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Of all kinds of ignorance, that which is
¢ most strange, and, in so far as it is
&(’luntary, the most culpable, is our ignor-
20 of Self. For not only is the subject,
this case, that which might be expeeted

it Possess for us the greatest interest, but
e the one concerning which we have
"lp_lest facilities and opportunities of infor-
w2on. Who of us would not think it a
'béa"ge and unaccountable story, could it
ve.0ld of any man now present, that for
tears hg had harboured under his roof a
8t whose face he had never seen—a
%tant inmate of his home, who was yet
Im altogether uoknown? It is no
abII)POfsition, however, but an un?uestion-
'ﬁre fact, that to not a few of us, from the
Pre Mmoment of existence, there has been
'Sent, not beneath the roof, but within
P, reast, a mysterious resident, an inse-
o {:ble companion, nearer to us thaun friend
ltg Yother, yet of whom, after all, we knm.’v
Bene or nothing, What man of intelli-
¢ amongst us would not be ashamed
by have had in his possession for years
me‘rare or universally admired volume
Pri 8 leaves uncut?—or to be the pro-
exq, . Of a repository, filled with the most
ra:.le:mte productions of genius, and the
Yet 1. Shecimens in science and art, which
Y : hingelf never thought of entering ?
Lo ch;"@ly 1o book so worthy of perusal,
Curi mber containing objects of study so
thyy 2 80 replete with interest for us, as
Which seldom or never attracts our
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SELF-IGNORANCE.

BY THE REV. JOHN CAIRD, D.D.,, GLASGOW,

“Who can understand his errors? Cleanse thoy me from secret faults,”—PsaLy xix, 12.

observation—the book, the chamber of our
own hearts. We sometimes reproach with
folly those persons who have travelled far,
and seen much of distaut countries, and
yet have been content to remain compara-
tively unacquainted with their own. ~But
how venial such folly compared with that
of ranging over all other departments of
knowledge, going abroad with perpetual
inquisitiveness over earth and sea and sky,
in search of information, whilst there is a
little world within the breast which is still
to us an unexplored region. Other scenes
and objects we can study only at intervals;
they are not always accessible, or can be
reached only by long and laborious jour-
neys; but the bridge of consciousness is
soon crossed ; we have but to close the eye
and withdraw the thoughts from the world
without, in order at any moment to wander
through the scenes and explore the pheno--
mena of the more wondrous world within,
To examine other objects, delicate and
elaborate instruments are often necessary;
the researches of the astronomer, the bota-
nist, the chemist, can be prosecuted only
by means of rare andycostly apparatus; but
the power of reflection, that faculty more
wondrous than any mechanism which art
has ever fashioned, is an instrument pos-
sessed by all; the poorest and most illiterate,
alike with the most cultured and refined,
have at their command an apparatus by
which to sweep the inner firmament of
the soul, and bring into view its manifold
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phenomena of thought and feeling and
motive. And yet, with all the unequalled
facilities for acquiring this sort of know-
ledge, can it be questioned that it is the
one sort of knowledge that is most com-
monly neglected; and that, even amongst
those who would disdain the imputation of
ignorance in history or science or literature,

ere are multitudes who have never ac-
quired the merest rudiments of the know-
ledge of Self ¢

What has now been stated as to the too
common neglect of self-knowledge in gene-
ral, is emphatically true with respect to
that branch of it to which the text relates,
It is the moral part of our pature with
reference to which defective knowledge is
at once the most common and the most
dangerous. As a matter of curiosity, an
object of interesting study, every intelligent
man should know something of the struc-
ture, organization, laws, and processes of
his physical and of his intellectual nature;
but as a matter, not of curious interest
merely, but of the last and highest neces-
sity, we ought to be acquainted with our
moral nature—with the condition of our
hearts in the sight of God. The care of
our bodily health we may depute to an-
other, and the skill of the physician may
render our ignorance of physiology of little
or no practical moment; to be unacquainted
even with our intellectual nature, inobser-
vant of its operations and mistaken as to
its character, may lead to no consequences
more serious than vanity, self-conceit, an
undue reliance on our own opinions;—but
when our ignorance relates not to the body
but to the soul, not to the head but to the
heart, no language can exaggerate its dan-
gor. For the care of our spiritual health,
the moral culture and discipline of the soul,
we can never depute to another; no friend
on earth can be the soul's physician, or
free us from the burden of our solitary
respousibility with regard to it; and un-
noticed errors in the heart, ualike intellec:
tual deficiencies, not 8&nerely affect our
tetaporal coudition or our social reputation,
but may issue in our eternal ruin.

Yot the text suggests, what all experi-
ence corroborates, that it is a man’s moral
defects that are most likely to elude his
own scrutiny. There is a peculiar secresy,
an inherent inscrutability, about our sins.
Bodily disease or injury, in the great majo-
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rity of cases, manifests its presence by pains
—80 obtrudes itself on our consciousness,
that it is impossible for the sick man to be
long unaware of his danger, or indifferent
to its removal. But it is the peculiar
characteristic of moral disease, that it does
its deadlv work in secret. Sin is a malady
which atfects the very organ by which it
sclf ean be detected ; it creates the darkness
amid which it injures wus, and blinds the
eyes of its vietim in the very act of destroy-
ing him. It there be any bodily disease
to which it is analogous, it is to that fatal
malady which often cheats the sick mar
iuto a delusive tranquillity, the deeper and
more.deceitful in proportion to his danger-
And if the uncouscious cheerfulness of the
dying be sometimes both strange and sad?
if it has ever happened to us, as we looked
on the wan and wasted countenance oP
which cousumption had set its ghastly sesls
to listen with mingled wonder and pity to
the words of unabated hopefulness from
the sick man’s lips, surely inere deserving
of our pity is he who, all unaware of hi#
spiritual disease, is hastening on, in undis”
turbed tranquillity and selt-satisfaction, t0
everlasting despair and death !

Now, it is this self-concealing tendency
of sin, and the comsequent difficulty
forming a right estimate of ourselves, ¢
which the Psalmist refers in the prayer ©
the text—¢* Who can understand his errorsz
—Cleunse tl 01 me from seeret fanlts!
And what 1 now purpose, in following ou*
the train of thought here suggested, is ¥
point out to you a few of the causes ©
cousiderations which serve to explain .d"’
sclf-ignorance of the erring and sinful mind

I. One reason why the sinful man do®®
not “understand his errors” is— That §t*
can be truly measured only when it is 7€
sisted. It is impossible to estinate D%
strength of the principle of evil in the 50“0
till we begin to struggle with it; and th
careless or sinful man—the man who,
supposition, is not striving with, but suc”
cumbing to sin, cannot know its torce.
long as evil reigns unopposed within b
soul, it will reigu, in a great degree, un®
served. So long as a man pussively 8%
thoughtlessly yields up his will to the sW2
of worldly principles or unholy desires an
habits, be is in no condition to m«vi":’ir
their intensity-—scarcely to discover th
existence. For in this, as in many O¥
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cases, resistance is the best measure of force.
The most powerful agents in nature, when
unopposed, do their work_ slle:ntl_y and
without attracting observation; it is only
when some counteracting power arises to
dispute their sway that a.t.tention i8 drawn
to their presence and their potency, The
rapid stream flows smooth and silent when
there are no obstacles to stay its progress;
but hurl a rock into its bed, and the roar
and surge of the arrested current will in-
stantly reveal its force. You cannot esti-
mate the wind’s strength when it rushes
over the open plain; but when it reaches
and wrestles with the trees of the forest, or
lashes the sea into fury, then, resisted, you
reeive its power. Or if, amidst the ice-
ound regions of the North, an altogether
unbroken, continuous winter prevailed,
comparatively unnoticed would be its stern
dominion j but it is the coming round of a
more genial season, when the counteracting
agency of the sun begins to prevail, that
reveals, by the rending of the solid masses
of ice, and by the universal stir, and crash,
and commotion over the face of nature, the
intensity of the bygone winter’s cold.
Now, so too is 1t in the spjntual world.
Bin’s power is revealed only in the act of
resistance. No agent more potent, and
none, if undisputed, more imperceptible in
its operation. In many a worldly and
. godless heart it reigns viewless as the wind
—silent as the smooth and rapid stream.
Rule in whatever form it may—in selfish-
neas, or worldliness, or prid(?, or a.rnbmion,
or covetousness, or sensuality—sin often
breathes over that inner world an influence,
not only as stern and witheiing, but also
as still and unobtrusive as an unbroken
winter's cold. On the other hand, resist-
anes discloses it. When the aspiration
after a purer, nobler life, begins to rise
within the breast, and the long—pass.we
#pirit rouses its energies to check the pride
of evil, to force back and stay the current
of unholy desire and passion; when the
: ‘%fteningvprinciple of divine love and grace
¢ins to thaw the icy coldness of a god-
Toss heart, then it is that the soul becomes
aware of the deadly strength of sin. Often
the sense of guilt breaks upon the awakened
8pirit with 2]l the strangeness of a discavery.
With the rise of its new and higher con-
Sciousness there comes upon the soul the
fecling of a hitherto unrealized burden—a

Ya9

heavy and intolerable weight of evil, re-
straining and crushing back its new-born
energies. Hitherto at ease in the embraca
of sin, when the vision of God dawns upon
the spirit, there is a yearning to get near
Him, and an impatience and galling sense
of bondage in that which keeps it away
from Him; as when a child, contentedly
reposing in a stranger’s arms, no sooner
catches a glimpse of the parent than it
struggles and stretches out towards the
loved form, ill at ease in that embrace in
which it had till now unconsciously rested,
Nor ie it only in the first struggles of
penitence that sin is revealed in its true
character to the soul, With every increase
of spirituality, whatever of evil remains in
it becomes more repulsive to its keener
sensibilities, more irksome to its aspiring
energies, Faults and errors, unapparent or
venial to its former consciousness, become
in the higher stages of the spiritual lifo
more and more odious; and in the purest
and best actions more of evil is now dise
corned than formerly in the basest and
worat. The quickened conscience feels the
drag of sin at each suceessive step the more
heavy; and as the believing spirit yearns
with an intenser longing for the life of
God, with a more indignant impatience
does the cry break from the lip—«Wha
shall deliver me from the body of this
death #° :

IL. Another reason for the eelf-ignorance
of the sinner is— That sin often makes a
man afraid to know himself. The sus
pected existence of something wrong in the
soul makes us shrink from self-inspection,
Strange though it may seem, the state of
mind ia by no means an uncommon one in
which a man has a latent misgiving that
all is not right with his soul; yet, from a
disinclination to know the whole truth, and
to act up to it, refrains from all further
examination, There are few men who do
not know a little of themselves; multitudes
whom that little so disturbs that they refuse
to know any mote. Ever and anon, even
in the most careless life, the veil of custom
drops, aud the soul catches a glimpse of
its own deep inward wretchedness; but the
glimpse so terrifies that fow will look again,
The heart of a sinful man, laid bare in all
its nakedness to its own inspection, is g
sight on which it would be terrible to look
long; and most men prefer the delusive
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tranquillity of ignorance to the wholesome
pain of a thorough self-revelation.

And yet, this voluntary ignorance, where
interests so momentous are at stake, strange
in itself, becomes the more strange when
contrasted with our conduct in other cases.
In the affairs of this world men will, in-
deed, often shun the sight of inevitable
evils, and refuse to disturb themselves by
the contemplation of calamities which it is
beyond their power to avert. But where
the suspected evil is not beyond the reach
of remedy, in most minds there is a dis-
position of quite an opposite character—a
disposition that secks, ou the least appear-
ance of any alarming symptom, to know
the worst at once. Does the prudent man
of business, for instance, light on some-
thing strange in his confidential servant’s
accounts, or are his suspicions awakened
as to the state of some debtor’s affairs with
whom he is deeply involved—what, in the
great majority of cases, will be his imme-
diate mode of action? To shut his eves to
the disagreeable informatiun, and, by re-
fraining from all further investigation, pur-
chase present ease at the risk of future
ruin? Not so; but rather instantly to set
abeut a rigid scrutiny, and not to rest till
he has sifted the matter to the bottom,
though the unpleasant discovery should
be that his servant has embezzled his pro-
perty, or that his debtor is on the brink of
bankruptey.  Or does the anxious and
affectionate relative note with alarm the
symptoms of dangerous disease in the per-
son of one he loves—does he see, or per
suade himself he sees, the hectic flush
beginning to gather on the cheek—-does
he hear, or think he hears, the short sharp
cough, that rouses all his fears for the
tature,—and need I ask what, in general,
will be the etfeet of such misgivings ¥ What
ravent, husband, friend, at such a time,
vaull consult his own selfish tranquillity
by ignoring the danger, taking no means
to discover its extent, and,’ if possible, to
chock its progress ?

But, however rare in the sphere of our
worlilly interests, this voluntary blindness,
this reckless evasion of disagreeable intelli-
cenve, is in spiritual things, even among
privdent, wise, sagacious men, not the ex-
ception but the rule. Inquisitive, restless,
casily alarmed in other cases, most men
Lecome strangely incurious here.  Our
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fears and suspicions diminish instead of
increasing, in proportion to the magnitude
of the interests involved; and when it is
not our health or wealth, or worldly for-
tunes, but the character and happiness of
the sou! for time and eternity that are im-
plicated, the almost universal endeavour is,
not to provide against threatened danger,
but to evade or forget the signs of it. Few
men, indeed, however thoughtless and
indifferent to religion, can pass through
life without ocecusional misgivings as to
their spiritual state. There are times when
conscience speaks out even to the most
careless ear, and passing visitations of
anxiety as to the soul and its destiny
trouble the most callous heart. Amidst
the superficial cares and pleasures of a
worldly existence a man’s deeper nature
may slumber; the surface-ripple of the
stream of common life may fill the sense
and lull the soul to sleep, but to almost
every one there come occasions when the
smooth current of the life of sense is inter-
rupted, and his true self is roused to a
temporary wukefulness. 1In the stillness of
the lonely sickbed, amidst worldly reverses,
in declining health, or under bitter bereave-
ment, when we stand by the bier, or bend
over the closing grave of old friends and
coevals—in such passages of man’s history,
the soul, eternity, God, become for the
moment real things, and the most thought-
less and worldly-minded is forced to pause
and think, Or, again, when the sinful
man listens to some very earnest exhibition
of divine truth, or is brought into contact
with ome who is living a very holy, pure,
unselfish life, a painful impression of his
own deficiencies—a transient glimpse of a
nobler, purer ideal of life, to which his own
presents a miserable contrast—may visit
bis mind. But such thoughts are too dis-
tressing to be long dwelt upon. Very
rarely have men the resolution voluntarily
to arrest and detain them before the mind’s

eye. We do not like to have the easy  °

tranquillity of our life disturbed by spiri-
tual anxieties.
our self-complacency burt by the repulsive

spectacle of our proper selves: and, as the -
fair face on which discase has left its ugly -

seams, turns with pain from the first sight
of the reality which the mirror reveals, so
the mind hastens to avert its view from the
too faithful reflection of ‘self which an

We do not care to Lave .




THE GOOD NEWS.

awakened conscience presents. Instead of
socking true comfort by the steady, how-
ever pamful, contemplation, and then,
through God's grace, by the deliberate,
‘persevering correction of its evil self, the
mind too often secks a speedier, but most
unreal satisfaction, by forgetting its con-
Vicions, and seeing itself only iu the false
glass of the world’s opinion.  Thus, with
many, life is but a centinuous eudeavour
to forget and keep out of sight their true
s6lves—a vain eluding and outstripping of
a reality which is still ever with them, and
to the conscivusness of which they must
-one day awake. Often, however, it is an
-endeavour attended only witk partial sue-
cess. Deep down, in the most worldly
and cardess mind, there is often a hidden
restlessiess, an unessy, disguieting con-
sciousness, us of an evil half wulized, aud
which it would faim, but cumiot forget.
Inadequawe to produce any serious refor-
mation, the convietions of conscience yet
Temain as a lateut foreboding—a vague
sehse of a debt undischarged, and still
hanging over us—na discase uncured and
secrelly working within es Refusing to
know himself, the man 8 often far from
happy in his forgetfulness. His brightest
ours are overshadowed as 1y the vague
sense of a coming danger.  There is a
feverishness and uuteality in all his joys;
and the nearest approach to happiness he
attains is but, after all, as the wretched
enjoyment of the poor spendthrift, who
revels on for a litde hour in unreal splen-
dour, mther than be at the pains to exa-
Mire into his embarrassed affairs; or of the
hapless wretch in the sinking ship, who
drives away by intoxication the sense, but
only therely unfits himeelf the more to
€encounter the reality, of danger.

1I1. in, the self-ignorance of the
Sinful may be accounted for by the slow
and gradual way in which, in most cases,
Sinful habits and dispositions are acquired.

Apart from any other consideration,
there is sometling in the mere fact of the
gradual and insidious way in which changes
of character generally take place, that tends
to blind men to their own defects. For
every one knows how unconscious we often
are of changes that occur by minute and
tlow degrees. If, for instauce, the transi-
tions from one season of the year to another
Were more sudden and rapid, our attention

41

would be much more forcibly arrested by
their occurrence than it now is. But be-
cause we are not plunged from midsummer
into winter—becanse, in the declining year,
one day is so like the day that preceded it,
the daylight hours contract so insensibly,
the chilly feeling infuses itself by such
slight increases inio the air, the yellow tint
creeps so gradually over the foliage—be-
cause autumn thus frequently softcns and
shades away into winter by giadations so
gentle we scarcely perceive while it is going
on the change which has passed over the
face of nature. So, again, how impercep-
tibly do life’s advancing stages steal upon
usf If we leapt at once from boyhood
into manhood, or if we lay down at night
with the consciousness of manhood’s bloom
and vigour, and waked in the morning to
find ourselves gray haired, worn and wither-
ed old men, we could not choose but be
arrested by trarsitions so marked. But
now, lecause to-day you are very much
the same man as yesterday— because, with
the silent growth of the stature, the graver
cares, and interests, and responsibilities of
life so gradually gather around you; and
theu, when you reach the turuing point
and begin to descend, because this year
the blood circulates but a very little less
freely, and Lut a few more and deeper lines
are gathering on the face, than in the last;
because old associations are not suddenl
broken up, but only unwound thread by
thread, and old forms and faces are mnot
swept away all at once by some sudden
catastrophe, but only drop out of sight one
by one—you are not struck, you are not
forced to think of life's decline, and almost
unawares you may not be far off from its
clise.

Now, if we know that changes such as
these in the natural world and in our own
persous take place imperceptibly, may not
this prepare us to admit, that analogous
changes, equally unnoted, because equally
slow and gradual, may be occurring in our
moral character, in the state of our souls
Lefore God?  And with many I'maintain
that it is actually so. There is a winter of
the soul, a spiritual decrepitude and death,
to which many are advancing, at which
many have already arrived, yet all uncon-
sciously, because by minute and irappreci-
able gradations. For character is a thing
of slow formation. Seldom or never does
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the soul reach its mature and consolidated
state by broadly-marked and rapid transi-
tions. The incidents of each passing day
help, by minute touches, to mould it. The
successive changes of our outward life leave
each their little deposit behind, though it
may be long before the formation becomes
of noticeable dimensions. Every passing
breath of moral influence shakes and sways
the stem of our being, but it may be many
a day ere, by the bent acquired in one par-
ticular direction, we can mark the prevail-
ing wind. Differing as we all do from
each other, perhaps as much in oyr indi-
vidual characters as in the form ard ex-
pression of our outward features, we did
not issue, each with his owu sepazate stamp
of character full formed, fromm Nature’s
mintage; and in the case of the irreligious
and einful, it has been by the slow and
plastic hand of time, that the natural evil
of man’s being has been moulded into the
manifold forms and aspeets which their
characters now exhibit. A character of
confirmed selfishness, or covetousness, or
“sensuality, or harshness and irascibility, or
bardened worldliness and unspirituality—
whatever may be the special type of charac-
ter in any one here, it never was formed
in a day, or by a fow strokes upon the raw
material of mind. On the contrary, it has
been by many a small sin, by innumerable
minute tamperings with conscience, by a
thousand insignificant sacrifices of principle
to passion, of duty to inclination—by mul-
tiplicity of little fits of anger and unnoted
aots of sensual indulgence—it has been, by
a long series and succession of such expen-
ences as these, that many a man’s moral
being has been fashioned into the shape it
wears, The change for the worse, though
on the whole, and to other observers, very
marked, has been from day to day slight
and inappreciable; so that not only the
worldly, the careless, the unspiritual, but
even the openly wicked and abandoned,
have often a comparatively slight and im-
perfect sense of that evil in them which has
grown, and deepened, and darkened, shade
by shade. The most hardened and shane-
less profligate, had he reached his present
maturity in sin by a single stride, would
probably be as much horrified at the
change, as if the merry innocent face and
clear bright eve of his childhood had been
transformed, in a single day, into the
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bloated aspect and suspicious scow! of guilt.
But just as men note no the lines of de-
formity, settling day by day over the coun-
tenance, so neither do they discern the
lineaments of moral repulsiveness daily
deepening into the soul.

IV. It tends greatly to increase this
insensibility to the progress of sin in the
soul, that, as character gradually deterio-
rates, there is a parallel deterioration of
the standard by which we judge of it. As
sin grows, conscience declines in vigour.
The power that perceives s partakes of
the general injury which sin inflicts on the
soul. It does not remain stationary while
the other elements of our being—the de-
sires, affections, moral energies—are in
downward motion. It does not resemble
a spectator standing on the skore, who can
discern the slightest motion of the vesse}
in the stream, but rather to the other
powers conscience stands in the relation of
a fellow-voyager, whe canmot perceive in
his companions the motion of which him-
self partakes. Or, as in fever and other
diseases that affect the brain, the disease
soon unhinges the power by which the
patient is made conscious of its ravages;
so sin is a malady which cannot proceed
far without injuring the moral conscious-
ness by which is presence can be known.
Even to the natural conscience, weak and
unenlightened though it be, sin, in many
of its forms, has an ugly look at first, but
its repulsiveness rapidly wears off by fami-
liarity. To the call of duty, the voice of
religion, the first announcement of the
solemn truths of death and judgment and
retribution, the mind even in its natural
and unrenewed state, can never be alto-
gether insensible; Lut, 3 unregarded, the
impression soon fades, and the solemn
sounds grow fainter and fainter to the ear,
By every act of disobedicnce to its dictates
we sin away something of the sensitiveness.
of conscicnce; and it is quite possible for
the process of disobedience to go on until
even from the grossest sins all the first

.recoil of dislike is gone, and to the voice of

warning and instruction there rises not the
faintest echo of compunction in the soul.
Just, as in winter, the cold may become so
intense as to freeze the thermometer, and

thereby to leave vou without the means of .

marking the subsejucnt increases of cold,
80 there is a point in the lowered tempera~
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tute of the inward consciousness where the
growing coldness, hardness, selfishness of
® man’s nature can no longer be noted—
the mecharism by which moral variations
are indicated becoming itself insensible and
motionless. And then—then in an awfu]
sense—does his sin become a hidden thin
to the sinner; then is attained a dreadful
freedom, an ominous emancipation from
all restraint. The soul has reached that
condition in which it can sin on unchecked,
‘contracting a daily aocglmuiating. debt of
guilt, yet all unconsciously — inflicting
deeper and more incurable wounds upon
itgelf, vet without pain—heaping up with-
out remonstranée, wrath against the day
of wrath. No matter now rapid its fatal
descent, no warning voice can retard it
now ; no matter how terrible the ruin before
it, no prognostic of danger can startle it
now. ¢ The light that was in it” has be-
come *“darkness, and how great is that
‘darkness |’

Such, then, are some of the ways in
which sin effects its own concealment.
And surely, if it 8 possible that any one
who now hears me is in the condition I
have attempted to describe, it will need
fow words to set before him its guilt and
danger; its guilt,—for let no man flatter
himself that unconsciousness of sin divests
auy act of its culpability, or even of neces-
sity extenuates the fault of the transgressorn
Voluntary ignorance, so far from being a
palliation, is only an aggravation of the
offence. He who willingly extinguishes
the light escapes not the consequences of
the errors to which darkness leads. The
drunkard, who prepares for crime by first
heating his brain to madness, is not there-
fore treated as if he were natwally irre-
Sponsible. And to have evaded. the_ light
of ¢onscience, or persisted in sin till the
light of conscience dies out, insteac} of
Palliating ulterior acts of guilt, is jtself
©ne of the greatest that can be committed.

o! he who never kuew and could not
know, God’s will, may honestly offer the
Plea of ignorance; but the wilful ignorance
of hardened imsensibility is at once a gtiev-
Ous aggravation of the offence and its most
awful punishment. )

And the danger of self-ignorance is not
loss than its guilt.  For of all evils a secret
®vil is mest to be deprecated,=—of all
uemies @ concealed enemy is the worst.
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Better the precipice than the pitfall; better
the tortures of curable discase than the
painlessness of mortification ; and so, what-
ever your soul’s guilt and danger, better to
be aware of it. However alarming, how-
ever distressing, self-kuowledge may be,
better ¢hat than the tremrendous evils of
self-ignorance.

If indeed there were any possibility of
your state being beyond hope or help, if
your sin were irremediable, and your doom
inevitable, then might you be excused for
refraining from all inquiry~—then might
further remonstrance be cruelty, not kind-
ness. The dying man need not be tor-
mented with useless remedies. The doomed
felon may be let alone, to pass quietly the
interval till his execution. But it is not
so with you. No man here need, by him-
self or others, be given up for lost. No
living soul is beyond the reach of remedy.
You need not shrink from laying bare the
sore, however hideous—from probing the
wound of the soul to the quick, however
painful the process, as if it were all in vain.
Far less nee(s) you “heal your hurt slightly,”
or seck from false remedics a superficial
peace, when, for each and al), the sovereign
specifie, the divine Healer, is at hand.
“There is balm in Gilead; there is a Phy-
sician there.” No case beyond His inter-
vention; no soul so far gone in sin as to
bafle His skill. Open your whole heart
to Jesus. Tell Him all ‘your case. Con-
fess at His feet every bidden gricf, every
secret sorrow, every untold guilty fear. He
is ready to hear and help; He is infinitely
able to save unto the uttermost =all that
come unto Him. At the last extremity,
spiritual life and death trembling in the
balance, call Him in; lay open your soul
to His inspection ; cast yourself in confiding
love on His all-sufficient aid, and your re-
covery is sure,

But, on the other hand, if indolence or
indifference prevail, and you refuse to know
your danger, and to seek the Saviour's
proffered aid, reflect, I beseech you, that a
time is approaching when self-knowledge
shall be no longer a matter of choice. It
is possible now to exclude the light; but a
light is soon to dawn that, whether we will
or 1o, shall pierce to the hidden depths of
every heart, and lay bare the soul at once
to the eye of Omniscience and to its own,
It is possible now to seek the peace of self-
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forgetfulness,—to refuse to be disturbed,—
to sink for a little longer into our dream of
self-satisfaction; but it is a peace as tran-
sient as it is unreal. Soon, at the latest,
and all the more terrible for the delay, the
awakening must come. There are some-
times sad awakenings from sleep in this
world. 1t is very sad to dream by night
of vanished joys,—to revisit old scenes,
and dwell once more among the unforgot-
ten forms of our loved and lost,—to see in
the dreamland the old familiar look, and
Lear the well-remembered tones of a voice
long hushed and still, and then to wake,
with the morning light, to the aching sense
of our loneliness again. It were very sad
for the poor criminal to wake from sweet
dreams of other and happier days—days of
innocence, and hope, and peace, when kind
friends, and & happy home, and an honored
or unstained name were his,—to wake in
his cell, on the morning of his execution,
to the horrible recollection that all this is
gone for ever, and that to-day he must die
a felon's death. But inconceivably more
awful than any awakening which earthly
daybreak has ever Lrought, shall be the
awakening of the self-deluded soul when it
is roused in horror and surprise from the
dream of life—to meet Almighty God in
judgment!

LITTLE BY LITTLE.

Do my dear young friends ever think
how almost all that is good comes to us?
Did you ever see a farmer planting and
sowing? Down in the moist earth goes
the seed and vellow corn, grain by grain,
little by little. God sees the farmer at his
work, and knows full well that he has done
what he could ; s0 he kindly sends the gentle
riin, drop by drop, and not one of thesc
litle drops ever forgets its errand upon
which the good God sent it to the earth.

«I have found you out,” said the rain-
drop to the tiny grain of wheat, “though
you are dead and in your grave.
sent me to raise you up.”

Well, there is nothing impossible with
him; so when the rain-drop bas done its
e.rand, a spark of life shoots out from the

God has |
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very heart of the tiny grain, which is dead.
and buried, and little by little it makes its
way out of the tomb, and stands a single
blade in the warm sunlight, Thatis nobly
done; and if the great God pleased, he
could make that little blade strong and
fruitful in a single moment. Does He do
this? No. Little by Jittle does the stalk
wax strong; and its leaves grow slowly,
leaf by leaf.

Is it not so with every thing that is good
Should we like another way better? Im-
patience would.

It was only a few days ago that I heard
a little girl say:

«T am tired, tired, tired! Here i3 a
whole stocking to ki, stitoh by stitch !—
It will never be done.”

«“But was net this one knitted stitch by
stitoh ¢ I asked, taking a long one from
her basket, and holding it up.

“Yea)”

« Well, that is done.”

The little girl was counting, instead of
knitting, her stitches, No wonder that she
was tired.

Did you ever see & mason building a
houseofbricks? ¢“Poorman!” hmpatience
would say; ¢ what an undertaking, to start
from the earth, and go on so far towards
the sky, brick by brick!” Who ever saw
a patient, persevering person try, and not
succeed at last! So, then, step by step,
which is God's way, must be the best
way.

Let us see that we do every day what we
can. Any little bov or girl who, in look-
ing back upon a day gone by, can say, « 1
bave denc ono thing well,” may be happy
with the thouzht that he huas tuken one
step in the way of wisdorn.  But remember
one thing, dear little friend, the buried
grain of wheat would never start into lite i
God did not send it help; anl it is by the
same hLelp that it inerauses day by day.

Ax the little rain-drop—{Gaod’s Tenutiful
mesvenger—descends into its tomb, so, in
the darkness and death of sin, the Holy
Spirit comes to us, If he breathes upon
ourhearts, we live to do goo.l; without Hin,
we do nothing good.  Let us obey this
Spirit, and all good will be ours at last,
though we gain it little by little.—Zarly
Days.
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LOST AND FOUND.

A STRANGE STORY:

Rain, rain, rain—patter, splash, patter.
What a dismal night! It poured off the
roofs of the aristocratic mansions in the
Royal Cireus into the flooded areas below ;
it streamed down the spouts in torrents; it
blew in my face, blew at my back, stream-
ed down my mackintosh, rained from my
silk umbrelia. Such a night! and such a

rofession to necessitate my going out into
it! T ejaculated fretfully. I was a doctor,
and had been called out from my swudy
fire. It was only to the next square, and
yet I was completely satuirated ere I reach-
ed it. Dismal and uncomfortable as I had
found the stortn, I eagerly rushed again
into it with a strange perversity the moment
my professional duties were over. Its
fierce, dreary, resentful mood was more in

armony with my own tempest-tossed
spirit than the scene of love and joy I left.
The sight of a fair young mother, a tender,
anxious father, recalled too vividly the first
years of iy own married life, with their
bitter ending. Vainly I strove to banish
- the humiliating memories fraught with
shame and sorrow.  They were bevond my
control.

Feeling that battling with the elements,
undergoing any personal inconvenience,
was better for me than the solitude of my
room, the companionship of my own
thoughts, I trudged fiercely up and down
the streaming pavement, seeking to find in
the wailing, howling winds, the ceaseless
patter, a voice for the passions that mas-
tered me. At last the storm in some
measure abated, the tumult of my feelings
subsided, and in carnest I turned my face
homeward, thinking of the sweet face that
would watch for her father’s returning step,
while T was strongly alive to the discom-
fort, no less than the folly, of my situation.
As I entered the crescent shaped street on
which stood my home, an“unusual sound
arrested me. It seemed the voice of a
singer ;—but I must be mistaken, all was
again still.  Noj list!

«1ike dew on the gowan lyin,
Is the fa’ o’ her fairy feet,

An’ like winds in summer sighing,
Her voice is low and sweet.
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Her voice is low and sweet,

An’ she's all the world to me,
An’ for bonny Annie Laurie

I'd lay me down and dee.”

A short, convulsive sob, which I was now
near epouigh to hear, told what the tremu-
lous, unsteady tones already betrayed, the
hardly restraz]ed emotion of the singer.—
'The voice was one of rare compass and
sweetness, yet neither that, nor the peculiar
circumstances of the singer would account
for the bewildering thrill the first notes of
the familiar old ballad sent through me.—
It was as if a master-kev had unlocked the
chambers of my heart, and sent gushing
through my startled frame passions and
feelings, which had slumbered till I believed
them dead. I hastened on a few steps,
anxious to see what voice had power thus
to move me, and what fate compelled any
woman to brave that dismal storm. There
on my own steps the singer stood—a slight
figure dressed in dripping, shabby black,
as the lamp that hung over my door in-
formed me. Poor creature, { thought;
the old story—better days, reduced circumn-
stances, idle, drunken husband, starving
children. Ere I had made up my mind
to address her the door opened, and I stood
back in the shade to see what would tran-
spire.

In the door stood my daughter Ada,
peering curiously out into the darkness, and
behind her stood Miss Forbes, who had
been her governess, and still resided with
her. When the woman saw them she
stepped hesitatingly forward aed spoke,
but in so low a tone that I could not dis-
tinguish her words.

“Come in; come and get warmed and
dried; you sing so sweetly,” Ada’s musical
voice urged, laying her hand on the sttan-
ger’s arm, but the woinan shrank from her
touch and glided back into the shade,
while she seemed to be refusing the proffer-
ed invitation. Miss Forbes and Ada con-
sulted a moment, and then Ada sprang
lightly up the stairs,

«Is this Dr. Morris's house ?” the singer
asked, in that hushed, earnest voice which
is 80 audille.

“Yes, it is, Do you know him ¥’ an-
swered Miss Forbes, startled out of her
usual imperturbable calmness by the eage:-
ness of her questioner.

“A hurried “ No,” as Ada reappeared,



746

satisfied Miss Forbes, and she did not
notice how the woman clutched her hands
nervously and groaned.

Ada beld & woolen shawl of her own
and a purse in her hand. She folded the
shawl and threw it around theslight shoul-
ders, and placed a piece of money into the
now ive hand.

“Oh, dear! such a night to be out!”
shuddered my delicately reared child,
shrinking back from the cold. The woman
atill lingered, gazing eagerly on her, then,
ere Ada could prevent, she took hold of her
band and uttered a fervent

“God bless you, my child, and guard
you from sin and sorrow. Farewell |”

In a moment more she had glided down
the steps, passing me so closely that her
dripping garments brushed me, yet evi-
dently unconscious of my presence.

“Why, how very strange! Who can
she be #” I heard Ada exclaim, as she shut
in the warmth and light,

It was strange. ho, indeed, could it
be? Why should my nams move her i—
and why should her voice have so moved
me? A horrible suspicion forced itself
upon me. I must follow her and put it
to rest or confirm it. The lamp at the
corner of the crescent just revealed her for
amoment, gliding round thecorner. With
this clue I pursued, and soon sighted her.
Fearful of her suspecting that she was fol-
lowed, and trying to elude, surmising the
quarter of the town she would be likely to
occupy, I took a short cut through the
back streets, and came out on Princes
street just as she passed. She walked
slowly and wearily now. I could scarce,
without suspicion, keep pace with her, so
I lingered at the engraver's windows,
which were still unshuttered. Now pas-
sing and now allowing her to pass, I tried
to see her face, but it was resolutely turn-
ed from the glaring shop-windows. I
could just tell that it was a pale, wasted,
delicately outlived face, and I could tell no
more,

Several times I almost gave up the
chase as a wild one, when a step, a move-
ment, a glimpse of the figure, would again
stir me, and with renewed earnestness I
would again follow.  On, on, on, up George
the Fourth’s Bridge (my scene is laid in
Edinburgh,) down Candlemaker’s Row, I
followed slowly that weary, shabby looking

THE GOOD NEWS.

figure. Closely she had gathered the
shawl my daughter had given her around
her shoulders, yet I couid see that she

shuddered. Now she stopped, and a hoarse,
hollow, racking cough rung her death-knell
to my practiced ear. Her days, be she who
she may, were numbered—numbered all
the more surely and shortly from this
night's exposure. Now she had passed
the Grassmarket, and paused before a
baker’s shop, which was already crowded
to the door with haggard, hungry-looking
men, women and chiliren.

1 stood at the window, vumindful of the
curious look cast from bleared, famine-
sharpened eyes at my unwonted appearance
on such a night, insuch a place, at such an
hour. Isaw ol age, which bore no crown
of glory, but deep wrinkles traced by vice
and wretchedness, tottering on a staff; fierce,
besotted, hardened-looking men; pinched,
sharp-eyed, half-clad women and children
with only fragments ef clothing on them,
old in vice though young in years, alike
jostle the little figure in faded black.——
“ She was none of them. What right had
she to be there?” was the thought their
actions gave utterance to. It might be
half an hour, for many who came after
her were served before her, ere she finally
succeeded in getting her errand, a loaf of
bread, for which she put down a half
sovereign. (I had given itto my daughter
only the night before to buy. a new book.)
How the sharp, hungry-looking eyes glis-
tened as they saw the gold, and how many
sharpened, curious faces scanned its owner.
I could not yet see her face, but she took
the change without looking at it, put the
loaf under her shawl, and turned away.—
Again I followed her, till she disappeared
down a cellar stair, at the head of which
I could just decipher on a painted board—

“ Coals, milk, and grooceries.

Mangling dane here.”
This was not her home, I knew ; so I
stood back awaiting her reappearance, for
the first time asking myself how this was
all to end? I could not tell—circum-
stances must decide. In a few moments
wearily she dragged herself up again, be-
hind her a boy -carrying a bag with 8
few pieces of coal in it;—at least so
judged from its black, sooty appearance.—
I had not far ta follow this time, They
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both disappeared up a narrow arched court
that stood at the head of the stairs.

I tried to grope my way in too, almost
suffocated by the nnwholesome vapors of
the place. Judging it best to await the re-
appearance of the boy who was carry-
ing the coals, as he would likely be able to
give me all the information I wanted, I
retraced my steps. Ihad not longto wait.
He soon returned, whistling with true boy-
ish nonchalance *Nancy Till,” swinging
his bag round his arm.

“«Who is that woman® { asked ap-
proaching him.

“Duzzn't know,” answered the boy,
gcanning me as closely as he could, though
I had taken the precaution to turn my
back to the light.

“ Has she been long here #*

“Praps. Be you the beak *  (Anglice,
poﬁcema_n.%

“No,” 1 answeted, slipping a shilling
into his hand as the surest method of un-
tying his tongue. *Tell me all you know
about her, I am a friend.”

Holding the shilling up between his
finger and his thumb for a moment, as if
* Yo satisfy himself of its genuineness, he gave
an account, of which the following is the
substance:

That about eighteen months ago or two
years, he was not sure which, Mrs. Arnott
had first come to his mothet’s shop. It
was she who sold ¢ coals, milk, and groce-
ries.” That his mother thought she was a
widow, though she never told any one any-
thing about herself. “Never spoke to no-
body,” the boy said. That she did white
sewing for the shops, was dreadful hard up
at times, had been sick lately for a month,
and had been oblized to sell almost all she
had. That his mother had been very kind
to her while she was sick. That she had
got some wmoney to-might. She thought
8he’d be comfortable to-night anyway.

The boy was evidently anxious to know
the object of my inquiries, and lingered
about after I had dismissed him; so as {
did not care to be watched, I turned away
after securing a particular deseription of
the exact door at the head of the stair oc-
cupied by Mrs. Arnott. I went to the foot
of the stair that there might be no mistake.

I needed some time to collect my un-}

4
settled, thronging memories, so I walked

away.

What were these memories?

It was now nearly eighteen years since
Minna Arnott became my own wife!

It was twelve years since that fearful
night, when I returned home from a pro-
fessional visit to find my young wife (she
was but seventeen when I manied her)
gone. Whither? T was too soon inform-
od. The friend I had trusted, the wife 1
had loved, had betrayed me—had fled to-
gether—where? I scarce cared to ask.—
1 was legally freed from the now hateful
bond. Her name was forbidden, and I
strove (how vainly those who have loved
deeply well know) to shut outthe memory
of her existence—and I thought that save
for the child she had left me I had succeed-
ed. I had vowed that should she ever
kneel, pray for my forgiveness, I should
turn from her and leave her in her misery,
as she had left me.  All these twelve lonely,
unhappy years, I forgot the wife I had
loved. I remembered only the woman
who had deceived and dishonored me—who
had taken with her the sunshine from my
life. T had even shrunk from the caresses
of my own daughter, when she too strongly
reminded me of her mother. 1 had look-
ed calmly forward—revengefully 1 had
almost said—to this meeting for twelve
years, and now that accidentally—provi-
dentially, if you will—it had occurred, my
heart fluttered as if it had beat but for
sixteen summers, instead of gathering rust
for five-and-fifty. My brain was in a whirl.
I could decide on no single course of action.
Like an accusing angel my conscience,
long silenced, stood up and charged me
with being accessory to my wife's fall—
She came to me”a geutle, loving girl,
grateful for the love that had placed her
above want, a friendless orphan, who clung
confidingly, leaned lovingly upon me. 1
was twenty years her senior; gad marked
out for myself an ambitious course, from
which even my love for her did not divert
me. I loved her passionately, too; but
my love, after its first heat, was second to
my ambition.  Naturally suspicious, I
doubted whether lier love was aught but
gratitude, and to test it I grew exacting.—
Conscience now upbraided me with having
frequently, coldly, even sternly, repulsed
her when she sought by a thousand devices
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that love only could suggest, to win from
me the endearing ephithets I had been
wont to lavish so freely upon her. Then
he—my friend—came to reside in our
neighbourhood:  He was much younger
than I, more nearly her own age, ardent in
temperament, generous and kindly. The
frequency of my absences made me glad
to accept his services for her, and tke two
were consequently thrown much together.
T must have been mad, infituated, or I
would have anticipated the result.

Andhe? Where Was henow? I could
not yet think calmly of the possibility of
his being yet alive, Unyielding, stern, and
prompt in manner, I had always been well
adapted to face and battle with the harsh
realities of life, but totally unfitted for the
display of the gentler graces. Conscious-
1y wanting the tact to pour the oil of con-
solation and forgiveness on the wounded
spirit, in the manner and degree that it
was able to bear, I felt strongly the need
of a third party, able to sympathize with
- both, loved by both, who should stand as
a mediator between the injured husband
and the erring, desolate wife. And for
that office, who could be more suited than
our daughter, equally nearto both? Par-
taking sufficiently of my stern, rugged
nature to appreciate me, she alone had
dared to plead with me for her mother,
to beg of me to try at best and learn her
tate.

I knew that the yearning for a mother’s
love was stronger with her than any feel-
ings of resentment for the shame and dis-
honor that mother bad brouzht upon her.
But I would not seek her till T had again
looked on my wife, (as I could realize the
wreck I had seen her to be,) till T had sat-
isfiod myself that I had not been merely
giving the rein to imagination, and invest-
ing a stranger with the loved features, the
grace of movement, once my pride.

I crept again down the court, up the
Droken stove stairway, carefully bending
my head to avoid obstructions, for from
the stifling air of the stairway I julged its
height to be considerably less than mine.
Up, up, till T hiad passed four landings,
with their numerous doors, and still T had
another to climb.  The inereasing cracks
in the doors, and evidences of dilapidation,
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floor being comfort it comparison with the
wretchedness of the attic. When I at
length climbed as far as I could go, a rack-
ing cough, the same mtensified which I
had heard on the street, directed me to
the object of my search. The door, it
would not close, was tied inside by a rope
to a nail, leaving a sufficient crack for me
to see in. A small but cheerful coal fire
lossened while it displaged the drerriness
of the room. At the room I merely
glanced ; the figure at the fire, crouching
almost over it, took all my attention. Her
boanet and shawl were thrown off, but the
face was still from nie gazing into the fire.
She was weeping, I knew from her move-
ments—very bitterly, as an eccasional sob
told me. She had the shawl my daughter
had given her in her hands. I saw her
press it to her lips and murmur, “ My
child, oh! my child” I stole softly down
stairs. I could trust myself no longer.—
The pride, anger, sternness, and resent-
ment of years were fast thawing away,
leaving me weak as any child. At the
first cab-stand I hailed one, and directed
hinr to drive me home; then requesting’
him to wait for a few minutes, I hastened
up stairs to my daughter’s room, and
hastily told all I had seen. In a moment,
as I had expected, she sprang up and said,
I must o to her, go to my mother.”—
“ And tell her all,” I said. T knew I need
say no more, for she understood my strange-
ly conflicting emotions. Taking my arm
she enme down stais with me, strangely
excited I knew by the trembling of the
hand that rested om my arm. I would
willingly have spared her the pain, the
humiliation she must experience, but I
could not do without her. We had
My reason yielled in-
voluntary to her warm hLeart. We spoke
but in monosyllables during our lony ride.

When we reached within a street of our
destination T dismissed the carriage, and
we walked down the now almost deserted
street, which no longer derivel even a
semblance of cheerfulness from the lighted
shop-windows. I could feel how tightly
Ada’s arm grasped mine in terror as we
turned down the narrow court, which
scarce afforded passage for twa. I took
her hand as we ascended the stairs, caution-

showed me that there the grades of poverty | ing her to silence. Very slowly was our
were distinguished by their height—first | ascent made, for Ada, yunerved already,
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and unaccustomed to such scenes, fell at
almost every step. At length we reached
the head of tbe stair. The door was ajar,
as before, but the fire had burned down,
and, dark and comfortless-looking, scarce
revealed the slight fizure crouching still
over it. She moved not, though she must
have beard the steps ascending.

But now I was afraid I had asked too
much of my child. Excited and trem-
bling, she leaned heavily upon me, and she
whispered, I cannot go in, papa.” Isaw
that she could not realize that that droop-
ing, attenuated, wretched-looking creature
could be her mother, and she shrank from
the recognition. Again she whispered, It
isn’t! It can’t be her!” But just then, as
1 hesitated between returning and going
forward myself, she rose with the shawl
still in her hands, which she again pressed
to her lips, and going to a small box that
stood in a corner, untied what seemed to
be a bundle of rags. An ember blazing
up for a few moments revealed to us its
contents. A doll and bunch of corals
were alternately pressed to the thin, faded
lips. I remembered when she had bought
them for our child. Ada, too, recognized
them. A small gold locket, which I had
given her afler our marriage, containing
my likeness, was pressed again and again
to her lips, while we could hear the low
voice murmuring, “ God bless them, my
husband and child.” Ada gently with-
drew her hand from my arm, and, step-
ping forward, gently kuocked. A cloth
was thrown over the carefully preserved
mementoes, and then Aer voice bade her
daughter “come in.”

“gMy mother!” was all Ada said, as.
she sprang forward, but it was enough.—
In a moment they were locked in each
other’s arms. Bewildered at the unex- |
pected entrance, the woman raised the face
that lay on her breast, sobbing convulsive-
Iv, and gazed into it.  “It is my child,”
she at lenath said, satisfied it wasno dream,
but a reality.

There ave scene: which the pen feels itself
powerless to describe.  This was one.—
Freely from my heut I granted Minna the
forgiveness she knelt to ask for the gieat
wrong she had done. That nizht [
liad seen more clguly than I had ever done
where I had been to blame. T had loved

my wife passionately, but that love was
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vailed under a calm, cold exterior. What
her temptations had been I knew not—
asked not; I only asked if he, the destroyer
of my peace, were yet alive.

He had died ere a year had passed from
the time she left me; killed in a gambling
quarrel; died bitterly repenting the great
wrong he had done. As Ilistened, the bit-
terness died out of my heart. I felt thank-
ful that I had not yielded to the first wild
promptings of revenge. I felt solemnly
the power of him, whom in my pride and
rebellion I had rejected. ¢ Vengeance is
mine, I will repay, saith the Lord.” He
had died in a disgraceful brawl in the noon
of his days, in a foreign land, the vietim
of deep remorse, consigned to a dishonored
grave, unwept save perchance by the
woman he had so foully wronged.

“ And you,” I asked, « what did you?”

«1 sewed for my dally bread; washed,
ironed, did anvthing I could find to do for
ten long years, depriving myself latterly of
the necessaries of life, that I might save
enough to bring me back to my native
land once more to die. I wanted, unseen,
to look on your faces once more, and I did
$0 many a time, when you did not know.
I have longed to clasp mny daughter to my
arms, but my sin stood before me, an im-
passable barrier. I have longed to throw
myself at your feet and seck but forgive-
ness. I thought I could die then in peace,
but you looked so stern, so unrelenting. I
dared not, when I knew it was I that had
brought that expression to your face. I
supported myself by sewing for the shop,
and managel to live: but I have been sick
for a month, anl reducel to the last ex-
tremity, and here nous can help another.
To-night I carried back some work I had
finished, hopinz to get for it sufticiznt to
buy me a morsel of fool. I hal tasted
none to-day. My haads had been weak
and trembling, and the work would not do.
It was sent back with m»  In desperation,
unable to bide the cold anl bunger up
here, T wandered up an 1 down the streets,
not cuaring whither [ wen, till I had
reached, without noticiug, yous door. 1
leaned against the railings, unable to banish
the gnawings of hunger. I =aw light and
warmth inside, and, vegardless of every-
thing but the Jonging for fool and shelter,
I commenced to sing ¢ Annie Laurie)—
You had often praised my skill in singius
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it. When I saw at whose house I had
asked for food and shelter, I shrank back
and refused to go in, dreading recognuition.
You know the rest.”

The acceunt was frequently interrupted
by that tell-tale cough that shook the weak
frame so violently. In tears and silence
we listened: no words of reproach on our
lips, no looks of coldness ‘and rebuke in
our eyes. Oh no! She had sinned, but
she had also suffered. She shrank from
my proposal that she should now accom-
me us home, but she yielded when

said, * Then you do not accept my for-
giveness.”

“Oh yes!” she faltered; “but I am so
unworthy. I have so wronged you.”

“Let the past be forgotten.”

And so we went away from that attic,
the silent witness of how hard are the
wages of sin, unmindful of the strange
faces that peered out upon us from the
adjoining doors, for the unusual sound of
voices in the lonelr woman’s room had
awakened their curiosity, Minna only
taking with her the doll and corals, the
locket and shaw), the dearly cherished
relics of other days. The rest, the next
dny, T gave to a poorer than she.

Having taken the precaution to take a
latch-key with me, we entered without
. disturbing the servants; and then leaving
my wife (the word sounded strangely to
my ears) in my daughter’s care, who sup-
plied her with garments, 1 left them
togetlier. I passed a sleepless night in my
study. Not the Jeast marvellous of the ex-
citing events of the evening was the won-
drous change that had passed over myself.
I could only explain this change by remem-
bering that « He who hath the hearts of
all men in his hands, turneth them as the
rivers of water whithersoever he will.”—
In that midnight hour [ felt his power, his
omnipotence, his love, and I bowed to
them. T knelt humbly at his feet, thank-
ing him for his kindness in remembering
me, though T had despired and rejected
him. I sought his grace and pled his pro-
inises, nor did he prove unfaithfulto them.
I thought of Minna's words, “ Had it not
been for Christ's love, which allowed me,
poor Magdalen though I was, to claim his

romises, I should have often sought relief
1n death from all my sorrow and despair,
but he graunted peace even to me.”

And even in this T could afterwards
trace the workings of an overruling Provi-
dence. If her desertion had left me deso-
late and despairing, her returo had restored
to me a jov, a faith, a Friend I had never
known before.

The near approach of death silenced the
wondering of officious friends. For, as I
had dreaded, the excitement and exposurse
of that night hastened her end. She
never rose again. Ada and 1 watched un-
remittingly by her, aitracted by the chas-
tened, humble, repentant spirit that lingers
ed in the worn.body. The waters of her
life had been turbid and winding, but the
end was peace. As we stood alone beside
her to catch ber Jast whisper, we thought
not of her sin, but of the great and mani-
fold sorrows out of which she had come—
as gold tried and purified in the fire. We
did not bury her in the family lot, for she
forbade it; nor have we put a tombstone
over her grave, for she forbade this also.—
But the beautiful spot where she lies, though
unmarked by auy monument, is not un-
visited by a husband and daughter in
whose Liearts the dead woman’s memory
grows greener by time. Since the making
of that grave, no text of the Holy Word
has s0 often come to my mind as this: « Let
him that is without sin among you cast
the first stone.”

ON FRETFULNESS.

BY PLAIN JOHN.

“It's the fretting horse that sweats,” ssid
the coach driver.  Up hill and down, over
the smooth hard san(g), and over stone and
throngh ruts, it was all the same to the
steady greys. But the young black
champed his bit, and pranced over the
ground and erowded his collar on the eand.
The foam lay in streaks under his haunches
and on his ches'. After an hour’s drive,
he was more fit for the stall than for the
harness.

It iz quite as true of men as of horres
thit * the fretting one sweats,”

In our common toils occur many little
annoyances which we wish were out of the
way.  Some pin loose, some article mislaid,
when we are in instant need of it, disturba
the mind., It loses it halance by the
vexation, and foams and complains till its

-5
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fit place is a solitary bed. Others, better
disciplined, take these things as a matter
of course; they let nothing worry them.—
If a pin islost, while peevishness is fretting,
they have a new one made and are off —
If a tool is missing, they havethecalm eye,
which will find in five minutes that which
eludes the fretful half a day.

Give a composed, patient man oversight
of laborers, or a patient woman charge of
8 large household. That patience oilsevery
wheel ; things run smoothly and run well,
while an irritable, fretful mind, with twice
the help and half the eares, will keep all in
a foam from January to December,

With some fretfulness, becomes a habit,
Even those professing the virtues of piety
are sometimes the victims of this chronie

lague. Nothing contents them. Sur-
rounded by bounties that are enough to
gladden into a grateful repose, they have
no eye for mercies. At the much and the
little they carp alike. If a pin is lost, or a
servant beyoud call, they complain asloudly
as over a year’s rheumatism. There is no
joy of harvest if balf a hundred gf hay spoil.

he journey is tedious if the sun shines,
dull and gloomy ifitdoes not. The servant
* is absolutely vicious and good for nothing
who once a week errs, or 18 late or slow.
. There are several reasons why such a
disposition should be overcome, especially
by the children of God.

It is foolish; nothing is gained, but
much is always lost by losing one’s patience
and equanimity of mind. When difficulties
beset or annoy, we overcome them only by
a cool head and a firm hand, while fretful-
ness increases every annoyance.

It is hurtful to others. They perhaps
are already sufficiently reproved by a glance
at the results of their earelessness, or have
erred by accident when honestly endeavour-
ing to do well. Itisa cruelty which debases
and hardens them, at such a time to be
obliged to endure an undeserved or severe
reproach. It is sinful. We are less than
the least of the mercies we enjoy. 1ftruly
grateful, whatever our estate, we shall find
oceasion for praise.  Seldom—never, indeed
—do we suffer or endure so much that we
do not deserve far more. To repine, chafe,
fret, coraplain, is therefore wicked. Tt is to
stand before God, holding in our hands the
manifcld blassings he has in wise merev

given, and say, like proud beggars, ¢ Lord,
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is this allf Why did you not give me
more? or, why did you give me a tarnished
?Y’

O, this fretfulness! It destroys the
comeliness of piety—wastes its strength—
robs it of commendation; let us then cease
from it, a8 unbecoming the honsehold of
faith—as being really what it is, a sin—.
N. Y. Observer.

HALF DESTROYED BIBLE.

A father in South Carolina was about
sending his son to College. Fearing lest
tho principles of Christian faith which he
had endeavoured to' instil into his mind
would be rudely assailed, but trusting in
the efficacy of that Word which is quick and
powerful, he purchased, unknown to his
son, an elegant copy of the Bible, and de-
posited it at the bottom ofhis trunk. The
young man entered upoun his college career.
The restraints of a pious education wera
soon broken off, and he proceeded from
speculation to doubts, and from doubts to a
denial of the reality of religion. After
having become in his own estimation, wiser
than his father, he discovered one day,
while rummaging his trunk, with great
surprise and indignation, the sacred deposit.
He took it out, and while deliberating on
the manner in which he should treat it, he
determined that he would useit, asheshould
need it, to wipe his razor on while shaving.
Accordingly, whenever he weunt to shave,
be tore out a leaf or two of the Holy Book,
and thus used it until nearly half the volume
was destroyed. But while he was commit-
ting this outrage, a text now and then met
his eye, and wascarried like a barbed arrow
to his heart. At length he heard a sermon
which discovered to him his own character,
and his exposure to the wrath of God,
and rivetted upon his mind the impiession
which he had received from the last torn
leaf of the blessed yet insulted volume.—
Had worlds been at his disposal, he would
freely have given them all, could they have
availed in enabling bim to undo what he had
done. At length he found forgiveness at
the footofthecross, The tornleavesof that
sacred volume brought healing 1o his soul:
for they led him to on the mercy of
God, which is sufficient for the cbief of
sinners, :
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December 15th, 1861
CLOSE OF THE YEAR.

G

With this humber of the * Goop News”
the first year of its existence ends. Those
whose annual subscriptions began on the
1st of January, 1861, will see that the
term of their subscription has expired, and
are reminded that the present is a fitting
time for renewing the subscription for the
ensuing year.

In closing this vears publication we have
reason to be thankful, and say, “hitherto
hath the Lord led us” We commenced
this publication a year ago, to provide for
a want expressed by some of our subseri-
bers to the Evangelizer, who wished a
similar periodical three or four times larger.
We had many fears as to the probability
of such a publication being supported, but
we have reason to be grateful as ‘our sub-
scription list has been steadily increasing,
and has reached nearly Twenty-Five
Hundred within the year.

We were.grieved, at the beginning of
the year, that the printing of the periodical
was not as satisfactorily done as we had a
right to expect it to buve been.  Since then
we have had our work dene in our own
office, and we think our readers will allow
that the mechanical part of it has been
gradually improving. ‘We are aware that
there is stil room for improvement, and
we promise to do our best towards making
it as perfect a8 possible.

When we look over thetableof contents
published in this number, and observe that
the publication for the year numbers
Beven Hundred and Sixty-Eight pages,
we feel bold to say, that our subseribers
have certainly got the worth of their
money. There is no purely Religious pub-
lication in this courtiy that is as cheap,
and wheu it is remenLered that we are at

)
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considerable expenss*for an agency to have
it circulated in the country, it will be al-
lowed that the pecuniary advantage to our-
selves cannot be great. It would not be
worth the time and energies required were
it not for the influence for good which it
must exert on the hearts and minds of sin-
ners and saints,

‘We have, in comimon with publishers of
similar perfodicals, been somewhat disap-
pointed with the amount of literary as-
sistance we have received. Many who can
write have very httletime to write. Others
who have both the time and the ability,
have been accustomed to another class of
articles, And a great number who havo
time, but who have not directed their ‘
talents to writing, are unconscious of their
ability for a kind of writing that would
help us, and be the means of advancing
the Lord’s work., We solicit the co-opera-
tion of all who are qualified to help us.

In looking over the past, we- are con-
acious of many errors and defects, but we are
thaukful that we have not consciously pub-
lished a Jine, the tendency of which is not
for the glory of God and the good of man,
In looking forward to the future, we trust
to the grace and the mercy of God, that
He will strengthen us for all duty, that He
will Jead us into all truth, and that He will
preserve us from all sin and error. Aud
that we may receive these blessings, we
ask the prayers of God’s people. We ark
them to be as Aarons and Hurs, that though

we be but a feeble instrument in the hand
of God, He may show Himself strong
through ue, in svbduing His and our
enemies.

There me two ways of being dishonest.
One s, to take things thatare not your own;
and another i, to buy things you can’t pro-
perly afford. It is being faint-hearted and
cowardly and untrue, too, because you are
not brave enaugh to seem as poor as you are,
or to look different from other peoples and
it is being untrue. Lccause it is trying to
pass for being richer than you are.
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LIFE WORK.

BY THE AUTHOR OF THE MISSING LINK.

Published by Robert Carter & Brothers,
New York.

Those who have perused the Bible and
its Story, and the Missing Link, will hail
with pleasure this Volume. It is by the
same author, and though it wears a differ-
ent name from its predecessor, it is filled
with information of a similar kind in con-
nection with the great work now being
carried on in London by the Bible Women.
The work itself is new in modern days, and
the way in which the varrative of the
" work is given is about as mew. It is
substantially a “Report,” but as differ-
ent as day and night from the cold, formal,
repelling reports that so many societies go
to the trouble of publishing annually, but
which nobody thinks of reading. It is the
production of a clear and practical mind,
influenced by a large heart swelling over
with love to God and man.

We wish it a wide circulation, and pray
that it may be instrumental in the Lord’s
hands in calling into being the Bible Wo-
man’s Missions in all lands.

We bave marked a few passages that aré‘

suggestive of reflections.

«The Charities of London areits curse.”
«Ten years ago such a saying would have
been execrated, and yet thelast decade of ob-
servation and experience has turned a stream
as of electric light on facts which prove
that in the districts where most alms are
given, the population is the most demoral-
jzcd; were relief of an ephemeral character
makes way for future petitions.”

This haslong been known to reading, ob-
serving, and philanthrophic men, but it is not
80 well understood by the generality of men
as it ought to be. Gratuities favour indo-
lence, increase the luxury of begging, and
favour the progress of vice, and yet men are
ready to give these plausible and bare-faced

753

mendicants, from no higher consideration
than that they wish them to move on and
not be troublesome. This is often no kind-
ness to the receiver. There are few who
beg who cannot do something towards their
own support. If they can do anything
they ought to be encouraged, and helped
to.do what they can. They should endea-
vour to carry their own burdens. They
may not be able to carry it all themselves,
and in these cases we should put our shoul-
der to the weight and assist them. But if
they will not work neither should they eat.
All practical sympathy is thrown away,
and the generous tendencies of the philars
thropists towards the well-disposcd, are
dwarfed by the mahifest unworthiness of
the objects of their mistaken benevolence.

2.

“ The book is listened to, aften where
kuman systems of worship are rejected.”
p- 58. A man whom his wife had vepre-
sented as an infidel, raid, on being asked to
come to the mission room on Sunday evé-
ning, “ I am so tired of hearing people talk
about religion, I hate the very name of it;
but if.it is only the Bible tlmt is your re-
ligion, I will come and gladly too.”

The dictinctive characteristic of this
mission is that it is undenominational.—
The labourers in connection with it scem
to belong to one or other of the ditferent
denominations of Evangelical Christians,
but in this work they endeavour to confine
themielves to the great and glorious truths
which they all agree in Lolding, rather
than in advancing those speeial views on
which they differ.  Hence neither the
creed nor any other confession of faith is
their text book. Their bond of union is
the good English Bible. It they reccive
as the word of God. It is sufliciently
clear and definite on all the important
truths necessary for salvation, and when
these devoted lalourers go into tlre strets
and the lunes, not to make proselyles to
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their own denomination, but to gather
trophies for the Lord himself, and use only
the weapon which he has placed in their
hand, they may expect that the Lord will
honour them who honour Him by em-
ploying His Word.

We do not wish to throw discredit on
creeds and confessions. They are perhaps
necessities for certain circumstances in the
Church. But we have observed, that
in times of a revived interest in the
cause of Christ, and in the case of very
devoted servants of the Lord, on whom
manifestly the Holy Spirit had been poured
out in abundance, God’s Bovk was more
honoured than at other times and in other
cases. Creeds and confessions were laid
sside as too stiff, cold and formal. The
word of the living God was the only thing
that satisfied the soul and it was made the
only guide of their actions. We have ob-
served, moreover, on the other hand, that
in times of greatest spirifual deadness, and
in men who gave the smallest evidence of
the Spirit’s operation on the soul, creeds
and confessions were deeply honoured-—
They were always brought forward by them
as the rule, and often employed to the in-
jury of the scriptures themselves. Now,
valuable as some creeds and confessions are,
and some of them, in our judgment, are
very valuable as embodiments of Seriptural
truth, yet they are at best but human, and
must occupy a second place to the Word
of God. They may be well adapted for
the end for which they were framed, but
they cannot have the comprehensiveness,
uor the adaptation which the Seriptures
have for the varied manifestations and de-
velupments of the Lord’s work in the course
of generations.  Neither can they be
assumed to be ‘the infallible embodiments
of divine truth. We hail, therefore, every

indication of a revived interest in the book
of God, in the case either of individuals
or sotieties, believing that tbe more the
Scriptures are read ard understood, the
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more rapidly the work of God will advance
and prosper.
3.

“We are beginning to perceive that
when the Lord of the harvest sends forth
His labourers, His true labourers, in the
day of His grace, their first act must be to
welcome one another to His field, and to
forget themselves in that welcome.”

We wish that sentence, or a sentence em-
bodying the same truth were written in
gold, and continually before those who are
in the Lord’s work and profess themselves
the Lord’s workmen. We believe it to be
a valuable test of the genuineness of the
servant, If a man cares more for the
FLEECE than the rrooxk, if he desires his
owN glory more than the glory of His
Master he will give no welcome, but the
very reverse, to a true labourer of the Lord
coming to help him. He does not care
for the Lord’s work advancing, and if he
does manifest any interest at all, it is that
it may advance after his own interest is
secured. The true labourer, however,
secks his Master’s glory, not his own.—
He knows, moreover, that in seeking his
Master’s interest, he but advances his own.
He knows further that no two labourers in
the Lord’s vineyard have precisely the
same work to do, and that the labours of
God’s trus labourers can never hinder each
other. So he extends the right hand of
fellowship to all who are labouring towards

the extension of the Redeemer's kingdom.
4.

“ The habits which have hitherto led to
suecess in our particular kind of missionary
work, have been, not to inquire, or adver-
tise for helpers, but to accept all that have
offered themsolves in either class—unless
there has been some reason for not doing
so—and a wonderful clue of providential
connexion has often been developed in the
right and fitting co-workers coming to light
at the same period.” p. 132,

For every work God has to do in the
world, he provides workmen wounderfully
adapt.ed for carrying it on. These gener-
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ully arise at the right time, and when they
are not prevented by the conventionalisms
of society or the church, the work ad-
vances rapidly, and markedly, leading
every beholder to exclaim, “This is the
doing of the Lord, and wondrous in our

eyes.” This fitness between the men and
their mission, which is to be expected from
the arrangements of a Being infinitely
wise, suggests to us ‘that there must be
something wrong in individuals or in the
arrangements of Churches when the special
talents, energies or acquirements of God’s
servants, are not employed, or if employed,
are not employed in that sphere for which
they are best adapted. Men who have
extensive manufactories, large business con-
nections or great operations to carry on,
invariably put, according to their judgment,
the right men in the right place. ~They
foel it to be their interest to direct energies
where they will have most productive
power. If this be so in the world, it.ought
to be so also in the Church,

5.

« We desire to attach considerable im-
portauce ‘to the little word wit. To work
with all who worked for God, has been
from the first our earnest desire.” p. 279,

This onght to be the spirit of allengaged
in the Lord’s work. We believe it to be
the spirit of many, but observation shows
that it is not of all. Though the profes-
sion of some is loud, that Christ’s cause is
dear to them, their practice shows that it
is only in connection with their own de
nomination. Though they hold by the
Bible as the only rule of faith and mannuers,
they exhibit no excess of charity to those
who draw from the prayerful study of it,
views that may be as correct as their own,
And accordingly these men will not give
the right hand of fellowsh'p, nor the least
encouragement to others who are beyond
their own pale, or not in their way advanc-
ing the Lord's work. Their language is
“As you are not of us, we will not be with
you,” and bence they would mot say as
much as « God bless you.” to their under-
taking, Wethank God that many are not
of this stamp. We thank God that He
has given a spiritual instinet to many to
discern the Lord’s labourers in everv de-
partment of the Lord’s work, the sense
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to know that their .work is conducive to
the general object which they have all in
view, and the hearty disposition to work
with all who work for Christ.

The Home and Foreign Record of the
Canada Presbyterian Church.

The second number of this Monthly has
just reached us. This periodical, under a new
name, and in a different form, is a continnation
of the “ Ecclesiastical and Missionary Record
of the Presbyterian Church of Canada,” under
the same editor. The typography, paper and
form of the periodical are decidedly superior
to what they were formerly, though these ad:
vantages are gained at the loss of a consider-
able quantity of reading matter. ‘

Now that the Presbyterian Church of
Canada and the United Presbyterian Church
are united under one, the Record must have
a much larger circalation, and must exert
considerable influence within the denomina-
tion. We are pleased to know that the Rev.
Mr. Reid, who was editor for some years of
the Record under its old form, is continued in
offic. 'We regard him as the right man in
the right place. It is no easy matter to edit
the Record of any church, and we think the
Record of the Canada Presbyterian Church
no exception. Kvery minister, and almost
every elder, thinks that because it Is an official
paper he has a special license to growl. The
articles are too long, or too short; too spicy,
or too tame. There is too much about home
misgions and too little about foreign missions,
or the reverse | Now, if there wus some way
of letting these growlers hold the office, it
would soon become manifest that grumbling
was their highest qualification. Mr. Reid has
shown himself well qualified to steer quietly
and wisely in spite of all, creating less die-
satisfaction than would be found with almost

any one else. We wish him a long and happy
term of office.

Harry Dav.;gerﬂeld.

This is one of Carter’s Fireside Library,
and written by the well-known A.L.O. E.
It is & book of thrilling interest, suited for
young men, and illustrative as a tale of the
beautiful parable of the prodigal son. We
could in a few dentences furnish our readers
with a tolerably correct idea of the story, but,
that would to some extent rob the book of the
inducement to read it. We heartily recom-
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mend it, inasmuch as it presents the essential
truths of the gospel in a clear and forcible
style. ’

We make two extracts from it, that are well
worth perusal :

“Why is the mountain raised above the
valley, instead of one desd level pervading the
world? Is it not that it may collect the
waters, and send them down to the lowliest
spots to gladden, and fertilize, and refresh ?
Such is, or such should be, the position of the
rich towards the poor. There is no dull uni-
formity in God's world; there is room in it
for the lofty forest tree, as well as for the
daisy which springs from the turf at its feet,
and the bright fields of golden corn. All have
their appointed place, their appointed use; and
he would be equally a madman who would
level the mountains, and cut down the trees,
to realize a wild dream of equality, as he who
would despise the precious ears of the harvest,
because they rise not to the height of the oak.
Rich and poor! there should be a bond of
brotherhood between them, which neither
envy on the one part, nor pride on the other,
should be able to loosen or break! God help
me to make such use of my wealth, that the
needy may be helped, the industrious encour-
aged, aye, and the idle reclaimed, and may the
poor feel that I only value my position as it
enables me to be to them a more powerful
friend.”

“«]f there be one sin more stamped with the
character of madness than another, it is the
profane habit of swearing. It is not merely
that it i the breaking of a solenn command-
ment— Thou shalt not take the name of the
Lord thy God in vain: Swear not at all:
Above all things swear not !~hut it is a viee
for which the great deceiver himself could
scarcely invent an excuse ov a reason, I was
struck by an aneedote which I once read of a
fisherman, who being guestioned by a clergy-
man as to the baits which he used, mentioned
the varicus things which he found most allur-
ing to the different kinds of fish for which he
angled,

« But T once,” said he, « caught a fish with-
ont any bait at all; it seized my hook when
there was nothing upon it !”

A strange idea rose in the mind of the
clergvman. He thought of the Kvil One
sngling for souls.  He baits with gold for the
covetous, with power for the ambitious, hope
of enjoyment for the sensual and vain,  But
for the swearer he needs no bajt on his hook,
nothing to hide the sin or muke it alluring;
he finds victims ready to throw away their
sou's for that wherein is neitaer profit nor
pleasure I”

NEWS, '
Angus Tariton,

Published by Carter & Brothers, New York.

This is another of A. L. 0. E’s admirable
productions for the young. It is a narrative
of thrilling interest, intended and calculated to
illustrate that the fraits of the Spirit are love,
Joy, peace, long-suffering, gentleness, goodness,
faith, meekness, temperance.

‘We make a short extract that illustrates a
truth ¢

“But why are they called the fruit of the
Spirit?2 1f I ever have them, it is because
mother and you have taught me to be good.”

“We have tried to make you know the
truth, my boy, but we cannot make you love
it. 'We may put many a text into your head,
but God’s Holy Spirit only can write one on
your heart. We may plant an apple-tree, and
watch it; but if no sun ever shone, no rain or
dew ever fel], it would never bring forth either
blossoms or fruit.”

“That is very true,” said the little boy,
thoughtfully. “I remember mother teaching
me a little text last year, and it was very easy
indeed to learn; the text was, God is love. It
pleased me very much then, and I liked to
think of it and repeat it to myself; but now
that dear mother is sick, and father goes”—
the child lowered his voice—* you know where,
then the sight of my poor eyes is gone, and
{1 can't see the flowers any more, somehow
that text does not seem at all easy to make
out. I can’t think how, if God is really love,
He lets us have so much trouble 2nd sorrow.”

Sarah clasped her hands and glanced at her
mother ; Widow Lyle paused in ber occupa-
tion, to reply.

“When you were ill in the winter, and I gave
you that bitter drink that helped to make you
well,—did you think that I did not love you ?
‘When I stood by while the doctor cut your
poor mother’s arm, and put her to so much
pain, did you think that I did not love her ?”

“O! no; I knew that it was all in love.”

“ And last week I pruned your tree, which
looks so heautiful now. I cut off some little
houghs, even though they were full of blossom,
—were you afraid that I should do harm to
your tree ?"

“0! no, granny, because you knew what
was best for it.”

“ And shall we not trust Him who made us,
and loves us, who has watched over us all the
days of our lives ? 'We know not what is best
for us now,—God knows all.—and hath he not
promised that «ll things shall work together
JSor good to them that love Him, who trust in
His wisdom aud kinduess

;'
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“The Tord said,” murmured Sarah in a faint
voice, “ Fhat I do thou knowest not now, but
thou shalt know hereafter. In heaven we
shall see that all indeed was for the best, and
thank the Lord for the trinls which were bit-
terest here.”

WEE DAVIE.

This is the title of a small book, published
by Carter & Brothers, New York, and written
by the Rev. Norman Macleod, D.D., of the
Barony Church, Glasgow. The book is writ-
ten in the author’s usual happy style, and is
intended to illustrate in the narrative form,
God’s dealings with parents in snatching from
them a beloved child, in order that he may
draw the hearts of the parents to Himself,
When a sheep will not follow the shepherd, he
lifts up its lamb, carries it along in his arms,
and the dam follows him bleating whitherso-
ever he goes.  So it scems to be often in the
providence of God. The taking away of a
parent’s treasure, serves as a golden chain to
link the parent’s heart to heaven. For “ where
our treasure is, there will our heart be also.”

We copy a very instructive story, illustrat-
ing the folly of religious dissension :

«T mind,” said David, warming with the
conversation, and the pleasure of getting his
better heart out—*1I mind twa neighbours o’
ours, and ye'll mind them, too, gudewife ? that
wag Johnny Morton and anld Andrew Gebbie,
The tane was a keen Burgher, and the tither
an Anti-Burgher. Baith lived in the same
house, tho' at different cuds, and it was the
bargain that each should keep Lis ain side o’
the house aye weel thatched. But they hap-
pened to dispute so keenly about the prin-
ciples o’ their kirks, that at last they quarrelled,
and didna speak at a’! So ac day after this,
as they were on the roof thatching, each ou
his ain side, they reached the tap, and looking
ower face met face. What could they do?
They couldna flee. So at last, Andniw took
aff his Kilmarnock cap, and scratching his
head, said, ¢ Johnnie, you and me, I think, hae

been very foolish to dispute as we hae done |

concerning Christ's will aboot our kirks, until
we hae clean foreot ITis will uboot oursclves;
and so we hae fought sae bitterly for what
we ca’ the trath, that it has cnded il! spite,
Whatever's wrang, it's perfectly certain that
it mever can be right to be uncivil, unveigh-
bourly, unkind, in fae, tae hate ane anitaer,
Na, ng, that’s the deevil's wark. Aa.ud 1o ‘(J ods!
Noo, it strikes me that maybe it's wi tie kirk

s

ag wi’ this house ; ye re working on ae side
and me on the t'ither, but if we only do our
wark weel, we will meet at the tap at last.
Gie’s your han’, auld neighbour ! And so
they shook han’s, and were the best o’ freens
ever after.”

The Religious Element the Greatest
Power in the World.

Our own is an age when the moral or religi-
ous element is the strongest power. Under-
Iying all efforts to establish government in
earth, superior to all considerations of trade,
mightier than the struggles of human ambition,
is that principle which demands the extension
of religion in the earth, and the subjection of
the heart and mind to the power of truth.
When the Lord Jesus Christ came into the
world, there was great significance in his de-
claration that he came not to send peace om
earth, but a sword. It was the avowed object
of those whom he commissioned and sent
forth to preach in his name, to subdue the
world uuto hime.  The conflict has been oue
of opinion. The sword is but an emblem of
the power with which the truth, sharper than
one with two edges, is to be carried forward,
slaying all who oppose themselves, and sab-
jecting one nation and kinglom aund people
after another, until the earth is in captivity to
Jesus Christ.

'This fact is coming to be felt m every de-
partment of human ecterprise. Those nations
that are now exerting the mightiest influence
upon the destinies of this world are the people
with whom the true gospel is the ruliug senti-
ment.  On the map of the world, mark those
countries where the religion of Jesus Christ is
the dominant moral sentiment, and you have
those nations from which there is now going
out into the earth the light of the gospel, and
seience diffuging the principles of liberty, civi-
lization, and truth among the people of the
globe. Those nations where, as yet. the oos-
pel has not hecome the ruling seutiment, are
comparatively weak and inefficient.  They
may be sclf-sustaining, but they are not pro-
przating; they may be able to enjoy and main-
tain their own independence, but they ave not
awygressive ; they make no contributions to the
advancement of the civilization of the world,
The same is trae of individuals within these
nations.  The power of religion is exhibited
in the efforts which man makes to extend the
blessinys which he enjoys to those who are
destitute of them.

There is no strength for good in anything
that has not the moral and religions elem nt
as its basis. Kvery scheme for human reform
overy attempt to ameliorate the condition of

i nkind, every pruject to save mea from vice
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and sm’veﬁy, that has not in its composition
the element of moral improvement, under the
power -of religion, is inoperative, inefficient,
and futile. It may exert a superficial and
apparently healing influence, but the grand
‘cuuse of the evil is yet untouched and festering
below, even though the surface may appear to
be healed and whole. 'To make men happy
in this world, they must be made good; to
meake society wholcsowe, it must be bathed
in the waters of spiritnal regeneration. Bat
to make this world to bloom again in the
besuty of Eden, and to fill it with the light of
that morning when the Maker walked and
talked with his creatures, as friend with friend,
it must be filled once more with that glory
which is to be reflected only from hearts freed
from ein, and made new again in the beauty
of holiness. God has promised this as the
future condition of the earth. Nothing short
of it will satisfy the desires of one who believes
in the promise of our Heavenly Father, and
regards the prophecy of His word as sure to
be accomplished. The set time will come. It
is alblessed privilege to live and labour in
advancing that time when the knowledge of
the Lord shall cover the earth as the waters
fill the sea.

Believing intensely the great fact that there
is no power in philosophy, in science, in
government, competent to make men good
and happy without the gospel, we have no
confidence whatsoever in any scheme of re-
form, in any combination of iufluences, in any
system of doctrines, in any labours of philan-
thropists, in any schools of theology, which
ace not pervaded and energized with the reli-
gion which Jesus Christ lived and died to
exhibit, and which should be regarded as des-
tined finally to triumph over the hearts of
maukind, and to make the world happy only
in subduing it to Him whose right it is to
reign. Therefore, with every prayer that is
offired for the extension of liberty and happi-
ness in the earth, with every prayer for the
nations now groaning under despotic govern-
meats, or involved in the darkuness of barbar-
ism, paganism, moral corruption, and social
misery, we would pray with the poet—

“Q come, and to thine other crowns add this,

The crown of all the earth ? Thou who alone
Art worthy ! I

~New York Observer.

£ You may assoon fill a bag with wis-
dom, a chest with virtue, or a circle with a
triangle, as the heart of man with anything
here below. A man may have enough of
the world to sink him, but he can never
bave enough to satisfy him.—Brooks.

THE GOOD
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THE HAND OF MAN AND THE
HAND OF GOD.

“Let me fall now into tﬁe hand of the Lord}
for very great are his mefcies; but let me not fal}
into the hand of man.”-—I Chron. xxi 13.

Thus spoke David when he preferred
three days’ pestilence to three months of
defeat, and three years of famine. Not
that he did not see God’s hand in calami-
ties such as these, but his meaning was

i that in the pestilence the hand of God was

more directly put forth; there was no hand
of man at any rate faterposed ; no human
heart or hand managed that calamity; it
was only and altogether sent forth by the
Lord without agency of man.

I. What aview of the heart of man)
“ Let me not fall into the hand of man " for
there is no saying what his envious and sel-
fish heart might prompt him to do.  Who
can tell what man's evil heart might prompt
him to do. Who can tell what man’s evil
heart might inflict on a foe, David had
just got a glimpse of his own heart. A
flash of light from above had disclosed to
him an abyss of deceit and pride in himself,
which before he bad never suspected; and
that discovery made him ready to believe
that there might be a thousand other such
corruptions hidden deep within him. And
his own heart was a fair sample of man in
general, Who, then, would willingly bein
the hand of such, that is, at the disposal
of pride, malice, eruelty, revenge ?

But not thisalone. David’s heart medi-
tated on that moment specially what man
would do in the case of one otfending him.
Will a man franklv giveup his debt
to his debtors? Will an injured man
generously embrace the injurer as a bosom
friend? No this is not the manner of
men. There is some kindness in man, but
it is to the deserving; there is some geuer-
osity in some men, but not to base, unwor-
thy objects. There isno gracein man’s heart,
man cannot love the unlovely, or feel kindl
to the hateful. Indeed, it is because this
is 80 true as to man that we feel it difficult
to believe such a thing as grace to the
unworthy ¢n God. We judge of God by
ourselves, We think what we would be
likely to feel, and we apply our standard
to God.

IT. ~ But contrast the heart of God.—
Just because God is so holy, his is & heart
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that is able to exhibit grace to the undeser- | .

ving. It isonly the holy beart of God that
can feel kindness for the vile, and the hate-
ful, and the base, and the selfish, and the
ungodly. Side by side with infinite right-
eousness, and love of truth, and equity,
there is that singular love to the undeser-
ving creature which we call grace, and
which so moves his heart toward them
while He hates their sin. It was on this
that David’s eye was resting when he said,
w Let me fall into the hand of the Lord;
for great are his mercies”—* very great.”—
2 Sam. xxiv. 14.

That peculiar feature of the Divine char-
acter may well attract the sinner’s eye, and
draw forth the sinner’s hope. For that
singular love which constitutes the gracious-
ness of the Divinecharacter led our God to
gend his only begotten Son, that on Him,
as Substitute, might be laid the sins which
the Holy One abhorred, and thereby the
objects of his grace he freed from the ac-
cursed thing. Who that knows anything
of this working of grace would not say,
« Let me fall into the hand of the Lord!”
It shines forth in its noon-day brightness
at the Cross. Look at it there and say,
«Let me fall now into the hand of the Lord !”

Fellow-<inner, you must deal with God
directly and personally; not afar off, and
not by means of ordinancesand forms. You
must ‘fall tnto the hand of the Lord”
The more direct your dealing with God
the better; the less mixture of man the bet-
ter. Go boldly to God in Chriet, to God
at the Crossin Christ, to God in the mercy-
seat, to God who bolds out the golden
sceptre, to God who points you tothecleans-
ing blood. Do not trust to the pravers of
others; go yourself, and go atonce. If

ou have got a true view of the heart of
God, of his great mercies, of his provided
atonement, you will now arise and say,
« Let me fall into the hand of the Lord!”
And why? Because « Great are his mer-
cies” through the blood of Jesus. « Mercy
(as Bunyan says) mnigh thee: everlasting
wercy upon thee! Long-lived merey, for
it will live longer than thy sorrow, longer
than thy persecutors! Mercy from ever-
lasting, to contrive thy salvation, and to
everlasting, to weaken out all thy adversar-
ies, What can death or hell do to him,
that hath this mercy.of God upon him §”
Let my soul fall into this sea of mercy.

NEWS. 759

WILLIAM TENNENT.

Once? on a favourable occasion, an inth-
mate friend of Mr. Tennent earnestly pressed
kim for a minuteaccount of what his views
and apprehensions were, while he lay in
his extraordinary state of suspended anima-
tion. He discovered great reluctance to
enter into any explanation of his perceptions
and feelings at this time; but being impor-
tunately urged to do it he at length
consented, and proceeded with a solemnity
not to be described : '

«While 1 was conversing with my
brother,” said he, « on the state of my soul,
and the fears I had entertained for my
future welfare, I found myself in an instant
in another state of existence, under the
direction of a superior Being, who ordered
meto follow him. I wasaccordingly wafted
along, I know not how, till I beheld ata
distance an ineffable glory, the impression
of which on my mind it is impossible to
communicate to mortal man. 1 immediate-
ly reflected on my happy change, and
thought—Well, blessed be God! I am
safe at last, notwithstanding all my fears.
I saw an innumerable host of happy beings
surrounding the inexpressible glory, in acts
of adoration and joyous worship; but I did
not see any bodily shape or representation
in the glorious appearance. 1heard things
unutterable, 1 heard their songs and
hallelujahs of thanksgiving and praise and
unspeakable rapture. I feltjoy unutterable
and full of glory. I then applied to my
conductor, and requested leave to_join the
happy throng; on which he tapped me on
the shoulder and said, ¢You must return
to the earth! This seemed likea sword
through my heart. In an instant I recol-
lected to have seen my brother standing
before me, disputing with the doctor.”

The successor of Mr, Tennent in the
congregation of Monmouth, in & free and
feeling conversation with him, while travel-
ing together from Monmouth to Princeton,
observed to Mr. Tennent, * Sir, you seem
to be one indeed raised from the dead, and
may tell us what it is to die, what you weie
sensible of while in that state.” He replied
in the following words: ¢ As to dying—I
found my fever increase, and I became
weaker and weaker, until at once I found
myself in heaven, as 1 thought. I saw no
shape as to the Deity, butglory all unutter-
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able?” Here he paused, as though unable
to find words to express his views, lét his
bridle fall, and lifing up his hands, pro-
ceeded: I can say as St. Paul did, I heard
and saw things all unutterable! [ saw a
great multitude before the glory, apparently
in the height of bliss, singing most melodi-
ously. I was transported with my own
situation, viewing all my troubles ended and
my rest and glory hegun, and was about
to join the great and bappy multitude,
when one came to me, looked hie full into
the face, laid his hands upon hiy shoulder,
and sai, « Youmust goback.”  "These words
went through me; nothing could have
shocked memore. I eried out ¢ Lord, must
I go back? With this shock I opened my
eyes in this world. When Isaw that I
was in this world, I fainted, then came to
and fainted for several times, as one proba-
bly would naturally have done in so weak
a situation, And,” eaid he, «for three
years the sense of divine glory continued
sv great, and everything else appeared so
comyJetely vain, when compared to heaven,
that could I have had the world forstooping
down forit, I believe 1 should not have
thought of doing it.”

——— e

A LOST MAN.

Mr. Whitfield bad a brother who, for
some years, appeared to be an earnest sin-
cere Christian,  But he declined, and finally
wandered from the path of duty. After
hearing his brother preach one sfternoon,
he vetired in distress of mind. At the
supper table he groaued, and could neither
eat nor drink, saving, « I am a lost ranp.”

The Countess of Huntington, who sat
opposite, exclaimedy “1 am glad of it! I
am glad of it!”

“Itis wicked I you to say you are
glad that T am a Jost man,” said Le

“1 rejeat it,” said she; I am heartily
gled of it
" He looked at her, astonighed at Ler Lar
bar .

“1 am glad of it,” said she, because it is
writ . n, “ The Son of man came to seek
and to save that which was lost.”

Wil tears volling down his cheeks he,
sa‘d, « What & precious Seriprure truth is
that.  And how is it that it comes with
such power tomy m'nd’  O! Madam,”
said be, “ I bless God for that. Then Le
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will save me; 1 trust my soul in his hands}
he has forgiven me.” .
He soon after went out, felt unwell, fell
down and expired.
~ We areall lost. Happy will it be for us
if we beécome sensible ofif, and are found
before the suminons of death shall come.
Let backsliders take warhing, and see to it
that they return to the Great Shepherd ere
their feet stumble on the dark mountains
of death,”

S —

A BOY'S SUBSCRIPTION:
o

Several years ago, the Rev.«=— was
addressing a congregation in the Ws‘er
part of Pennsylvania, He had newly re-
turned from India, and described with great
power the wretchedness of the heathen, as
theﬁ rush blindfold into the gulf of despair,
with none to tell them of the way of life.
How his other hearers were affected, I am
unable to say, but among them there was
a boy, whom I shall call David, whose sighs
and tears betrayed his inward emotion.—
A sigh may be as empty as the moaning
of the wind, and tears are often but the
soft spray from a transient wave of fecling,
ﬁroducing nothing, and reflecting nothing,

ut with David, feeling led to action.

A paper was passed round to receive the
hames of those who promised to give some-
thing to aid in the conversion of the heath-
en. On this, David wrote his name in a
clear, bold hand, and over against it the
large sum of “one doilar.” He had no
money, and at first was at a loss how to
get any ; but pity for the perishing sharpen-
ed his wits, and stimulated his exertions.
It was harvest; and he bethought himself
of attempting to raise the money bygleaning
the waste ears that lay scattered over his
father’s field. By the end of the week, a
yellow heap of three bushels rewarded his
industry. This realized three dollars, and
after puying his subscription, David bad
remaining twice as much as he had given,
as the Lord’s blessing on a “ cheerful giver.”

But for David there was in store a yet
greater hlessing, He was brought to know
and rejoce in that Baviour whom he was
s0 anxious to make known to the perishing
heathen,

How mauy of my young readers will
give “a dollar” for the cause of missions?
—Foreign Missionary.

-
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Sabbath School Lessons,
December 30th,

HEALING OF THE CENTURION'S
SERVANT.—Marr. vir 5-13.

I When Jesus was entered into Caper-
naum, he was met by a Centurion who res-
pectfully laid before him the case of his
servant, “ Lord my servant lieth at home sjck
of the palsy, grievously tormented,” v. 5, 6.
The suppliant of our Lord was a centurion,
that is, a subaltern officer in the Roman army,
and himself a Roman. Being an officer in
the army of the conquerors of Jerusalem, he
was, doubtless, a person of great influence
and importance . there. He was probably
commander-in-chief of the Roman garrison.
Yet looking with the keen cye of faith through
all the meanness and obscurity of our Lord's
external circumstances, the centurion saw in
Him a prophet, and more than a prophet.—
He addressed Jesus as Lord, recognizing his
universal sovereignty. It was not for himself,
but on behalf of his servant, that he inter-
ceded with Christ.  Others brought their
friends and relations, this man brought before
him the case of his servant, 'T'his Roman
officer was not like some who, when their ser-
vants are unable from sickness to do their
work, immediately dismiss them. The cen-
turion was a kind and loving master. His
was that faith which “worketh by love.—
The servant could not have more earnestly
pleaded for his master than the master for his
servant. .

II. The Lord Jesus prevented the oentu-
rion's request. No sooner wus the case of
the servant laid before him than he promptly
replied, “I will come and heal him,” v. 7.—
This was far more than the centurion intended
to ask. Thus the Lord auswers the prayers
of his believing people exceeding abundantly
above all that they can ask, or even thiuk,
Fph. iii. 20. How condescending is the
Lord! He would not visit the sick child of
the nobleman when insisted upon to do so,
John iv. 47-49; but at once profiers to go
and heal the poor servaut. His favours are
not confined to the rich and the great, but are
also extended to the poor. )

IIL. This gracious condescgnsnon of the
Lord, instead of exalting the pious ceuturion,
only made him more deeply humble,  “Lord,”
said he, “1 am not worthy that thou shouldst
come under my roof; but speak the word only,
and my servant shall be healed” Regarding
Christ as the Almighty and Omniscient God,
the centurion could see no necessity for such
marvellous condescension as that the Lord
should deign, personally, toenter his unworthy
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all diseases to bae as much the servants of
Jesus as the soldiers placed under his com-
mand were of himself. Let us learn from this
ancient Roman worthy, the lesson that diseases
are but the ministers of our gracious Saviour,
sent upon his people to purify and sanctify
them, and can only extend so far, and continue
50 long, as he permits,

IV. “When Jesus heard it he marvelled,” v.
10; not as though he knew not his suppliant’s
fuith till it was thus manifested, for wherever
faith exists though it be but as a mustard
seeditisknown unto him, it ishis own gracious
gift, Eph. ii. 8; but to show the high estima-
tion in which he holds the graces of his
people.  And were not the human taste
naturally perverted, the works of nature, how-
ever stupendous, and the works of providence
however remarkable, would not elicit our ad-
Miration so much as the graces of the humble
follower of Jesus.

V. Upon the faith of the centurion the
Lord was pleased to bestow the highest com-
mendation, “I have not found so great faith,
no, not in Israel,” v. 10. And as it was then,
even so, is it to be feared, itis now. Not al~
ways they who enjoy the greatest privileges
are the most emineut for gracious attainments.
Though a Gentile by nature, yet-was the cen-
turion a true son of Abraham, having obtain~
ed like precious faith, Rom. iv. 11.

VI Our Lord was pleased to answer the
prayer of the centurion with an expression of
his gracious purposes regarding the Gentiles
geverally, “ Many shall come from the east
and west,’, &c., v. 11.  “Shall sit down,” shall
sit down as in a place of rest, Rev. xiv. 13,

Shall sit down as'to & banquet, Isa. xxv. 6.

Psal. xvi. 11. “But the children of the
kingdom shall be cast out into outer darkness”
in this world, on account of their sins, and
cast into a state of still greater darkness
afterwards in hell. There shall the wicked
wecp at lost opportunities, and gnash their
teeth, being full of indignation against God
and of hatred and malice towards them that
are saved, v, 12.

VIL The petition of the centurion was
granted. He found Christ as he had believed
him to he, both able and willing, by a word,
by a mere volition, to heal his servant, v. 13.
Thus did our Lord show forth a truth which
has been most abundantly evidenced since his
resurrection, that in every nation he that
feareth God and worketh righteousuess is
accepted of him, Acts x. 35.

Learn 1. That the Lord is ommipotent and
om iiprescnt, Matt. xix. 26. Prov. xv. 3.

2. That the Lord hears and answers bliev-
ing prayer, Isa. lxv. 24.

3. Th t the Lord is no respecter of persons

roof. He considered the laws of nature and Rom. ii. 11. Eph. vi. 9. Col iii. 25.
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Cause of barrenness, 158.
Caution, A, 419.
Change carriages, 30
Character is power, 45.
“hildren, Pictures for the, 597.
Choice, A rare, 312.
Choosing a text, 183.
Christ before you, 45.
Christ ever-present, 438,
Christians, Funny, 506.
Christian's inheritance, The, 814.
Christian’s, The, Anticipation of futare
bappiness, 785,
Christian system, The Sun of the, 282.
Christ is precious, 80.
Christ Jesus, In, 683.
Christ Jesus, The man, 395.
Christ, Living on, 362.
Christ must rule in the heart, 271.
Christ on the Cross, 407.
Christ’s Cannon-Royal, 317.
Christ’s school—the great lesson taught in, 701
Christ, The judgment~seat of, 315.
Christ the Light of the World, 119.
Christ, The one body of, 344. “
Christ, The glory of, 358, .
Christ, The precious blood of, 430.
Christ, What think ye of, 328.

JCome to be reconciled, 275.

Jome to Jesus, 205, 262, 309, 338, 381, 395.
Come to Jesus, Why should I, 234.
‘Come to Jesus, for he is a loving Saviour, 622
Come ye blessed, 439.
Comimon Christians, 364.

Companions, Who are your, 119.
Uompassion, 221.
Competitors, The two, 624.
Conf-ssions, The world’s, 261.

- | Cont ntment, True, 234.

Conversion work, Varieties of, 229.
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Counsel to the young, 409.
Creature, A new, 175,
Crosses, Bearing, 63.
Close of the year, 652,

Dead and drifting, 77.

Death, 382.

Death, The sting of, 362.

Death, Speaking lightly of, 401,
Death, Sudden, 509.

Declension, Tests of, 316.

Democracy of the Bible, 116,
Difference, The, 60.

Difficelty and effort, 127.

Divine wisdom, The cry of, 449,

Do it now, 350.

Do not linger, 339.

Do with thy might, 536.

Dream, The fatal, 276.

Dream, A, for sleeping souls, 426,
Dream, A. and its interpretation, 730,
Dying sioners, The last words of, 474.

Effort, Individual Christian, 230.
Encouragement, 176,

Evangelism, Vague, an obstacle to truth, 244,
Examination, Ap interesting, 454.

Faith, The, of Noab, 184.
Fall of man, The, 83.
Family Religion, 495.
Family worship, 670,
Father glorified, The, 425.
Firmness in temptation, 519.
Flavel’s three queries, 191.
Fretfuloeas, 750.

Giving, 239, 269.

God’s omniscience, 59.

God's mercy, 111.

God’s ways and our ways, 124
God and Mammon, 223, :
God everywhere, 300.

God speaking, 558.

Go forward, 169.

Gold, The worship of, 350,
Good news, 75. .

Good tidings of great joy, 408.
Gospel, The glorious, 684.
Gospel, This is the, 13.

Gospel to be embraced, The, 139,
Give ye them to eat, 646.
@ivings, The two, 365.

Half-destroyed Bible, 751

Happy service, 573.

Haste to the rescue, 48,

Heart blindness, 42. .

Heart, Christ must rule in the, 271,
Heaven, I hope to go to, 42,
Heaven, Right from, 235.

He is the Saviour of sinners, 540,
He will be our Judge, 648,

He shall be saved, 427.

Hinderers of the Lord’s work, 496.

NEWS. Toa
Holiness the measure of power, 361,

Home feelings, 687.

Hope, The blessed, 623.

House, The prayerless, 590,

How hard it is to die, 89.

How many religions are there 2 528,

How to wean the heart from the world, 364.
How was it blotted out, 720, .

T can do all things, yet doing nothing, 360.
I couldn’t go without Jesus, 413,

If 1 am lost I will serve God, 447.
Importance of a Living Ministry, The, 6.
Imﬂprovements, The way to, 581.

Influence, All have, 173,

Intemperate, Death of the, 655.

Is the matter settled, 171.

Is your foundation sure ? 334. '
I will make darkness light before thee, 497,

Jesus is Man, 469.
Jesus Suffering for Sins, 86.
Joshua’s resolve, 509,

Knawledge is Power, 507,

Lay Evangelists, 655.

Left Hand, The, 476.

Lent Not Given, 156.

Lesson From Garibaldi, A, 124

Lesson worth Leaming, A, 280.

Let Him Alone, 476.

Little Things, Great Infiyence of, 441,

Life, Life, Ouly Life, 713

Little by little, 744.

Little Sins, 154,

Life, The Bread of, 378.

Live for Something, 511, [Old World, 148,
Long suffering of God to the Inhabitants of the

| Love to God, 120.

Love to the Lord Jesus Christ, 359.

Man’s Great Want, 647.

Manliness Mistaken notions, Of, 330.
Man wilt thou go with this, 219.
Marthas, 393.

Means of Awakening Sinners, 413,
Mind your Business, 718,

Minigtcr The, One Great Aim of The 341,
Minister’s The, True Life and Walk, 39.
Ministry, The Importance of aLiving, 6,
Moral Courage, 376.

Moral Inability, 199

No middle place, 525.

Oh, sir, he is used to it, 174.
Omnibus, The, 662.

One thing, 390.

One thing needful, The 475.
Other side, the, 32.

Parable, a,'155.
Paradox, 4, 287,
Pardon, Effect of, 714
Pareutal example, 59,
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Past defects, 71.

Path of Obedience, the, 153.
Pedigree, the Seint's, 623

Penny, value of a, 245.

Plagiarism, 498.

Pledge, the immutable, 501.

Prayer, 402.

Pray and stay, 328.

Pray, don't forget ta, 243.

Prayer, I bave given myself unto, 335.
Pray, I don’t know how to, 647.
Prayer is the secret of eminent holiness, 693.
Prayer, power of, 336.

Prayer, week of, 29.

Preachers, aphorisms for, 691.
Preach Christ, 530.

Preacher and the hearer, The, 574.
Precious promises of Jesus, the, 711
Present, The duty of the, 691.
Private prayer, Neglect of, 595.

Pull it up by the root, 45.

Purity of character, 313.

Pursuit, The Vain, 274.

Quietness, 173.

Rain Makers, The, 723.

Raising the Dead, 676,

Receiving Sinners, 718.
Reclamation of Fallen Women, 142.
Religious Family Paper, A, 725.
Religion Practical, 345.

Religion, The sum of, 233.

Religion, True, 532.

Renewal, The, of the Vow, 428.
Repentance, 125,

Repentance, No, No Peace, 220,
Revival, A, 692.

Rightly dividing the Word, 444.
Right to one Promise right to all, 341
Righteousness of Christ, 'The, 435.
Revival, What is, 702,

Sabbath Reformation Society, The Kingsten,
to the People of Canada, 177.

Safety lamp, “The, 140.

Saviour, A sympathizing, 317.

Scolding Clergymen, 319.

Belfishness, Giant, 232,

Self-righteous, 10.

Sermons, Sketches of, 336. -

Shadow of a great rock, The, 455.

Shall a Periodical be prayed for, 511.

Silence of Jesus, or How to meet false accu-
sations, 150.

Sin felt, by the Righteous, and not by the
Wicked, 175.

Sin of unbelief, the, 82.

Sin revived and I died, 347.

Sinner sealing his own fate, The, 537.

Sin’s portrait, 491,

Sins, innumerable, 64.

Slavery to the Appetites, 309.

THE GOOD

NEWS.

Solicitude, The tender, 398,
Soul, The loss of the, 399.
Souls, winning, 252.

Steep your seed, 45.
Stooping to conquer, 489.
Successful, Study to be, 267.
Summary of the Gospel, 473.

The religious element the greatest power im
the world, 757.

The hand of man and the hand of God, 758,

Teaching, The Spirit's, 282,

Teaching Suitably, On, 374,

Telling Jesus, 115.

Thanks, The Book of, 262

That Whosoever Believeth, 139.

The First and the Laost, 429,

The Pruned Vine, 503.

"T'he Right Spirit, 314.

The Sinver Yielding, 495.

The Will and the Way, 508.

Then I must die, 467,

Their Works do follow Them, 329.

‘They won't know it, 345.

Thing, A Worse, 283.

Think fellow mortal, 199.

Thoughts, Evil, 9.

Thought for the time of trial, A, 149,

Thought, Regulation of, 63.

Thoughts Vain, 272.

To our Readers, 16.

To young Converts, 88

Tosthache, The, 157.

Tracts, How to distribute, 239.

Traftic, 233,

T'reat Them as Brethren, 151.

Trials, On, 329.

"Trinity, The, 429.

True Gain, 147.

True Prayers Never Lost. 604 g

Trae Knowledge, 106.

True Wisdom, 319.

Two Alternatives, 390.

Dubelief, The ruin of the soul, 435,
Uncounverted, Cull to the, 377,
Union, 279.

Wait, 252.

‘Watch, 669.

Weeping on the Steps, 269,

We shall be Changed, 447.

What can make a Heuthen bappy, 159.
What will you do? 267.

Whence came they, 121.

When to keep silence, 722. [337.
‘When will God cease to Strive with the sinuer?
When will it be to-morrow, 141.

Who is Jesus? 431,

Whosoever will, 538.

Who Sank and who Swam, 730.

Wings and the Way to use Them, 685.

[wssuom, True, 473,
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‘Woman, 732.

Word in Season, A, 496.
Word to the Fearful, A, 373.
‘Work without W eariness, 493,
Work of Life, The, 102.
‘Worldly Christians. 511.
World, God’s Love of the, 10.
‘Worldly-minded Professor, The, 437,
World, the gain of the, 720,
‘Worth Remembering, 398.
Wrong Signal, The, 717,

You are going the wrong way, 723.
You have omitted one, 169,
Young men, Words to, 60, 360.

NARRATIVES, ANECDOTES, &C.

A boy's subscription, 760.

A cross word spoilt it all, 552,
Act of faith, An, 203.

Admirer of Jesus Christ, An, 135,
A good answer, 95.

All have influence, 173.

All ready, 529.

A lost man, 760,

Always at hand, 134,

Among thieves, 695.

A mother’s influence, 434.

An African’s medicine, 204,

A naughty think, 493,

Anchor, Drop the, 60.

Answers to special prayer, 94.
Arab in the desert, The, 664
Archbishop Usher and Dr. Preston, 175,
Are you prepared, 89. .
A true story, 14.

Awakened sinners, 76.

Be not weary in well-doing, 187, 537,
Be sure your sin will find you out, 626,
Blind disciple, The, 527,
Boy soldier, The, 582.
Boy, The, who conquered, 12,
Brave, Shall we 'IPI(x)t lie(e) ;s, 263,
roken spring, The, .
gullet inpa m?ssionary collection, A, 396.
Burke, Edmund, 59.

Can you ask a blessing, 300.

Chalk on the back, or, the heavy cross, 264,
Child Colporteur, The, 78.

Christian, If you pleasc make me a, 215,
Christian soldier, 19.

Commandment, Running over a, 568,
Conversion through a Dream, 625,

Cost, The, of an estate, 235.

Daily prayer-meeting, The, T16.

Death and Sleep, 661.

Deliverance, Miraculous, 296.
Diftidence, A struggle with, 500.
Dignity of the Ministry, The, 116.
Discoveries, Wondcrful manuscript, 181.
Dream, A fearful, 73.

Drunken father, A, 174,

Dying Peer, the, 18. }

Dying poor and dying rich, 552.

765

Empty cup, 56.

Fable, A, 215,

Faith, A child’s, 591.

Faithful, Always, 317.
Farthing foundation, The, 701,
Faulty link, A, 410.

Feed my lambs, 359,

Fire in the woods, 673.
Formalist, A, 140,

Fortune, A favourite of, 700,
Free Grace, 358.

French, The, Canadian Missionary Soc., 688,

Generosity, Sicilian, 301.
Going to Jesus, 529.
Grasping the Promises, 553,
Grip of Faith, The, 110,

Happy Dick, 346.

Happy man, A, 111,

Heathenism, The Giant, 218,
Heavenly rest, The, 123.

He can’t help it, 540.

Hero, A, 220.

Heroism, Real, 479.

Hold by the rope! 526.

Home among the flowers, 557,
Hottentot boy, A, 316.

How a sinner got into heaven, 347.
How good it is that we have a God, 95,
How to be happy, 463.

How to reprove sin, 88.

I am not ready to die, 152,

I am so happy, 434,

I can’t feel, 621.

I cannot endure it, 189.

Idol, The, and the Eyed Doll, 4s.

If one lesson won’t do another will, 252,

.| 1 have no time, 409,

T'll never forgive him, 125.

I never had a doll, 461,

Inch of time, An, 47.

Is it father’s letter, 302,

Itis hard to diewithout interest in Christ, 105,
It is pleasant floating, 525.

T've got orders not to go, 47.

Jesus, Say, 568.
John Pounds, The Cobbler, 165.

Laying in a stock for the week, 463.
Leaf, Who turned down that, 55.
Leaving it in God’s hands, 340.
Lebanon, Smell of, 223.

Lesson for boys, A, 137.

Let go the twig, 152.

Lifetime, A lost, 507.

Little French chimney-sweeper’s prayer, 79,
Little thief, The, 116.

Living water, 490.

Lost and found, 765.

Making tracks, 253.

Minister's Salaries, 191.
Missionary box, 399.

Mother's lesson, The, 221.

Muller's twenty-second report, 586.
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Negro's revenge, A, 208,
Never tell a lie, 123,
New Zealand Chief, 458,

Obedience, A lesson in, §91.

- Q1d Peter, 268.

Only believe, 717.

Only this once, 475.

Orange boy, The, 31,

O wretched man that I am, 318.

Patsy and the Squire, 522.
Perseverance under difficulties, 4'14.
Persian anecdote, 187.

Peter Floger, the tailor of Buinen, 609, 649,
Plain words from a plain man, 620,
Poor excuse, 362,

Pounds, John, the cobbler, 165,
Pray and Work, 715.

Prayer, How answered, 183,
Praying and doing, 535.

Pray without ceasing, 200.
Preaching to the Feelings, 405.
Preach to the children, 583.
Prepare to meet thy God, 468.
Prison chaplain, The, 404,

Prison Roses, 635.

Providence, A remarkable, 159,

Rag-sgorter, The little, 270.
Railway distribution, 209.
Rebuke, A just, 397,
Refreshing incident, A, 134.
Religious, Can’t afford to be, 54,
Reproof, A good, 253,

Rich child, The, 75.

Right choice, The, 81,

Risky Business, 677.

Robinson, Primate, and Rev. C. Wesley, 218,

Round, The lowest, 118,
Ruined man, A, 541,
Rule Thyself, 686.

Sailor, An aged, 170.

Sailor, A thoughtless, 308,

Baladin, 'The death of, 539,

8axons, The Black, 504, 536.

Scene in a mill, 94.

Sceptic bereaved, The, 33,

Scrap from Gough, A, 412.

Secret of England's greatness, 78,
8elf-application, What is, 205,

8ense of nunfitness, The, 78,

Bhaking out the reef, 211.

Bilver dollar, The, or, How God provndes 109,
8imple Peter, 531.

8in dlscovuud 204.
8ixpence fouud, The, 168.
8kating on weak ice, 165.
8ketch, A thrilling, 436.
Boldigr, The dying, 213.
Boul, The price of a, 445.
8p1ces‘ A garden of 298.
8pirit,The Great, and an Indian war chief,228,
Bpirit, The sword of the, 284.

8tory for little folks, A, 9.

8tory of an engineer, 286,

Story, Two sides to the, 263,

Strawberry-girl, The, 584.
Sunday-school anecdotes, 87.
Sunshine-makers, 723.

Swearer, The, rebuked by a child, 207.

Ten minutes’ prayer, 535,

Test, The great, 248.

That's enough for me, 541.

That one word, 686.

That will do to light my pipe, 236

The Brahmin and the officer, 473.

The drowned boy, 217,

The four seasons, 661.

The little preacher, 348.

The Lady and the Robber, 556.

The last reading, 699.

The happy death of the Sabbath scholar, 700,
The lowest round, 174,

The pious seaman ‘and the ungodly officer, 420.
The Rebel Chief and how he was saved, 469.
The real Saviour and the real sinner, 601,
There’s rock at the bottom, 550,

The widow’s two mites, §51.

Think for an hour, 136.

Toppers, 586.

Tract burner, The, 201,

Three Blasphemers, 521,

True Happiness, 121,

Universalism, 47,

Value of Christ's blood, 154.
Value of spare moments, 349,

Washington and the Corporal, 481,

Well regulated charity, 523,

What a boy can do, 391.

What will folks think ? 520,

What is ambition? 734. :

What if it be true after all, 719,

Who is the robber? 407.

Why are we kept alive on the earth? 20%.
Whose good works 7.~Our’s or Christs, 61%,
Widow strangulation, 351.

Wife, My, is the cause of it, 56,

Willie's, Little, Death, 730,

Will you buy a Pie? 132.

Will you take it? 587.

Winds of doctrine, 592,

Wise reply, 185.

Wm. Tennant,769.

Worldly mind, A, 543.

You don’t talk of Jesus at home, 283,

PORTRY.

A Believer's New-year Song, 90, ¢

Address to'a Minister, 568,

Afflictian, 512,

Alabaster Boxes, The two, 692,

An old Hymn, 605,

A Prayer, 723,

Ashamed of Jesus, 399,

As thy day is so shall thy strength be, 134
Book, Stories from the, 493, 603,

Both aides, 139,
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Cheist, A song for, 363.
Christian, The Dying, 165.
Christ is all, 441.

Christ riding to Jerusalem, 603,
Dawn, 372

Day, The, breaketh, 340.
Death, The, of a Soul, 669.
Elaborate Sermon, The, 12
Eye of God everywhere, 531.
Fearless love, 127,

First, The, and the Last, 716,
Forward, 530.

Graves, Our Precious, 726,
Happiness, True, 631,

Ho liveth long who liveth well, 312
His Will, 189,

{ am Thine, 115.

vy, The, 41.

Jesus, 539.

Jesus, sweet name, 303,

Jesus, Sympathy of, 220.

Lord’s Prayer, The, 276,

Lot in Sodom, 343.

Nearer, 603.

O happy day, 382.

Pearl of Great Price, 607,

Pilot, The Bare, 142,

Poor, The, old man, 366.

Po>r man, The, to his son, 270
Prayer; 6, 183.

Prayer for the Bpirit, 263,
Prayer, Lines on, 124

Paalm XLIL, 19,

Rock of Ages, 436

Baints’ Adieu to earth, 559,
Salvation, 44.

Beed words, 90.

Shade of the Tree of Life, 76.
Slave Singing at midnight, 246
Stand like an Anvil, 396.
Safficient unto the day, 173,
Talents, 249. !
Thine, 115.

Things hoped for, 420,

Thy will be done, 595.
Unchanging Friend, The, 287.
We've heard of Little Children, 461
What must I do ¢ 219.

What's the News ? 105.

Where the weary are at rest, 300,

REVIVAL INTELLIGRNCE.

Annan, 285—Australia, South, 285—Brussels, 542
—California, 286-—Canada, 93-—Ceylon, 542—
Dumfriesshire and Galloway, 210—Elberfleld,
Prussis, 222, 415—England, 92, 543, 671—I rance,
Western, 285 — France, 92— Germany, 542—
Glasgow, 2560—Ireland, 26-—Jamaica, 57—Loch-

NEWS. e?

251—Norway, 607—Rangoon, 639—Revivals
120, 239—S8cotland, 26—South Seas, 673—Ulster,
286—United States, 28, 547—Wales, 27,

RELIGIOUS INTELLIGENCE.

Africa, 127—Baptist Churches, 61, 190—Chins,
126—Geneva Conference, 726-Haskioy, 126-—
India, 126—Ireland, 510—Italy, 610-—Japan,
126, 351—Kneeling at prayer, 510—London,
314, 477—News of the Churches, 606—Presby-
terian Churcl of Canada, 61, 122, 190—Presby-
terian Union, 61 — Presbyterian Church of
Canada, in connection with the Church of Scot-
land, 62, 122, 190—Reclamation of fallen women,
142—Union of Presbyterian Church of Canada
and the United Presbyterian Church, 400—
United Church of England and Ireland, 132, 190
—Wales, 510.

SABBATH SBCHOOL LESSONS.

Notice on, 18.

Creation of Man, 22.

The Angel's visit to Zechariah, 24.

The Garden of Eden, 53.

The Angel’s message to Mary, 63.

The fall of Man, 83,

The birth of John the Baptist, 84.

The first sacrifice and murder, 85.

The birth of Jesus, 117,

Enoch, 118,

The Angel appearing to the Shepherds, 118
The Old World, 148,

The Circumcision of Jesus, 149.

The Ark, 184,

The Wise Men of the East, 185.

The Flood, 213,

The youth of Jesus, 214.

Noah's sacrifice, 214. »

Ministry of John the Baptist, 246.

God’s covenant with Noah, 246.

The temptation of Christ, 278.

The Confusion of Tongues, 378.

John the Baptist's testimony to Jesus, 310,
The call of Abraham, 811.

The first Disciples of Jesus, 342,

The separation of Lot and Abraham, 343,
The miracle at Cana of Galilee, 374.
Abraham and Melchizedek; 406.

The Money-Changers in the Temple, 406,
Abraham’s dream, 440.

Qur Lord’s discourse with Nicodemus, 440
Ishmael born, 470.

The Woman of Samaria, 470

Abraham’s Covenant, 471.
"The Samaritan Converts, 502

Abraham and Angels, 502,

Healing of the nobleman’s aon, 503.
Destruction of Sodomwm, 534,

maben, 247—London, 120, 264, 643—New York, i The rejection of Jesus at Nazareth, 569.
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Isaac born, 570,

The h2 Minyg of the demoniac, 572.
Aduraham offering 1saae, 596.

Taz care of the leper and paralytie, 599,
Rebekah, 628,

Pool ot Bethesda, 630.
Jacob supplanting Esan, 665.
Tae Disciples pluck ears of grain, 666.
Jacob’s Vision and Vow, 696,

The Haalin 5 of the withered hand, 697.
Jacob wrestling, 693,

Jesus at the Sea of Tiberias, 728,

Th» young dreamsr, 723,

v

NOTICES OF BOOKS,
Angus Tarlton, 756.
Engzland's Yeomen, 311.

Evenings with Bunyan, 592.

Harry Dangerfield, 55.

Haste to the Rescue, 48.

Help Heavenward, 311.

Houwne and Foreigu Record of the Canada Presby-
terian Church, 755.

Life Work, 753,

Presbyterian, The, Historical Almanac, 123.

The Year of Grace, 20.

Wee Davie, 757,

Words to the Winners of Souls, 17.

FRAGMENTS.
Page19, 25, 28, 92, 121, 125, 174, 175, 188, 277, 233

299, 313, 319, 329, 337, 441, 468, 499, 515, 582, 601,
627, 677, 694, 729,
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