, and we are lawless
without Ilim; e is owr guide, and we wander
without Him.

The coming to oneself in this life is very different.
There is in it much of painfulness, but there is in it
more of merey. The prodigal had forsaken God, but
he has not been frrsaken by Him; no, not even in
that far land; for all the misery which has fallen on

.
!
¢

~ gets her things on.

him there was indeed an expression of God’s anger .

against sin, but at the same time of 1lis love to the
sinner.  1le hedges up his way with thoms that he
may not find his paths.
him that he may forsike it. In this way God
pusues is fugitives, summoning them bhack to
Himself in that only langnage which now they will
understand.  1e allows the world to make its bondage
hard to them, that those whom e is about o deliver
may at kst cry {o Ilim by reason of their bitter
bondage.

And then comes the vow, “I will arise.” Why
tarry any longer in thy wretchedness and thy rags,
while there is promise of a Father's merey 2 Why

tarry in the far country, at a distanee from im, when . ¢

every moment’s tarrying is a moment added fo thy
misery?  Why tarry, since to do so adds sin to
sin? It is the resolve at once of faith and hope,
of duty and of wisdom, “1 will arise, and go to
my father.”

The reception of the humbled sinner is like that
of the prodigal. e is clothed in the robe of the
Redeemer’s righteousness, made partaker of the Spivit
of adoption, prepared hy peace of conscience aml Gospel
grace to walk in the ways of holiness, and feasted
with Divine consolations; while the whole family of
God rejoices at his being restored as a child {o his
Father's house, and recovered from the death of sin
to the life of righteousness.  1lis heavenly Father
puts him in full possession of all the blessings of is
salvation, seals him with the Spiril of adoption,
comforts him beyond his laugest hopes. e is en-
courged and even constrained by redeeming’love to
walk with pleasure in the ways of holy obedience.

“* Return, O wandcrer, retum,
And seck an injured Father's face:
Those wann desires that in thee burn
Were kindled by recluiming grace.

He makes his sin bitter to |
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Return, O wanderer, retum,

And seek a Father's melting heard
Whose pitying eyes thy grief di~cemn,
Whose huand can heal thy inwmid smart,
Retumn, O wanderer, 1cturn,

Ie heard thy deep, repentant sish;
e saw thy softencd spirit mouy,
When no intruding ear was nigh.
Return, O wanderer, return,

Thy Saviour bids thy spirit live:

Go to His bleeding feet, and learn
Iow freely Jesus can forgive.

Retwin, O wanderer, return,

-And wipe away the failing teny;

*Tis God who says—XNo longer monrn ;
"Lis JMerey®s voice invites thee n.ur,

— ) ) w—

A BRAVE GIRL.
(:;’S

“ g1, daddy ! called a clear, girli-h voice.

s &7 g P .

¥ Yes, Lindy ; what’s wanted 1”

"R« A\Tother wants to know how long il he
fore yow're ready.”

“Qh, tell her I'll be at the door by the time she
Be sure you have the butter and
egas all veady o put into the waggon.  We're makin’
too late a start to town.”

Julter and eggs, indeed ! As if Lindy nceded 2
reminder other than the new dress for which they
were to be exchanged.

“Llmer and 1 can go to town next time, can’t we,

¢ mother 7% she asked, entering the house.

“Yes, Lindy, I hope so,” wa: the reply. “Dut

. dow’t bother me now ; your father is coming already,

and I havenw't my shawl on yet. Yes, Wilbur, ’m here.
Just put this butter in, Lindy ; VIl cary the eggs in
my lap. Now, Lindy, dow’t let Elmer play with the
fite or run away.”

And in a2 moment more the heavy lumber waggon
rattled away from the door, and the children stood
gazing after it for awhile in a half-forlorn manner.
Then Lindy went in to do her work, Elmer resumed
his play, and soon everything was moving along as
cheerfully as ever.

After dinner Elmer went to sleep, and Lindy, feel.
ing rather lonely again, went out of doors for a
change. 1t was a warm autwmnal day, almost the
perfect counterpart of a dozen or more which had
The sun shone brightly, and the hot
winds that swept through the tall gmss made that

" and all else it touched so dry that the pmiric seemed

like o vast tinder-box. Though her parenis had but
laiely moved {o this place, Lindy was accustomed to
the prairics. She had been born on them, and her
cyes were familiar with nothing clse ; yeb as she stood
to-day with that brown, unbroken expanse rolling
away before her until it reached the pale bluish-grey
of the sky, the indeseribable fecling of awe and
terrible solitude which such a scene often inspires in
onc not familiar with it stole gradually over her.
But Lindy was far {oo piactical to remain long under
such an influence. The chickens were “ peeping ”
Toudly and she remembered that they were still with-

oul their dinner.
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As she passed round the corner of the house with a
dish of corn in her hands the wind almost lifted her
from the ground. It was certainly blowing with
greater violence than during the morning.

Great tumblo weeds went flying by, twmning over
and over with almost lightninglike rapidity ; then,
pausing for an instant’s xest, were caught by another
gust and carried along mile after mile until some
fence or other obstacle was reached where they could
pile up in great dvifts and wait until a brisk wind
from an opposite direction should send them rolling
and tumbling all the way back. DBut Lindy did not
notice the tumble weeds. The dish of corn had
fallen from her hands and she stood looking straight
ahead with wide-open, terrified eyes.

What was the sight that so frightened her ?

Only a line of fire below the horizon.  Only a line
of fire with forked flames darting high into the air
and a cloud of smoke drifting away from them. A
heautiful relief this bright, changing spectacle from
the brown monotony of the prairie.

But the scene was without beauty for Lindy. Iler
heart had given one great bound when she first saw
the red line, and then it scemed to cease beating.  She
had seen many prairie fires; had seen her father ad
other men fight them, and she knew at once the dan-
ger her home was in.  What could she, a little girl,
do te save it, and perhaps herself and her little brother
from the destroyer which the south wind was bringing
straight towards them ?

Only for a moment Lindy stood, white and motion-
less; then with a bound she was at the well. Her
course was decided upon. If only time and strength
were given her! Drawing two pails of water she
laid a large bag in cach, and then getting some matches
hurried out heyond the stable.  She must fight fire
with fire. That was her only hope; but a strong,
experienced man would have shrunk from starting
a back-fire in such a wind.

She fully realised the danger, but it was a possible
cscape from otherwise inevitable destruction, and she
hesitated not an instant to attempt it. Cantionsly
starting a blaze, she stood with a wet bag ready to
smother the first unruly flame.

The great fire to the southward was rapidly
approaching. I’rairic chickens and other birds, driven
from their nests, were flying over, uttering distressed
crics.  The air was full of smoke and burnt grass, and
the crackling of the flames could plainly be heard. It
was a trying moment. The increased roar of the ad-
vancing fire warned Lindy that <he had but very little
time in which to complete the circle around house and
barn; still, if she hwried oo much she would lose
control of the fire she had started, and with it all
hope of safety.

The heat was intense, the smoke suffocating, the
rapid swinging of the heavy bag most exhausting, but
she was unconseious of these things. The extremity
of the danger inspired her with wonderful strength and
endurance.  Instead of losing courage, she increased
her almost superhuman exertions, and in another brief
interval the task was completed.  None too soon cither,
for the swiftly advancing column had nearly reached
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the wavering, struggling, slow-moving line Lindy had
sent out to meet it.

It was o wild, fascinating, half-terrible, half-beauti-
ful scene.  The tongues of flame leaping above cach
other with airy, fantastie grace scemed, cat-lke, to toy
with their victims before devouring them,

A sudden violent gust of wind, and then with a
great ecrackling roar the two fires met, the flamnes
shooting high into the air as they rushed together.
For one brief glorious moment they remained there,
Lapping the air with their fierce hot tongues; then,
suddenly dropping, they died quickly out; and where
an instant before had been a wall of fire was nothing
now but a cloud of blue smoke rising from the black-
cned ground, and here and there a sickly flame
finishing an obstinate tuft of grass. The fire on each
side meeting no obstacle swept quickly by, and Lindy
stood gazing spell-bound after it as it darfed and
flashed in terrible zig-zag lines farther and farther
away.

#Qh, Lindy " called a shiill little voice from the
house. Elmer had just awakened.

“Yes, I'm coming,” Lindy answered, turning.  But
how very queer she felt!  There was a roaring in her
cars louder than the fire had made; everything
whirled before her eyes, and the sun seemed suddenly
{o have ceased shining, all was so dark. Reaching
the house by a great cffort she sank, faint, dizzy, and
trembling upon the bed by her brother's side.

Elmer, frightened and hardly awake, began to cry,
and as he never did anything in & half-way wmanner,
the result was quite wonderful. His frantic shricks
and furious cries roused his half-fainting sister as
cffectually as if he had poured a glass of brandy be-
tween her lips.  She soon sat up, and by-and-by colour
began to return to the white face, and strength to the
exhausted body. Ier practical nature and strong will
again asserted themselves, and instead of yielding to o
fecling of weakness and prostration she tied on her
su-bonnet fimnly and gave the chickens their long-
delayed dinner.

bt when, a half-hour later, her father fownd her
fast asleep with the glow from the sky reflected on

her weary little face, hie looked out of the window for a -

moment, picturing to himself the terrible scenes of the
afternoon, and then down at his daughter.
girl ! hie murmured, smoothing the yellow hair with

his hard, brown hand—“a brave girl ! God bless her!”

From St. Nicholas,
- T—

THE EYE OF FAITH.

\é uie other day I took my seat in a mailway carriage
t_ﬁ by the side of an old man, who, as 1 presently
= observed, was blind.

questions, I fell into conversation with him, and was

blind.  is sun went down while it was yet the hey-
day of boyhood with him. In the midstof his frolics
when a lad, he burst into the kitchen, overtumed a
vessel of hoiling water, and was so badly scalded that
his life was despaired of.  1Ie wasrestored tolife, but
not light.

“ A brave -

Upon hisasking me some

———
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Jjoy even {o the most sorrowful.

FRIENDLY

Never since, not for these sixty years, has he looked
upou the green fields, or the beautiful flowers, or the
starry sky.  Tor these sixty years “the glory of the
morning and of the evening ” have been hidden from
him.  Tor these years he has been groping his way
over the path of human life, and the world has seemed
te him as dark mounfains upon which his feet have
often and often stumbled.

I was decply touched by the old maw’s story, as
well as by his countenance, which, though sad, was
not altogether without a lock of cheerfulness and sub-
mission, Ile wasg, alas, poor as well as blind. He
was dependent on the charity of relatives little betier
off than himself. le was once young and healthy
and hopeful. e is now old, decrepit, and dependent,
and—warse than all—blind.

Was there nothing, then, that I could do for this
poor blind man? Yes, there is onc consolation
possible to all.  The name of Jesus can give peace and
IIis grace can bind
up the broken heart; I could speak to him of the
Saviowr. So breaking in upon the old man’s sorrow-
ful words—* Both eyes gone, both eyes gone!” X

. said, “Dut you have one cye left.”

e was silent for a moment, so was I. Then he

- turned half toward me with a very puzzled expression
" of countenance and slowly replied, “One cye left!

~make fun of me, would you?

Why, what do you mean?  Surely you would not
What do you
men??

“T mean the Eye of IFaith.”

The effect was instantaneous and electrical.

GREETINGS.
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I shall ¢

. never forget it. The wrinkled face beeame rmdiant °
" mother, “{o prove the very serious existence of Giant

with joy, though the voice was tremulous that replied,
“Yes, oh yes, I have that eye left! Without that
should Be Llind indeed. Sometimes, when all the

§ clearly that all sadness and loneliness are forgotten. 1

think of Jlis words ‘I wm the Light of the Wor'd;
he that followeth Me shall not walk in darknes , but
shall have the light of life.””

*And perhaps you can see all the better with that
eye because of having no other?

“Yes, oh yes, 1 do believe it. Ol yes, blessed be
aur heavenly Father, we ave not totally blind while we

i world is dark around me, I scem to see my Saviour so

D T T . -
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GIANTS TO FIGHT.

wisnt I were a knight, and could
kill some great giant,” said
Frank, after a long conver-
sation with his mother on
the knights of the olden
time and the giant-killers of other
days,

“Well, you can be, Frank, I
am sure,” said the lady. * There
are still giants to be fought.”

“Where are they, and where
will T get suitable armourt”
he asked.

My son,” replied his mother, “there is the giant
of sloth, the giant of impatience, the giant of revenge,
and many other very ugly monsters against whom
you might wage unceasing warfare.”

“Oh, but they ave only imaginary gianis, and I do
not feel so anxious to engage in imaginary warfare.
I want to do real fighting, mother;” and I'rank gave
an imaginary sword-thrust at an imaginary foe.

“ Are you quite sure about the imaginary nature of
your giants 7" asked the mother. “It is not many
days since a smaller boy than you came to his mother
in anything but imaginary dread. Ifis brother had
threatened to do him grievous injury because he had
meddled with some of that brother’s curiositics. I
thought then that Giant Revenge was anything but an
imaginary being.

“T might relate an incident,”

continued the

Sloth, while it is only yesterday that a son of mine
bid fair to be carried captive by Giant Impatience.
Perhaps you happen to remember a certain boy who

" exclaimed quite fretfully, ¢ Oh, I do so hate Latin ; I

wish Tatin had never been invented,” and the Latin
grammar was shut up in a manner that added decided
emphasis to the remark.”

“There’s another thrust abt me,” said Frank.
“T'pon my word, one would think I was the giant,

* mother, and that you was the giant-killer, intent

have that one eye left; and we e see Iim all the !

hetter when we can see nothing but Iim,

© 4 thankful we should he for the Eye of Faith!”

s,

A old blind man's smile.
“§ writings of all the infidels do not disturb me while the -
‘Ftrustful reverence of the okl blind man’s words is
Nor will I, can I, doubt

——————— e~

And the venerable man drew his right arm across

his sightless eyes, from which the tears were flowing

§ rapidly ; but they were tears of gratitude and joy.

I heard, in his few happy wonds, the most con-
clusive of sermons on the “Xvidences of Christianity.”

Oh, how
. knight and a hero, that I thought I should like to

H
Y

upon slaying me.”
“Not at all, my son; I do not wish even {o wound
your feclings ; but you scem so desirous to become a

show you how casily you could enter upon a warfare
in which all your bravery and martial feeling will be
needed to ensure youwr triumph.  You remember the
description of the Cluistian’s avmour, *Stand, there-

" fore, having your loins girt about with truth, and

All the sncers of all the seeptics cannot have the -
weight of an atem with me in comparison with the

All the cavils in all the

treasured up in my memory.
our capacity to look within the veil, and to feel
asstred of the light and rest that vemain there for the
followers of our Lord, while it is given us to sce
with “The Eye of Faith?

having on the breastplate of rightcousness; and your
feet shod with the preparation of the gospel of peace ;
avove all, taking the shicll of faith, wherewith ye
shall be able to quench all the fiery darts of the
wicked.”

®3Well, I must try, mother—indeed, I must—to

. attack these great giauts, and I remember just now
" the words failier so often quotes: ¢Ile that is slow to

anger is betfer than the mighty, and he that ruleth
his spirit than he that {aketh a city.” ¥
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NEARER.

"\:f:m: Like is near—its water's sleeping

‘&’5 Glassy and still and sweet ;

=" Or cdse in gentlest vipples creeping
Upwards to lave our feet,

Yet nearer than the blue waves play,

Is God's great luve to us to-day.

The sicatus are nwar—as onward ever

- The torrent rushes on;

Lach noment fresh, aet staying neven
Anather, yet the same;

But nearer still that stream Divine,

Ready to Sl your heart and miane.

The hills are near—as if they waited
Sume message o impart:

Su still and solemn, as if freighted
With Dblessings to our hearts;

Neares, yeb nearcr, cvery hour,

(O Saviour’s presonee and His power.

Weany one, thar kit nabwe teach thee,
Thou att not ieft alone;

And Gul's own voice through nature reach thee,
With lessons of Iis own—

Of love and tenderness and care,

Whidi He Liath meant it to declare.
MOE. 0.

— i —

DO YOU READ THE B/BLE?'

@\\o Mongol ‘Tarlars came from the frontier of
a9 China to St. Petershwry, that they might learn
Europran manners.  During their residence
there thoy were asked by a CGerman missionary to
assist him in tmanslating the New Testament into their
language ; and they then came every day to spend
=ome time in his study.

When the work was finished, and the book lay on
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the table, the two Tartars remained grave and silent.
The pastor inquired the reason, and was rejoiced to
find that they had becume converts to Christianity.
“We have studied,” said they, ¢ in vur own country
the sared bouks of the Chinese, and the more we
read, the more vbseure they sevmed ; but the more we
reald the Gospel, the more casy and simple we find it,
till it has scemed as if Jesus Clirist imsedf con-
descended to converse with us.” -
1low is it, then, that you who have been burmn and
brought np in the midst of Cliristian vilization fiml
so much obscurity in the Dible?  Derhaps, disdaining
that which is plain, you have curivusly sought vut the
difficult passages, and, being wiable to explain them,
have complained that the whole Bible is beyoud your
comprehension.  You have thus committed a double
crrar.  Tivst in using the Dible as if it were o buok of
problems intended culy to flatter your vanity, and alsy
in neglecting the more for the less important. To
whom shall I compare you? You are like a man with

- abundance of wholesome food at hand, yet dying of

_ serions examination.

hunger because he is obstinately determined to eat
only extraordinary viands.

Let us remember adways that the chief thing is a
sincere and willing heart.  Without this, that which
is most Jear becomes dark, and the “light of the
morning,” according to the expression of Job, *is
turned into the shadow of death.” When the heart
stands in the way of the mind, covering it with a
thick veil, that it may give itself up scewrely toits |
own ciil passions, there is no longer anything plain i
the Bible. A discased eye closes itself to the 1mys
of the sun, and woull rather see nothing than he
hurt by the light of day. Is it that the sun is dark-
ened 7 No, it is the eye which is at fault. Do you
desive {o penetrte into the true meaning of the Bibled
Ask God to make you love if, and mc]mc your heart
to obey it.  Then you will understand it, and as you
understand it you will love it more and more.

In reviewing your objections, not one will bear a
You would noet have courage to
defend them before your own conscience when it is
calm and unprejudiced. You would not mention them
on your dying bed, for in the face of death you would
have some regard fol the truth.  You could not repeat
them before the sovereign Judge; for God, who never
ltes, will not permit a lic in His presence.

Oh, my fellow-pilgrims on earth, I entreat you all,
do not flatter yourselves any longer with these wvain
subterfuges.  Read the Scriptures ; read them regularly,
for they are they which testify of Christ. Whether
you read the ible or not, it will still be whatitis, the

y infallible Word of God.

Whether you acquaint yourselves or not with the
truths it reveals, it is this Word which will judge you
at the last day. You can, if you arc so determined,
forget the Bible, but you cannot destroy it.  You can

. twrn a deaf ear 1o it when it erics, Be converted, or

you will perish ! but you cannot, if not converted,

, eseape the terrible punishment which it denounces

Here blessing and cursing, life and death, are pw
before you; and God, in His infinite compassion, gives
you time to choosec.




