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Spurgeon’s First Sermon
(Extract from Autobiography published by
Revell Co.)

Of his first sermon Mr. Spurgeon says:—
I remember well the first place in which 1
addressed a congregation of adults, and the
{llustration below, sets it clearly before my
mind’s eye. It was not my first public ad-
dress by a great many, for at Newmarket
and Cambridge and elsewhere the Sabbath-
school had- afforded me ample scope for
speaking the Gospel; but no regular set dis-
course to a congregation met for Divine
worship had I delivered till one eventful
Sabbath evening, which found me in a cot-
tage at Teversham, holding forth before a
little assembly of humble villagers. The
tale is not a new one, but it is worth telling

again.,

There is a Preachers’ Association in Cam-
bridge, connected with St. Andrew’s Street
Chapel, once the scene of the ministry of
Robert Robinson and Robert Hall. A num-
ber of worthy brethren preached the Gospel
in the various villdges surrounding Cam-
bridgs, taking each one his turn according to
plan. In my day, the presiding genius was
the venerable Mr. James Vinter, whom we
were wont to address as Bishop Vinter. His
genial soul, warm heart and kindly manner
were enough to keep a whoie family stocked
with love, and, accordingly, a goodly com-
pany of zealous workers belonged to the As-
sociation, and labored as true yoke-fellows.
My suspicion is that he not only preached
himself, and helped his brethren, but that
he was a sort of recruiting sergeant, and
drew in young men to keep up the numbel
of the host; at least, I can speak from per-
sonal experience as to one case,
~ I had, one Saturday finished morning
school, and the boys were all going home
for the half-holiday, when in came the afore-
said ‘Bishop’ to ask me to go over to Tever-
sham, the next evening, for a young man was
to preach there who was not much used to
the services, and very likely would be glad
of company. That was a cunningly-devised
sentence, if I remember it rightly, and I
think I do; for, at the time, in the light of
that Sunday evening’s revelation, I turned it
over and vastly admired its ingenuity. A
request to go and preach would have met
with a decided negative; but merely to act
as company to a good brother who did not
like to be lonely, and perhaps might ask me
to give out a hymn or to pray, was not at
all a difficult matter, and the request under-
stood in that fashion, was cheerfully com-
plied with. Little did the lad know what
David and Jonathan were doing when he
was made to run for the arrow, and as little
did I know, when I was cajoled into accom-
panying a young man to Teversham.

My Sunday-school work was over, tea had
been taken, and I set off through Barnwell,
and away along the Newmarket Road, with
a gentleman some few years my senior. We
talked of good things, and at last I expres-
sed my hope that he would feel the presence
of God while preaching. He seemed to start,
and assured me that he had never preached
in his life, and could not attempt such a
thing; he was looking to his young friend
Mr. Spurgeon for that. This was a new
view of the situation, and I could ouly reply
that I was no minister; and that, even if I
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had been, I was quite unprepared. My com-
panion repeated that he, in a still more em-
phatic sense, was not a preacher, that he
would help me in any other part of the ser-
vice, but that there would be no sermon un-
less I delivered one. He told me that if T
repeated one of my Sunday-school addresses,
it would just suit the poor people, and would
probably give them more satisfaction than
the studied sermon of a learned divine., I
felt that I was fairly committed to do my
best. I walked along quietly, lifting up my
soul to God, and it seemed to me that I
could surely tell a few poor cottagers of the
sweetness and love of Jesus, for I felt them
in my own soul. Praying for Divine help, I
resolved to make the attempt. My text
should be, ‘Unto you therefore which believe
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giving out of the last hymn. To my own
delight I had not broken down, nor stopped
short in the middle, nor been destitute of
ideas, and the desired haven was in view.
‘I made a finish and took up a hymnbook; but
to my astonishment, an aged voice cried
out : ‘Bless your dear heart; how old are
you? My very solemn reply was: ‘You
must wait till the service is over before
making such inguiries. Let us now sing.’
We did sing, the young preacher pronounc-
ed the benediction, and then there began a
dialogue which enlarged into a warm, friend-
1y talk, in which everybody appeared to take
part. ‘How old are you? was the leading
question. ‘I am under sixty,’ was the reply.
‘Yes, and under sixteen,” was the old lady’s
rejoinder. ‘Never mind my age; think oi
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EXTERIOR OF COTTAGE AT TEVERSHAM, WHERE I FIRST PREACHED

He is precious,’ and I would trust the Lord
to open my mouth in honor of His dear Son.
It seemed a great risk and a serious trial;
but depending upon the, power of the Holy
Ghost, I would at least tell out the story of
the Cross, and not allow the people to go
home without a word.

We entered the low-pitched room of the
thatched cottage, where a few simple-minded
farm laborers and their wives were gathered
together; we sang and prayed, and read the
Scriptures, and then came my first sermon.
How long or how short it was, I cannot now
remember. It was not half such a task
as I feared it would be, but I was glad to
see my way to a fair conclusion, and to the

the Lord Jesus and His preciousness,” was
all that I could say, after promising to come
again, if the gentlemen at Cambridge
thought me fit to do so. Very great and
profound was my awe of ‘the gentlemen’at
Cambridgs’ in those days.

Are there not other young men who might
begin to speak for Jesus in some such lowly
fashion; young men who hitherto have been
as mute as fishes? Our villages and hamlets
offer fine opportunities for youthful speak-.
ers. Let them not wait until they are in-
vited to a chapel, 6r have prepared a fine
essay, or have secured an intelligent audi-
ence, If they will go and tell from their
hearts what the Lord Jesus has done for
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them, they will find ready listeners. Many
of our young folks want to commence their
service by doing great things, and, there-
fore, do nothing at all;
readers become the victims of such an un-
reasonable ambition. - He who is willing to
teach infants or to give away tracts, and so
to begin at the beginning, is far more likely
to be useful than the youth who is full of
affectations, and sleeps in a white necktie
who is aspiring to the ministry, and is touch-
ing up certain superior manuscripts, which
he is hoping ere long to read from the pas-
tor’s pulpit. He who talks upon plain Gos-
pel themes in a farmer’s kitchen, and is
able to interest the carter’s boy and the
dairymaid, has more of the minister in him,
than the prim little man who keeps prating
about being cultured, and means by that —
being taught to use words which nobody
can understand. To make the very poorest
listen with pleasure and profit is in itself an
achievement; and beyond this, it is the best
possible promise and preparation for an in-
fluential ministry. Let our younger breth-
ren go in for cottage preaching and plenty
of it. If there is no Lay Preachers’ Asso-
ciation, let them work by themselves. The
expense is not very great for rent, candles
and a few forms; many a young man’s owi
pocket money would cover it all. No iso-
lated group of houses should be left without
its preaching room, no hamlet without its
evening service. This is the lesson of the
thatched cottage at Teversham.

Spurgeon for many years and with ack-
nowledged right? held the title of ‘Prince of
Preachers,” and to the present time the
Church has nét found his peer. Great as
& preacher, he was greater as a man.
Neverthéless, while it is true that from time
to time there have been published fragmen-
tary records of portions of his career, it has

_ been left for his faithful wife and his private
secretary to prepare from his own notes,
diary, letters and records, the work which
shall stand as the true history of this great
life. At odd moments, during a busy life,
he prepared chapter after chapter of his
autobiography, and now it is offered to the
world as the product of hand and heart.

Spurgeon sought to hide self in his desire
to exalt his Master, but in his autobiography
he necessarily emerges from personal ob-
scurity, and we see the man and learn from
him some of the secrets of his wonderful
power.

The work is of peculiar importance to the
ninistry—every incident in the life is made
to form the basis of teaching some lesson
of pertinent application, warning, or exhor-
tation. Every page suggests a sermon or
furnishes thought for a great theme, or il-
lumines . a truth with a timely picture.—
N.Y. ‘Observer.’
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The Free Reading Room
Cocanada.
Cocanada, India, 17-4-'01.

Nothing could be more encouraging to me
than the fine response by so wide a circle ot
friends to the kindly appeal made through
the ‘Northern Messenger’ and other papers
on ‘behalf of the little reading room at the
gate of the mission compound. Scan this
list below and tell me if you do not consider
it an attractive and powerful factor in the
unleavened life of the educated Hinduism of
this town and a very helpful element in the
development of the handful of English-
speaking native Christians who are enjoy-
ing its benefits. 3 :

English papers and magazines:—Daily—
The Madras ‘Mail, This paper is the
leading Hnglish paper in south India, and

s
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let none of my.

has a tri-weekly and weekly edition as well.
The subscription is twelve dollars a year.
I pay for it myself with.articles written
from this place as their correspondent. It
is essential to the success of the little
Telugu  weekly paper called the ‘Ravi,’
which I edit and publish. 2

Weekly from India.—The Bombay ‘Guar-
dian,” This is one of the very best religious
papers published, and is taken by a number
of people in England and America. The
‘Bast Coast News,’ an insignificant little
paper, published by the principal of a mis-
sion school in the next-district. The Gan-
jam ‘News,” a paper published in the district
where most of our maritime workers’ effort
is put forth, and that at times is not very
friendly to it. The paper is edited by a
Hindu High School teacher at Parlakimedi.
It is very poorly printed and the contents
represent the average bombastic Johnsonian
English of the high school boy and native
graduate. Its tone is pure. ‘The Epiph-
any,’ a little sheet published by a High
Church brotherhood in Calcutta and sent out

“free. It is filled with religious controversy

and is doing goodd work in the placing of
some of the outer walls of the Christian
faith in the land.

Monthly.—‘The White Ribbon,” a paper
published in Calcutta, and doing only such
good work as the W.C.T.U. is noted for the
world over. ‘The Young Men of India,’ and
its supplement ‘The Inquirer,’ are publish-
ed by the Y.M.C.A. of Madras, and -are of
irterest to the local Y.M.C.A. and college
men. ‘The Harvest Field,” one of the very

best missionary papers, and alive with

tepics for the missionary, but not so good
for the average native reader. -
Foreign.—Weekly—The Messenger’ and

‘Visitor,” the organ of the Maritime Bap-

tists; ‘“The Ram’s Horn,” sent by Mr. Lou-
don, no paper is more attractive; ‘The
Youths’ Companion,” which is just com-
mencing to come regularly from the pub-
lishers. My sub-editor in the little Telugu
weekly says that it is full of fine matter for
translation and that he is utilizing its con-
tents for the benefit of our readers. I am
very grateful to the unknown donor of the
‘Youth’s Companion,” ‘The Illustrated Lon-
don News,” sent out by father, and the
‘British Weekly,” sent by Mrs. Claxton, of
Mgontreal. My wife sends the ‘World Wide.”

Monthly.—‘The Ladies Home Journal,
which is kindly lent by Mrs. Davis, &f Rama-
chandrapuram, and the pure reading in
which is a counter attraction to the cheap
and hurtful sentiment of the low works of
fiction that have such a general circulation
amongst the educated natives. ‘T'he Chris-
tian Scotsman,” is gsent me by the kindness
of its sturdy editor, the Rev. Dr. Robertson,
of Glasgow, and lastly the ‘Watchword’ and

~ “T'ruth,’ of Boston sent me for years by the

late lamented Dr. Kellock, of Perth, but now
not paid for for two years, or since his
death. ‘

This makes a list of 18 in all. There are
a few other papers that will be of great
service in this literary campaign and which
I am asking for.
Home,”  ‘The Leisure Hour,’ ‘The Sunday
Magazine,” ‘Good Words,” if still published,
‘The Quiver,’ ‘The Boys’ Own Paper, ‘St.
Nicholas,” “The Literary Digest,” ‘The Chris-
tian Herald,” ‘Chambers’s Journal,” and one
or two of the high-class literary magazines,
such as ‘The Century,” and ‘Harpers.’
There are about 11 Telugu papers that
come in exchange for the ‘Ravi.’ Most ot

~ these are not designed to be the help that-

good papers from the home land are. They

are not sought for as the English papers

from the home land are. They are not

They are ‘The Sunday at

sought for as the English papers are and
have not anything like their influence.

The reading room could not be better
situated than it is. The Pithapur Raja’s
college with 500 boys and youngz men in
attendance and all studying English, is not
a stone’s throw away. There are govern-
ment offices on four sides of the place,
which is right in the heart of the town.
‘When a bundle of papers comes such as the
‘Northern Messenger,’ or a lot of Sunday
bapers, I send them down to the store and
tell Raghavayya, the young man in charge,
to give one to each customer who makes a
purchase so that the paper helps sell a good
book and goes along with it. If we gave
them away to all who came and asked for
them the petty shop keepers might be send-
ing up for them to be used as wrapping
papers. So we have to safeguard them.
Last week I put three new chairs into the
reading room and the place will now be
much more attractive and comfortable,
The circulating library has not yet been
ocpened.

Some of the bundles of bapers come with
little Sunday-school cards inside. These I
use as prizes in the day schools under my
care. They are very eagerly taken by the
little ones, and put up in promiuent places
in their houses.

Every fall about the first of October, my
brother sends me out a shipment of stuff,
and has promised to send any bandles of
Sunday-school picture rolls for use in our
Bible work or any good books for the lib-
rary. I am asking father to gather them
and send them on to my brother, His ad-
dress is A. J. Laflamme, Collector of Cus-
toms, Morrisbiirg, Ont. He will acknow-
ledge and forward any papers and books

th'e.t are too heavy for the post, and that
Wwill keep just as well till later.

Yours in the holy war,
H. F. LAFLAMME.

A Wise Dog.

A physician residing in New Hops, N. T
has a favorite dog, which usually me'ets.m;
master at the railway. On a pecent ocea-
sion the doctor did not find him at the sta-
tion. On reaching his house the doctor
found the dog awaiting him on the porch with
another dog. As the doctor bassed into
the house his own dog remained outside
as well-bred dogs are taught to do.  But the
strange dog pushed in and overwhelmed the
doctor with caresses. When he took a chaip
the dog climbed with his breast upon the
doctor’s knee, and one paw affectionately up-
on his shoulder. This very demonstrative
behavior led to investigation, and upon ex-
amining the other paw a pin was found
sticking in the flesh. It was, of courss, ex-
tracted. It could not be said in this cage
that the doctor’s fee was ‘no great shakeg,
for the vibrations of the tail of the patient,
‘ discharged cured,’ were something to won-
der at, as he trotted out. It is not remark-
able or uncommon that a dog should, when
in pain, appeal for help. But that a physi-
cian’s dog should bring his master a gub-
ject for treatment, certainly is a romarkable
proof of animal sagacity.—Philadelphia Led-
ger.’ ;

The Find-the=Place Almanac

- TEXTS IN THE PSALMS.

Aug, 4, Sun.—Some trust in chariots, and"
some in horses : but we will remember the
name of the Lord our God.

Aug. 5, Mon.—They trusted in thee and
were not confounded.

Aug. 6, Tues.—All the ends of the earth
shall remember and turn unto the Lord.

Aug. 7, Wed.—I will fear no evil, for thou
art with me.

Aug. 8, Thur.—The earth is the Lord’s.

Aug. 9, Fri—Lead me in thy truth and
teach me.

Aug. 10, Sat.—The meek will he guide in

judgment.
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«#BOYS AND GIRLS®*

NED TAKING OFF HIS COAT; WAS SOON AT WORK

ON THE PEAR TREE.

The Pruning of the Pear Tree

‘1 think your pear tree needs nailing up,
Mrs. Allen; let me do it for you,’ said Ed-
ward Howie.

It was a kindly thought. Mrs. Allen was
a young widow who had quite recently lost
her husband, and now in the ecarly spring
' the tree, which hitherto had been carefully
trained and pruned, looked straggling and
in need of attention, And young Howie saw
it, and so offered. .

But the thing that pleased Mrs. Allen was
that she thought she saw in this offer an op-
portunity of returning some of the kindness
she had received from his mother during
her sore trouble. Ned Howie had been
drifting of late, forming companionships
that were not good. He had been associat-
ing with a number of young fellows, whose
greatest fault at present was thoughtless-
ness, and being full of life and boisterous
strength, were every now and then overstep-
ping the bounds of right. They were, in
fact, steadily drifting downwards, and unless
stopped might make a wreck of themselves.
She meant to stop Ned Howie if she could.

The next evening, when work was over,
Ned came in, and taking off his coat, was
soon at work on the pear tree. It took some
time to prune back the branches and nail
them up, and Mrs. Allen, opening a window
just above, looked out with her baby, and
chatted pleasantly meanwhile. :

At last it was dome, and the tree looked
trim and orderly. :

‘How weil you have dome it!' she said.
‘It quite looks like old times. And now
you will come in and have some supper with
me before you 0. .

‘Oh, no, thank you, Mrs. Allen!’ said Ned.

‘I must just run over and see how the cricket
i

has gone, and have a chat afterwards with
the men.’

9t was that ‘afterwards’ she was afraid
of. It so often ended up at the Red Lion,
and that was what she wanted to stop. So,
drawing him into the house for his coat, he
saw a modest little supper set out, and was
at last prevailed on to stop, and a very pleas-
ant evening he spent.

‘Do you know, Ned, I want you to help
me with my Cousin Jack. He used to be
such a nice boy, but there are two or three
men who have such an influence over him.
He is so weak and easily led. Now, it is
not so with you; you have a will of your
own and are strong, and might do a great
deal.’

Ned flushed. He was pleased that Mrs.
Allen should think him strong, but he re-
membered one or two occasions when he
had been as weak as Jack Norris. ‘What
can I do, Mrs. Allen? he replied. ‘Not
much, ’'m afraid.’

‘Oh, yes you can,’ she replied brightly.
“What I want you to do is to stop the going
to the Red Lion after the games, Just look
at some of the older men, like Tom Martin
and Allen Cooke, going home night after
night half-drunk, and yet what nice fellows
they used to be! ' If Jack were to become
like them, how dreadful it would be! Can’t
you help him to stop?’

Ned flushed crimson. ‘Mrs. Allen,” he ex-
claimed, ‘I can’t be a hypocrite! I'm just
as bad as Jack. I may be stronger, but not
a bit better. How can I help him?

‘By saying “No,” and sticking to it,’ was
her answer.
bad things done that none of you like; it
only wants someone with courage to oppose,
and the rest will stand by you.’

‘But I'm an awful coward, Mrs. Allen, es-

‘You know there are a lot of .

pecially when Tom Martin sneers,”.said Ned.

‘Oh, was her reply, ‘you must not take
that too seriously, but laugh at his sneers
and go your own way.’

“Well, I'll try, he said, as if he were not
quite sure of himself.

‘And I’ll tell you what I’'ll do,” she continu-
ed. ‘On Saturday I’ll provide a good sub-
stantial tea, and I'll ask some of you in—
you and Jack, and Tom Wright and Aller-
ton, and we’ll have a Jjolly evening after-
wards. It will be the first break, you know.’

‘All right, Mrs: Allen, I'll come and bring
the others, too,” said Ned Howie.

And he did. That was the beginning of
the struggle. Over and over again she fear-
ed she had lost them. But she did not—she
saved them. Her wise womanly ways pre-
vailed, and they grew up to be noble God-
fearing men, who stood foremost in every
good work. And there was not one of them
but attributed it to Mrs. Allen, and thought
her the best and noblest woman on earth.
And she deserved it of them.

This is what came of the Pruning of the
Pear Tree.—J. Scott James, in ‘Friendly
Greetings.’

———————

A Consecrated Yecr

(By Helena H. Thomas, in ‘Presbyterian
Banner.)

‘I don’t see what she wants to come here
for ! Qur country ways will be sure to
shock one who has spent sixty years in Lon-
don.’

‘Of course they will, and I, too, although
it doesn’t sound very gracious, wish she had
taken the next steamer back, -after visiting
her New York friends.

The speakers looked very dejected for two
robust young men who, several years before,
had celebrated their majority; and s0
thought a younger brother as he came sud-
denly upon them that autumn day.

‘Growling about the failure of crops, boys?
queried the one who was almost twenty-
one.

‘No,” answered the elder, ‘everything else
of a doleful nature is lost sight of in view of
that dreaded vigit, Joe.

‘1 don’t see what good it does to dread
what seems inevitable,” was the cheery ans-
wer. ‘For my part, I mean to give Aunf
Maria a warm welcome.” Saying which the
speaker started down the hill, and was soor
lost to sight.

After whittling diligently upon the stick
in his hand, Jerome, the elder brother, said,
abruptly: ‘Joe’s courage makes me ashamed
of my cowardice. Nothing seems to daunt
him—that is—lately.’

‘That last clause was well put in,’ rejoined
Frank, looking away from the one address-
ed, ‘for you know as well as I do how
chicken-hearted he used to be, but now he
seems to have more pluck, the right sort, I
mean, than both of us put together.’

‘Yes, he has, for a fact, and I don’t know
what poor mother would do with our wor-
ries about crop failures and that mortgage,
if that sunbeam wasn’t always ready with,
“It will all come out right.”’

As Jerome said this, he whittled as if
much depended upon the result, for a mo-
ment, and then flinging away what was left
of the stick, said, in a shame-faced way:
“Well, no use trying to get around it, that
boy has some propelling power which is
lacking in our composition, call it religion
or what we may. He used to shirk every
duty, while nnw he would work beyond his
strength if we did not stand guard; then,
tco, a year ago he had such a dread of
meeting strangers, but now he seems to ba
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the only one who has the courage to face
Aunt Maria.’

‘Yes, and think of his starting for town
as if his heart were as light as a feather,
when Bert Harris told me that he was to
lead the prayer-meeting to-night, because
the minister ig sick.  Think of his—his—
weill, I’ll call it pluck, for want of just the
right word.’

‘It is something we know nothing of, any-
how,’ was the emphatic rejoinder. ‘I think
it required more pluck, as you call it, for the
boy to ask a blessing before us, after we
had made such sport of him, than to lead a
meeting surrounded by those who are in
sympathy with him.

‘So do I. I am ashamed every time I think
how we dubbed him “parson” and that kind
of teasing; but we had our match. Our
ridicule seeméd to make him the more de-
termined to do what he considered his duty.’

‘But Aunt Maria’s coming will put an end
to that sort of thing. I am confident, for,
if we can judge by the tone of her letters,
she is not of Joe’s way of thinking. So he’ll
not dare to ask a blessing before her.

‘Perhaps you are right,’ said Frank, ‘but
if Joe is actuated by the motives I think he
is, the coming of the Queen herself would
not shame him into keeping silence.’

The three sons, who were recently brought
to my notice and whom I now introduce to
you, are the only children of a widowed mo-
ther, who bears little resemblance to the
bonnie bride the young BEnglishman had
taken to himself soon after landing on
American soil; for the young couple had
soon made their home in what was then re-
garded as the West, where hard work and
sorrow had prematurely aged the wife and
mother.

Mr. Owen lived long enough to clear his
Michigan farm and see it under a good state
of cultivation. Then he passed beyond the
river, leaving the wife; to whom the world
was never the same again, and her three
gons to struggle on and on, as must other
wives and children when the head is taken
—because they must.

As the years crept on, and the sons grew

t> manhood they were in the main, a com-
fort to their mother; still she was at times,
very despondent, because she sorely missed
the companion of her youth; then, too, she
had lost sight of the Comforter, the only
balm for a sorrowing heart, consequently
she was doubly bereft.

A year previous to our finding the mother

and sons a rift had been made in the cloud, -

which for long years had enveloped the
home, for Joe, who had been persuaded by
a neighboring farmer’s son to attend a series
of meetings, had given his heart to Christ
and consecrated every power to his service.

The day after this noble stand had been
taken Joe said to his mother, ‘I am deter-
.mined to be a Christian, come what may.
Won’t you go with me to the meeting to-
night and take the same stand, mother, dear?
It would be easier for you, because I heard
you tell the minister, when he called once,
that you made a start when you lived East.’

The mother was quick to see the change
in her ‘baby’; still she was unprepared to
hear him speak with such firmness, for of
him his brothers had often said: ‘Joe’ll fol-
low where we lead, every time. e hasn’t
courage enough to go it independently.

This earnest plea, however, was met by a
shake of the mother’s head, and the words:
‘I shall not oppose you, my son; but you
are mistaken in thinking that because I once
made a profession of religion that it would
ba easier to live religion, for I believe that
it is harder for a so-called back-slider to be
renewed than for one like you, dear boy, to
take the noble stand that you have.’

The.mother, true to her word, did not op-
pose Joe in whatever his heart prompted
him to do, but the older sons, to whom she
had never broached the subject, which was
more important than all beside,.did not re-
gard her as any hindrance to whatever
slighting comment they were disposed to
make regarding what was most sacred to
the sensitive soul of ome who suffered in
silence.

Meanwhile, in spite of their jokes, the
brothers were never half so proud before o
the one at whom they were aimed, and, at
heart, the mother shared this feeling, when
such remarks as the following reached her
ears: ‘Joe is as firm as a rock when his mind
is made up. I honor his grit. If there were
more like him there would be less of our
sort.’ :

This condition of things existed as the
first year of this new life had been lived.
As is evident the brothers, who after a littie
ceased to speak lightly of what they realiz-

-ed had wrought the change in the one they

truly loved, had from the first studied the
daily walk of their younger brother and were
often led to wonder at the suddesn develop-
ment of powers they had not suspected.

The mother, too, looked on with feelings
of both gladness and sadness. The new
light which had ' filled the heart of her
youngest was reflected in his happy face, and
often reminded her of the days when, with a
glad heart, she sang: 5
‘Oh, how happy are they, who the Saviour

obey.

And have laid up their treasur=a above;
Tongue can never express the swe:t comfort

and peace

Of a soul in its earliest love.

And this had awakened a longiug to return
to her Father’s house. For she well knew
that ‘comfort and peace’ were not obtainable
elsewhere. But all this she had kept buried
in her heart, but she was being led day by
day nearer the cross of Christ by the ex-
ample of the one she had always regarded
as her timid child.

‘Well, we must draw cuts to decide who
will meet her highness,’ said Jerome, as a
belated letter was read at the noon meal,
which conveyed the intelligence that the af-
ternoon train would leave the long expected
aunt at the station, some miles distant.

‘I think it is your place, Jerome, seeing
you are not only the oldest son, but the
namesake, as well, of the brother who is
not—here—to—meet—her.’

She ended so brokenly that the sons who
always were made cowardly at the sight of
tears, suddenly left the room, motioning Joe,
who looked ready to cry in sympathy, to
follow.

A little later the latter appeared, dressed
in his best, which called forth the exclama-
tion: ‘You mustn’t go, too, Joe! You will
crowd your aunt, if you do:’

‘Why, mother, there is but one going to
meet her, and I am that one,” was the laugh-
ing rejoinder, ‘Jerome and Frank plead
urgent business, and so the honor is left to
i

The mother readily understood, and, with
a tender light in her tear-dimmed eyes, said:
‘My dear, brave boy!’

As Joe drove out of the yard he turned to
his brothers and said cheerily: ‘Well, I’'m
in for it, but I am afraid I will not do the
family credit.’ ;

As Joe’s merry whistle was wafted to the
ears of the brothers who closed the gafe
after him, and then leaned against it as if
forgetful of the ‘urgent business,’ Jerome's

feelings had vent in: ‘I always did despise a

coward! but I've furnished myself the big-
gest job I ever had in that line. T knew it
was my place to go, as mother said, and I

had no intention of shirking the duty. I
asked Joe to go more to try his metal than
anything else, but when he consented so
cheerfully, I was only too ready to shirk
what has been such a dread to me.’

‘I haven’t much respect for myself, eitner,’
remarked the brother two years younger.
Aunt writes that my picture bears so strong
a likeness to my father, when of my age,
that to have seen me first might have made
her feel less strange, at the start. But, say,
Jerome, I've been thinking that if having
what Joe has makes men of cowards, it is
something we need, too.” Saying which he
suddenly thought of the mother he had lef
weeping and with unwonted tenderness went
to the house to see if she stood in need of
the ‘chirking up,” which usually came from
another source,

‘When the train came to a standstill, Jod
looked in vain for the richly dressed woman
he expected to see. Only two women alight~
ed. One was the wife of a neighboring
farmer, while the other was quite as plainly
dressed, but when she raised her veil thé
waiting one knew that the little woman in
simple attire was the wealthy aunt of whom
he had so long stood in awe, and, with an
uplifted prayer for strength to do his wholg
duty by his father’s sister, he lifted his hat,
saying: ‘If I am not mistaken, this is my
Aunt Maria. I am Joe, your youngest'—
nephew.’

A little later aunt and nephew weré
riding over the rough road talking ‘just like
two women,” as Joe told his mother, and
before they reached the farm-house the-
shrewd business woman had not only form-
ed a high opinion of the one to whom she
h'ad given little thought, but suspected why
the older brothers had neither of them
taken the pains to meet her, after she had
crossed the great ocean for the express pur- -
pose of seeing the family of her oaly bro-
ther.

The first moments in the society of the
aunt had banished Joe’s fear of her, and
vet he felt somewhat hurt when, during the
ride, he dropped hints of the subject upper-
most in his mind to note that he received no
encouragement to continue along that line,
For in spite of the fact that her letters hag
given no intimation of it, he had fondly
hoped that at heart his aunt was a Chris-
tian.

When they reached the farm-house ang
tearful greetings 'had been exchanged he-
tween those who were sisters because of the
one who was not, Jerome and Frank came
forward and cordially endeavored to make
amends for their cowardice. Meanwhile
Joe followed his mother into the kitchen to
say: ‘Now, don’t be nervous, mother. Shg
is ever so nice. Not at all the kind of per-
son we imagined her to be.’

The little mother was nervous, however,
extremely so; but more so on her son’s ac-
count than on her own and, taking him by
the arm when she had finished preparing
the supper, she said: ‘My son, I wouldn’t
ask a blessing while your aunt is here, if I
were you. It would look so queer for you,
the youngest member of the family, to take
the lead in such matters; besides, I don’t
think she is in sympathy with that sort of
thing.’

The weak, timid mother could not puf:
into the words the fact that her son’s coursé
was a constant rebuke to her, but when her
boy made no answer, she added: ‘It might
look, too, as if you considered yourself bet-~
ter than the rest of us, and so I advise you
to omit the blessing until we are alone
again.’ : S

The blessing had been uppermost in Joe’s
thoughts, and so his mother’s views of thd
still unsettled query, ‘Can I? seemed to
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make his duty clear, for the moment. But
when they were seated at the table he for-
got all else but the words. ‘No maan, having
put his hand to the plough and looking
back, is fit for the kingdom of heaven,’ and
then followed a few 'words that went
straight to the heart of every hearer.

After the aunt had come to seem ‘like ons

of us,” as Joe expressed it, which was, when,
as sister and nephews supposed, the visit
was just begun, she received a letter from
home, which contained, the statement that
business matters required her personal at-
tention, so she at once made plans to return
at an early day.
_ Joe was right, at the start, in thinking
‘that his aunt was not in sympathy with his
determination to live a coasecrated life, but
he little dreamed how those few tender
words of thanks, offered at the first meal
she partook with them, had touched her
heart and carried her back to other days,
happy days, when she, too, found joy in the
service of her King.

1 think I will accompany you to church
to-night,” said the guest, as Joe made ready
to go to church. ‘I did not feel equal to the
effort last Sunday, and this will be my oaly
opportunity, as my visit is to be cut short.’

‘But, Aunt, I am afraid you will hardly
find it worth while,” said Joe, with rising
color. ‘It is only a young people’s meeting

‘Oh, that doesn’t matter. I would like fo
meet your friends,” rejoined his aunt, as
she made ready to go.

The aunt seemed not to heed what was
so plainly in evidence, and so, when she
was on the point of joining her nephew at
the door, a hand was laid upon her arm,
and Joe stammered: ‘I ought to tell you—
‘ that—I—am—to—to take charge of the
meeting this evening.’

The leader’s courage failed him somewhat,
at the start, in view of the listener who all
her life time had had it in her power to
listen to gifted speakers; but the subject for
the evening was one lying so near his heart,
consecration, that after a little he forgot all
but the glorious theme, and dwelt upon it
as only a truly consecrated one can.

The subject of religion had not been
touched upon by the aunt in Joe’s presence
until after this service, but almost as soon
as the horse was headed toward home the
stillness was broken by: ;

‘Joe, you ought to study for the ministry.’

At this the driver pulled the wrong reign,
 and then had his hands so full to keep the
horse in the road that he appeared to give
no heed to the words that took him so by
surprise. But the one who never did things
by halves again spoke : ‘I say, Joe, you
ought to study for the ministry. Have you
ever thought about it?

“Y-e-s, Aunt, to tell the truth I have
thought about it a great deal—but.’

‘But what? You are not needed on the
farm. ~ Your mother tells me that Jerome
is soon to marry, and that the farm wiil
then be divided; he carrying on one haif
and Frank the other. So you will not be
needed at-home.’ =

“I know it, Aunt,” was the answer, with a
touch of sadness. ‘I know, too, that I
would never make a success of farming;
but, to tell the truth, I never gave my future
~much thought until since I gave myself to
Christ. ?

Then the aunt, who had all along been
studying the consecrated life and hersell
felt the uplift of it, said:

‘It is your mother’s wish that you should
study for the ministry, and it was at her
suggestion that I inflicted myself upon you
to-night in order to ascertain if she over:
_ rated your abilities.’

‘My mother! Why, Aunt, this is a great

surprige to me. True, I have two or three
times hinted how I felt, but mother appear-
ed to make light of the idea of my aspiring
to be a minister.

“Yes, she told me she did, because she
could not see her way clear to send you to
college; but if you could have seen her joy
when the way was made clear, my dear
nephew, you would know that her heard
beats in sympathy with your highest aims.’

‘But, Aunt, I do not understand what you
mean by the way being made clear, unless,
for love of me, she is willing to increase the
mortgage on the farm; and that I would
never consent to.

‘1 know just how matters stand, Joe,” said
his aunt, as she patted his arm aifectionate-
ly, ‘but do you imagine that your old aunt
could be so heartless as to let such a hero
as you are pine in vain for an education
when she is childless and abundaatly able
to give you nceded assistance.

A returning pressure of the hand which
had slid into the disengaged one was Joe's
only answer, and so the speaker continued:
“Yes, my brave nephew, the money for your
education will be forthcominz as fast as
needed, and if you are of the same mind as
your mother and brothers, you will accom-
pany me back East. The husband of &
friend in New York is a minister of large
experience, and we will confer with him as
to the best starting point.

‘Did T understand you to say that my bro-
thers are in sympathy with what you sug-
gest 7 was the tremulous query.

‘Indeed they are, my boy. We talked the
matter all over the evening when you gave
us the opportunity by going to prayer-
meeting, and both Jerome and Frank were
loud in your praises. They frankly con-
fessed that your bravery, in face of their
ridicule, had put them to shame, and that
you richly deserved all I hope to do for you.’

‘Oh, Aunt!’” He could not finish, but the
full ‘moon brought to view sparkling drops
which told the reason why.

‘Let me say, once for all,’ said the one
who understood in part what could not be
put into words, ‘that I shall always con-
sider myself your debtor, for coming in
touch with your ‘consecrated life has recall~
ed me to the heavenly fold, from which I

had long wandered.’”
—

Just Sunshine
(By Sally Ca.:mpbell, in ‘Forward.”),

It was a warm, bright room where Mrs.
Reeves was sitting at work. The young
woman who stood for an instant on the
threshold, felt a quick appreciation of its
comfort and cheerfulness.

‘How lucky I am,” she cried; ‘I am glad
to find you all alone on a mending after-
noon; we can be so cosy and sociable’—

‘Come in,” said the plump little minister’s
wife, taking her third son’s mutilated trou-
sers and sweater from the chair nearest
her, ‘Come and sit right here beside me,
you nice girl, and sweeten my labors by
your presence.’ ;

Frances Ellett accepted the
with alacrity.

‘But I'm afraid there isn’t much sweeten~
ing in me these days. They are such mis-
erable days.’

She laughed,<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>