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 Buds and  Blossoms

Friendly Greetings,

“Israel shall blossom and bud and fill the world with fruit”
VouX—No.2 | FEBRUARY, 1886. { Waiorz No. 110,

g\;

e o\

Ribbon of Blue Gospel Temperance Notes.

The other day visiting a sick man, ho said : “ Don't
be discournged, keep at it, only think if one is saved.
I thank @God for your first ribhon of blue meeting, it
did me more good than anything else in my life. 1
pinned on the blue, thank God, it and the Gospel of
His grace saved me.” Keep at it, don’t he dis-
couraged. Yes, that is the secret of success in every
good cause. A great deal has been done during the
last few years in temperance work, but a great deal
yet remains to be done. We believe in the prin-
ciple involved in the saying of Sydney Smith, when
Ifo romarked: that the tnan who first gave a truth to
the world was not 8o much a distoverer as he who,
rapeated it until he obliged a poople to' heat it So
with the workers in the temperance camse. Sir
Wiifrid Lawson recently said the motto of the dsy
should be:

«Early to bed and early to rise ;
Woar the Blue Ribbon and advertise,”

Yes let us advise and advertise. Let us continu-
ally set forth the evils of intemperance, and the
blessings lost thereby in national and home-life.

A great deal is heard at present about the “Irish
Question,” but when it was horne in mind that the
drink bill of Ireland amounts annually to two and a

half milliens more than the whole of the rentals af’

Ireland, it is plainly evident where the shoe really
pinched. Sweep away the liquor traffic from the
Emerald 1sle there would a# once be peace and pros-
perity. :

Mr Thompson writes in an exchange: The federal
statistics show that there are in the United States
“B00,000 persons daily incapaciated for labor by
reason of Hiquor.” This number includes the drunk-
ards. the insane, the criminals and paupers dragged
down to these classes by the direct and recogmzed
influence of using intoxicating drinks. At 31 a day
in g year of 300 Jdays these 600,600 persons, placed
hors du travail by the drinking hatat, could have
earned 21R0.000 000, which, added w the other
totals of money coct, and the luss of the service of
army of makers and e llers, estunating these services
on the wage Yaciy on'y, anwunt to the aguregate of
of $1,171,291,518 per annum.

¢ This vact cuni, is §23 par capita for every mam,
woman and child in the countsy It §s nearly equal
to nur gnld, silver and paper circulston cvmbiued.
Tt wonld taild and equip 20,000 mles of ratlroad ;
pay the cast of the public schuuls for fifteen years;
erect and maintain 12,000 colleges; sead out and
support 1,200,000 missionaries; pay the entire
national debt of the country, national, state and
municipal, in less than four years; construct 600
firstclass ocean steamers ; erect and maintain 3,750
hospitals, libraries or homes for the aged; provide
one-third of the people in the United States with
homesteads of 160 acres each; run the post office
department tbr thirty-four years; support the navy
for seventy-five years; pay our foreign consular ser-
vice for 1.625 years; purchase,at $7 a barrel 167,
327,359 barrels of flour, and pay the salary of the
President of the United States for 23,125 years.”

We would call cur readers attention to the thrill-
iny words of the N. Y. Tribune: * No government
can set aside this subject of drinking. Despotic Russia
and Republican Ameriea must both face it. For
the evil is too enormous and atrocious to be hid.;.
too destruotive and oyclonic éo be regulated ; too
insolent to be endured ; t00 cruel not to excie in-
dignation. Tt is true that the capital and influenco
invested in its defence are enormous and potent, but
humanity and God are against it. Childhood and
womanhood out of the depths lift up holy hands
agninst it, and the “irrepressible conflict” must go
on until our statesmen shall daie to assail in our
halls at Woshington any evil or monstrous wrong
that is destructive to national welfare.”

Why not sign the Pledge for Your Own Sals—
Have others no claim upon you. Ifon the side of
God and temperance, lot us resolve wo will not be
disopuraged, but will wear our blue, aud keep at i}
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The Regions Beyond.

HE surrender of Burmah to the British
» has opened wide the door for which Chris-
tians generally, and the American Baptists

£ Judson went to Ava. God has now answer-
% ed these prayers and thrown open o country

% of & hundred and ninety thousaad square
“~  miles, and Letween four and five millions
of people for immcdiate pussession, what an oppor-
tuuity for the work of evangelizativn and civilization
of this vast host and country for God. The whitened
harvest field calls for an enthusiastic response of
workers and means. It will pay to go up and possess
this goodly land. Then the Irrawaddy River shall
be a grand gospel highway.

From a report of the Church of England Missionary
Meeting held recently in Oxford, England, we clip and
cull some of the very interesting and instructive
thoughts and descriptions thrown out by various
speakers respecting England’s responsibilities to India,
and 1ts Juud el and denand as & tield for missionary
oprliativns,

Miss Hewlett, who was about to return to Irdia,
addiessing the mecting, sad .

*India had a claimn upon them as subjects of Queen
Victung, because the young men of Indin were rising
in these days to a puitt of education and civilizativa
and iutercourse with other nations which was quite
remarkable, which was goiug on as rapidly as pussible
for any serzes of changes to go on, and thuse young
men were going to be the statesmen of India some
day, those young men were going to Le the judges of
India svwe day, and not only the judges of India, but
judges of British subjects in India. Everything
puinnted in that direction.  India had a cluim upun
them as a country, and, with its 125 millions of
female subjects, it has a claim upon tham as wotuen,
aud Wll)? Bevause thuso millivns of fuinaies, whe
would take sumewhere gbout 230 to 25U years to pass
before their eyes minute by minute, if they were to
walk through that rooume—a long durk string— were
in ignorance, in sorrow, destitute of comfort, and
without any hope for the future. Therefore India
bud o claii Upulh cyvely Chaistians wowan who was
able to stand up to do anything to help the liberty of
the Gospel, which had made England and England’s
woinenn what they were.  India bad o stiong Jaim
upun all Christians , upun every oue who named the
name of Christ India had a stiong claim, for India,
with all its enlightaeat and all its 1idhes, and with
all of wlich they as a country aght justly be so
proud—for India was not a country of savages or of
people who k.ew nothing—with all its grandeur and
riches, was in heathen and Mohammedan darkuess ,
they knew not that Christ Jesus was waiting to save
thum aud biess thoue  They huew ity and thescfure
Judia hed a caim upon them as Chistians.  Tnholy
hume, unhappy women these were the results of
Mobammedanisng,  Of course it was nonews to thon
thut Mobammedan womwen, trom the lughest runk,
except princesses, down to the lowest, (xcept thuse
who were obliged to go vut to carn their lving, wese
kept shut up in their own apartments. This very
fact was 50 great that no one ought to fail to grasp it
or try to understond what it was for millions .of

women to be shut up without any possibility of sce-
ing the outside world. Mohammedanism had brought
these things into India, the natlives had learned the
fashion of keeping their ladies, who professed to be
ladies at all, with the exception of princesses, strictly
secluded. The ladies who were kept secluded were
absolutely prohibited from having any doctor, unless
their doctor be also a lady.

The only thing that women in India could do ina
sick room was to make a great noise, and all these
things were intesified in the upper classes. The
pourer women were able to go to hospitals, if they
could get over their distaste of seeing a gentleman,
but the upper classes were left to themselves in sick-
ness, with no good cook, nurse or doctor at all. So
they had = pretty good idex, if 12 millious of women
and girls were left in this hopeless state, that it was
evident that they needed some doctors and nurses,
and that it was a ¢all upon every Christian woman to
send or provide what was needed. There they saw
one of the deadly influences of the Mohommedan
veligion, and there were thousands and thousands of
hives lost through it. There was another yet of
which she must speak. She daresay they had heard
that in Iudis it was the custom to marry the
chudren ; jt was the custom to make a contract of
marriage between babies, and she daresay tuat would
umhe them smile, but it was one of the curses of the
country, and let them thauk God that the Hindoos
thetsuives were now waking up to see that this kind
of thing would not do in lndia. Gentlemen had
themseives written to the English papers to ask that
something might be done if possible to alter this
terrible state of things. = Of course it was only one
here aud one there who had come to such & good state
of mind, for the' majority of the people thought
themwselves utterly disgraced if they had o girl over
ten who was not married. England ‘ought to do
something in this mattcr. "Suppose there was a con
truct of marriage butween a little Hindu Loy and a
httle Hindu girl, suppose the boy got the measles
and died, the girl was a widow -the little girl of a
yeat uld, six mouths old, ten years old, or what not,
was o widow, and then perhaps some of them would
say “Oh, they don’t understand, poor little things;
they have nune of the surrows of widowhood, they
don't know what it is,” and that their soirows com-
pared witl. people in this country were just nothing.
But fust of all the Jhild widow, or woman widow, in
India was aliowed only one course meal & day, and
that must generally be somebody else’s leavings; she
was unly allowed une course garment, and was treated
as the slave and outeast of the family, she was
ailowed no jewellery, which was a great deal to
Iudian women, no feasting, no pleasure, nothing in
life but a dreary prospect of guing on day after day
the slave and drudge of the family, and she used that
word slave in its fallest stnse. She did uct mesan
merely to do haid work, but a slave, body, svul and
spirit, and Lesides that these children were compelled
to fust twive in «yay month for 24 hows.  She had
been an eye witness of a child widow of five years
old crying to her mother for Lread or v.ater on a hot
duy, and the mothet had Leaten the Jhild and said,
*Dou't you know you are a widow, and fasting.’
Think of the wickedness of calling a child a widow,
and by the law of the country those widows might



BUDS AND BLOSSOMS.

never be re-married ; sho left that picture for men to
follow up, and she asked whother they did not think
thut the women of India, when they were widows,
had sorrow enough? The number of widows in
Bengal only—she could not give them ages, but
she had the numbers of litto widows under ten Yyeurs
of age in Bengal alone. Lot them try to think of
India geographically, and leave out the Punjab,
Bombay, South Indis, the North-West Provinces,
and first of all Bengal alone, and lei them try and
remember this stupendous fuct, that in Bengal alone
to-day upwards of 48,000 children under ten years of
age are called widows, A fow yewrs ago all these
children would have heen burnt on the funeral piles
of their husbands, but our Government, thank God,
was able to bring about a state of things that it was
now murder to burn a widow on the funeral pile of
her husband. People who did it could be tried for
murder, as in Eugland ; but while they thanked God
for that; the widow frequently said ‘Burn me, burn
me, death is better than that,’ and they were known
to poison themselves.”

Déear reader, we have made rather lengthy extracts,
hut the speech seemed so informing we thought well
to pass sowme of it on to our readeis. India is one of
the oldest, and at the same time one of the most -
portant of all our modern mission felds. It certainly
ig a great lelp in praying to have a definite aud well
informed idea of the work being done and the work
to be done in the world for Christ, and for which we
ought to pray.

"Facts and figures may well excite both our wonder
and our faith,

" It said that in India their are worshiped 33,000,-
000 gods, and that the story and history thereof is
too vilo for ears polite.

China’s 250,000,000 millivus LIy, CUME, GLVE.

Africa stands with open dooy, and every true
Christiun instead of being sutisticd with smgmg for
the stiving of ther own feehng, = [ell me the OId,
Old Story, should sing, Well tell the 0ld, Vld story
of Jesus and his Love, until curth’s remotess nation
has learned Messich s love,

Our Study Table Review Notes.

We have received from W. T. Fullerton, and J.
Manton Smith, through their publishiers, Pussmore &
Alabaster, London, Englaud, two daintily gotten
up volumes, ple: singly ornemented outside, but better
inkide; they are full of soul stirring  incidents,
* Frouded Palms,” by W. T. F allertun, is enriched
with many pen and picture illustrations of homely
and practical seripture truths.

Stray Leaces, from My Lye Storg.—By J. M.
Smith.  Is a short sketch of the writers spintual
expericnce, told to show forth the Love wherewith
Christ loved him,  1ts aim is to lead vthers to love &
Saviour so great aid gracious. 1t may avaken a
decper interest to know that these brethern ave
80ing to and fru preaching and singing the guspel ; they
are known as Pastor C. H. Spurgeon’s Evangehsts,
God Las very graciously used their services m
Englaud.

Betwean Two Opinions.— Pub. National Christian

Assoviation, Chicago, U. S. This is a new book

founded on fact, to show the evils of intemperance
and that the largor truer brothorhood of 1an exists,
should and must exist outside of secret organizations
banded for the good of the tew at the sacrifice, if
needs be, of the many, The band of truest union is
avoidance of all.appearance of evil, faith in God and
doing as one would bo dono unto by others. In fact
in trusting God and doing right, come what may.

Vick's Floral Guide.—Pub. Rochester, N. Y, Is
fairly a temptation to read. Its artistic arrangement
makes the catalogue interesting and creates o destro
to have and to grow plants and seeds so graphically
described,

The Christian at Work.—Pub, New York, is work-
ing as hard as ever to maintain its superiority. It
keeps and claims a front place in the list of weekly
family papers. It offers both in quantity and quality
as much as can be got anywhere for $3.00 a year.

The Cottage Hearth—Pub. 11 Bloomfeld Street,
Boston.  Price §1.50, is a strong claimant for family
and popular favour.

The Christian Nation.-——Pub. Tribunc Buildings,
N. Y. Isas fresh and full of pure wholesome read-
ing matter as at any time * its history. The editor
is surely makjug a place fu. himself ic. the heaits and
homes of the people.

The Christian Cynosure.—Pub. Chicago, U. .,
has o work which requires muci: giaco and fidely.
The battle agninst evil in any shape or form 1s
Christlike. "When on earth Jesus nover said, * wrap
it up, rathor, let there be light.”

21 Raglan Read,
Buhopton, Brixtol, England, Jan. lst, 1586,

Dear HHonored Brother in Christ :

It was a vory agreeable surpriso to me to reccivo last ycar's
Buds and Blossoms ; kindly sond mo this years as well, for which
and last yoars I sond 6s. 5d. in stamps. I ¢id not knew your
chrisuan nuwme or should havo scat an order, but 1 dare say you
will bo able tu cxchango fur cash. Iam very ploased with your
vory instructivo, cucouraging and attractive monthly. Everyono
I havo shown it to also havo tho same opinion. I trust the Dear
Mastor will enlargo your const hy giving you subscribers abun-
dantly, for surcly it wou'd encvarage you and yours, and bo for
His glory. Tam but a fecblo oLo in a'very small corner and .can-
not do in a hecuniary way what is in oy heart to do. I will shew
B. and B. to the brethron and sisters 1 am acquainged with as
woll as to the clorks .n the Tolegraph office whoro.l am engaged,
and T trust many will be induced to take it in, . I bog, however, to
offor you my services in tho way of writing. If I could bo of any
use to you. I can writo raprdly (also shorthauds. I would do
grutuitvusly anything fur tho . urd—th.sugh you~mth pleasare.
T am in fellowship with M BMuller {tho orphanago dvubtless, you
have heard ofi who is now on a preaching tour in Ginada. It is
80 oncouraging to seo tho Lord’s ohildren makingknown the same
blessod sumplo Guspol truths which have *-made us froe,” 1na
distant part of the world, and fighting tho samo dreadful fve. *‘In
due timo wo sball roap, if we faint not.” T take in *‘The
Christian,” a weokly. Porhaps it may bo of servico to you if I
svad it occasionally, aftor read by my frionds, I behove 1o the
~“renlation of Gagpet tracts, T commeonced some 3 Yoars ago (o
send littlo packets containing shout 5 assorted tracts 2 leaflets
and a booklet through tho § post, and havo heard of blessing.
Altkuagh o¢ une, but 1 or 2 friends, knows who rent by. 1 send
2 dozen weekly and tho total number has now reached over 2,000,
T have n6t missed this Iittlé much, and ifit is instrumental in the
Lord’s hands of saving but ono goul I shall havo somothing to bo
thaohfal for thr aghuat otornity. 1 doubt not £. and B. have
thue been used and wilt yet be used more. Your - Flowor
Mission *’ is so nico too. I do hope the Lord will bless you and
mako you astilt greator biessiag. I will ondoavor to remombor
Jou bufure the viitune of graco sda my dear wito atso will.

With kind regargs, wishing you a very happy ond prosperous

Now Year, T romain
Yours in the living Ono,
E. Hawriys.

DU i
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Tome Gircle.

Time flies, is an adage almost worn out with ropetition. But
it i3 only a3 wo noto tho flight of minutos, hours, days, weoks,
months and years, wo loarn how quick its flight. Tho thought it
is timo to got another months’ copy ready for the printer and
roador stirred tho thought anothor month has gone. flow, to
what purposo has it beon spont? Friend consider, Time 1os,
Time 1o, aud quickly spoods the Tinie, tchen Time shall be no
more. Now is tho accopted Time 1f wo would work for Jesus.

When wo pen our notes it is with a domire to praise tiod from
whom all blessings fluw, and te record as a wiso recordor, tho evl-
dences of tho continued goodness, grace and holp of our dod, It
may bo intoresting to our many readers to know that wo have
tried to do our work in faith and to look specially to God fur the
means needed to sustain and carry on tho verious interests in
connection.with Christ’s causo committed to our charge. The
church work proper is sustainod by the weokly voluntary free-
will offorings of tho people, who meot and worship ut the Taber-
nsele. These oleven years and moro it has beon left to tho con-
scienco of tho givers, whether they would rob God, or cast ‘nto
tho treasury as tho Lord prospered thom, and in mcasurc as his
word demands.

Often with a changing ocongrogation made 1p largely of passing
strangors, the faithful fow, pot rich 1 this world’s goods, bave
had theiwr faith tried by. the out-look, and have beon tempted by
outsiders to do as wo do and keep & check for wot Sundays, ote.,
to keop delinquents up to the mark. But through a year, which
in tho boginning secmed destined to try us above that wo were
able, tho Lord has proved tho true helper, and our treasuror's
financial roport cnables us to raise another Ebenezor, and to say
all theso years our tod has supplied vur gecd. Uften we hoar tho
wish expressod would (tod, we could ariseand build the upper
structuto, espeeially now that the temporary rool begins to leak.
Is it to stir our energics and faith. We are too poor, but our
God is rich, wooften think, he may use Buds as a modium of
finding ard communicating help unto us, At least every reador
can pray for the work, and in Some measure work to this end.

TREASURER'S REPORT.
The Tabernaocle Treasurer’s Roport for six months onding Doc.
31, 18853.

Running Expense Fund.
Cash in hand in this furd per statemont rondered Juno
veeees S317 84

Cash recoived Sabbath collections.. . 57320
Procceds Strawberry fostival...... e 72 80

100 00

823 19
8240 65

Wave Ofring. . ccrsetee ceose trassstiessentsssnnsssnanens sones

Total oash paid out of this fund six months Dec. 81, 85,
Cash balanco in hand Peg. 31, 18R5...cee criceeercersssreereens
’ Building Fund.

Cash in this fund per statemont rondored June 30, 1885.. 8347 80
Cash roceived six months gnding Deg. 30, 1885.1imeepecenss 205 00

Total cash in hand Dee, 31, 1885.cceincrrinvncicsasngernres. $552 80
Communion Fund.
Cash in this fund per statement rondored June 30, 1865.. §119 40

(_:a.sh recoived six months to Dee. 31, 1885..viniceiiiieniinnn 22 10
! . 8141 50

Cash paid out;g‘rf t})iﬂ fund six months Dee., 31, 1885...... 41 50
[ —

Cash inhand Dees 31, 1885.ccueismrreianrunsersssmmsssmmmummmssnas .. $100 00
e <= Home and Foreign Mission. Fund. . -

Cagh c¥Méoted siz mionths oudivg Dec 31; 1685.... . 81573

TR T AT T e e v e TN A R vy,

Ttal,dash'SA Bahid 1 aIT Tdnds Dec. 31,°1885...050%
Tarding oxponse Pudie. it di .. il
Building fund....... -

Communion fund .
Mission fundieieeees

Total cash in hand in all funds Dee, 31, 1885.cciceeesrecnes $909 18
The statoment bas been audited and found correot.
[Signed] Cyrug HuzLy.
’ Jonr GasToOX.
Witniax T. Fraxcis.
Auditors.

Respectfully submitted.
: WiLLias Davizs,
urer.

Buildina Fund, Cash recejoed for lofs. We still havo o lot of
lotp for salg; Tt will bo rememborod o year ogo it was

decided and dotermined to got rid of debt on tho lot, so as to be
froe of ground ront, By plan tho lot was divided into 600 lots to
bo gold at $5.00 o lot, this would ﬁ” off tho $3000 owing. This
is the moaning of our menthly acknowledgoment of lots sold, will
you not take alot and sot us frce. e can then lot a larger
shuro of our liberality go into othor channels. R

Recoived forlots during tho mouth por J. F. Avery from a
widow, J. G., $5.00; Aron Hubloy, $4.00 per Graco Muhlig for:
Infant olass, $5.00.

Mr. C. Hubloy, 35.00, per J. K. Hubley, Abbis Glawson, $5.00

-Miss Salsman, 85.00, por W. Davis, from Chambors Blaknoy, for

two lots, $10.00, and also $1.60 for fotoign missions. When asked
how could you afford and manago to grve so muoh, the brother said,
I bavo a box and drop iu- & little every now and then for this
special objoot.

Encouragement.—~On Jan. 10th, it was the pastor's privilego to
baptiso a young man whoso father-and methor, and grandfather
and grandmother ho had proviously buptised. It was ne small
ploasuro to extend the right handof fellowship te eno of the third
generation,

Friendly greetings and words wchick ckeer.~It gives us plea aro
to find that our words a~d work arcso highly valuoed and estcomed
by othors. 1t was speoially comforting to hewr that B. and B.
had beon directly instrumental in leading one to'Christ, it gives
now impulso for this serriee. Tho now year especially #ith on-
larged effort 18 a timo of testing to faith, do-ht seith, perhaps
many will not ronew. Thon again, how do you expoot to get
oneugh now subscribers to recupe tho outlay. Thank God if wo
do not succoed wo shall feel disnppointed, for we have in faith
planned tocxpect and oxpend from the ircome of Budseven more
than 1n the past. Te this ond wo would ask your prayers and
efforts. Fur should our way prosper we want torun the Mission
press moro tixisyear. Had we sufficient meaus we think we soo
the way for enlargement of our service in Christ's Kingdom. Wo
thank all who, by pre-paymont and scuding 81.00 for Buds and
Blostoms aro helping us to this ond. We orodit thom with 250.
oach to our froe issue and Mission press fund. Last year qur in-
como for this work was not at all aqual to the outlay. Yet tho
Lord enabled us te meet and pay tho oxpsnsos. Received sineo.
last acknowledgemont, and we credit to cach.25e., Mrs, D. Me-
Phorson, W. Myors, Mrs. G. Anderson, Mrs. E, Smith, Ehler,,
Mrs. Burgis, John Matheows, Mrs. §. Hews, dmos Robinson, 1.
Hubley, Dumbarton Station, 8. Shaw, Mrs. Estano, Mra, Pazyante,
Miss Potter, Mr. Stollday, C. P. Evans, Mrs. A. J. Onderdonk;’
J. P. Pipes, Mrs, J, Naousl. Received since Jan. et for 1888,
A. E. Steward, Mrs, C. Covey, Aggie Deachman, Capt. Haxdy,
Mr. Halliday, Mr. Qaston, Mrs. Wood, Miss Jost, Annio Hublsy,
Mrs. Ogiville, Mrs. E. Shaw, Miss M Barss, Rev. P. Murray, C. A,
Bowloy. We shall be during tho yoar glad io0 receive denations
for tho soveral objoots, and work in hand as our friends mry send’
and designate.

The Ladics Home and Church.Sewing Circle aro at work. God.
grant that they may bo as saccessful this spring as last yoar. Do-
nations will bo reported noxt month.

Receired with thanks for our own uso, from 2 widow, a pair of
gold framed spectacles ; and from P. Myeors $1.00.

Text Card and Floral Mission.—In distributing cards sent by
young ladics at Wolfvillo, we mot at the door of the hospital the
matron and asked hor to tako promiscuously any card. She drew
ono from the parcel and read thereon,

¢« For thy weariest day
May Christ be thy stay,
For tho darkest night
May Christ be thy light." ~

Zoc. 14, 6, At Evoutide it shall bo light.”

We draw the bow at a venturo, scatter seed, but tho direction
xgnanqrpnso .is Of..GO(.l' e y”x,. s N

Orange-Blossomes .5

’ & ., PR, U o 5 i e b
i5.b . Marrled~ 1ot Sub.. Paiward MoLeed, Yto' Besste Dicacsk:* both
of Mount Usiaoke,”Rov. J. F. Avery, at Migpah Cottage Hali-

fax, N. &
Olive Branches,

Drrro.—Jennary 14th, tho wife of George Fra or (ox-Mayor) o
daughter. h

I Ir NO REQUEST TO DISCONTINUE THE PAPER IS
RECEIVED, IT WILL BE CONTINUED. THE PAPER WILL,
HOWEVER, BE STOPPED AT ANY TIME IF THE SUBSCRIBER
S0 DESIRES, AND REMITS THE AMOUNT DUE FOR THE
TIME THAT IT HAS BERN SENT, ‘



BRILECK, THE @RRKNEY .[BILOT,

AND OTHER SKETCHES.

AR X o wild October night, many years ago, Aleck
Baikie, the pilot, returned to his hut on
the mainland of Orkney. He had been

busy all day superintending the wintering of the

thirds cattle, for Aleck was “grieve” as well as

‘pilot. Seated at his cozy fire of driftwood, with his

youngest child Jeanie on his knee, he repeated to

his wife the unmistakable signs which he had ob-
served that the night would prove fearfully stormy.

His cabin was on the lee side of the cliffs, which are

FRIENDLY GREETINGS. No. 282.
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A Trip to the Orkney Isles.

at least two hundred feet in height. About five in
the morning he thought he heard spray dashing upon
his roof. He staited up and listened. Amid the
howling of the wind he heard a muffled sound from
tho sea. It was a signal gun.

In a fow minutes Aleck was on his way to Strom-
ness to alarm the fishermen, and before day dawned
many an anxious, kindly face was peering from the
cliffs into the thick fog which covered the tempest-
tossed ocean. Too well the hardy fishermen knew
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the 10\\c<t part of then cliffs \\huc a current would
bring any il-fated vessel ; there they stoud for hours,
ropes n hand, but ot a souml was heard.

About nine o'clock the fog parted for une monent
like a torn curtain, and they saw, sheer down at their
feet, a fine, large, deeply-laden American vessel, stars
and stripes at the masthead. The crew were in their
places; the captain at the helm. The first mate, it
was supposed, stood beside him on the deck ; ho was
a tall, powerful, handsome man ; and clinging to him
was a boy of four years old. Dut Aleck saw all this
in tho twinkling of an eye, for the fog closed as sud-
denly as it had opened. Ile saw the captain’s shudder
of horror, and the mate—could it be that he grasped
his boy by the waist and raised him over his head ?

What made Aleck dash down the chifs, regardless
of the rope his comrades offered?  There was a crash,
and all was still ; no vessel could have hived in that
sea. The haxdy fishers tried to close thewr eyes and
ears. 'The fine American ship was seized broadside
by an enormous wave, and dashed against the chif, as
one mught dash a glass phial a"amsb a stone wall.
One blow complcte\l the work of destruction ; she
went rolling in entire frum keel to masthead, and
returned on the recoil of the bruken surge a mass of
shapeless fragments, that continued fo dance idly
among the foam or were scattered along the Leach.
All on board must have perished.

Presently, amid the blinding spray, Aleck reappeared
with a burden. The strong man had indeed thrown
that precious boy on the rock, and Aleck had secured
him ere the surf claimed him for its prey. e carried
the bruised and scnseless lad home, put him in
Jeanie’s bed, and nourigshed him for his own son.

Aleck acted occasionally as pilot to vessels in the
Pentland Firth, and a few summers after his rescue
of the American boy, he was alone in his boat, rowing
home after piloting a schooner. The afternoon was
calm, with ugly clouds in the distance. A large ship
hove in sight; Aleck boarded her, and did lus duty
well.  'With wind and tide both in her favour, the
outward-bound Sacannal shot gaily alung. Dut
they were fifteen miles from home, and the sinking
sun told Aleck’s bursting heart that for him there
could be nc return to wife and bairns for along while.

The captain was heartily sorry for what had
Lappened, and assured Aleck that he should be put
on board the first homeward-bound ship, for the
Saranwah was chartered for Callao. The Orcadian
pilot muttered, “Oh, Jeanic!” as he turned to assist
in the wi oer" of the ship ; but not a sign of emotion
escaped him, and in a day or two cvery man of the
crew loved and honoured him.

They hailed no vessel on the passage, and at Callao
Aleck found that every ship had gone for that seasun ;
so he had to wait till the Sarannal went to the
Galapagos Islands, and then he returned in her to
Liverpool.

The evening, so lovely out at sea, was stormy in
Urkney ; many of the Stromness men had difficulty in
preserving their hves ; so all believed that Aleck was
drowned, and as all chance of his return seemed over,
his wife wore mourning.
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One Saturday night a tall man knocked at the area f:
door of the laird's louse in York I'lace, Edinburgh,
The cook almust fainted when she opened it.  “Eh, B
Llspath, lere’s the wraith o' vur MAleck DBaikie, wha B8
was drowned twa years ago, last Thursday.” §

Aeck had great difficulty in effecting an entrance
but once in, and his story told to the laird himself,
the great point was how to convey the news to Mrs.
Baikie without injuring her health, now undermined
by grief and anxiety. At last tho laird prevailed
upon Aleck to remain in Jdinburgh till Mrs. Daikic [
was gently prepared to lay aside her weeds, and accept §8
the blessing in store for her. $he had removed from §&
her old cottage to a small farm on a green sloping BN
island, half a mile from the mainland. It was shaped [
like a4 wedge; high clifts rose to the west, and is [N
sloped gently to the east. Ilere she hoped to live on §
the produce of her dairy, with the assistance of Jeunic &
and the young American, whom the fishers called |
Yankee Jack. :

Une of Aleck’s first cares, on his return, was to
remove hiswife to theiv old cottage, but the “flitting ™ I
was retarded by stormy weather.  One day Jack and £
Le were un the mainland with some household goods, @
and were preparing to re-cross the narrow strait, whean i |
the boy saw a tremendous wave rising in the Atlantic, |
at the back of the island. ¢ Oh, father, what a big §
wave!” Tut the pilot was speechless, and a cold g
shiver ran th:ough him, as the crest of the wave rose &
higher than their island, It came over the clifis;
down tho steep, grassy banks; they closed their cyes ¥
as it rushed upon their farm buildings ; they were s
too terrified to open them. DBut no; the most
merciful God, who ruleth the sca, had divided the
wave in two just-behind their house ; it ran on either §8
side, and the only dry spot on the green island was i
their farm buildings. i

* Let us give thanks to God,” said Aleck, reverently §&
taking off his bonnet, while his gaze was rivetted on
the green island, as if the eye could not be satisficd |
with seeing,

Pt tdn b e A .

Years rolled on, and Yankee Jack, the fuundling g :l
American, was the cleverest and Landsomest lad in ]
the mainland. He was a bold climber and expert il
oarsman ; no sea-fowl's nest was safe from him. Injg ]
winter, when the schoolmaster gathered a few pupils | !
beside .Aleck Laikie's fire, Jack soon outstripped the 8 t},

. Orkney children. Surmises even arose that Jack [y Sf

must have been of gentle blood ; but all the recollee- 2
tions of infancy seemed obliterated in that fearful BN
shipwreck 5 he could never tell his name or previous g
history. “My first father threw me on the rock,”J#
was all he would ever say. He called Aleck hishl
second father. B
One lovely summer day Jeanie Baikic and he were
rambling among the cliffs, near the * Giant's Hole,” 4
magniticent cave, visible only at low water, and highlyg#
danfrexou for onc wave of the Atlantic fills it, with afg |k
roar like thumlur Jeanie saw some bcautlful shells R
o little way fium the entrance, and sho waded forfE
them, despite Jack's remonstrance that the tide must®®=
Le very near the turn. She hieard a hollow, distantER
roar. She forgot the shells and rushed to the rocks ;§
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It had not Jack’s arm supported her, and his practised
feet climbed hy a path only goats could mornt with
difficulty, sho mmst have perished. s it was, they
were both braised and injured.
§  Another day they wert, with mara cantwm, at
W spring-tide, to try if they could see “.Johnston’s
d Cave,” and Jeanio told how the shipwrecked snilor
had lain in that fearful abode from a Wednesday
g night till Sabbath morning ; and how, when he had
8 climbed nup the precipice, he astonished the people
§ coing to church, “who could scarcely regard him as
g8 2 creature of this world,” and how, like Jack, ho was
the sols survivor of a large vessel. A few dozen red
8 herrings, and a tin cover, in which he caught fresh
g water drippings from the roof of the deep cave, had
served to keep him alive; and tears filled Jeanie's
eyes while she described the waves rolling up to the
narrow strip of shingly beach where Johnston lay.

Jack interrupted her: “Jeanic, I maun gang to
M8 sca —it’s no use fechting wi’ the burning desire o’
S my heart.  When ye're o' asleep, T ha'e creepit to the
B cduo of this cliff, where my father flang me up, and
g vour father keppit me; and T ha'e watehed those
B angry billows that took him from me ; and you will
@ never try to stop me, Jeanie? you will ask your
father to let me go this very night 1”

b It were better to draw a veil over Jeanic’s grief
f and her mother’s speechless agony, as they prepared
a well-filled kit for the orphan, and let him depart in
 threo weeks on board a fine new whaler. Aleck had
B iricd to persuade Jack to help him as pilot; but
finding it in vain, he gave him his blessing, and let
M him go.
Long did Jeanic remember the only time she over
i 22w tears in her father's eyes, when ho took Jack’s
3% hand, and said, “ Farewell, my son! Fear God, and
9 keep His commandments, for that is the whole duty of
& man.”
§  The whaler was never heard of more. Tor months
M and years Jeanie and her mother burned & candle in
B the west window of their cottage, lest perchance the
W sailor might return : but he probably met a fate like
M Lis father’s.

8 Aleck felt deeply the loss of the boy who, he
B loped, would be the stay of his declining years.
g But he had been taught in all things to submit to
N the will of God. He died in faith, trusting to his
i Saviour's righteousness.

o O 2 . D ewrdl &7
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WHAT CAME OF A TRACT.
E S| ORE than half a century ago, on

the Sth of September, 1825,
the Rev. Jonas Iing, after a
isstonary sojourn of hetween
two and three years in Palestine
and Syria, was about to return
to his native land. He little
k expected that a long and event-
Bl work was in store for him in another portion

was donbtful whether Lo “should ever again seo the
faces of the fricnds he Lad made in Jerusalem, Ramleh,
and uther places, Acconlingly he eoncerved the happy
thought of w.lting them a ¢ Farewell Letter,” in which
he sinply and dearly answerad the question often put
to him in the Tast, “ Iave the Enghsh any religion1”
And in addition to a statement of the leading articles
of his vwn faith, he exhibited some reasons why he
could not be a Roman Catholie.

The letter was written with no ulterior object, It
was composed iu the Arabic language, and forty copies
in manuscript were sent to the persons to whom it was
addressed.  But it wet a want which the author little
suspected, and the consequence was that it was trans-
lated into ome after another of the European languages.

Years after, when Jonas King was no longer a
vigoronus young man, but a veteran witness for the
truth in Athens, a copy of his © Farewell Letter” in
the Ttalian lainguage was left by sume unknown persun
C-tadeubte” soa devout lover of the truth—at the
dovr uf the residence of the Rev. Dr, De Sanctis, then
a distinguislicd preachier and priest of the Roman
Cutlolic Churdy in the city of Rome. He preked up
the pamphlet or tract, and read it. It awakened
strange doubts and misgivings, or stimulated those
which lay latent in his breast.

He resulved to examine more closely the pretensions
of the church in whose ministry he found himself ;
and the examination, under the blessing of God, re-
sulted in his renunciation of his priestly office, and
embracing with all his heart the Gospel which reveals
to man the universal priesthood of all believers, and
their access to God by the one sufficient sacrifice of
Jesus Christ.

He went to Tirin, and there he began faithfully to
preach the truth, A Spanimrd of the name of Ruet
heard and believed.  Returning to Spain, and becon,
ing a pastor of a small congregation of converts at
Gibraltar, Ruct did not forget the claims of the rest of
th Teninsula, at that time groaning under the double
yoke of Isabella and the Jesuits ; and soon, at Malaga,
he was Dlessed in reaching some hearts.

Matamoros—the proto-martyr of modern Spain—

was une of the carliest to profess the purer faith, and
tu testify to his fidelity to Christ before Judges and in
prison.  Aud with him was also converted the Iaq,
Antonio Carrasco, the silver-tongued orator of the
Protestant Spanish Churcly, the pastor of the crowded
chapel of Madrid, who, after a wonderful escape from
e Inquisition and galleys, has exchanged the cross
for the heavenly crown,
The wave of sanetified human influence set in motion
by Jonas King's unpretending ¢ Farewell Letter” ix
not arrested ; it is only widening and enlarging its circle.
King, D Sanetis, Carrasco, are already in glory, rest-
ing from their labours; but the new Reformation in
Ttaly and Spain is going gloriously forward. May it
not cease before both of these beautiful and important
lands aro brought into complete subjection to the truth
as it is in Jesus!

gof the Ol World—Greece—and only knew that it
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JO/-//V WESLEY'S EARLY DAYS.

oty Wesrry was born at Epworth, the
28th of June, 1703, 1lis father,

having been chaplain on board a

man-of-war, and then a curate in

London, had obtained from the

Crown the living of Ipworth in
Lincolnshire, Ile was a man of great
literary ability, and had oltained some
distinetion by his writings.

The picture of tlie family group at the parsunage of
Tpworth is very touching and interesting. While
the father was busy in the parish or in his study,
the mother devoted her whole energies to her chil-
dren. Defore she came to Lpworth, she had had six
children, of whom three had died; in all, she had
nineteen. When her husband was absent in London
during the sittings of Convocation, and there was no
afternoon service, Mrs, Wesley collected her children
and servants, talked with them, prayed with them,
and read aloud a sermon,

It was probably Ly an act of spite that a mis-
fortune now happened by which the infant child,
John Wesley, well-nigh perished.

It was a certain Wednesday night in wintry Teb-
mary. Brewing hid been guing on at the parsunage,
Lat everything had been lung put away. livery
spark of fire was out Ly five o'cdok that even-
ing., The houschold had gone to bed, eneept the
studious pastor, who continued in lis study till
Lalf-past ten. Then he arose, and locking the dvurs
of the rooms where his wheat and corn lay, went
to bed.

About eleven o'clock he heard a cry of “Tlire!” in
the street. He gct out of bed and looked out of
window, little imagining that his own house was
burning, In the street he saw the reflection of the
flames, He then discovered that the house was all
ablaze. He called to his wife and givls to fly.
Their little store of money was in the house, and she,
prudent woman, would have taken it, but there was
no time for that. He then ran to the nursery door,
and gave the alarm. The nurse had five little ones
with her; she seized the youngest and told the rest
to follow, but little Jack slept on through the uproar.
They reached the bottomn of the stairs, and the roof
secemed on the point of falling in. Then they
remembered that they had not brought the keys with
them.

Mr. Wesley rushed upstairs and recovered them
just before the staircase was seized by the flames.
When the door was opened, a strong wind beat the
flames in from the side of the house with the violence
of a furnace. Mr, Wesley thought of the garden
door, and ran to open it, telling the rest to follow.
The poor wife found she could not follow. She then
tried three times to force her way through the street
door, and was three times driven back by the fury of
the flames,

“In this distress,” she says, “I besought our
hlessed Saviour to preserve me, if it were His will,
from that death; and then waded through the fire,
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naked as I was, which did jue no further harm .than a
little scorching of my hands and face.”

Finding his wife was not with hiny, the father ran
back into the house to seek her, but found his elder
daughter alone. Ile bore her away into the garden,
and then assisted his children, whom he had saved,
to climb its wall, While thus engaged, little John,
who had been forgottem, was lheard erying in the
nursery, “Ilelp me.” The distressed father tried to
run up the consuming staivcase, but the flames beat
him down. IIe tried a second time, wrapping up his
head, but the stream of fire was too strong. In utter
despair he called his children around him, and
kneeling down besought God to receive the child's
soul, Then he ran round and found his wife alive
and just able to speak. “I fell on mother earth and
blessed God.”

The littlo child John wae not, however, thus to
perish.  Awakened by the light, he thought that the
morning wag come, and called on his nurse to take
him up. He saw the streaks of fire in the room, and
got on the top of a chest near the window. Happily
he was then secen, and the house being low, one man
stood on the shoulders of another and tried to reach
him, The little fellow, frightened by the sight of a
strauge man, ran away and tried to open the door.
This he could not dv, and the bed and curtains being
in a bLlaze, he came back to the window, Then he
jumped into the man’s arms, and was saved. A
moment later and the whole roof crashed in,

The happy father then cried, “ Come, neighbours,
Iet us kneel down ; let us give thanks to God. e
has given me all my eight children ; let the house go;
I am rich enough.”

The mother was deeply afiected by this wonderful
escape of her child. She pondered the thing in her
heart.  “I would offer Thee myzelf, and all that Thou
hast given me; and I would resolve—ol, give me
grace to do it !—that the residuc of my life shall be
all devoted to Thy service, And I do intend to be
more particularly careful of the soul of this child, that
Thou hast so mercifully provided for, than ever I have
been, that T may do my endeavour to instil into his
mind the principles of Thy true religion and virtue.
Lord, give me grace to do it sincerely and prudently,
and bless my attempts with good success!” Through-
out his life John Wesley remembered this deliverance
with the deepest gratitude. Deneath one of his
portraits he had engraved the emblematic device
of a house in flunes, with these words for the
motto: “Is not this a brand plucked out of the
burning 7”

Jolin Wesley was sent to school to the Charter
House. It was not a pleasant life. The fagging
system wag3 carried to a tyrannical extent. The big
boys cven took the meat from the little boys, and for
a long time Wesley lived on nothing but dry bread.
He nevertheless continued in goud health, which he
attributed to strict obedience to an injunction of his
father’s to run three times round the Charter House
garden every morning. He was a quiet lad and a
diligent student, a deserved favourite of the head
master’s, ¥rom the Charter House he was elected to
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the lordly foundation of Christ Church, Oxford. It
was soon time that he should be ordained. e wrote
to his father on the subject.

The heroic old man wrofe back in a trembling
hand.  “You see,” he said, “Time has shaken me by
the hand, and Death is but alittle way hehind him. My
eyes and heart are now almost all X have, and I bless
God for them.” Again he said, “In the first place,
if you love yourself or me, pray heartily.”

Jolm Wesley became a thorongh student of divinity,
and gave his whole strength to the work., He took
the aacrament weekly and  prayed earnestly for
inward holiness, In 1725 he was ordained Dy the
then Dishop of Oxford. Next spring he was elected
Fellow of Lincoln.

His aged father was greatly clated by this. *What
will he my own fate hefore the summer be over,” le
wrote, “God knows: wherever I am, my Jack is
Yellow of Lincoln.”

We mmst now for a short space tum to his brother,
Charles Wesley. When he first came to Oxford, he
was neither religious nor anxious to become so. *“ He
pursued his studies diligently,” says John, “and led
reguler, harmless life; but if I spoke to him about
religion, he would warmly answer, *What! would
you have me to be a saint all at onee ?’”

But when John had left Oxford to be his father's
curate, letters reached him from Charles, breathing a
very different language. “It is through your means,
1 firmly believe, that God will establish what He hath
begun in me ; and there is no one person I would so
willingly have to be the instrument of good to me
as you. Itis owing, in great measure, to somebody’s
prayers (my mother’s, most likely) that I am come to
think as I do; for I cannot tell myself how or when
I awoke out of my lethargy, only that it was not long
after you went away.”

Decoming sincerely religious, Charles Wesley sought
out for the society of friends like-minded. He and
his friends were soon derisively called Methodists.
When John Wesley was summoned back to Oxford
by his college, he found a small knot of religious
friends gathered around his brother. * They agreed
to spend three or four evenings in the week together
in reading the Greek Testament, with the Greek and
Latin classics. On Sunday cvenings they read
divinity.” They then proceeded to deeds of active
mercy, to visit the poor in the town and the prisoners
in jail.

The Wesleys asked their father for his advice. “IX
have the highest reason to bless God,” was the answer,
“that He has given me two sons together at Oxford,
to whom He has given grace and courage to turn the
war against the world and the devil, which is the
best way to conquer them.”

Their numbers slowly increased. From year
to year they persevered, though some of their
little company fell away in the course of the social
persecution to which they were exposed.

At this time his father, fecling himself stricken in
years, wus anxious that his son John should be kLis
successor, and his parishioners shared the wish of their
venerable rector. The request was strongly wrged
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upon John Wesley, but he did not see his way clear ;
he should he getting more good, and deing more good,
8o he thought, in Oxford than in the country. He
made up his mind, and all knew that when this was
done he was not to he moved.

The good old father died in April, 1735. His sons
were with him to the last, and must have learned
much from the dying saint which as yet they could
only imperfectly comprehend, “The inward witness,
son,” said the old man eloquent, ““this is the proof,
the strongest proof of Christianity.”

“ Are you in much pain ?” asked John Wesley.

“God doth chasten me with pain,” was the reply,
‘““yea, all my bones with strong pain; but I thank
Him for all, I bless Him for all, I love lim for all.”
And so he fell asleep.

——— —r e,

SNEAKING INTO HEAVEN.

@ms is a strange title ; but read on, and you will
understand why it was chosen,

Some years ago I was called to visit a young
man who was fast sinking in consumption. IHe had
been religiously brought up, and his conduct had been
always outwardly comect; he had also regularly
attended the house of God. But one thing had
always been wanting. Though convinced that except
he became a new creature in Christ Jesus he could
not enter the kingdom of heaven, his heart was still
unchanged ; and his convictions again and again
passed away *“as the mormning cloud and the early
dew.”

When sickness came these convictions returned
with greater force, and he could no longer forget
them. He felt now that he dared not let them pass
away. His past life of neglect appeared in its true
colours, and the near approach of death filled him
with deep concern, )

I found him very restless and unhappy. IHe knew
he was a great sinner, and his repentance appeared to
be sincere; he knew, too, that Christ was alle and
willing to save sinners; but he scemed as if he were
hoth unable and even unwilling to accept his sals.tion.

I felt much for him, and tried to set before him
the sufficiency of Christ's salvation, and His complete
willingness to reccive all who came to Him; but
while he listened with apparent pleasure to what X
said, his unwillingness to come to Christ still
remained. It scemed sometimes as if he did not wish
to hope.

After a time I found out the reason. It was this:
he ~was filled with shame and remorse that he had so
long rejected Christ in the days of his health. He
felt he had been ashamed of Him and His words .
while he was among men, and now his pride shrank
from making Him a refuge in the time of his trouble,
Ho felt as one would feel who had treated a friend
with ingmtitude and unkindness in the time of
prosperity, and whose pride would not allow him to
seek his help in the time of need.

Talking with him one day about this, I tried to
show him how willing, notwithstanding all, Christ
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was to receive him; that no sense of our own un-
worthiness or ingratitude ought to hinder our coming
to Him; and that we must humble ourselves and
become as little children if wo would accept His
salvaticn.  Suddenly, after a brief pause, he said in
a voice which, though it was but o whisper from
weakness, startled me by its strange tone: “Ah1 sir,
but it scems so much Iike sneaking into heaven.”

I shall never forget that moment. The keen sense of
shame, mingled with pride, which was thus expressed,
could only be fully appreciated by one who saw the
cager, restless Jook, and heard those self-condemning
words, I saw what it had cost him to say them; I
felt, too, that no words of mine then could meet his
case ; so having once more commended him in prayer
to the mercy of that dear Saviour in whom alone we
can be accepted and forgiven, I left him,

At my next visit, and from this time forward, our
conversation became freer. Ie began to speak more
fully about himself, and I soon had reason to believe
that a happy change was taking place in his mind.
He began to see that it was sinful pride that was
keeping him away from Christ ; that he must humble
himself before His cross, and accept Iis salvation in
his own utter unworthiness ; that it is the unworthy
and the helpless that Christ came to save. The
Holy Spirit of God cleared away the darkness from
his mind, and taught him to cry, “ Lord, I believe;
help Thou my unbelief.”

‘When he felt that Christ had taken away his
sins—that the neglect and cowardice of the past were
all freely forgiven—what joy filled his heart! How
complete and simple was his reliance on Him! The
recollection of the past no longer distressed him, but
taught him to magnify the grace and love of Christ
towards him. He learned how complete a salvation
it was which Christ gives. It became’ a’ favourite
expression of his, which I often heard him repeat
after this: “That perfect sacrifice! that perfect
sacrifice ! He wanted no other help, no other hope.
His great desire was to know more of Christ; his
only other wish was, that if it so pleased God, he
might live to show by future faithfulness how deeply
he was ashamed of his past neglect.

But this was not to be. He did not live long
after this happy change took nlace, but long enough
to prove the sincerity of his hope; and his death was
very peaceful, even joyful. Resting on Christ, his
loving Saviour, he went through the valley of the
shadow of death fearing no evil.

Arc there not many who are hoping to *sneak
into heaven™ at last, though they are now living in
the neglect of personal religion? They know they
ought now to yield themselves to Christ ; but they
hope that though they refuse to do so now, they
shall be converted some day. Are any such reading
these words? Let them take a friendly warning from
the case of this young man. Let them avoid the
distress, the shame, the remorse, which so long kept
him away from Christ, and which scemed at one
time as though they would prevent his coming to
Him at all. Those are awful words: “ Whosocver
shall be ashamed of Me, of him shall the Son of man

be ashamed.” Christ has a claim upon you now, and
you have no right to refuse Him. Your need as a
perishing sinner is as great now as though death were
closo at hand. If you refuse His salvation now, yon
may never have the opportunily of accepting it.
‘ Behold, now is the accepted time.”

IN COMPANY WITH JESUS.
« @xm behold, two of them went that same day

tod village called Emmans, which was from

Jerusalem about threescore furlongs. And
they tolked tfogether of all these things which had
happened. And it came *o pass, that, while they
communed together and reasoned, Jesus Himself drew
near, and went with them.”

Wo have an instance hare of the atiractive power
of sorrow to the Loxd Jesus. They walked, and
talked, ard were sad. And thea He drew near and
went with them. There were other reasons besides
their grief which drew Him to them that day. But
thero can be no doubt that their sorrow had an in-
fluence, and that He was drawn to them more easily
and more quickly in their sadness than He would
have been to them in their joy.

And still He is drawn by sorrow, although e
sorrows no more as once He did. No more wecping
now, in the garden or at the grave. Nonight agonies.
No bitter cries. No silent suffering. No lonely
travail for Him now. He isin the painless, passion-
less, glorious life ; and yet He seeks the society of
struggling spirits ; He gives His presence to sorrowing
souls. DBlessed be His name, He is the Man of Sexrows
still, although the Lord of Glory! And when His
people walk in fear, or in doubt, or in paim, or in
trouble, He will shade His glory, and draw near to
them asa friend, and help them with His consolations,
often before they know from whom the consolation

comes. Dr, Raligh.
Sl G e

TRUST CHRIST.

P "™
’\Fnusr Christ ! and a great benediction of tranqguil
43 repose comes down upon thy calm mind and
upon thy settled heart. Trust Christ! and so
thy soul shall no longer be like * the sea that cannot
rest,” full of turbulent wishes, full of passionate desires
that come to nothing; full of endless moanings, like
the homeless ocean that is ever working and never
flings up any product of its work but yeasty foam
and broken weeds. DBut thine heart shall become
translucent and still, like some land-locked lake, where
no winds rave nor tempests rufile ; and on its calm
surface there shall be mirrored the clear shining of
the unclouded blue, and the perpetual light of the
sun that never goes down.

Trust Christ! and rest is thine—rest from fear;
rest from toil and trouble ; rest from sorrow; rest from
the tossings of thine own soul ; rest from the tumults
of thine own desires; rest from the stings of thine
own conscience ; rest from the seeking to work out a
righteousness of thine own. Alesander Naclarca.
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RING THE BELL.
—iel

N Max  said ab our Bible-class the
?/ \\/Q other evening, as we were finish-
' ing up the subject of “the un-

5 searchable riches of Christ”—
“X was watching them making
bricks to-day, and they kept
shoving the ol out of the bar-
row to tahe room fur the new,
and then turning out the new to
make room for more new ; so,”
he said, “7T want to keep shoving out
the old riches of the world, and of sin,
J  to make 100m for the ‘unsearchable’

riches, and then giving away the new to make room
for wore new!”

The next morning he met a wman, who is also a
member of the class, juing tu hi: Lacahfast, and he
said tu him, “We left vut svmething frum the sulject

(Take it all,

last night; we did not take it all.”
indeed 1)

power to comfort, instruct, and *guide into the way
of peace.” Are these not lessons for eternity, as well
as for time? Are they not some of the pages of the
book into which the angels desire to look, but which
are opened to us by Him who has passed * within the
veil,” a “forerunner ¥ for the “ secking,” ¢ following
one, who, though poor on ecarth, may be “rich in
faith,” “heir” of the *kingdom prepared for him
before the foundation of the world ?”

Going into the chamber of one who had been pass-
ing through intense suffering for many days, and at
frc juent intervals during a life-time, of pain such as
we who are in health can by no means realise, I
offered some expression of sympathy, saying, *“How
dreadful it must be to endure such suffering as
this

“0h,” said the invalid, “don’t say dreadful!
nothing is dreadful to me. Ie,” looking up as she
spoke, “always puts His ¢ left hand under my head;’
Lut when the bad days come, He putsboth lands about
me ; so the ‘bad days’ are the best days after allt”
A railway man said to

“What was that?” the
other asked.

“Why! we didn't say
what the Lord said, that
Solomon, in all his glory,
was not arrayed like one of
these — the lilies of the
fieldt”

Une morning I paseed
this man tulking to anvther
man over a hedge. Ile
seemed to be saying to hin,
“X've been ringing my bell
all this morning.”

Thinking that this wa-
cvidently a metaphorical ex-
pression, and intended to |
convey some spiritual les.
son, I asked, “What are

me the other day, “I seem
to have gone to school
again. My Master is teach-
ing me, and He will make
me learn!”

Happy learners in the
Divine school! ILet us re-
tain our position “at His
feet,” praying still more
carnestly that ourselves and
those around us may be
kept and made “ willing in
the day of His power.”
So shall we prosper, “the
beauty of the Lord our
God shall be upon us,” and
e will establish “the work
of our hands!”

Froon ** Oer Coffee Roons.”

you saying about the bell?” -

In a moment he had said “gacd-lay” to his com-
panion, and was walking by my side.

# 1 was just telling him that in the mil}, when more
corn is wanted, the maw rings a 2L Lell, a trapdoot
opens over his head, and a whole lot of cun is
poured in. o whun wuy Leard fuds empty, aad T
want mote supplies, Iaing ny 3ttc LAl of prayer.
I have been ringing it 2ll the moming, and now the
‘windows of heaven’ are opencd ‘wier my head,
and Y )

“You are filled with all the fulness of Ged,” I
replied.

“ Yes, miss,” he said ; “ that's it 1

* And so you can ring the other lell of prise!™

“Yes,” he answered, “I do, I do; with all my
heart I praise Him, thank Him!®

Thus the everyday objects of life Lecome a means,
in the Almighty Hand, of must precious teaching—a
pictorial alphabet, from which His little ones learn to
spell out the glorious lessons of our Father’s love, our
Saviour's death and resurrecticv, and the Holy Spirit's
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. CHRIST ALL IN ALL.

Fun sunme Sundays one year, the Rev. Thomas
E&i Robinson undertook duty for his friend Mr.

¥ Cecil.  Meeting him on Monday morning,
Mr. Ceuil asked, “ What did you preach alout yester-
day, brother?”

¢ Now, then, we are ambassadors for Christ, as
though God did beseech you by wus: we pray you in
Christ’s stead, be ye reconciled to God.””

“Right, brother! Christ your subject. What do
you think of preaching about next Sunday?”

“*Tven the righteousness of God, which is by faith
of Jesus Christ unto all and upon all them that
believe: for there is no difference.  For all have
sinned and come short of the glory of God. Being
Justified freely by His grace through the redemption
that is in Christ Jesus.’”

“Right again! More of Christ. Were I to preach
again, I would preach nothing else.”



EITTLE MAIDIE'S PRAYER,

AND OTHER SKETCHES.

RN
; f’y 5
REANUAR(PE> 1) s

Dod, send jadder to me tviick!’™

uo

wife's religious belicf.  He loved her too dearly |

g;rmxx Reep felt a sort of pitying contempt for his

to ever allow her to suspect this feeling ; he
lovked upon it as a failing belonging particularly to
women, and so one to be borne with. He was hone-t
to the last penny ; he never wronged 2 man in thought
FrienoLy Greetivgs, No. 283.

or deed ; he bought only what
he could pay for, and to his
debtors was lenient often to his
own disadvantage. He thought
religion too often a cloak for
rascality, and prayer & sheer waste of time.

In a country of small possessions Juhn Reed
was fairly well off.  His farm was small, but 18
was all paid for, and he was once more freed
from delLt. Three years before he had accumu-
Iated money cnough to buy a Jut adjonung lus
farm, when misfortune had oiertaken him.  His
wife hal brought Lim a little girl.  She came
to make Lis days cne round of joy; but the
mother, his Mary, was slow to get up. For
a whole year she bad lain in her bed, and doctor’s
bills and hired help had consumed all his ready
meney and run him into debt.  Me did not mind i,
for Mary at last was as robust as ever, his debts all
paid once more, and the little Jary, the darling
Maicie, grown to be a big girl, three years old, the
light and joy of the house.
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John went with his wife always to church, bring-
ing round the horse to the front door every Sunday
monning without & murmur. The meeting-house was
three miles away, but, rain or shine, his Mary had
but to signify her wishes and he was ready. The
contribution box never passed him to find his head
turned away and his hand empty ; and not even the
wealthiest parishioner paid more for the support of
the minister in proportion to his possessions than did
John Reed,

Mary was proud of her husband, as, indeed, she

well might be. He stood six feet in his stoch«b 3
his face was manly if not handsome, and he had the
kindest eyes that everillumined a human countenance.
She gloried in his strength. He made nothing of
takmg her up in his arms s and tossing her about like
a baby. But the supreme joy of her life was to see
the little Maidie mounted on his great broad shoulder,
Ler little hands bedded in his cuzling black locks,
and crooning away with the wildest dehﬂht Then
when night came the little maid weuld kneel down
by the father’s knee, and, because those Lknees were
too stiff to bend, would say a prayer for both. It
touched John Reed’s great, kindly heart, it brought
the moisture to his deep, yearning eyes, to hear the
little Maidie petitioning ““Dod to watch over fadder;”
but it never limbered the stiff knees.

Thus time sped-on, and’ the-third summer in little
Maidie’s life had come. Tt-was May once more, and
perfume and bird-songs were everywhere. At noon
John Reed came up from the:field, where he was at
work, for his dihner, It was Monday, and, mindful
of the extra houschold work, 'he had requested Mary
to give him a cold: lunch. "Thetable stood waiting,
a great pan of milk in the centre, flanked with snow-
white bread, doughnuts, and a quaking custard pie,
Maidie’s little high-chair was drawn up close to her
father’s, and her china bowl and silver epoon placed
<close to his plate,

John found his wife hanging out the last garment
she had washed ; but w! here was Maidie ?

“I told her she might go to the brook and make
aud pies. It must lmve been an hour since ; but it
ts her favourite pastime of which she never tires.
Will you go for her, John ?” the mother said,

“I will bring her directly,” he answered, as he
turned towards a clump of willows which marked the
course of the water.

It was a shallow stream, the water but barely
ankle deep, running through clayey banks, and was
Maidic’s favowrite ph) ground. The parents felt no
uneasiness in allowing her to play there, for no harm
<could come to her, and when dressed for it, the
mother thought it did the child good. Beyond the
stream was a meadow, and beyond that stretched a
forest covering hundreds of acres. It belonged to an
estate over which the heirs had for years heen fighting,
and, untouched by the woodman's axe, had steadily
increased in value,

John Reed went down to the brook, but he did not
see Maidie. He pecred under the thicket of willows,
thinking she might be hiding for the purpose of
playing bo-peep with him, but in vain. e saw the
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print of her shoes everywhere in the clay ; there were
mud pies and cakes drying in the sun, but no Maidie.
His lieart gave a great leap. He called Maidie time
and again, but there eame no reply.

Then he went back to his wife. 1fe tried not to
frighten her; he said Maidie was in the barn. He
went there; he went everywhere, but there was no
Maidie. Then together they went back to the brook,
and on the further bank they found the impress of
her shoes, but the long grass beyond indicated no
passage. If she had passed through -it her light
footsteps would leave no trace.

“ She is in the woods somewhere ; go back and rest,
Mary ; I will soon bring her,” he said.

But Mary could not go back ; her heart was full
of fear ; and together they went through the meadow.
There was a gap in the fenco where the little maid
coald creep through, but it told them nothing.

“ Stay here, Mary, while I find her in the woods.
She cannot have gone far. I will halloa the moment
I find the darling ;” and then he went, and left her
full of agonised fears,

An hour passed, and she heard nothing. Then he
came back, seeking to hide his anxiety from her.

T have found no trace yet,” he said sadly, “and
I have come back to ask you to go to the deacon’s
for assistance. Ask him to warn the neighbours, I
will be back here in an hour. If I find her they will

. forgive our anxiety.”

The mother flew on her errand like the wind, and
before the hour had expired more than twenty of the
neighbours—men, women, and boys—had gathered at
the spot. John Reed came back, more anxious than
cver, having found no trace. He cncouraged his
wife all he could, leaving her in the kindly hands of
the neighbouring women, and then went back to a
systematic search.

The afternoon wore slowly away, the women
waited, watching ; but oh, the mother! She went
away by herself to ask her God to send back her
darling. An oriole came and sang his song and
uttered his guttural call in the branches of the tree
under which she knelt, and never in all her after life
did she kneel to pray without thinking of that bird-
song in her hour of agony.

The shadows of night slowly deepened ; one by one
the searchers returned ; only John came not. Then
almost by force they led Mary back to the hotse.
The food on the dinner-table had remained untasted.
Her companions sat down and partook of it, but she
could not cat. She sat by the window in deep
despair. She did not notice Deacon Trowbridge
when he brought the milk from the stable, nor his
wife as she strained it and put it away. She could
only look out to the borders of the great woods, now
steeped in the blackest shadows, watching for John
and her Maidie,

And where were they? All that afternoon ho had
tramped unceasingly. He had peered into every leafy
nook, looked behind every mossy log. He took no
note of time ; he was not weary ; hoe was not hungry,
though le had eaten nothing since morning. The
shadows crept under the tender foliage of the fragrant
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May woods, but he did not notice them; and it was
only when his feet began to get tangled in the creepers
or stumble over fallen logs that all at once it flashed
upon him that night had come, and Maidic was not
found.

Then he paused, and a great despair settled down
on his heart. Oh, could he leave his darling alone
in the black darkness of the wood? Then there
reached his car a little sob, and parting the leaves of
a clump of dogwood he saw, oh, God be praised!
there, in the gathering gloom, his darling, Ius litile
Maidie, kneeling on the soft green moss, her littlo
hands held up, palm to palm, her tear-stained face
turned to her Maker, and her soft, sweet voice in
broken sobs praying—

0O Dod! send fadder to me twick | *

In & moment she was clasped tightly to his heart,
tho great tears rolling down the man’s face upon her
own. She nestled her little tired head into his broad
bosom.

“I ¢'ied and c’ied for you, fadder, and you didn’t
tum,” she said, looking up with glad eyes, and trying
to get closer to his heart; “and den I tout I’d ask
Dod to send you twick, and den you tum.”

When John Reed emerged from the big wood,
with little Maidie sleeping quictly in his sheltering
arms, there came flying ‘through the gathering dusk
the figure of a woman, and, faint with joy, the little
mother threw herself on to her- husband’s arm, her
carthly treasures once more herown. And that night
the stiffness went for ever from John Reed’s knees,
for Maidio had taught him that it was not always a
sheer waste of time to pray.

— iy ¢ e

OLD GOMRADES.

g;o.\n-‘onr is always set over against tribulation,
2 or rather it is joined to it hard and fast. Let
the two go together; they are old comrades,
they have been together these six thousand years,
God has joined them, they are near of kin, they are
lovingly agreed. But for the tribulation, the con-
solation could mever be. Still, the question arises:
How does this Divine comfort come to us? For
answer we may say that the whole world is full of
it. The whole economy in which we live is healing,
Only come into trouble, and if you are a Christian
in your trouble, in that moment you begin to come
into consolation.

As God can bring trouble by a touch, so He can
dispel it by a toxchagain. He often gives consolation
by a thought,—one thoaght, perhaps, which changes
cverything.  And best ofall, Ho can draw the troubled
one to Himself, and when consolation has been sought
in vain at all the streams, He can give it, decp and
pure and strong, from the eternal fountain in Himself,
Many a time has God thus taken distressed souls into
His own pavilion, and soothed and comforted, and
laid them to rest on His bosom, even as a nurse
cherisheth her children, or as a mother sings her
sobbing child to sleep, Alezander Raleigh.

IT SEEM

QUITE PROVIDENTIAL.

T really scems quite provi-
dential,”  said  Mrs.
Roberts, as sho finished
telling the story of her
husband’s accident ; “it
really seems quite pro-
vidential, the doctor’s
happening to go that
way ; for it’s an out-of-
the-way place, and my
husband might have
lain for hours, and no-
body passed by. And
then, the doctor says,
the limb might never
have come together again properly, besides my poor
man’s taking his death of cold. But novw, if it was to
be at all, nothing could have happened better, for the
doctor himself passed by in his carriage in less than a
quarter of an hour, and he and kLis man lifted him in,
and brought him home, and got him to bed, and the
poor leg was set and bound up all comfortable before
there was time for any harm to come. I’'m sure it
seems quite providential,”

Mrs. Roberts spoke as if she was surprised at any-
thing happening providentially. She scemed to.think
that generally things come about by chance ; but that
on this occasion, strange to say, God had been pleased
to work. She was mot quite sure of it, even in this
case, but she almost:thought it must be so: “It really
seems quite providential,” said she, :

Many people are like her; and people who are
called Christians, too, and profess to believe in God.
If something happens unexpectedly which gets them
out of a difficulty, or if some pressing want is relieved
in @ way which no one could have thought of, they
say it is “ quite providential.” But their very words
show that they do not think most things providentizl,
or they would not be so much surprised.

This is quite wrong. It is not one thing only now
and then that happens providentially : everything
happens so. Tor what does the word mean? It
refers to the providence of God. It means that He
foresees, and takes care, and provides ; that all things
happen according to His forcknowledge and purpose ;
that, though a thousand means and instruments may
be used, yet He orders all, and overrules all.

Almighty God does not concern Himself about one
thing, and not about another. He does not leave
most things to chance, and only now and then step in
“ quite providential,” as Mrs. Roberts seemed to think,
and as many other people seem to think, That was
not the only day on which God hsd cared for John
Roberts, and ordered things for his good. If Mvs.
Roberts had been better informed, she might have said
about what was happening to her and her husband
every day, “It is quite providential.”

And so may we all say. A watchful eye is over
us continually, A kind and gracious care is bestowed
on our concerns. Every day, and every hour, Provi-
dence—that is, God—is directing our affairs.
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THE BESIEGED CITY.

L'mx(*. the siege of Daris the sufferings and
A anxieties of the population—numbering at
least two millions of people—were aggravated
by a great scarcity of provisions. First one descrip-
tion of food failed, then another, and then another,
until, at the end of two or three months, what re-
mained had to Le doled out to the poor inhabitants
in such small quantities as scarcely sufticed to sustain
life; those who could buy had to pay enormously high
prices for the coarsest articles of food, in order to keep
themselves and their families from certain starvation.
Many hundreds, and probably thousands, died in
conseyuence of these hardships, and from the fevers
and other diseases which raged during this distressing
time,

AL length the city was given up to the enemy, for
even the soldiers who defended Paris acknowiedged
that further resistance was hopeless.  Death by actual
starvation stared them all alike in the face.

While these sad scenes were passing within the
besieged city, kind, thoughtful, and busy hearts and
heads and hands were planning and working for the
relief of t10se who were thus ready to perish. It
may be remembered, for instance, that large sums of
money were subscribed in England, and provisions of
all kinds were purchased for sending into Daris as
soon as the way should be open.

The way at length was opened ; and then, while
the besicgers, stricken with compassion, were doing
what they could to relieve the immediate sufferings
caused by the cruel necessities of war, ship-loads of

172

food were conveyed across the Channel and taken
rapidly through I'rance by milway trains, to be
poured into the desolated city, to be given away to
the poor starving inhabitants,

Yery touching descriptions were given by Lnglish-
men and others of the scenes they witnessed during
this benevolent distribution, One, whose letter is
before us, told of a range of large warchouses, from
whic! all kinds of food were given away, from
carly morning till late at night on several successive
days.

Thousands of men and women, pallid-faced, hollow-
eyed, and enfeebled from months of suffering, crowded
round the doors. These were admitted, supplicd
with provisions sufficient for several days, and then
dismissed.  But as fast as these went, others
came,

Twenty thousand rations had been given on one
day, and yet the crowd was thick as ever ; and when,
exhausted by cighteen hours’ hard work in this labows
of love, the distributors were compelled to close tli.
warchouse for the night, thousands kept their stations
round the doots, patiently waiting fur help and
comfort with the morrow’s dawn.

In the relief afforded to the poor starving Parisians,
are we not reminded of the free provisions of the
gospel? One of the representations given us in the
Word of God, of the present misery and future
prospects of men as sinners, is that their souls are
perishing with hunger. It will be remembered that
the Saviour used this figure in the parable of the
Prodigal Son.

And, in the Old Testament, the same truth is
shown forth in the beautiful and stirring invitativn
and expostulation of the Prophet Isaiah, “1lo, every
one that thirsteth, come je to the waters; and he
that hath no money, come ye, buy wine and milk
without money and without price.  Wherefore dv ye
spend moncey for that which is not Lread ? and your
labour for that which satisfieth not? Hearken
diligently unto Me, and cat ye that which is good,
and let your soul delight itself in fatness. Incline
your ear, and come unto Me: hear, and your soul
shall live.”

These are God’s words to you, dear reader; His
proclamation of help and deliverance from soul-starva-
tion. Shut up in a world which has nothing to give
for your spiritual sustenance, e comes to you, and
offers to supply yonr extremest need.

And Jesus, the Divine Son of the Father, full of
grace and truth, declares to a perishing world, “I am
the bread of life; he that cometh to Me shall never
hunger ; and he that believeth on Me shall never
thirst. I am the living bread, which came down
from heaven. If any man cat of this bread he shall
live for ever; and the bread that I will give is My
flesh, which I will give for the life of the world.”

“Bread of heaven! on Thee I feed,
For Thy flesh is meat indeed.
Ever may wy soul be fed
With this true and living bread:
Day by day with strength supplied,
Through the life of Him who died.”
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THE WEE EMIGRANT'S GRAVE.

«
APPENING to be a passenger on hoard an emi-
grant ship hound to New South Wales, I le-
came a spectator of as touching a sight as any
Lhave witnessed in many lands,  Amongst some seven
lundred emigrans were many children.  In one berth
wis a poor young woman with her one-year-old child,
who, having lost her firstborn in Sydney, had gone
home to Scotland that her second should be horn in
her “ain countrie.”  She was now taking the wee bairn
tn its new home, and its yearning, expectant father,
But the little onc fell sick of some
unknown trouble with its teething
The gond doctor tended it with great
care, but as we neared the tropics and
the heat inereased, the child lost strength.
On the 7Tth of March it was so much
worse that it was removed to the cheery
little hospital on dedk, the doctor hime-
~df carrying her tenderly i lus arms,
the mother and a matron going with
him.  All night it was watched and
cared for, the doctor coming several
tnes before retiring for the night, and
leaving instructions with the matron
that he should be called if the little
one should grow worse. But she Ly
«quietly dozing all night, except just at
the intervals when nourishment or
medicine was given.  So still was she
ihat the posr muother asked several
times, “Ts she awn’? Is wee Dell
w2’ Then, imploringly, “ You'll w
deccive me if She ds like to flit 27 and
the watron answercd her she would not.
Tu tle endy murning, before sunise,
there was a change, and it hecame ape
parent that the wee tived Lirdie was
lunging to fly away and be at rest.
The wother, whu was sleeping m a
berth (where she had neen made to rest),
Was awakened, the matron saymg, “ Wee
Belia is going now.  Jesus is coming for
her. Ie is very, very near. Dinna areet
[Don’s ery]; He will take her very ten-
derdy in 1< arms, and fold her in is
bosom. 1ie has said e will” The
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doctor did all that could he done, bringing a large

and  tender heart in aid  his great  professional
skill. Tt was beautiful to see his face as he bent
over the little one, and anon twrned with tender voice
and gesture to say a word of comfort to the poor
mother. T have never seen in all my life any child of
rich and great reccive a like amount of care ; hut in
vain the doctor tried to save, in vain the anxious
watchers pleaded—

“ Birdie, stay n little longer,
Till thy little wings are stronger ;
Then shall Lavdie fly avay.”

{ -///,

[
[

The wee hairn lay so still that we scarcely knew if
she had gone, when she suddenly turned her tiny tired
head round, and opened her pretty blue eyes with one
yearning, wistful look at her mother. Ier little lips
Purted, as if to speak. Very softly and clearly she
saiel the first syllable of “Mam-ma ;7 but ere the
little loving lips could form the second, she was with
Jesus—

“Like n birdie to its mither—
A wee birdie to its nest.”

And the poor mother was left desolate, with noughg

but the ting clothes her darhing had worn and some little
aqrepagan /’I i
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vings of golden hair to show to the puor expectant father
of the little one he will not sce till he himself crosses
the dark river, and his feet are sct in that good land, the
inhabitants whereof shall no more say, I am sick.”

Reverently the doctor uncovered his head, and never
afterwards entered the hospital cabin without doing
the same.

I love this solemn and beautiful custom. In the
East is preserved the older form of putting off the
shoes from the feet; but the spirit is one and the
same in all lands—that of recognising that the place of
human sorrow is ““holy ground.”
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The bereaved mother was led away to her own
cabin, while tender hands prepared tho little lifeless
body for its grave in the deep sen. )

A tiny snow-white shroud was made, and a covering
of new linen fair and white ; then the mother camé in
to take a last look at her wee gitlie ; afterwards all
who likud passed through the hospital cahin to see the
still winsume little maiden “as in snowy grace she
lay.”

It was goud that the little children, many of whom
were lovking upoun death for the first time, should sce
it in this beautiful form, shorn of its ghastly details.

One little fellow excluimed, * She dues look pretty ;
but isn’t she well, she looks so pale?” In the after-
noon the chief officer came, and carried the little body
tenderly to the quarter-deck, where the preparations
for burial were completed, and the wee maiden was
laid in state on a bier resting crosswise upon the deck
rails and upon two crossed handspikes. The bier was
covered by a large Iuglish fihg, bright and new, an
officer standing at the head as sentinel, and a quarter-
master at cither side. Presently the captain and chief
officer came aft, and some two hundred of the emi-
grants and children, who were allowed to be present
at the service.

‘We had just entered the tropics; the afternoon was
a glorious one, and the whole scene was one of exceed-
ing beauty and loveliness. At the captain’s signal the
huge engines ceased their mighty working, and a solemn
silence prevailed. Then the captain began to read the
beautiful service for the dead, seeming never more
beantiful than when hisbrave and manly voice, quiver-
ing with emotion, was heard to say, “I am the Resur-
rection and the Life, saith the Lord.” ‘

As he came to the words “ we commit her body to
the deep,” he had to pause. The quartermasters, at
a signal from the chief officer, lifted gently one end of
the bier, sliding it over the ship’s side until it almost
touched the-water’s brink. And so “at evening, ero
the sun had set,” the tiny body glided silently down
into the great deep, till the sea shall give up her dead.

I thought what a beautiful type of heaven is this vast
ocean, making no distinction of sect or creed, but
receiving into its fathomless bosom those of .all nations,
kindreds, peoples, and.tongues.

It seemed meet and right, that as the little spirit
had winged its flight at sunrise, the tiny body should
be laid to rest at sunset.

And thus the wee emigrant was buried with all the
pomp and circumstance which would have surrounded
her had she been of royal lineage or descent, and with
a tribute of tears from all eyes,

“But why should we thus mourn and weep ?—
Our loss her greatest gain must be!
We weep, but she shall weep no more,

Her precious barque has reached the shore,
While we are left upon the sca.”

“ AND JESUS CALLED A LITTLE CHILD UNTO Hii.”
A 6. B
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FIRE! FIRE !

ARri! “Tire!” and the cry’s repeated loud,

Through the London strcets, by a London
crowd.,

“TFire!” and the men to their places spring,

Each cool and calm as a guarded king. ,

Helmets and axes are polished bright,

And the engine glitters neath Luna’s light ;

The startled crowd from the road retreat

Dack to the kerb froix the horses’ feet,

Now through the night comes the “Hi! hi! hil”

As they go on their errand to do or die.

From street to street as they swiitly fly,

They take as a guidance the lurid sky.

(Maybe at their goal some poor soul’s there,

Looking for safety through blank despair.)

A ringing cheer as they near the spot—

The reward of applause is the brave man’s lot.

An escape has arrived—see a fireman fly

To the room where & mother and children lie.
The children are suved, and the mother next,—
For “the helpless first” is a fireman’s text!

By ladder and shoot he brings all down;

While cheer after cheer rings through the town.
Some<ghout, “In the back room an infant lies!”
A firendan goes: and a brave man dies,

“XNo, no, it is here—come back!’ Too late!
Youw've raised an alarm—he has met his fate!
Mayhap his comrades will find his bones,
Blackened and charred ’mongst the bricks and stones,
And their first regret for his loss will be—
False alarms ushered him to Eternity,

A myriad sparks from the windows fly

As the roof falls in, and the flames mount high ;
They curl and they dance in grim delight

Till they set the opposite house alight.

Now between two walls of a living fire

Must heroes work for their paltry lire!

Alas! ’tis so, though they murmur not—
When work is at hand care’s soon forgot;
And Nature will boast of her noblest son

In him who heeds nought ’till duty’s done.

To check the advance of the pitiless flame

The branches are plied with marvellous aim,
And the streams fly out with a crackling sound
From every possible vantage ground.

The quivering steamers seem to know

They are battling now with a mighty foe,

And with painful tension are struggling hard

To hurl their burthen another yard.

Some follow it up to renew the fight,

By the smoke obscured from comrades’ sight:
They have entered the house,¥** What was that row ?”
A crash and a shout, * God help them now!”

All hands on removing a shattered wall

Find two who have answered their Maker's call ;
Another, they know, lies charred and dead,
Whose soul has flown to the great Godhead.
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Homeward again, at a slower pace,
Go the firemen now with saddened face ;
For a messmate, comrade, young or old,
Is truly mourned by the fireman bold.
® ¥ * * * * *

The funeral drum in the busy street,

The measured tramp of the firemen's feet, |

The empty engines passing along,

The ever sympathising throng,

A mother, a wife, or a loving friend,

Is all bound up in the fireman’s end ;

A sight that expresses one deep desire,

He has gone, never more to encounter—* Fire.”
Harry Bright, M.F.D.

et @ S G & e

YOUR FATHER KNOWETH.

“ V AN is born to trouble,” and each man is liable,
M through the inwardness and secrecy of
some part of his trouble—ignorant the

while of the possibly similar, or even severer, sorrow
of others around him—to feel as if he were left to
suffer peculiarly alone. Sadder yet, and worse, he
allows himself to feel at times as if God had forgotten
him. Some 'of the most moving and marvellous
words in all the Bible are words of God, spoken in
remonstrance, and asthough in pain—through baving
been grievously wronged by such distrustful thoughts,
Thy judgment is not passed over from thy God,
nor thy way hidden, nor thy trouble, nor anything
that pertains to thes, *He knoweth thy walking.”

He troubleth Himself divinely about thy poor human.

sorrow.  He goes with thee, step by step, still caring,
still watchmg, never sleeping, never weary, never dis-
couraged in Hiswork, “He knoweth.” Thank God,
and take courage. ' . Dr. Raleigh,

. .

BETH-EL—THE HOUSE OF- GOD.

a lonely man was walking from Beersheba to

Haran,
of his father, and was flying from the wrath of his
clder brother. As he wandered on, the sun set with
that suddenness peculiar to the Eastern countries, and
Jacob found himself alono in a sirange path, surrounded
by darkness. He could not return home for fear of
Esaw's revenge, and he could not go forward in the
dark, so he contentedly made for himself a bed .of the
stones, and lay down to sleep. So may we often, if
we will trust in God, draw good out of things which
seem ‘altogether bad ; and suvely it is better to turn
the hard stones into pillows than to stay awake all
night abusing them for their hardness, and grumbling
over our: dlsoomfort.

So Jacob slept, and then God gave him a beautiful
dream, and promised him the land on which he was
lying. More than this, God promised that He would
he with Hie servant al“ ays, wherever he went, Then
Jacob awoke, and excliming, ¢ Surely the Lord is in

He was a fugitive from the houss-:

this place !” he took a stone, and setting it up for a
pillar, anointed it with il and called the namo of the
place Beth-cl; that is, “the house of God” (Gen.
xxviii, 10),

There are more than fifty places mentioned in the
Bible whose names begin with the word Beth, and this
word means, generally, a house or place. Thus, just as
Beth-el is the house of God, Beth-shan is the house of
quiet; Beth-zur, the house of the rock, and so on.

Beth-el is mentioned for the first time in the twelfth
chaptor of Genesis, when we read of Abraham pitching
his tent there ; but it was Jacob who gave the name to
the little spot close to the city of Luz, where God
spoke to him in a dream.

Once again does Jacob visit the place. Moro than
thirty years have passed away, and the homeless
wanderer has become a powerful chief ; better still, he
has made peaco with his brother. The word of the
Lord comes to Jacob, and commands him to go to
Beth-el and dwell there, and make an altar unto God.
Then, when he obeys, God gives him a reward for his
obedience in a blessing on himself and his children,
changing his name from Jacob to Israel. Jacob, full of
thankfulness for all God’s mercies, past and future,
builds another altar, and, pouring a drink-offering upon
it, he once more calls the place after the name he
loves, Beth-el (Gen. xxxv. 6—15),

Years and conturies passed by, and troublous times
cameé upon Israel ; then it was that‘the people went up
to Beth-el to ask -counsel of -God, for there wag the

“ark of the covenant under the cho.rge of thehas, the
" grandson of Aaron.

The next mention of Bethel is in" the**time " of
Samuel, when he went from yesr 0" yéar o tireuit to
Bethel, Gilgal,and Mizpeli. Then wo hgar’ not!nng more
of the “house of God” tlll a wonderful. scene takes
place there in the reign of ng Jeroboam.

Fearful lest his people should tum away from him

1 to King Rehoboam, if they went up to Jerusalem to

Iﬁi ORE than three thousand six hundred y,e_arsv ago,

worship, Jeroboam set up two golden calves. Full
well did he understand human nature when he used as

- his argament for thig idolatry, “It is too much for

you to go up to Jerusalem.” How often do we make
cold or heat, wind or rain, an excuse for not going to a
place of worship. It is indeed very often * too much ”
for us to go up to Jerusalem, and yet we are quite able to
8o to some place of amusement, which is perhaps quite
as far. We can find strength and time for a cup of
tea with our neighhour, but we can find neither for
a few minutes with our Ged.

Bethel was conveniently situated, and its very name
seemed favourable to King Jeroboam’s plans, so he put
one of the golden calves there, and the other at Dan.
One day, as he stood by the side of the altar, a man of
Gud came fearlessly before him, and prophesied the
birth of a God-tearing king, and the destruction of the
idol's a'tar. Then, in his anger, Jeroboam reached out
his Land to seize the man who thus dared to
prophesy evil things, and lo! his hand was withered
up, and ke stood powerless, whilst the altar was rent,
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and the ashes poured out, just as the man of God had
foretold.

At the prayer of the king, the man of God hesought
the Lord, and Jeroboam’s hand was restored.  Then in
cager gratitude he begged the stranger to go home
with him to refresh himself and be rewarded.  Dud
the man of God had received orders from his heavenly
Kimy that he should neither eat hread nor drink water
in that place, =0 he refused his carthly monarcli's offer
and left Bethel. Well would it have been for him
if he had been equally obedient to Goid's commaml '
all thraugh (1 Kings, chaps. xii. and xiii.). N

Every one knows the story of the false prophet, who, |

l
]
)

living at Bethel, hemd of the strange doings at the
altarof the golden calf. Iow he went up after the man
of Gord, and told him that he had received a message

Stone Circle

from an angel that e was to fetch the man of God
hack into his house, that he might cat bread and drink
water.

Quite probably the man of God was tired and
hungry ; at all events, he did not wait to ask God’s
will, though he might have known that e who
changoth not would not alter His command without
giving a sure sign wnto His servant, and he returned
with the false prophet. Then, as so often happens,
the very person who had led him to sin pronounced
judgment upon him, and foretold his death; and the
man of God who had been so brave and faithful at
first, vut failed so sadly on the second trial, found a
miserable end through a lion which met him in the way,

Dethel fell into the hands of Judah towards the
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end of Jeroboam's life, and was proabably recovered
by Baasha. For many years after this it remained
unmentioned until we read of Elijah visiling it, in that
last jowrney of his from Gilgal to Jovdan. As the
sons of the prophets came forth from Bethel to speak
to Elisha, it is probable that calf-worship had been
almost done away with there; and the fact that bears
were found so near the town, when Elisha passed
throwgh it alune, shows that the neighbourhood must
have been rather deserted.

But all this was changed when Jehu destroyed the
worship of Daal, and returned to that of the golden
calves of Bethel and Dan.  From that time the place
flourished, till the little village became a royal resi-
dence, with palaces for winter and swmmer,

We are not tolld huw all this prosperity came to an

—roan

near Bethel,

end, but the last glimpse we have of Bethel is in the

time of Josiah, who broke down the altar, and de-
stroyed all the buildings, in his zeal for the honour
of God. Dethel, now a mass of ruins, is about twelve
miles north of Jerusalem.

Do not all the events which took place at Bethel
show particularly the faithfulness of God?

To_Abraham and to Jacob came certain promises
which were most faithfully kept. To Jeroboam came
swift punishment for lifting uwp his hand against
the messenger of God ; and to that same messenger,
when he had wandered from the right path, came a
terrible and swift judgment. God is indeed faithful
in all Iis promises, whether they be of mercy or
punishment. EX.W.




B SCOTTISH HEROINE,

AND OTHER SKETCHES.

"E story of Grace Darling and the wreck of the | churchyard, in which she sleeps her last sleep, is the
Forfarshive is a familiar one. TFor fifty years | destination of many a visitor desirous to honour her
her brave exploit has furnished a fruitful theme | memory. Instances occasionally occur which prove

for pen and pencil, and the quiet Northumbrian | that her bright example has borna fruit, and that the.
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spirit of bravery . 1d eolf-sacrifice is not dead amongst
the wumen of our seafaring communities.

Some of our realers may perchance have visited
Aberdour Bay, on the rugged and picturesque Scottish
cvast. It isa pleasant spot cnough during jie weather,
The sea then lies hushed into tranquillity ; the air
breathes the very spirit of repose ; and one can scarcely
imagine that an vcean sv calin, and a shure su peace-
ful, can ever be disturbed by tempest or ring to the
cry of the drowning mariner. But appearances here,
as elsewhoro, are deceitful, There is another side to
the picture. Visit the same coast during the storms
of winter, or in an equinoctial gale, and the magni-
ficence and terror of the scene can scarcely be
exaggerated. The long impetuous swell, as it flings
iteelf against the rugged cliffs, and the wild roar of
the billows as they dash onwand and break in thunder
on the cruel rocks, are full of majesty and otrength,

By the side of the sea on Aberdour beach lives
a certain Mrs., Whyte, the wife of a farm-servant
cmployed in the neighbourhoud. On the morning
of October 28, 1884, there was a terrible gale, and

Mrs. Whyte, peering from her cottage through the "

blinding shower of sleet and wind, saw a vessel in.
imminent danger of coming ashorc To strike the
rocks in such a gale, and at the spot to swhich. the
vessel was approaclu was to come to.sure desl;x'uo-a
tion. 3 n‘~
Rushing from her cottage, and standmg alone on
the rugrred beach amidst the foaming billows, ‘e

brave woman signalled to the crew of the distressed

vessel where was the safest place to take the ground.
Providentially her meaning was undurstood, and svon
the vessel was run ashore ut a spot where’ ﬁhe sailors
had some chance for their lives. But tlie ctowhof the
William Hope were not yet out of dan"cr I‘hey
were, it is true, within measurable Jistance of the"
land, but unless that space of boiling surge could Le

bridged they must drown, and drown in aight of the |

shore.

It was whle the crew of the William Houpe were
struggling with the clements, and striving for very
life in the grip of death, that Mrs. Whyte’s prompt
and energetic action brought about their rescue.

The erew of the doomed vessel had tlirown a rupe
into the water, in the hope that by sume nwans o wo-
munication,could be effected with tlhe shore.  Dspos
ing herself to the dangerous seas o hich wers Lreahing
wildly on the beach, and which seemed sufficicnt to
bear away in their deadly clutches « far strunger thing
than a frail woman,. Mrs. Whyte waded iuto the wurf
and.seized the rope. Dassing i1t round Ler Ludy, aud
planting her feet firmly on the ground, with the
hungry svaves. washing around her, the brave woman
brought the rope, inch by inch, ashure, and fastened it
to a rock. :

Une by one the drenched sailors landed on ‘the
Lieach, and were in safety, and we may be quite sure
were full of admiration for the heroine who had
dragged them from the jaws of Jeath and restored
them to the light and joys of life. Duruyg all this
time Mrs. Whyte was wholly unaided in her self-
imposed task of mercy.
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But the work wasnot yct ended. The shipwrecked
crew were safely on shore, but they were cold, weary,
and hubgry.  Mrs, Whyte's cottage stood near by, and
hete sho led the saved men, supplying them with
sucde refreshment and dry clothing s were at ler
command, and attending to their wants as best sho
could,

Making every allowance fur her familiarity with
the coust, and with tho details of seafaring life, it
must be admitted that this was an action worthy of
the spirit of Grace Darling ; and it is difficult to
speak in tou high terms of the cool judgment and
courage displayed by this noble woman, through
whom the crew of the William Iupe were succourad.

It is pleasing to know that this great service was
not allowed to go unrewarded. The owners of the
William IHope, grateful for the timely succour ex-
tesaled to their servants, made her & handsome
present.  She received also gifts from persons in the
neighbouthood who were best able to appreciate the

value and-extent of ler action. Tublic societies, tuo,
taok. the matter, up warmly The Shipwrecked

,\Iarmers Society, fecling. that she had really per-
' fo}'mcd a work for which that institution was founded,
'-xcgo"mscd the deed in a suitable manner.

The most
gift of all, perhaps, caine from the Royal

«mhi ing
?Lifeboat Institution. At a meeting of. the

Ni atxonal

" committec of that _noble society, it was resolvcd

“That the silver medal of the Royal Nativnal Lifeboat

Institution and £10 Le presented to Mrs. Whyte, in

recugiutivn of Lier vary brave scrviwes In saving, by
means of 1 rope thrown from a ivussel, the crew of
the " zlléam Iz, of Dundee, in Abordour Day, in

gale angd_heavy sca, on the 28th October, 1884.”

‘,"l‘hls resolutxon was emloxsed on vellum.

oo Tho mcdal hag,, tho ‘following designs and motto.
On the oxwgrsemsS 8 pmtr'ut of the Queen On the
re‘vorse side,’ ‘thrée men of a lifebout crew rendering
assxstance tp.a shipwrccked sailor, with the touchm

| words; “Leﬁ‘not‘ the-decp swallow me up.”

The gifts were handed to Mrs. Whyte at a public
meeting held at Friserburgh, in the district where she
was well known. The local secretary of the Royal
National Lifeboat Institution made the presentation
before a crowded audicnee.  In doing so he remarked
“{lat the medal of the Institution was only granted
fur distinguished services , that the prize was national
in its character, and cuveted and appreciated by all
ranks of socicty as an emblem of a truly noble act—
that of saving lumen life.” It may be added that
the modest d«,mcanuur of Mrs. Whyte and: her hus
band at this gathering confirmed the good impressivi
made by her deed of bravery., !

In this sea-girt isle of ours the warmest sympatlugs
of all are constantly excited on behalf of those who
suffer from shipwreck; sibut it onfy falls to the lot of
few, especially of women, to render such important
services to humanity as we have narrated. All,
however, even the humblest amongst us, may do
something to point.pcor sinners to that haven where
alone rest and peace may be found in the bosom of |
that blessed Saviowr who has promised, *Him that
cometh to Me I will in no wise cast out.” ne
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SHAFTESBURY.

y/ GoNnD, grat uan Las lhlbbU\l AW,
. Purliaps the greatest of his day
In thought, in wond, and deed ;
Long may his memory be prized,
Thuse whoe his worth have recognised,
Aud bright example need ;

May such be stirred to emulate,
The ways of une of ]ligh estate,
The clmlupioll of the povor.
Trom youth to npe old age he's striven,
To lead the sad from earth to heaven—
Such memory must endure.

Tu many o hunible Enghsh home,

The grateful thought will surely come
Of the puor man’s noble friend.

May we, us he, the Saviour love,

And in the realms of peace above,

Il blessings without end.
Writteaw in Westmninater Abdey.

o ———— -

READY FOR THE SUMMONS.

GE[(T%;"I:LI’ Le plicoed tu shiake Wy cuy cottage before
L=, Thouw theowest 1t down. May 1t totter awhile
577 lafore it doth tumble.  Let me bo summoned
Lefone Tam surpnised. Delver me trom sudden death,
Nut fron sudden death respect of itself ; for I care
nut how short my passage be, so it be safe. Nover
any weary traveller complained that he came ton soon
to his journey’s end. But let it not be sudden in
respect of me.  Make me always ready to veceive
death. Thus no guest comes unawares to him who
keeps « constant table.

Thoweas I'orull,

THE WHITE
FLOSS.

Fanny dear, you have
been away a long time. I
hope your work was ap
proved,” said a delicate look
ing woman as her daughter

FANPA entered their humble sitting-room,
o 72\ N and, with a very discontented facc,
Y threw on the table a large roll of
worsted embroidery.

“No, inderd, mother, it is nol
approved,” replied Tanny; “and T have
, ) been sent to look ata piece worked by
A 4 fiend of Mrs. Brown, that T may
mako it the same ; that is the reason T have been so
long away.,”

“Did not Murs. Brown think
my love 3

yours nicely worked,

I
!
|
[

 Oh yes, she found no fault with the work ; she
even condescended to say that the colours were woll
blended, and the stitches as regular as could be,”

“ That is pleasant, then what is the matter with
AR

“ Why, the lady to whom she sent mo has worked
in throughout the wreath a little white floss silik,
which gives it a soft Lright look ; and certainly 1t is
an improvement,—only why wasn't I told about it
before 17

“Perhaps Mrs. Brown had not thought about 1t,
But you will not object to improve your work, dear.
Did you bring in any of th: proper silk $”

“Mother, I had no money with me, and Mrs,
Brown did not offer to pay me until the picce is
finished, so——"

“ Never mind, dear,” interrupted the mother, with
a little sigh ; “T dare say we can find enough to pay
for some, and you can get it done as soun as possible,
and then I am sure Mrs. Brown will pay you. She
1s just, and knows our troubles.”

“She might have remembered them now,” roplied
Tanny ; “but, mother dear, somebody elso did. Look
here ! ” and she Leld up a littlo packet containing many
skeins of the finest and purest whito floss silk.

“Somebody indeed, dasling ! ” said the mother, her

. eyes filling with grateful tears, for tho purchase of the

délicate article would have taken her last shilling,

“Tt was that lady, Mrs, Brown's friend. She was
so kind, mother ; she spoke so nicely, and asked about
you, and after we Lad talked over the work she said
she had some white floss left, so she gave me all this.”

“Our Father guided her to this thoughtful kind-
ness,” said the widow. “He knows all, and He will
bless her for it.” .

“Perhaps I have made a friend ; who knows??”
said Fanny, presently, with a cheerful voice. * Do
you know, mother, I couldn't help thinking that this
lady is something like white floss herself, Meeting
with her has been a soft bright thing in the midst
of—of —"

The girl hesitated ;
waited.

“Of hardncss aud Jdarkness,” hastily added Fanny,
*There, mother, I'n sorry, but I can't help 1t.”

“I'm sorry tuo, dear, and you must try to help it,”
said the widuw, sadly. And they Luth worked on
silence.

“Now, mother, do look at my work!"” exclaimed
Tanny, lide that same afteruoon, and holding her
beautiful embroidery befure hier mother. * What do
you say to it now ?”

“That it is a tust lovely piece of work indeed,”
said the widow, gazing with admuration upon 1t.
“ Mrs. Brown cannot but be pleased. That floss silk
has Jone wonders, Fanny. How it has softened and
yut brightened the whole pattern, and brought out the
beauty of those colours!”

TFanny was greatly pleased with the effect, and
could scawcely be prevuiled on to lay her work aside
for needful rest.

¢ Come here, Fanny; you have done onough for the
present ; and I want to show you the beautiﬁ'}l whito
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tho mother looked up and
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tloss that is woven into the plan of our life.”
the mother made a place by the little hreside, where
many a time, when weary and disheartened, the girl
had sat and laid her head on her mothers lap, and
learned sweet lessons of patience and peace.

“Tell me, dear child,” said the widow, tenderly,—
as she thus appropriated the few minutes of twilight,
ro they must prepare their candle and to work again,
“tell me what you think about God.”

“ About God! dear mother ?”

“Yes; you spoke bitterly awhile ago of the dark-
ness and hardness of your lot in life, and said you
couldw’t help it. We must try to help it; we have
no right to let an enemy misrepresent our best Iriend.”

“Well, mother, it does seem hard to be poor, and
to be disappointed, and for you not to have the

comforts you had once, and to be obliged to work so

close just for a bare living; but I didn’t mean to be
an enemy.”

“No, dear: but unbelief \nthm you is listening
to the f'tthur of lies, and - -
you are dishonouring your -

Father in heaven.
me, now, what you think
about God, my child.”

“1 think He is wise,
and great, and good,” said
Fanny, solemnly. *Oh,
mother ! I did not mean
anything else, though I
was feeling that some
things scem very hard}
sometimes, and I can’t
understand whyoneshould
be happy and rich, and
another—like you, mother
—so0 good and faithful,
should be poor and miser-
able.” '

“The most miscrable
time Iever have, Fanny,is
when you murmur at the |
ways and dealingd of our

And

“in the midst of trouble.

& =
Tell eSS

LET i
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which ought to reconcile us to anything—IIe chastens
‘for our profit, that we might be partakers of Ilis
holiness” Just let this thought, like the white floxs
throungh your beautiful work, run through your view
of God’s character and dealings, and you will see
them in their true light, neither dazzling nor con-
founding, but winning and subduing heart and will to
Himself.”

“Aother,” cried Fanny, “T shall never work white
floss again without a text for every stitch. I little
thought what a lesson was in it when I discon-
tentedly sat down to it this morning.”

“It is a lescon that will make you happy, dearest,
Let us fear nothing ; our
Goud is love, and e will make all things work
together for good to them that love 1im.”

Fanny carricd home her work, and received duc
praise and payment. Dut the white floss had not
done quite all its work yet.

A day or two afterwards the mother and daughter
[ were surprised by a visit
. from Mrs. Lrown, accom-

panied by her gentle
friend.

“I quite forgot to pay
you for the floss silk,
child,” said the former.
** It was beyond our agree-

~ment for the work, and
therefore T am in your
debt.  How much?”

“XNothing, ma'am,” said
Fanny, modestly ;  that
Iady gave it to me to
work into your pattern.”

* Did youreally #” said
Jrown, turning to
iy Cher friend: “but no, I

/77 don’t think that w.ould
1“;%' ;be fair. She gave it to
25U/ , you, and I am so pleased

‘with the effect of the
— piece altogether that I

Y-

God. You would be shocked to do so in direct
terms, but still you do it. Now you have only
described part of ILim when you say e is wise, and
great, and goold.  Ob, Fanny ! He is something else to
you and me, and every onc who will look at Him in
the right place. Is it not written in words and
deeds, t]mt *God is love "9”

“But, mother, one cannot always remember.”

“Do you ever forget that I am your mother; my
<hild 1”

“XNo! ob, no! How could I? for even if you
arc displeased with me, you always love me, and
siever more, perhaps, than when you sce it needful
10 reprove.”

“And why deny to our Tather in heaven that
proof of filial confidence? ¢ Whom the Lord loveth
He chasteneth.” ¢ Blessed is the man whom Thou
chastenest, O Lord, and teachest him out of Thy
Jaw : that Thou mayest give him rest from the days
of adversity”  And another reason—a blessed reason
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must pay for it properly,” and she added an accep-
table little present in money to the swn already paid
for the work.

“Dear lady,” said the widow, “I wish I could
explain to you what a beautiful pleasure that white
floss has been to us, and how my child’s first dis-
appointment in finding her work not satisfactory has
been overruled to do us good, both spiritually and
temporally.”

The ladies were interested to hear its history, and
the simple lesson was not lost.

“ My dear friend,” said Mrs. Brown, as they walked
away, “1 suspect that I should be the better for a
little white floss. I like to do everything with a
truthful, straightforwnard, heavenly principle ; but 1
haven't thought cnough of the mind of a loving
Saviour, the tender gentle heart that should go with
all we do for Him, and so, I do believe, I often do
harm instead of good. ‘God is love,” as well as Jight
and truth.”
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THE MISSION TO THE AFGHANS. :

N the 19th of December, 1853, a missionary !
meeting was held at Peshawar, the frontier
military post in the Punjab at the entry to the |

. Society had founded its first mission in the unjab,

+

A

Khyber Pass, the high-road to Cabul 1t i- really one

fingers of Dboth hands; like, for its awlicnes were
animated with a united enthusiasm—the cnthusiasm
born of a desire to see souls won to God.

1ow did it come about?

Only two years before, the Chureh Missionary
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A Street Scene in Peshawar.

of the chicf cities of Afghanistan, for although the ! whither its missionaries had been invited by Major

Yeshawar Valley forms part of Dritish Indn, it is
within the limits of Afghanistan. The meeting was
very unlike and yet very likc the many gnthcrings for
the same object in our own day ; unlike, for they who
composed it could almost have been counted on the

! Martin. Shortly after his regiment was ordered to

Peshawar, then, as now, the home of the nost

turbulent, fanatic, and bigoted who are under English

rule in India. e went rcluctantly, and with many

misgivings. But, with the spirit of 2 true soldier, ho
181
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obey «l his ordets, and went. I Lad not heen then
long hefore he applied to the chiel commissivnerof the
Panjab fui his consat o the ostablishunent of
mission.

The commissivner’s reply was empliatic : no mission-
ary should uess the Indus su long as he was Come-
missioner of Peshawar. A few short months, then «
change came.  The commissioner was sitting one day
in the verandah of his house when an Afghan ap.
proached with a petition. He took it and began to
vead ; the next moment he lay a corpse—the assassin's
dagger had too surely done its work.

Major Herbert Edwardes was then appointed com-
missioner. e viewed things differently ; the per
mission for o 1aission was allowed, and on December
19, 1833, the missionary gathering we have alluded
tntonk place It was the day of the Peshawar races.
* Qught not,” suggested some one a few days hefore it
was held, “our meeting to be deferred until afto the
races 17

“What 27 said Mujur Martin, frosh from Lis duset
of prayer, “put off the work of Gud for a steeple-
chase? Never!” .

The meeting was not postpuned, but held. A few
only were present ; but God’s Spirit was there, and
He made His presence unmistakably felt; and men's
hearts, and women’s hearts, too, burned within them as
they spoke one to another, and listened to the words of
Edwardes, who scemed as one inspired, and this at a
time when the blood of his murdered predecessor was
not yet cffaced from his verandah,

At the meeting 14,000 rapees, or £1,400, were !
subseribed towands the new mission, and in a few -

weeks the sum was raised to 30,000 rupees, or £3,000.

Many there were in India who viewed the under-
taking with fear. One officer wrote on the subscription
list, ““One rppee for a revolver for the use of the firt
missionary.” * He thought the Gol of missiuns could
not take care of His senvants in su dangervus a place.
He had said in Peshawar that the iwissionaries could
nuver exi-t withuut the protection of his sepoys. But
he waps the fist officer who was Jdmself cut down,
tuguthier with his wife, by his own sepuys at the com-
mencement of the mutiny in Meerut.

The first misswnaries to Peshawar were the Rev. R.
Clark, who had been at work at Amritsar since 1851,
the Rev. Dr. Pfander, who had been at Agra, and
Major Martin, who had left the service of the Govern-
ment to become a missionary.

Dr. Phander began to preach. His friends said he
would be killed: He went on preaching.
the local committee it was thought that preaching
should be suspended for a time, but Dr. Piander, in
his quiet, simple way, said, “X must act as God guides
me,” and he went on preaching.  Yrom that time to
this danger has often been near.  No Afghan has ever
touched a missionary to do him harm, though many
officcts of mnk have been struck down by Afghan
knives. It is true that the Rev. I. Loewenthal, a
missiouary of the American Preshyterian Society, was
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Lven by -

. ohot in his ganden une dwh night in 1864, but thi~ §
lid no connection withe missions, and the man whoe
did the deed was « Sthli. A hwife, to, was unee risad
against Mr. Tuting when preaching, but it was not
allowed to fall,
¢ Underthe combmed efforts of the three missionavies |
abieady  mentioned  the mission was soon in com- J
plete working order. A school was opened, a chapel
erected, premises purchased, andd teaching and preach-
ing and receiving inquirers left the missionaries but
little time for themselves,
—tt .

PASSING AWAY.

TRIUMPHAL entry into the city was §
once accorded by the scnate of
Rome to & successful gencral. |
Crowned with laurels, and sur- §
rounded by his children, the §
general stood in a chariot, accom- B
panied by one who held over his
.head a crowvn glittering with [
costly jewels. Bandsof musicians B

went before him, playing and singing 8

joyous songs; and tlere were also

victims adorned for sacrifice, captives B

taken in battle, and carriages piled #§

up with spoil. Officers of justice, §
: consuls, and scnators took their §
| places in the procession ; and the whole was closed in [

? by the army that had been led on to victory after &

! victory by their favourite general. &

Church Missionary Gleaner.

To numbers who witnessed the triumph, it would
seem as though the man to whomwr it had been decreed §
had atfained the summit of human ambition, and had [
nothing left him to desire. That, at any rate, was the §
, feeling of 2 courtierwho, along with an illustrious prince, [
~ was amongst the spectators of the scene ; for, turning §
to the prince, he asked : “ What is wanting here ?" §

“What is wanting ?” was the reply. “This 1>
, wanting—continuance.” .

The prince was right. The triumph would soon §
cumne to an end ; the music would be hushed, the
shouts of applause would die away; cud that very
night the whole would be a thing of the past. Con
tinuance was wanting to make the joy complete ; and
there was no continuance. -

Who has not felt deeply the uncertainty and the @
changefulness of all earthly things? Itis a thought &
especially sad to those who have no portion beyond. |

This is true of overything earthly. Nothing lasts.

Youth does not last. The bloom fades from the §
. cheek, the brightness passes from the eye, the step [
loses its clasticity, the voice its ring, the spirits their B
buoyancy. '

Pleasure does not last. Not only the pleasures
of sin, but all earthly pleasures, whether lawful or
unlawful, are but for a season.

Wealth does not last. * Riches certainly meke K
themselves wings , they fly away as an eagle toward X
heaven.” And the end will come, and then they }
| must all bo left.
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Friends do not last.  God be thankhed that so many
§ are kind and true!
: And life does not last. We must all meet  the
i last enemy,” and fall before him.  “We are strangers
¥ and sojourners,” and ¢ there is none abiding.”
i But then, blessed be God ! there are things which
§ last—things which, though not carthly, can be very
B largely enjoyed on carth—and, whoever you be, they
may be all yours.
8 Salvation lasts. It is “cternal salvation,” salvation
BE «to the uttermost,” and the Gospel which announces
& it is “the everlasting Gospel.”
® The friendship of Jesus lasts. 1Ilis love never
§ «rows cold; Ife is never separated from us by
R distance, for Ife is with His people “alway, cven
g nto the end of the world;” and, as a pledge of His
& -verlasting Jove and constant presence, Ho procures
M for them the gift of the Moly Spirit, the Comforter,
R 10 abide with them for ever.
i The joys of salvation last. The believing heart
¥ can “rejoice in the Lord alway ;” in youth, and in
| "5, in sickness, and in health, in the decpest poverty,
3 mdin the most desolate loneliness ; nay, even in death
[ itsclf.
B And heaven lasts. “The things which are not
B <con are eternal.” The Lord Jesus Himeelf, too,
B8 eclares that the life He gives to His people is
9 “cternal life.”  Yes, unlike carth, heaven lasts for
8 cver. Tis songs will never cease; its security will
@ never be invaded; its pleasures will be - for ever
K1 nore.”
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SAYING AND DOING.
= ’ uy call ye me, Lord, Lowd,

and do not the things
which I say?”

Ar old Turitan “writer,
commenting nn thes- words
of the Lord Jesus Mhrist,
<ays that there are *n the
world four different '.inds
of penple -—

1. There are those who
neither do the things which
Christ says, nor call Him,
Lord, Lord.

2. There are those who
call Christ, Lord, T.ord, but
who do not the things
which IIe says.

3. There are those who do
the things which Christ says, but
who do not call Him, Lord, Lord ;
and
B _ 4. There are those who both call Christ, Long,
% Lord, and do the things which He says.

B We should like to ask you, reader, to which of
&4 these classes you belong. You must belong to one
a8 of them—which is it? :

3 1. We should be very sorry indeed to think that
3% you belonged to the first—that is, to those who will
@ “ot call Christ, Lord, and who refuse to obey His com-

GREETINGS.
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. uandments,  For He has the strongest possible night

Te——

* to your submission : first, because He made you ; and

still further, Lecause He died for you un the cross,
that you might have eternal life.

Does not your own conscience—if you will only
listen to its voice—tell you that you ought to bow to
Iim as your Lord, and, at least, to endeavour—
secking the help He is always so ready to give—to du
whatever He commands? You will have no true
peace till you do this; and the end of your presens
course, if you persist in it, w1l he everlasting death.

Hearken to Him, for He still calls you. e offers
you free forgiveness, though you have so greatly
sinned. Here are His own precious words, spoken
for you: “ Come unto Me, all ye that labour and are
heavy-laden, and I will give you rest. Take My yoke
upen you, and learn of Mo ; for I am nieck and lowly
in heart ; and ye shall find rest unto your souls.”

2. But we should he still more deeply grieved to
think that you helonged to thuse whom the good okt
Divine text mentions—those who call Him, Lerd, Lord,
but who do not the things wiich He says. They
who openly cast off His authority, and declare that
they do not believe in Him, often do great harm to
others by encouraging and inciting them to sin
against Him and against God.

But there can be no doubt whatever that they do
far greater harm who, whilst they call Ifim, Lord,
disobey His commands. They cause “the way of
truth to be cvil spoken of,? and they embolden men
to say that the Gospel is a delusion and 2 lie, and that
all who profess it are hypocrites.

Then be deeply humbled, and very sorrowful, if you
have done this; but do not despair. He is willing to
forgive you ecven such great sin; and to give you,
through the grace of His own Spirit, a heart whick
will delight, not only to speak for Him, but to do all
His will.

3. Tethaps you belong to the thurd order; that 1s
to say, you believe in Him as your Saviour ; you have
humbly confessed to Him your sins, and you have good
rezson to0 hope that they are furgiven. Repenting of
everything that is evil, you try, depending on His
promised help, to do all His wiil. .

But you do this secretly . that is, you dv not avow
your faith and hope in Christ, and you Jdo not say
that the things you try to do whith are good and
right, you do because Christ commands them, and
because He helps you. In your own heart and in
your closet you call Ilim, Lord; but you do not
acknowledge Him before men, and it may be that
as yet nobody knows that you are a Christian.

But is this right? is it manly? is it grateful? Do
you not owe it to Him who has done such great
things for you, to tell others of His grace and power?
Perhaps you are afraid that men will laugh at you,
and mock you ; but what a small thing that is to fear
for Him who has shown you such exceeding love!

Or, possibly, your fear may be that if you were
to avow His name you might dishonour Him ; but
cannot He keep you from falling and make you very
strong? Confess Him. Be not ashamed in the
presence and hearing of anybody to call Him, Lord.
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4. With good conscience, though very lumbly,
you may feel yourself justified in saying that you
belong to those Jlast mentioned—thoee who call
Hum, Lord, Lord, and who do the things which
He says. You cannot say that you do them pe-
feetly ; you wish you could, but you try sv to
do them, and you daily seck 1Ilis el that you
may.

1f this be so, we give you joy. “The Lord looks
down upun you v ‘th approving luve; you can scarcely
fail to bu a blesstng tu all with whom you lanve to du,
you are on your way to the kingdom, and the Lord
Ilimself will give you

!
I
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!
!
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cear up my room.”  The verso read, * Come, ye
blessed of my Tather.” The mother's hemt fanly
stoold still.  Her own words to hier child, and her
Jiilds question and her reply, flashed through her
mind, and following in quick succession (Lrought to
Lier ranembrance, no doubt, by the Ioly Spirit) came
the many sweet wonds of Seripture, “ A pecalian
treasure unto me”; “The Lord delighteth in thee™;
“ My love, my fair one” ; “My jewels.”

She was well taught in the Bible, but the innet
meaning of such words had neser come to her before,
“ A I omy Tathers ¢ blessed'?” she said; “Tis

¢ delight,’ His ‘treasure,’

there a bright and un-
fading crown.

“The holy to the honest
leadls,
From thence our spirits
rise;
And he that in
statutes treads
Shall meet Thee in the
skies.” S. C.

Thy

MAMMA'S
BLESSED ONE!

R

«

MOTHER was Ducy
with her morn
ing duties whon

Ler youngest child camie

icnuing  towards  her
with a toy. Tripping
dong, with  a  meny

smile on his dimpled
Lee, he was the very

picture  of  wace and
sweelness  that  would

lave won  any heart.
The mother’s soul was
tianapurted with delight.
She opened her ars,
she caught  the little
prattler to her busum,
and lavished upon it
cidearing caresses.

¢the apple of His eye,’
Just what my precious
chill is to me? Oh, I
never have thought of
it; it scems as if 1 conld,
not helieve it.”

The broom and duster
dropped from her hands,
and she fell on her
knees, and all she coulid
do was to weep tears of
penitenve and gratitude
bufure the Father whose
words of ondearment
had never come to her
until that moment, but
wlich she now ventured
tooaceept.  Iow could
sie do otherwise? It
wits not her own worthi-
noss, she well knew, that
made hey so dear to the
Father’s heart, but she
was “in Christ,” “ac-
cepted in the Beloved.”
She scemed to hear her
Saviour saying, “Hethat
loveth Me shall be loved
of My Father”; “X sayv
nwt unto you that I will
pray the Father for you,
for the Father Himself
loveth you because ye

“You little darling?
Mamma’s blessed one!”
she exclaimed.

¢ Blesed -what is Llessed, mansua? What do you
mean 1" artlessly asked the little one.

“You are maming's dvatest ticasure, the ddight of
Lur ¢yes and her hieart,” coplicd the fuid mother, as
aguin and again shic Rissed the aptuined face.

The happy Jild ran off to its play, and the mother
went on with her ditics. These Ied ner to Jier Led-
room, whee she paused for @ moment to take up hee
“Daily Food.”

TN stup to read the verse for the day,” she said to
hersclf.
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The happy child ran off to its play.
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have Joved Me.”

Trom that hour there
Wwas a new meaning in’
life, a new motive for work, a new power in the soul
of this Christian woman. Hex tender affection for her
little one, the darling of her heart, had intcrpreted to
lier the love that encircled her, so pure, so true, so
deep, so high.  She understood now what the apostle:
meant when he prayed that Lis friends might
* comprehend ™ the love *whiddi passeth knowledge.”z
Henceforward she walked in the love of God, and it.
was like a light all about her—above, below, around,
within. She walked “in the Iight,” and had perpetual,

“I shall have something to think about as I | ¢ fellowship ” with the Unscen.



