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Essence From The Temple Censer.

A YWorp To Our Youxa CoxvEnrTs.
<

e 51 < 3 . seinhi i
5 'Z.:‘ HE importance of a good beginning in

3

>start; cultivate the habit of Christian ac-
i tivity. Use the talents God gives you.
g0 is the law of their increase. Speak and
S~ pray in the conference meeting.
your friends of Christ. Cultivate a taste for such read-
ing as will aid you in Christian work, le an active
Christian and yow will be « happy one.

Too many, when they unite with the chureh, are
hardly heard from again. Make yourself useful to the
church thus you make the church ahelp to you.
Whenever called upon do the best you can.
the interest of the church and’ Sunday-school
interest.  Qive regularly and cheerfully.

knees, at the bar of an open Bible, }-Ielp»otlxéfs :m\d
yot will best help yourself. R
The foilowing letter was veceived.a few .days. since,

through a friend to whoem ic was enclosed witha P. S.

g . ! L1 4If Mr. Avery thinks well of letting his flock know
religious life can hardly Lo over-cstimated.

7AJE The fivst few years of your Christian life

that the good seed has taken effect in my ease, ho can
do s0.” Of course names_aie suppressed, and ,the

will determ_inc your Ul}"iStiﬂ" character. | Jotter is published with & desire to glorify Gad, and to
y Let your life Le an acvive one from the| \

magnify all suflicient grce and encourage pthers.

| 8C-+ Sinee receiving the letter, some one said, ‘1 have every
FIus | faith in the writer, he has paid up his back debts; 1t

is astonishing how he is getting alone, and using, his

Speak 10 | talent and Education.’ s . -

I received your welcome letter this morning,-and
hasten to answer it. I was very glad to hear your
interesting account of the good work going on in
Hulifax in connection with the “Takernucle,”’ and
pray the Lord will still further Lless.the.cfforts of
{1is earnest and devoted servant— your zealous pastor,

Make | Rev., M. Avery. 1Ie has beén, us youare awave, the
Your{ means in the hand of a merciful Father of “ turning

¢ ] ¢ Inform { e from darkness to light, and from. the power of
yourself respecting the great interests of missionary | Satan unto God,”

when stecped in Ipfidelity and

and other denominational and Chvistian enterprises, | Socialism ; a sceptic of the decpest dyo, who continu-

Develop a broad, sympathetic, large-mnded Christian |
Don’t Le satistied to Le a mere member of ¢

character.
the church. Make yoursclf with God's blessmg an
influence in the church. Remember that your Chris-
tian life is made up of many Zittle things not a few great
things. Hence have a conselence in these little duties
and services, for fidelity in these things makes us
worthy of greatcr responsibilites.  * Ie that 1s faith-
full in that which is least is faithfu) also 1n much.”
The approval of God on the smallest service dignifies
such a work and lifts it into greatness.  Don't under-
take too much, but do well whatever you attempt to
do. Bea thorough Christian-this requires consistency,
devotion and consccration. Be a Christian every-
where, not an obtrusive one, but a modest, manly or
womanly one, but not a silent one.
tell the world that you have been with Jesusand
have learned of him.  Be 2 devout reader and student
of the Word of God. Make this your counscllor in
sl things, and habitually, by prayer, seek to know
God’s will. Cultivate alove for your church. If
you are_a Baptist be one because yon can’t be any-
thing else. Beware of the so-called liberalism and
false philosophy of the times. Have no fellowship
with any teaching that would lessen the claims of
Christ and his word upon the confidence of men.
Havo convictions aud do not apologize to any one
for them. Be thoroughly loyalto the truth, .come
from were it may. AU truth is one. Look cn the
bright si de of things,—*If God be for you who can be
against you? If doubts arise, try them on your

Let your life:

ally studied to petfect my unbelief, and root out the
last promptings of a conscience almost extinguished
by the deginding “ Pleasures of Sin.”

“ My dear Friend. —The grace of God is suflicient
for even such as I was, and the Power of His Love
reached me through the barrier of Scepticism I had
taken such pains to erect, cast the baseless.fabric to
the earth, and revealed my own miserable and danger-
ous condition. T was overwhelnicd with a sense of
my unworthiness and almost despaired. I determined
to go no more to the “Tabernacle,” and entertéined
very unclioritable feelings towards Mr,, Avery , for
creating such unpleasant sensations. Tie Master in
his love and merey however overruled this resolution.
I went tohear your dear pastor again, and through
‘him, Christ spoke words of hope, and peace, and joy
to wmy soul that Subbath evening, which cansed the
angels of Heaven to rejoice, for the wretched Prodigal
who had wandered so very far from Gad, has returned
to His allegiance, and has known and proved, the
“unspeakable richness of His grace” ever since.

Yon,may show this letter to my Revd. abhd dear
Brother in Christ, as it may encoyrage him in his good
work; ask him to send ine “Bups & BLgssous”
regularly, for which T enclose o year's subscription,

i

Letters have been received from the followingabsent
members, who send gratifying reports of theirrerpem-
brance of their spiritual home,—Mrs. Bennett, U. 8.,
Miss MeNeil, U. S, Mrs. Moland, U. 8., William
Pearce, U.S., Miss S. Glawson, N.S., Miss Grant., U8,
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Work in the Regions Beyond,
and nearer Home.

ILENT PARTNERS have no placo in the
Christian chureh, sineo the Lord himself
desires that the love he puts into a forgiven
W sinner’s heart shall be ever testifying to other
o souls. —1t is reported that openings for
preaching the Gospel in Spain are presenting
themselvesin all divections. The inhabitants
3 of towns and viilages visited by colporteurs

manifest a strong desire for the Word of God,
and for evangelists to settle among them. But, uwu-
fortunately, the laborers are few, and cannot overtake
the work which awaits them.  Christians, should and
must help. Help by prayer, help by considerate
thoughtfulness, help by sending helpers, and help by
the money power. Dare we hush our prayers! or
relax our efforts? No! No! Because “Sin, misery,
ignorance, have not failed to hold men in their dire
grip.  The heart of Christ has not fuiled to beat with
holy compassion. 1lis love has eyes as keen and
clear as when they gave hope to the despairing long
ago. Mis throne is tremorless.  His purpose is un-
changed. His command, ‘Go; preach to every
creature,’ remains uncancelled.” Qur God is no respect-
er of persons.—(1) A ternible saymg for all the un-
godly among the great of the earth; (2) a soothing
saying for all the devout among the lowly.

The Saviour taught ncthing more pointedly than
that men should prove by their doing the correctness
of their believing. A close study of the New Testament
will bring out for any one its constant and urgent in-
struction, that men are to be known by their fruits.

EZF The four great Bible societics of this country
and Great Britain issued, last yewr 4,980,240
copies of the Scriptures.

How much owest thcu unto my Lord? Do you ever
sing,  Love so amazing, so divine, demands my heart,
my life, my all,” and forget to pay your missionary
contribution?

Six years ago, it was cstimated that 2,000 mission-
arvies were in the ficld, which is the world. The
amount contributed to foreign missions $6,000,000.
To-day there are, 2,829 missionaries » gain of 829 ;
and the foreign coutribution $5,967,500 a gam of
nearly $3,000,000.

Dr. Aslunore reports hatred to foveigners and
unsettlement in mission work in conscequence of recent
war rumours.

It is vesolved to increase the staff’ of the Clongo
mission to thirteen,and so strengthen. This shows great
faith and zeal, for already death has claimed several
workers as if jealous of their pushinginto the héart
of dark Africa.

Miss Ella Kyle in the United Presbyterian reports
a revival in Egypt, amidst all tho uncasiness of these
troublous times. .

Tue Rericlouvs Tract SOCIETY, LoNpoxN has entered
the cighty-fifth year of its existence. Theincome for
1882 was £ 215,000. XNearly £ 52,000 was expended
for missionary purposes. Towards wlich £26,000
was paid from the profits of the business deparment.

As the Comiittec expresed it; “The messengers
of truth sent forth by the Institution find their way to

. :

many places which are altogether inaccessible to any
agencey.  They have passed the wall of Ching, and
have entered the palace of the “celestial emperor.”

They have instructed the princes of Burmah, and
opened the self-sealed lips of the devotee in India.
The sons of Africa have veceived them in their bond-
age, and have learned the liberty of the Gospel. They
have preached Christ crucified to the Jew, and also
to the Greek ; and they have made known to savage,
as well as to civilized nations, the peaceful truths of
the Gospel. During 1882, 809 new publications were
issued, including 262 tracts. Its literature amongst
the purest and best of the nineteenth century, is
published, in 160 longuages. Circulated during the
year, (Tracts, Periodicals, Cards as well as books)

79,379,350, of which over 33,000,000 were tracts. -

"The issues from foreign depots were over 14,000,000
making a total circulation of over 93,000,000. The
cireulation since the formation of the Society amounts
to 2,192,589,870. i

Tree Brimisn AMeRricay Book axp Tracr Sociery
was instituted in Halifax 1867. Since the format-
ion of the Society, there has been received in Volun-
tary Contributions the sum of $55,652. Of this
amount 11,285, was received for capital, and is now
invested in stock of Liooks to carry on the work for
which the Society is constitued, both by sale from the
Depository, and also by Colportage. The remaining
§11,367, together with the profits avising from the
sale of the books, has been applied to Colportage.
Thus supported, our Colporteurs have performed labor
equal to that of one man for one hundred and sixty
two years. .

The towal sum paid for services and actual Expenses
in Colportage alone has been 872,789. Colportage is
the great work of the Suciety. During the past six-
teen years there have been 167 Colporteurs employed
the aggregate time of their services being about 162
years  They travelled about 263,431 mmles, and
made $19,406 family visits, including 29,261 visits to
Roman Catholic famiies. They found 1794 families
destitute of the Seriptures and supplied them. They
had persenal religious conversation, reading of the
Scriptures or prayer at 176,000 of the family visits
made by them, and held or took part in 9194 prayer
and other religious meetings. The sales from the
Depository have been—of Periodicals, $43,570, of
Ribles and Beligious books, 144,583, by Colportage,
£61,147, total sales, 405,959, gratuitous circulation
by Colporteurs and from the Depository, upwords of
$18,300.

If this traffic is soul-ruining, how great and extensive
is this ruin. Taking the statistics of the business in
the United States, and comparing them with soul-
saving instrumentalilies, we find there is one minister
for six rum-sellers; for one dollar given for the spread
of the Gospel and Christian charities, there is more
than thirteen spent fov intoxicating drinks. Chere are
six willions in the United States who regularly visit
the soul-ruining drinking-shops, while there are not
quite six millions of adult church-members. Sixty
thousand drunkards die every year in the United
Rtates, and the ranks of the six hundred thousand
drunkards are full as ever, while inan aggregate of
12,000 congregations, there was reported lately as the
net increase for one year only a few over 7,000, not
nearly one convert to cach congregation.
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Friendly and Barnest Words,
or Gathered Pearls,

’ ASUALTIES are taking place constantly,
ﬁi% We know not what will happen when rid-
)E";,, ding with a friend for pleasure, or crossing
the rviver in ferry-boat on business. Life is

/> held by a brittle thread, and all its belong-
ings are precarions. The Chicago Zribune
' S counts up 125,000 human lives lost by earth-
2 quakes, tornadoes, shipwrecks, fires, mine

2 disasters, and other accidents in 1883.

Reader, are you saved? Are your feet planted
firmly upon the Rock of Salvation—Christ? It they
ate, ‘“then shalt then walk in thy way safely, and
thy feet shall not stumble” (Prov. iii. 28), “for the
Lord shall preserve thee from all evil; He shall
preserve thy going out and thy comingin for ever-
more” (Psalm exxi. 8),

But oh! it you are not saved, what tremendous
responsibilities you have taken upon yourselves. Not
saved ! when your life is so uncertain and hangs upon
a thread, which if snapped means eternal ruin for you.
The day of grace ends with life.

Shall death come and find you unsaved ?

¢ God commendeth His love toward us, in that while
we were yet sinners Christ died for us” (Rom. v. 8).
“ Greater love hath no man than this, that & man lay
down his life for his friend” (John xv. 13). The
Suviour invites you to come to Him for salvation ; the
Holy Spirit strives with you ; the Gospelis sent to
you. “Let the wicked forsake his way, and the un-
righteous man his thoughts, and let him return unto
the Lord, and He will have mercy upon him; and to
our God, for He will abundantly pardon” (Isaiak Iv. 7).

“Now is the accepted time; now is the day of
salvation” (2. Cor. vi. 2). ¢ Him that cometh to
Me, T will in no wise cast out™ (John vi. 37).

Come just as you are. Do not dream of prepar-
ation. There are no barriers round the cross of Christ
except such as you raise by your own doubts. No
burdened heart is hid from His all-pitying glance , no
cares cast upon Him ave denied His prompt sym-
pathies.

Salvation 13 of grace—that is to say, God is wanting
to give you it all for not? '2g, without a feeling in
payment, without a prayer as the condition of it. .

BEY Thou wouldst besaved.! Why notxow? Heed
the invitations of divine love. My son, give Me
thine heart.”  “ Come, let us reason together, saith
the Lord: though yowr sins be as scarlet, they shall
be as white as snow ; though they be red like crimson,
they shall be as wool” (Isaiah i, 18).

Will you be Christ's? Now, Satan whispers in
yoar ear—* To-morrow,” Oh! man, heed him not;
Oh! woman, beware. Oh! child, the Holy Ghost
saith-—* To-pax.” * To-day, if ye will hear my voice,
harden not your hearts.”

Fifteen glasses of whiskey in fifteen minutes, A
German made a wage: to perform that feat in Cleveland
recently. The exhibition took place on the Sabbath
and quite as appropriately in a saloon, It was a suc-
cess. It was impossible for it to be anything else-
The German drank his whiskey, won his wager, and
then died “as a fool dicth.”

The Study Table, New Books and
Exchanges.

e

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

Bible Pictures for little people, illustrating New Test.
scenes, by uncle Havry.  Published by Sunday-School
TUnion, London, price 1,6. Is well calculated to help
mother, in satisfying the little ones, whose curiosity
and interest will be awakened by the illustrations to
know all about it. The letterpress is of the best, and
the book does truly illustrate New Testament scenes.
We hope it will be introduced, and find a ready sale.

Seripture Puzzle-Poems. From Alexander & Shep-
herd, London, E. C., England. We are glad to notice
that the author has reached a second edition enlarvged.
Because, in a very enticing and attractive manner,
he draws out scriptural knowledge, and often reveals
ones ignovance of very simple Bible facts. A Sermon
to young men, By a fellow-Student, Archibald S,
Brown. It is full of racy and spiritual thought, the
essence of gospel simplicity and sweetness,

The Musical Herald, Franklin Square Boston. This
Magazine for the musical is gotten up in splendid style.

Acadian Scientist, Editor, A. J. Pineo, Wolfuille,
N. 8. We welcome, and enjoy the notes, scientific
though they be.

The Presbyterian Witness, Halifax, N. S. Itis to
us a new exchange, but not a new friend, it has often
spoken very kindly of Bups and Brossons. 1t is arue
and honestly christian and presbyterian. The Editor
puts Christ first, and is loyal as every man should be
to his own convictions,

The Watch Tower, New York. Without decreasing
the mental, spiritual ov material worth of their paper,
the publishers have reduced the price of this first
class weekly to $1.00.

The Christian Visitor, Edited by Rev. E. Hopper,
D. D. and Rev. E. M. Saunders, D. D. Is as full of
vigorous life and, determined energy as ever, Strug-
gling with the manifold difficultics of a denominational
organ to give Baptist news and Baptist views, See
Advt. elsewhere.

Canadian Baptist, Toronlo. Makes a special offer
in Bups and Brossoys. Which shows they not only
desiro to increase their circulation, but bave faith in
the value and attractiveness of their paper.

A trip Round the World, by Coop-Exley. Published
by H. C. Hall & Co., Cincinnati, U. S., $1.50.

The book is in the form of aseries of letters, written
and mailed from varvious peints of interest during a
trip around the world, by the above named travellers,
who asthey journeyed, preached Christ, and consider-
ately noted many thingsand facts, both interesting and
curious, which makes the book nseful and spicy reading.
It is illustrated with twelve Albertyple plates, which
must have added very materially to the cost of publish:
ing and curtails the amount of reading.

€ZF Very cheering notices are given by the press,
and owr exchanges. We vealize this is no small
assistance in developing the circulation of “Buyps axnp
Brossoxs”; we would-ask %i:e kindly disposed still to
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help, for onr magazine needs, on account of its spivit-
wality, a little forcing before it can root itself into the
new grouud, over which we, every month, seatter
hundreds.  Lspecially do we rely upon the prayers
and assistance of those who love Jesus, asking them
for His sake to introduce B. & B. to the notice of
others, It will enlarge the field of opportunity, aml
Ly increasing the paying list, enable us to overtake
the increasing demands.

The follawing in sembing subsenption, payed one dollar,  The
extra 25¢ts. for our free hist ; Mus. Bennett, My James Huslian,
Miss Davies, Mrs. Metabe, Mr. Silas Covey, Mr. Earls, Mr.
Gervan, Mis. Phillips, Mr. B. Fielding, Mr. Ed. Clay, junior,
Mrs. C, Lhler, Miss Grant, Mrs. Richics,

S

Our Ribbon of Blue or Temperance Items,

One of our young wmembers writes, please send me
a few pledge cards; 1 have just started o Sunday
School, and a Ribhon of Blue mecting, Tt is calenlated
by Caunon Faytar that the English nation spend, toy
intoxicating drinks, £130,000,000 a year, in-livectly
as the result of drunkenness £100,000,000 more. A
popular minister in the U. S. recently said:

Hon. Hivam Price, United States Indian Com-
missioner, in his annual veport, says an Indian, in
speaking to him in reference to whiskey among their
people, said: «We don’s make whiskey owrselves, and
we tell our young men not to drink it, bug we ean'’t
help it as long as white wen sell it to them.,  Wedan't
know how to make the white men take the whiskey
away, but the great men at Washington do.  We hope
they will help us.” The people must let their rep-
resentatives kuow their mind by their votes. Fotes can
prolibit.  Let us show our colours, and be true toour
blue.

It is not considered a breach of royal etiquette
for the guests dining at Queen Vietoria’s table to dee-
line to take wine.

There are now calenlated to be thirty-six members
of Parliament, and cighteen English mayors, who are
advocates of Total Abstinence.

A story is told ef a teetotal diaper at Romsey who
began life as a drunken journeyman tailor, but who
rose to a position of wealth and influence after taking
the pledge, and was a prime favourite with Lord
Palmerston.  On one oceasion his lordship said,
“Somers, you'll never have the Maine law.”  “T heg
vour pardon, my lord, we shall have the Maine law.”
“Very well, then, you must change public opinion
Her Majesty’s ministers are the servants of the people,
and wlit they demand the ministers must concede ”
“Yes, my lord, we understand that perfectly, and
we arve rapidly changing public opinion against the
liquor traflic.”

We are glad to report five of our deacons actively
engaged in the Scheol. Teachers rejoice in their
scholars, conversion. The first Sunday in Feb., the
actual 8. S, attendance was 212.  Collection $7.85,
Still faith eries and strives for o larger blessing.  Pray
for Sabbath-School workers. 1low much owest thou
unto my Lord? What service art thou rendering?
‘We must not live for ourselves alone.  Bvery human
being, whether in the <depths of sorrow, shronded by
ignorance, or sinking in the sea of sin, has a chim
upon us strong as had the dying thief on the dying
Saviour,

The Spivitual interest at the Tabernacle is, we feel,
deepening.  The veligious feeling in the meetings on
the Sabbath and at the weekly prayer meetings bas
been growing for some months past. Tho Tabernacle
never drew larger congregations than at present.  The
enthusiasm in its work was never greater, nor moved
on with luss friction or noise,

Ftome Cieele. .

—

Thankfully Received, Mr. IL Taylor, $1,25 ; Mus.
Richie, 81.00, paid to extra chair account. M.
Mughliz donated his Lill for Iabor, $3.50 ; M. Silas
[lubley, $1,00, omitted in a former list. We shall
be glad *f friends will help us to pay for the 100
extra chairs, just purchased, 25cts. will put your chair
there forafrienn.  Mrs. Bennett kindly donated £6.00
for « Bups AND Brossons,” and towards deficit in tract
printing.  Miss McNeil, one year's subscription to
Sword and Trowel. For several years, we have thus been
kindly supplied.

Baptisms at the “Tabernacle,” Jan, 27th, should
have been 4 instead of 3. Feb. 10tl, 3. Feb, 17th, 2.
By letter, 3.

Olive Branches. *

Jan. 30th. The wife of Captain A. J. Rhude, of

o daughter.
FADED LEAVES.

WorrvitLe, Feb, 5.—The Rev. S. W. DeBlois,
M. A., D. D, the honored and much beloved pastor
of the Woltville Baptist chuveh, died at his residence,
the parsonage.  Thongh Dr. DeBlois had been lnid up
from active work for several months aml was seavcely
expected to resume his pulpit duties, his death was
quite unexpeeted. Dy, DeBlois was born in Halitax
in 1827.  Atter the death of the Rev. Theodore S.
Harding in 1853, Mr. DeBlois was invited to take
chrvge of the Wolfville chureh,  Ileresponded to that
call and began bis important work in that village in
Dec. 1855.  1le continued pastor of the Wolfville
churchr till his death, a period of over twenty-eight
years,  Many doubtless mourn, as we do, the loss of
such a good and usefal man ; and feel deep sympathy
for those who e left behind.  Nevertheless, knowing
he rests from his Iabours, and is freed from all sorrow
and pain, being for ever with the Lord ; we bow our
head «nd say, “even so Father, for so it seemed good
in thy sight.”

Who listeth—follow—to the field again;
Justice with courage is o thonsand men!
Mothers have Iaid wreaths upon the graves of soldier
sons whose blood has flowed for glory, but
They are men who dic for glory ;
"Twas a God who died for love.
Is there less of the hero in the minister whose life
is given to Christ? Not on his grave, but on his
brow the tribute rests ; it is not flowers, but a crown,
and it fadeth not away.

Abralam Crow died, Feb. 5th, aged 77.  For many
years, a pensioner in H. M. Dockyard. Spared
until the grusshopper; had become a burden, and his
natural force abated. 1o nevertheless maintained
till the last his simple implicit trust in Christ and
Hiw crucified.
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[BEACE BREAKING,

AND OTHER SKETCEES.

Tk~ Deserter.

G”'o’m you ever listen to all the remarks which you
‘) chaneed to hear from people whom you passed
* in the course of # long walk, and try te patch

them together afterwards? I have done it many a
time, reader; and I assure you I have learnt many -

lessons from these arrows suot at a ventuve.
FriewoLy Greerines. No. 782.

Looking back into the past I
can point to one Christias Tve,
full twenty ycars ago, when I
was taught two great truths in
this way.

Besides being Christmas Eve,
it was also Sunday cvening, and
there was a peacefulness in the
streets which contrasted with the
hustle of the night before, and
seemed a fit preparation for the
coming of the Prince of Peace.

Walking  homewards  after
church, I stopped, as I often used
to do, to lend my voice to a little
congregation  which assembled
every Sunday evening at a par-
ticular corner. A man was
preaching earnestly, touched, per-

haps, by the scason which scems to open all hearts;
he pleaded lovingly, ecagerly, that we would take
Jesus for our Saviowr and our King.

Lwo girls stood near me, and after listening for a
moment, one linked her arm in that of her companion,

, and tossing her head, exclimed, #Oh yes, we've heard
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all about that before.” The two walked away with a
langh, and after joining in the hymn I followed. But
the words seemed to haunt me.  The old, old story had
no charm for thewm, just beeanse it was so old, What
would they say when brought face to face with death
and judgment?

They had not even tho excuse of the poor heathen who
have never heard of the Gospel ; but their own lips con-
demn them, “they liad heard all about that before,”
yet they turned o deaf car to the Savicur's words !

I liegan to wonder whether I was at all like these
poor girls. I had found peace and life in Jesus some
time ago, but were His words as dear to mo as when I
was first converted? Was I as full of thankfulness for
His great merey 1

I was roused from my thoughis by the shouting of
some of those men who seem to delight in making
darkness horrible by calling out so ne dreadful news.

“ Hulloa,” said a gentleman who was passing, “I
wounder whether that’s true, or whether it's only a catch-
penny. I hope it is true, for there’s nothing I should
enjoy more than giving those French fellows a thrashing.
If we do have war, it will be a regular flare up this
time.”

We passed on, each in our separate paths, and he
litile thought what effect Iiis remark had made upon
me. Hitherto I had been one of those who thought
war was glorious; but now, when I had been trying to
realise the nearness of Christimas Day, and had Deen
looking on towards the great day when Jesus should
come again in glory, the thought of war seemed to jar
upon e,

I sat in my arm-chair after supper, and one by one
all the horrors of fighting came before me. The deso-
late homes, the widowed wives, the bereaved mothers,
the awful battle-field, where shricks of men and horses
mingled with curses and prayers of the dying; and
whelc men made in the image of God rushed at cach
other like wild beasts, not because they had any
private cause for revenge, but simply because they were
paid to fight, and dared not refuse.

Then I saw a poor deserter being led off to be shot
because he had run away in time of war. Near at
hand stood his young wife, with hard, stony gaze, as if
she did not realise what was going on.  Dut as I looked
she secemed to rouse from her stupor, and lifting her
hands to heaven, she cried, * O God, how long shall
this wickednessgoon? How long will people eall things
by the wrong names? Ob, horrible war, when will
it be at an end ? and when will the men who promote
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it bo punished instead of the poor tools whom they
employ 1"

Starting in my chair, I found I had been asleep, and:
that the poor deserter was only a dream.  Still, sucl a
scono might often be witnessed, and the words whicl
fell from the mouth of his wife were only too true.

Just then the Christmas bells rang out, and my
thoughts turned again to the Princo of Peace, whose
every word and look was love.

%“Peace on earth,” sang the angels at His birth;
“Peace Ileave with you,” He said, just before His
death; and His first blessing after His resurrection
was ¢ Peace.” '

‘We are Christians, then let us be Churist-like. Peace
makers, not peace breakers. And let us resolve by
God’s help this Christinastide that, besides making
peace in our own homes, we will lend our voices and
any influence we may have, to stop war and fighting
abroad., So shall every home and country remind us
of tho heavenly Jerusalem which we all hope to see,
and whose very name is ¢ Vision of Peace.”  garw.

o

HE TELLS THE TRUTH.
@NE dull and drizzling morning in February, an

old' man with happy lool-.mn face, thread-
bare clothes, and a wooden leg, was busily
engaged sweeping a crossing in a crowded street.

He moved rather awkwardly on his wooden leg, and
touched his hat to the passers-by, some of whom re-
turned his salutation by a “ Good-morning,” or a small
coin, while others passed on unheeding,

# Look, nurse, at that poor old man,” cried a dark-
oyed little girl, as she stood for  moment on the kerb-
stone, waiting until the stream of vehicles should have
gomewhat lessened. ‘He has only one leg. I must
speak to him.” And looking straight in the old man's
face, she asked, “Did you lose your legin battle? My
papa has been in Egypt, but he has come back quite
safely, and is not hurt at all. Were yon wounded
in a great. battle?”

¢¢ No, missey.” The old man shook his head, and:
looked very grave and sad.

¢ Then how did you lose your leg ?”

It was not by any means the first time he had heen.
asked that question, but he had never felt less inclined
to answer it truthfully. v

The child was waiting for a replv, and a painful:
struggle passed in the old man’s mind before he stam--
mered, “I—1 was crossing a road and was run over.”

¢ In the dark?”

¢« No, in the day-time.”

The little girl looked puzzled for 2 moment, then a.
new idea seemed to flash uwpon her. *“Were you
tipsy ?” she asked suddenly, with childish directness.

“T'm sorry to say that I was,” he confessed.

“ Come away, Miss May,” said the nurse, who had
only heard the last few words. *He i3 not a good
man, and you mustn’t talk to him., We can cross now.”"

. :
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« He tells the truth though he has been naughty,”
said the child ; and away they went. The old man
looked after them and sighed. It was years since he
had lost his leg, but he had never forgotten the day of
his accident, when, in a careless drunken fit, he was
knocked down and run over by a heavy waggon,

He lost his limb and his chance of carning a com-
fortable living then, but he gained something in the
days that followed—something that he would not have
lost, as he now declared, for the strongest limb and the
best situation ia the world,

For in the days succeeding his accident, when he
lay in the hospital tossing uneasily in bed, unable to
obtain the drink which had been at once his solace and
his curse, ho realised the fact that he wuas a weak
helpless sinner, and needed a powerful friend to save
and help him. And when he found that One was
willing, nay, had even died, to save him, he accepted
the Saviour and went away, not leaping, but rejoicing
in heart.

He was poor, for sweeping a crossing is not a trade
by which men often malke their fortunes, yet always
happy and cheerful, because, whatever might bo the
weather, or however small his takings, his heart was
full of peace. .

Still, he had a good many trials, and not the least of '
them were the inquiries that were frequently made as |

|
i
|

to the mannerin which he had lost his leg. It required
a good deal of courage to tell a kind benevolent-looking
person the true details of his accident, and to see the
kindliness visible in the face gradually dying away and
giving place to a stern, sad, or reproachful expression,
while the listener turned on his heel at the close of
the story with a cold reply. But the old man never
hid the facts, though it always cost him a painful effort
to relate them. It was the least he could do for his
Master, he said, to tell of His great goodness, and how |
could he tell how much the Lord had done for him if |
he did not mention the “ miry clay * out of which he
had been brought and kept

It would have astonished some of his questioners to
know half the struggle that went on in the old man’s
breast when they made their careless or well-meant
inquiries. Many of the people who passed him
morning by morning looked at the old man’s smiling
face, and wondered what made one so poor in this
world’s goods appear so happy. They did not know
the joy of an unburdened spirit, of a clear conscience,
of a mind at rest, but went about bearing the burden
of secret sins, which are heavy indeed.

Tiwere was the errund boy, who had kept back a small
amount paid by a customer a week ago, and had been
planning ever since how to keep the matter quict.

A gaily dressed young wife passed by, and appeared
to be quite occupied in picking her way across the road
and protecting her skirts from the mud. She had no
penny for the old crossing-sweeper, for lLer mind was
full of the biil which she had run up without her hus-
band’s knowledge, and she was thinking if she could
contrive to pay part of it with the money given her that

morning to pay the butcher’s bill.  Anything to keep
the trath from her husband, ’

Then came & man who was gradually acquiring the
habit of drinking sceretly, and using every precaution
that it should not be discovered by his employers and
friends, but making no effort to break himself free
from & fatal snare,

From the portly old gentleman, who was arranging
more speculations to conceal the fact that he was insol-
vent, down to the little girl who was late for schiool
through looking into the shop windows, and was tuying
to muke a plausible cxcuse about not being sure' of
the time, the effort was to conceal the truth.

What wonder that the poor old man with the wooden
leg and the shabby clothes looked brighter and happier
than any of them! Ho had no longer anything to
conceal, for the very darkest aud blackest sins of his
life had been confessed to Him before whom “all things
are naked and open,” and had been forgiven at once
and for ever, L.B.

— LA

TRUE LIFE.
gm Traoxas Swirm, Secretary of State in the

-

reign of Gueen Elizabeth, sent for his friends,

the Bishops of Winchester and Worcester, a
short time before his death, He entreated them to
draw up from the Seriptures (which were then not
within the reach of many) a plain and exact statement
of Divine truth and the way of salvation, beeause
“most men knew not to what end they were born
into the world till they were about to go out of it."

The more celebrated Secretary Walsingham, in
writing to Lord Burleigh, said : “ We have lived long
enough to our country, to our fortunes, aud to owr
sovereign ; it is high time that we began to live for
ourselves and for God.”

The learned and pious Donne, on his death-bed, in
taking a solemn farewell of his friends, sald: “I
count all that part of my life lost which I spent not
in communion with God, or in doing good.”

The spirit of these anecdotes is expressed happily in
the following lines of Cowper :—

¢ e lives who lives to God alone,
And all are dead beside:
For other source than God is none
‘Whence life can be supplied.

To live to God is to requite
His love as best we may;

To make His precepts our delight,
His promises our stay.

But life, within a narrow ring
Of giddy joys comprised, .
Is falsely named, and no such thing,
But rather death disguised.

Can life in them deserve the name,
‘Who only live to prove

For what poor toys they can disclaim
An cndless life above ?

Who, much diseased, yect nothing feel;
Much menaced, nothing dread’;
Have wounds which only God can heal,
Yet never ask His aid 2"
195
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THE FEEDING OF FIVE THOUSAND.

Reap MarTaew xiv. 13-21.

AR HEN Wwe are in Sor-
V" row, especially for
we naturally wish for retire-
ment.
all the feelings of the human
heart, except sin,  Probably
it was partly because Ile
wished to mourn in private
for John that 1ie now went
apart into a desert place.

!

the loss of a friend,

Jesus, as man, had -

Dut it was also perhaps because 1lis howr was not

yet come, and He would not needlessly expose 1lim-
self to danger. The wicked king who had killed
Johm, and who thought that Jesus was John risen
from the dead, might now put forth his hand agninst
our Lord ; so Jesus withdrew Ilimself.

Dut it was not easy for im to be in retirement.
The people, hearing where Ile was, followed Him on
foot from their homes. We should not have been
surprised to read of Jesus telling them that He wished
to be alone, and that this was no time for them to
come to Him. A mere man, thongh a kind one,
would very likely have done so.
selfish.  People in sorrow sometimes give way too
much, wrap themselves in their grief, and shut them.
selves up from the claims of others on them. In this,
as in all things, Jesus is a pattern for us,  Ile went

Gricf is apt to be

forth at onee from 1lis retirement ; and when lle saw -

the multitude, many of them bringing their sick to ke
healed, ITe “was moved with compassion toward them,
and e healed their sick.”
well as best, to follow Churist.
sion and sorrow, to do sumething for others is often a
greab velief.

By this time the day was drawing to a close, and
the people were far from home. Iow should the’
wants be supplied in such a place? Here we sce the
diflerence between man's compassion and God’s.  The
disciples were not wnkind toward the multitude, they
did not wish them to suffer. Let them go into the
neighbouring villages and buy themselves bread ; this
was what ey proposed.  When a case of distress is
brought before us, are we not sometimes too ready to
rid ourselves of the difficulty in the way that will
give us least trouble? It was casy for the disciples to
say, “Send the multitude away;” but that was but
poor help.  Not such the help which Jesus gave,
or the compassion which 1le felt. *They need not
depart,” Ile said, * give ye them to cat” The dis-
ciples were for getting rid of them; Jesus would
supply their need.

ut how could He, in such a place as that?  There
was no difficalty with Him. Tive loaves and two
fishes, in Ilis hands, proved suflicient to feed five
thousand men. When we are in want or dilficulty,
let us not doubt that Ile is able to give us what we
need. Though He does not now appear in the midst
of uws, and work outward miracles, yet all power is
is still. Those who seck Iim will still find their
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It is always happicest, as °
In times of depres- -

¢ wants supplied.

No outward means may appear, yet

He who is Lovd of all will never be ab a loss for means.

And if He both can and will supply owr bodily
wants, Ife will certainly not leavo our souls unfed.
We may be placed in the most unfavolrable civewm-
stances, in a very desert as toreligious advantages, yot
our Lord can feed us in the wilderness, and bless even
the smallest means to the good of our souls.

Defore e brake the loaves le looked up to
heaven and gave thanks. Let us not eat of whas
God provides for us without first thanking Ifim for
it. Jvery time the table is spread, though it be but
with the plainest food, God gives us a fresh gift.

How abundant was the supply ! “They did all
eat, and were filled”  All those five thousamd, and
their women and childven too, not only ate, but ate
cnough. There was no hunger or wan. remaining.
So vomplete is the work of Christ inall things! So
full and bountiful is God’s supply for the wants of
both soul and body !

Yet must there be no waste. Though e was
there, who could hy 1lis almighty power increase
the provision without limit, yet the fragments must
he gathered up, nothing must be lost. God gives
enough, but e wonld have us waste nothing that
1le has given, sot even a crust of bread.  Much, it is
to be feared, /s wasted through carelessness,  Dut see
how carefully this broken bread was gathered up, and
that Ly Cluist's command, TIn like manner would
Ife have ws gather up the fragments, not only of
bread and weat, but also of our #me and oppor-
tunit’es,

Aow much eame of this gathering! No less than
twelve haskets full of fragments; far more than what
there bhad been at first.  This would go far towards
feeding the mmultitude again.  Defore, they were fed
by a miracle, now by means of thrift and care; but
both times by the gift of Christ. Iiven so does God
supply our wants variously ; sometimes without any
labour of owrs, sometimes hy means of our own care
and pains.  Dut however our food comes, let God he

praised for it, for it comes from Tlim.
F B
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TURN BACK A LITTLE WAY.

& .
g}i‘ thou hast passed an aching heart,
Turn back a little way;
Tet not “thy giving” be a part
To act another day.

=]

Cive, whilst the weary eye is dim;
And if a tear should fall,

Fwill he in gratitude to Ilim
Who heard the mournet’s eall.

When thy “to-morrows” all have died,
Kind actions will appear,
Like angels waiting at thy side,
To bless thee, and to cheer.
Then, in the charities of life
This impulse <i:!l obey,
And if thou passed an aching heart,
Turn back a little way. Charles Seain.
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THE FATAL SHOT.

ne following story, told in his own words by a
poacher, shows how easy it is to begin to follow
evil ways, and proves the force of the words of

the wise man, “My son, when sinners entice thee,
consent thou not.”

It’s no matter how Dick and I persuaded James
West to take to poaching. It is enough to say that
we did so, and hard work we had to get the Detter
of his scruples, for James was an honest lad, 1 will
say that for him; and iV’s my belief that if the battoo
system had not been brought into this parish, James
West world never have become a poacher. Dut a
poacher he did become, though never a very hearty
one ; he was always half ashamed of what he was
doing, it scemed to me.

Ile had been out about half-n-dozen times with
Dick and me, but only in the outlying coverts; we had
never been able to get him into any of the home
preserves, until one day, the fiftcenth of December—

a day, never, never to be forgotten by me, or any that
were with me. The gentlemen had been shooting
Puarrwood, with “heaters” of course, and James West
was one of them.

After it was over, I joined West as he was going
home, for Dick and I had determined to have a shy
at Purrwood that very night, to sce if we could pick
up some of the wounded game, which was sure to he
lying about in the wood, and we wanted to persuade
James West to come with ug, if we could manage it,
for he knew the wood better than we did by a good
deal; and besides, having been beating them all day,
was sure to know whereabouts the wounded birds were
likeliest to be.

As soon as I came up to him I saw that something
was the matter; he looked red and angry, and
anawered my questions as to what sport they had
had with an oath, and “he didn’t know, nor didw't
care.”

I soon found out the cause of his anger. It seems
that he had knocked a rabbit on the head whilst he
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was be: mng, and h.ul put it in his pod\el ins tuul of
carrying it in his hand, “to be out of his way,” as he
satid, and not with any intention of stealing it, and 1
am quite sure he spoke the truth. Dut it scems
Dodd, the wnderkeeper, who saw the legs of the mbbit
sticking out of his pucket, didn’t believe him, but
taxed James with meaning to steal it, and threatened
to tel} the Squire; upon which West’s blood got up,
and high words passed between them.

The Squire hearing the dispute, inquired the cause,
and he told West t}mt he Zoprd what he said was
trae, but that he must say it was a very suspicious
circumstance putting the wmbbit in his pocket.  Why
didn’t e carry it in his hand, as was usual ?

“1 made him no answer,” said James to me ; “but 1
might have said, ‘Do you think I should have heen
st u.h a fool as to leave the 1abbit’s legs dangling out
of my pocket if I had been going to slc.ll ity 1 dxdu t
want his vabbit.  lean get a (10/011 of ’em any night
I choose, or hares c:thcl, or pheasants if 1 ]n\c a
mind to it.”

T have no doubt in my own mind that West spoke
the truth about the rabbit; I am certain he had not
the least idea of stealing it; as he said, it wasn’t
worth his while. No, the Squire was wrong there,
and T am very sorry for it now, though at the time I
was very glad.

In the present state of West’s mind, T found little
diflicalty in persuading him to join Dick and me that
night in beating up Purrwood for the wounded game.
We knew that the keepers would be out at daybreak
on the same errand, and so we thought we would just
take the work off their hands for this time.

At one o'clock we agreed to meet in an old chalk-
pit, just outside the wood; and, true to his appoint-
ment, James West made his appearance.  There was
a good moon overhead, hut the sky was very cloudy,
and a high wind blowing, so that the light of the moon
was often obscured.

After a short consultation in the chalk-pit as to our
plan of operations, we entered the wood, West leading
the way up a broad green path that eut the woad in
two, Ile took upon himsclf the task of bringing us
tothal part of the wood where most of the wounded
birds were.  Presently a white rabbit ran across the
path; West aimed at it, but didn't fire; we cach had
a gun.

“There’s a chap we can see to shoot, if we can't see
nothing clse,” e said; * we'll have a white rabbit for
supper, let come what will on #.”

Poor fellow ! little did he think what sort of a
white mbbit he was destined to shoot. We had leen
in the wood abont an hour and a half, and had picked
up a good lot of wounded game of all sorls, besides
knocking over a few hares and mbbits with our sticks,
and smoking a brace or two of pheasnts off their
perch.  We had not fired off a gun yet, indewd, we
never did if we could help it; we took them more to
defend ourselves from the keepers than for anything
cse.  We were all three standing under a big beech
packing our game into sacks, one for each, when I
thought I heard the emckling of a branch.

*Whist 1 I said; and we all three dropped work
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instantly and listened.  The snapping of thc dc'ul
branches and the rustling of leaves was now plainly
heard, and almost immediatcly a Jarge black dog made
its appearance amongst us.  We knew him in a
moment ; he was the wnder-keeper’s dog; the seemt
of our dead game had no doubt broughi him.

-

It was plain enongh that the keepers were out, and .

we were in a pretty fix.

We tried to coax the dog :

to come to us, meaning to destroy him if we could:

catch hold of him, but he was too knowing for that,
and only answered our coaxing with a Jow growl.

Presently a whistle was heard some way up the
wood ;
1cpe‘\tcd he wn swiftly off.
to us, and, snatching up our sacks, we made for the
opposite sidc of the wood to where the whistle seemed
to come from, with every chance of cfiecting our
escape,

We had nealy reached the edge of the wood, and ¥
had come to a halt, in order that one of us should go ¥

forward to sce that the coast was clear, before we
ventured into the open ground, when again the

snapping of dried wood and the rustling of dead leaves *

was heard.,
“There’s that dog of Dodd's agnin,” said West;
“T'Il shoot him if I can get a chance ; ; see if T don't.”
“Nonsense, let the dog “alone,” said I; “youwll be
getting us all taken if you play the fool in that way.”

At that moment the moon shone out bright, just %

upon the spot where the noise came from, and glunced
upon something white.

“It ain’t no dog; it’s a white mbbit,” cried West;
“we haven't got one white rabbit this evening ; ut Il
have this one, Iet who will say nay ; so here goces.”

And though both Dick and I jumped forward to &

stop him, we were too Iate. Bang wend the gun, and
then we heard a noise in the bushes, and a gurgling,
suflocating ery.

“IWhy, it's a hare you've shot, not a rabbit,” said
Dick; “don’t you hear it ery like a child, as them
hares always do? Come, look sharp and get it, Jim,
and let’s be off; we shall have themn keepers upon us
in no time ; a great fool you was to fire.”

Jim West dashed into the Dushes, and I caught a
glimpse of a figure rushing towards the same spot from
the fiekl, for we were just at the edge of the wood.
In another instant, shrick upon shrick filled the air
I ran to the spot from whenee the sound procecded,
burst through the bushes, and there I beheld a sight
enough to freeze my blood. It was dreadful! 1
recled back and leant against a tree, for 1 thought I
should have fallen.

Jim West was standing opposite, his face convulsed | 3

with horror, his cyes fixed and his mouth open, but he
neither moved nor spoke. On the ground lay his
child, in the agonices of death; and leaning over the
child, screaming and frantic with gricf, was its mather.

I won’t attempt to deseribe that scene ; I could not
if T would, for I was too terrified and bewildered to
know or to mark what passed.  All T know is, that
the keepers surrounded us 3 they met with no resist-
ance, and we were all taken ; but T thought nothing
of the poaching that night, nor for many another ; the

the dog pricked his ears, and upon its heing
This was a great relief .

o
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Tire of that poor little child, and the horror-stinck
Saces of its father and mother, long haunted me, ay,
*and they do so till.

May Heaven forgive me my share in it !

Mrs. West, having been informed that her hushand
was out poaching in Purrwood, and that the keepers
‘were on the look-out there also, determined to try and
save him from being taken. XNot liking to go quite

alone, she took her danghier with her. It is supposed
* that she left the child for a few moments, whilst she
went further on to try and find West. The rest is
iknown.

T nced only add that poor Mirs. West never held up
her head after that fearful night; she pined away

; yslowly but swely, and died some years after of a

broken heart, which was called “consumption ” by the
doctors.  James West is still alive—alive in the body,
but dead in the mind ; his reason has left him,

This is a sad tale indeed, and all this miscry eame
from poaching! only poaching. Who can say, when
he deliberately breaks the Jaws, how far he will go—

% where he will stop? Many a man has gone out a

wacher, and come back a2 murderer.  ILet us each pray
! ) Ty,
%0 Lord, keep me from the very appearance of evil.”

—_——Setel—-

{A WALL OF FIRE OR WALL OF SNOW.

Ty‘ was during the campaign which brought the allied
il; armies to Py, in 1814, that an aged woman
and her giandson, who lived in a small village

in Gevmany, weve prepaving for theiv nightly rest.
The peasants  wniversally entertained a  well-

3 wrounded terror of the maranding Cossacks, who

formed the light cavalry of the Russian army, and
whe, penctrating the most obscure solitudes, swept
weay all on which ihe poor inhabitants depended
for theiv subsistence.  Trom the position of the

A advancing troops, these unwelecome visitants were at

this time howly expeeted in the village.
“Grandmothen,” said the child, when their simple

§ supper was done, “ what shall we do if the Cossacks
g come here??’

“We must put our confildence in God,” she replied,
*for He nevor forgets amy who trast in Iim.  And
now, my child, vead the chapter, and let us ask our
heavenly TFather to take care of us.”

The evening’s portion was the seeond chapter of
Zeclariah, and the old woman called the hoy's atten-
tion to the promise in the fifth verse: “I will he a
wall of fire vound about.”

“ Du,” saidd he, with the literal exactness of child-
hood, “will God really make a wall of five round us to
keep out the Cossacks?”

“1 do not say that,” veplied the grandmother ; “ hut
He will certainly protect us in the best way ; and if
there were no other means of doing so but by fire,
even that would not be wanting”

They went to hed and slept ; the one in the cave-
lessness of youth, the other in the calmuess of faith.
The night was quiet, and seemed unusually long, till
the grandmother—though not a gleam of daylizht
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appeared—desived the child to rise and open the
door. .

On doing so, ho found the entrance, as well as the
window, blucked up with snow. As there were pro-
visions enough in the house, they remained contented
prisoners; and when, on the ensuing day, they con-
trived to libemte themselves, it appeared that during
that very night the dreaded Cossacks had entered the
village, and while the terified inhabitantz sought
safety in flight, had destroyed some of their dwellings,
and plundered all.

One cottage only, hidden by the drifting snow,
escaped ; and there, we may well believe, the aged
Christian and young companion devoutly returned
thanks to Iim who had heard their prayers, and
made a wall of snow no less effectusl for their protec-
tion than one of fire.

- ——

THE LITTLE WORD—NO.

asT winter I spent a short time in a

"z,,si’;ﬁ;n pleasant family.  They were \_\'ealthy,
_ l";"ll and, so far as I could judge, a
Sorrarts Christian family.  The father held
4, A office in the church he had erected,
79N 3 and preserved through years of
W& s trial, that made him prematurely
z grey, the family altar. He was

3 honourable and upright in business;
2 . courteous, kind, and forbearing in
1 {5 his intercourse with the world.

The mother, an estimable woman,
professed hewself willing to do and suffer for Christ,
hoping to dicand reign with Ifim. The only daughter
was a lovely girl; but the sons—and here was a
mystery.  The cldest, 2 child of uncommon promise,
entered at an carly age upon a career of drinking and
gambling, which ended in forgery, until he was cast
out of the family cirele as one unknown.  The sccond,
following in his footsteps, was awaiting in the county
jail a trial that might sentence him for years to the
State’s prison.  Children of prayer, of pious teaching
and example, the fact was to me inexplicable. I
expressed my wonder in the hearing of an old man
who had long known them.  Said he, “I can explain
i a few words ; it is from the father's want of power
to sny—2XNo.”

When they were children, and it needed hat a word
to quide them, he neglected to say No. As years
rolled on, and he noticed the first steps in the way of
wrong-doing, he excused them.  And when they went
too far he strove to curb them, but the boys had
their own way, for it grieved him to say No. In
after years when their souls were stained with crime—
when, with all the yearnings of a father's heart, he
took them again to his home, striving by gentleness to
win them to the way of life, he dared not say No.

Christian parents, leam to pronounce at proper
times the simple word, No. On it, under God, may
depend the welfare and happiness of your children
for time and cternity.
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THE WATCHERS.
Tﬂn jov felt in heaven for the vesiue of a singe

human  seul i< something nosh higher than

we have any conception of. 2\ faint idea of
this was conveyed {0 me by a friend in Scotland,
who had witnessed a Qeeply interesting scene in one
of its bays,

On a dak and wild night a fishing-hoat was
expeeted back ; there was no lighthonse {o guide its
course.  The wind howled, the storm mged, and the
surf dashed madly over the bar of the harbour.
Gathered round the bayy, on every available spot of
ground from whence a glimpse of the beat might
he oblained, were most of the inhabitants of the
hamlet.

AL fivst they seemed powssless, Tt quickly beacon
fives were kimslled on both <ides of the harbour, which
was very narrew at its enfrance. Fresh fuel was
plaved on these veeasionally 5 these whe fed the fires
never flagged, these who watched seemed never weary.
An intense and almost breathless suspense held the
assembled multituele, as ont at sea might be seen at
times a little black gpoi, now seen for a moment,

" and turn {o the Wond of God.

now again hidden from view in {he hollow of the
waves,
The boat  approached nearer and  nearer the

dangerous coast 3 there was Jittle, very littde chianee

of its escape.  Fxpeetation was  stmined {o the

utnost when the boat appeared on the erest of a wave

almost in the harbom,  One moment would decide

the dommn of the biave men who were toiling for life
200

"in the midst of the danger, and in the presence of
- those they loved.

1t was agony.

At last the waves seemed to rise to an immense
height ; and the boat, which was but a plaything in
their giant grasp, was hurled safely into harbour. A
woman, whose nerves had been strained to the utmost
was s{anding beside my friend.  Now that all was safe

she uttered the ery, “ He is saved ! he is saved ! and -

fainted away, It was w wife’s ey,

We are but at best as the watchers on that bay ;
we may indeed light the fives, and give some intima.
tion to those who are in danger of perishing where
there is safety for them, even m the love of Jesus the
Saviour.  When, through our instrumentality, a soul
is saved, the joy to us ought to be great; but it is far
greater in heaven,

PR P

HOW TO FORGIVE.

X ofiteery travelling throngh Dengal, stopped al
the plantation of a European, and found him
reading the Bible in the native language to

an assembly of about seventy or eighty peaple, men,

women, el Childrog, whe apiearal to Hsten with the
greatest attention.

The woat By there were a hundaed hearers, the
creater nmaber of  wlean Lad been comverted to
Christianity within two or three years by the simple
reading of the Dible.  The stinger convased with
them, and heand them juyfully testify their hope iu
Cluist.

Having ovcasion afterwards to see the magistrate of
the distiicd, e squestioned him coneerning the conduct
of these Clristians.  “There is something extr.
onlinary about them,” veplied the magistiate.  “ The
people of this country are so quarrelsome that they daily
beset the eourts with their complaints; but for some
years past not one of these has had a quarrel with any
one”

When you feel injustice gll you, and unkind
words Ivritate you, and something within you cries,
¥ An exe for an eye, and a tooth for a tooth,” pray,
Learn, by the sight
of all the offences which the Lond pardons in youy,
o forgive the far less grievous offences which your
Irother Las conmitted against you.

When yot have been reading your Bible on your
kuees before God, you will not veturn evil for evil,
oitrage for outimge. You will then know what it is
1o Jove your neighbonr as yourself; you will com.
passioate not only his physieal sufferings, like the
philanthrapists of the world, but hisspivitual wretched-
ness 2 ady, with mutual belp among those Jike-minded,
you will go forward with « joxful heart and firm step
towands your heavenly home.

Y

0O for grace our hearls {o softent
Teach ue, Lord, at length to Jove:
AWe, alas, forzet too often
What 1 Priend we have above;
But when home onr sonls are brought,
We will love Thee as we ought.

-
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HE BeLY SUCKER,

AND OTHER SKETCHES.

.’},;.f
‘ ’4;)3;2.\ oMt time ago there grew in‘ a minister's
Q\i}f z_“:: garden a d:u.n:n.sk vose. The tree was
P W ;t,/y' small, bTut it usul. to produce lz'u;go
Y S quantities of very beautiful  flowers, %hc
A bR minister was fond of lix tree, and many a time
= f ,\; dil he cut its aich rel blossoms and send
‘,Q'."" ¥ them to some sick person o
oA adorn and perfume his voom.
oy When the cold winds of
. < winter had passed away, and
f everything  hegan to  shoot
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This long sucker is doing all the mischici, and the sooncr it comes off the better.
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and bud, this rose-tree was not behindhand, and its
owner Jooked forward with great pleasure to seeing its
richly colowred flowers agin.

In process of time the buds began to form, but
they were poor aud small, and Mr. Grabam began to
think that his tree would not keep up its character, !
and that he would have no flowers. At last he !
observed how very high one shoot of the tres had !
grown ; indeed, every day it forced itself more and
more upon his observation, for it was rapidly be-
coming quite a long twig.  Up, up it shot, and indeed,
at a shorl distance, it looked as though it were quite «
distinet plant from the humble little tree from which
in truth it sprung.

Well, here, at any rate, was promise of something
good. The minister was no gardener, so he did not
know but that from this branch he should have plenty
of flowers, and he looked to it to make up the defi-
ciencies of the other bLranches; but he looked in
vain ; there were leaves and thoms in abundance, but
nothing more.

At length Mr. Graham bethought himself of apply-
ing to ancighbowring gardener, and asking his advice.
The gardener arrived, and in une moment saw how
the matter stood.

“Why, sir,” said he, “ this long sucker is doing all
the mischief; it has taken all the strength out of the
plant, and the sooner it comes off the better” So
saying, the gardener began to feel in his pocket for his
knife.

Mr. Graham hesitated a little about having it cut
down ; he suggested that it might be pruned a litile
at the top, or something of the kind, but the gardencr
insisted that it must come right off’; and with one cut
of his knifc he soon laid it low.

Even if the rose-bush gained no other advantage
than getting rid of such an ill-proportioned shoot, that
was soinething in itself, but it gained a great deal
more ; from the day that the gardener rid it of such
an incumbrance, it commenced to thrive again.  Some
of the buds whith appeared withering broke forth
into beautiful fluwer, many of the drooping leaves
looked fresh and stromy once moure, and the tree
beeame itself again.

The truth was, this ugly sucker had for a long time
been doing it the greatest mischicef ; it had taken away
the nourishment from every other portion of the plant,
and there was not @ bud or leaf that did not feel its
exhausting dmin.  And while it was thus proudly
exalting itself, and making a magniticent show, and
taking away nouvishment from everything within its
reach, it was quite good for nothing ; and if it had
heen allowed to remain, must have done great harm o
the plant of which it was so unseemly a part.  The
gardener’s knife scemed o quick, sharp remedy, much
quicker than Mr. Graham liked at first ; but the whole
tree reaped the benefit of the application of its sharp
edge, and now that the ugly sucker is gone, it is as
good as it was in its Drightest days.

But why have we taken so much {rouble in chropi- .
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cling the progress, ihe mischief, and the end of this
ugly sucker?  Certainly not for its own sake, but for
that of owr readers, to whom it teaches one or two
wholesome lessons,

Sometimes a very ugly sucker springs up in the
heart, and does great damage there.  We sometimes
see many beautiful flowers in a life, such as kindness
and gentleness of disposition, and diligence and denial
of self, until up springs something that injures them
all, and they begin to languish and die.

Selfishness s an ugly sucker. Tt will make every-
thing clse languish, it will take a prowminent place, no
doubt, alas! only too prominent; it will suck from
ceverything else to feed itself ; and when it has grown
and thriven, what has it to show? Nothing but what
is disproportioned, without heauty or use. Avoid
selfishness, there are few uglier and more mischievous
suckers than that.

Pride is another ugly sucker. Tow high it starts up?
what a figure it makes! how much it strives to outtop
all around! how little does it concern itself about
detracting from its meighbour, provided only it can
feed itself! It must needs concentrate all attention
upon itself. Dut a haughty spirit goes before  full, and
if anything is to be done to avert the threatened ruin,
the knife must be produced—this pride must be cut
down. It will not do to prune it a little at the top,
to hope that it will come to good, or anything of the
kind ; it must he severed altogether and cast away.

Idleness is unother very ugly sucker. One which, I
am sorry to say, is by no means unconnnon, and runs
very high. Idleness seems to wither a multitude of
good feelings which otherwise might have produced
beautiful blossoms. It is hard to be idle without
being vicious ; and idleness, if it have nothing clse to
feed upon, will live on a man’s soul, and then every-
thing is in the fair way, not only to languish, but to
die.

Let each one try his own heart, and see whether he
has anything springing up there at all like this ugly
sucker, if so, cut it down at once. So long as you
allow it to remain, it will dwarf and starve everything
that is good. Pray, too, for the 1Toly Spirit of God to
assist you in this blessed work.

O

WISE MAXIMS.

m - .
KBEP good company or none. Never beidle.  If
I vour hands cannot be usefully employed,
& attend to the cultivation of youwr wmind.
Always speak the truth. When you speak to a
person, look him in the face. Never listen to loose
and infidel conversation. If any one speaks evil of
you, let your lifc be so virtuous that none will believe
him.  When you retire to bed, think over what you
have been doing during the day.  Never speak lightly
of religion. Abhor sin if you would be happy-
The shortest and surest way {o live with honour in
the world is to be in reality what we appear to be.

werer
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| AM ALMOST HOME.

S axt almost home,” said a dying Chyistian to a
iIﬁ young friend, to whom she was much attached,

and who, at her earnest request, had come to
pay her a farewell visit ; “1’m almost home.” She was
indeed. The labowring breath, the emaciated frame, all
told her days on earth were numbered ; but the bright
eye, through which the passing soul still shone bright,
spoke of a hope beyond the grave.

For many years a faithful servant to an ecarthly
master, she had yet more faithfully served her Master
in heaven, and lived a consistent Christian life; she
could say, “T am almost home.”

Looking up eagerly to her friend, she asked, “ But,
my dear, you think I'm safe?”

“Yes,” saild her friend ; “ for “he that belicveth on
Tiim shall not be ashamed;’ and you have believed.”

“Yes,” she said, closing her eyes, while an expres-
sion of the most entire trust passed over the worn
face, “ I have. I have hated sin with a perfect hatred,
and desired above all things to serve 1im.”

Not another doubt clouded her dying hours. A little
more suffering, and she was with ILim whom her soul
loved—her sorrow over. She had been sorely tried
the last few years of her life, and now IIe who had
never failed her in times of trouble on carth took her
home. Iler last words, when the power of speaking
was almost gone, was a message to her husband.  She
could not see him, for he was dangerously ill in the
next room.  “Tell him,” she said, “I am going fo
heaven where we shall meet——where we shall meet to
pact no more” They have met now; in a few
weeks he also was laid to rest besido her.

One word of inyuiry to the reader. If you were
dying could you say, “Lam almost home?” Whenall of
carth is fading from you, vhen you are leaving ail you
love below, when you are going to stand before God,
will you feel “X am almost home?”  Is heaven any-
thing to you now ? Will it be then a home you have
looked and longed for ¢

Da you know the way thither?t  “Jesus can make
adying hed feel soft as downy pillows are ;" it is
Jesus who takes away the fear of death, it is Ilis love
in the soul which lightens the dark valley, and chases
from the ransomed spivit even the shadow of a cloud.

Is this lo.¢ precious to you? lave you Jooked to
Jesus? Look and live is God’s promise. “I came
to seck und {o save that which was lost,” are the
Saviour’s words. We are all lost in owrselves; do
not wait {il you come to die to find that out; do not
leave the wreat work of repenting and believing till
the last few days or hours of your life.

When the body is full of pain and weariness, it is
not the time to begin to think about the saving of
your soul.  ‘Then you wani somcthing to rest on,
something to comfort you, some one to be with you;
and if you would have all this you should go to Jesus
now, ask Ilim for pardon, peice, and streugth to serve
Him as long as e pleases you shall live heve.  Ask
for His Spirit to renew your heart, to prepare you for
licaven 5 and then, when for you time is changing to
cternity, when the lamp of life is flickering, soon to
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be put out for ever, then with you too it shall he
well.  You tao will be going home, and as your freed
spivit enters the pearly mate, you shall hear *he en.
trancing  words—* Well done, good and faithful
servant, enter thou into the joy of thy Lord.” You
shall join the throng of those who have “washed their
robes and made them white in the blood of the
Lamb ;" and from Ilis presence shall you go out no
more.

)

THE UNSEEN BATTLE-FIELD.

g ZMERE is an unseen battlefield
e In every human breast,

Where twa opposing forces meet,
Dut where they seldom rest.

That field is veiled from mortal sight,
"Tis only seen by One,

Who knows alone where victory lies,
When each day's fight is done.

One army clusters strong and fierce,
Their chief of demon form;

Ilis brow is like the thunder-cloud,
His voice, the bwsiing storm.

Iis captains, Pride, and Lust, and Ilate,
Whose troops watch night and day,
Swift to detect the weakest point,
And thirsting for the fray.

Contending with this mighty force
Is but a little band ;

Yet there, with an unyuailing front,
Those warriors firmly stand.

Their leader is of God-like form,
Of countenance serene;

And glowing on Iis naked breast
A simple cross is scen.

Ilis captains, Faith, and Iope, and Love
Point to that wondrous sign,

And gazing on i, all receive
Strength from a source diviue.

They feel it speaks a glorious truth,
A trath as great as sure,

That to be victors, they must learn
To love, coniide, endure.

That faith sublime, in wildest strife,
Imparts a holy calm;

For every deadly blow a shield,
For every wound a balm.

And when they win that battle-field,
Past toil is all foryot;

The plain where carnage once had reigued
Becomes a hallowed spol.

A spot where flowers of joy and peace
Spring from the fertile sod,
And breathe the perfume of their praise
On every breeze to God.
203
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. QUEEN LOUISA AND NAPOLEON.
‘E'.\' the opening  years of the present century
g[ Europe was like a vast praivic on tire. The
=2 man who made the earth to tremble had gone
forth, and Germany lay in chains at Napoleon's feet.
Prussia was at his merey; its army defeated, almost
destroyed; Derlin, the capital, was gardisoned by
French troops, and the royal family was Jdriven o the

frontier.  Adding insult to injury, the conqueror had
stooped 1o defame  the chawacter of the «queen.

Finally, on the raft of "lsit, the French and Russian
emperors met to map out Lurope to theiv liking, and
the unfortunate King of Prussia, stripped of his power,
attended to hear his fate.

During all these trials Queen Louisa maintained her

faith. . When all was lost she wrote to her Father:
“1 am sustained by the helief that we are not the
sport of blind chanee, but are in God’s hands and led
by His providence, even through darkness into light,
for e is light.”

One evening a courier brought her a letier from the
king her husband.  When she had opened it she
said, “ A great sacrifice is required of me. 1 trust I
shall have: strength to perfoim it.  The king wishes
me to go to Tilsit to see the emperor.”  And she
went, like Queen Iisther, to plead the cause of her
people.

Awnved a Tilsity, Napoleon sent a masnificent state
catriage, dmwn by cight horses and swrounded by
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dragoons to escort her.

We can imagine how her
heart sank within her at the sight of this mocking
splendour.  Iut she forgol her own feelings in her
anxiety to support her husband in this hour of trial,
The king was calm, reserved, proud.  “Stiff)”
Napoleon savagely declaved, “stifl’ as an unbroken
horse.”

The conqueror himself felt awkward. 1le carried a
riding-whip in his hand, which he kept on switching,
and alternated between courtliness and rudeness. At
first he tried a compliment, but it was quietly rejected.
Then he roughly asked, How the kinge could venture to
begin a war with him after he had conquered more
powerful nations? The pride of the monarch and of
the emperor were only increasing the irritation of
cach other.

The queen, with a prayer to God for help
and guidance, interposed, and tried by gentle.
ness to overcome the anger of the victorious
soldier.  “.\ soft answer turneth away wrath.”
Gradually she led the conversation away from
polities, and spoke to him of his wife and other
subjects likely to interest him.  The emperor
gradually forgot his irritation, and it is said
that hie pronsed the queen, at her intercession,
that he would grant her reguest and restore
Silesia to her husband.

Three years afternards she died of a disease
of the heart, aggravated, if not brought on by
this and other trials.

She did nob live to see the answer to her
prajus or the reward of Ler efforts ; but she
nevar cuised to Jook for ite The tine came at
last.  The invader was finally driven from
Germany 5 and King  Frederick William--
having first returned thanks to the righteous
Judyge of all the earth—repaired to Charlotten-
burg, where she was buried, and laid his Iaurel
wreath on Queen Lonisa’s tomb, as if to say it
was hers, who had been the aown of his life
and the glory of his reign.

There can I no Jdoubt that it was to ler
example wid woulds of fuith that Prussic oned
wadd, of the spitit which resulted in the war of
Secd g With the doath of Lis wudilovald
cotisuig, the Light ad joy of the hing's lifo
departed.

King Frederick died in 1840, and was buried
by the side of his queen whom he loved while
she lived, and of whose death he said, “ This was the
blow leaviest of all to hewr”  In the chameter of
Queen Louisa, as has heen remarked, ¢ Germany saw
its best self personified : love of liberty and country,
pleasure in domestic and family life, taste for poetry,
deep and pious giatitude for all the gifts of God.”
This may account for the high veneration in which
lier name and mewmory are still held thronghout the
Fatherland.
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THE MIDNIGHT SUMMONS.
éj"r was on the last evening of the old year, that a

ey

happy social party wasassembled in the drawing-

room of a Christian gentleman residing in the
country, to enjoy the pleasures of intelligent Cluistian
intercourse.

Within that cirele was one whose presence seemed
to give it a peculiar charm,  Even a stranger must have
heen strnek with the {all and elegant form of that lovely
girl.  Her glossy black hair shaded as fine a forehead
as ever belonged to woman-kind, and contrasted well
with the rosy tints of health that bloomed upmm her
cheeks.  Her fine dmk eyes, which heamed with
intelligence, were shaded by long black ceye-lashes, and

the whole expression of her countenance indicated
deep chastened thoughtfulness and much sweetness of
temper.  In addition to all these personal charns, this
young lady was highly educated and accomplished ;
and although naturally mther of a silent disposition,
especially when the conversation was of a frivolous
kind, yet when she Jdid speak, it was soon perceived
that her remarks were listened to with that respectful
deference and attention which are genemlly  only
accorded to those of riper yemrs.

On the oceasion alluded to, several friends noticed
the animation with which she entered upon the various
tapies of conversation, and were especially struck with
her envnestness when the subjeet assumed a deeply
religious {one.  This young Christian had heen taught

© e e L. o . e .
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lessons of heavenly wisdont in that school where such
lessons are best learned.  Iler heavenly Father had
put the eup of sorrow to lier lips, and bid her drink it
even to the dregs; but e had sweetened that bitter
cup with love; and while she drank it in obedience to
His command, He gracivusly smiled upon s dear child,
and by MHis grace enabled her in sweet submission to
exelaim, ¢ Not my will; but Thine, be done.”

The peeuliar nature of her heaviest trial may be
gathered from the following extract from her papers:
#With what a strange diversity of feelings do I hail
this day. 1 cannot witness its return without sorrow ;
but I thank my God that it is a sorrow mingled with
thankfulness,  With a melancholy, though I trust
with 2 grateful, heart do I retrace the events of this

¢ day twelvemonth.  Then with a heart clate with plea-

l

snre did I bend my steps towards the house of God.
There did I listen to the voice of one who vowed
an unalterable affection for me.  Little did my unsus-
peeting heart imagine that those vows were but to
deceive.

“Dut what has the lapse of a few short months
taught me?  Alas! alas! the melancholy truth that
those vows are forgolten, that faith forsworn. Dut
though one to whom I was sincerely and tenderly at.
tached has forsaken me, yet, blessed be God, there is
One who will never leave nor forsake 1lis people.
AMay I find Iine to be ¢ that Friend that loveth at all
times,” that Brother born for adversity.”  Sweet is
the thought that, though the tenderest ties of an
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carthly attachment have been dissolved, yet the love
of Jesus knows no change nor shadow of turning
Grant me, Loxd, an interest in Thy love, and enable
me with faith to exelaim, ‘Lord, whom have I in
heaven bmt Thee? and there is none upon earth
that T desire in comparison of Thee. Amen und
amen.”

But to return to the incidents of that memorable
night. At the usual hour the bell was rung for
family worship,

After singing a hymn, the 90th Psalm was read, as
being peculiaily suited to that solemm season.

Oh! how little did any one present imagine that
his or her days were already mumblered , that at that
very moment the angel of death had already strung
his bow and taken his arrow frum the quiver, and
that, with unerring aim, it would, cre the new ycar
should dawn, picree the heart of the “ noblest, brightest,
loveliest,” amid that little company.

An earnest prayer was then offered up, at the
conclusion of which our dear young friend, after
receiving the heartfelt good wishes of the season from
all present, and returning the same in her usual warm
affectionate manner, retired to her own room, to
spend the remaining portion of the expiring year in
secret commmmion with her own soul and with
her God.

On the morrow the servant knocked as usual at her
door, but received no answer; again and again the
knock was repeated, till at last her alarmed friends
were roused; and when the door was opened, they
found that the angel of death had entered that chamber !
Her Vody, indeed, was there; t!re was the same
composed and peaceful face, but the spirit had fled
to the God who gave it. A fit of apoplexy had
terminated her existence at the early age of twenty-
three years,

From the posture in which she was found at her
bed-side, it was evident that she had fallen while on
her knees engaged in prayer. On her table lay her
open well-worn Bible, and near it several little parcels,
each containing a little note just written, with some
appropriate present, ready to be presented as New
Year'’s gifts to her friends in the morning. The candle
had burnt out in the socket, and other circumstances
combined to prove that it must have been at the last
hour, and almost the last minute of the year that she
expired.

Let the reader of this narrative remember that this

young lady was in the prime of youth and health. .

Oh! if she had postponed the preparation fur eternity
until she should have been laid upon her sick or dying
bed, where would have been her hope? 1ow awful

would have been her condition on that solenm ni;,"ht! .

But trained by pious parents, she had early given her
heart to God.

The young lady was the eldest of a large family,
to whom she set & hright example of all that was
lovely and of g d report; ever showing dutiful obedi-
ence fo her parents, whom she delighted to honour;
and ever diligently siriving, by earnest perseverance
and wnwearied gentleness, to guide the infant steps of
ker younger brothers and sisters to that gracious
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* Saviour, at whose feet she had long loved to sit, and
whose words were life, and light, and joy to her
soul.

Truly she was watehing for her Master’s coming ;
and “Dblessed are those servants whom their Lord
when e cometh shall find so doing”  May we, like
her, be found with our lamps trimmed, and with oil
in our vessels, and so be ready to go in with our Lord
to the marriage before the door be shut.  When Ile
shutteth none can open.

—PTIAD -

WHOM TO TRUST, AND WHEN TO
TRUST HIM.

uex I came home the other even-
ing, tired and disappointed at not
getting the situation I had ex-
pected, I took up my Bible to
comfors me, and turned to the
146th Psalm. It always cheers me
i up to come to a Dbit of hearty
praise ; and nothipg makes me so ashamed of fretting.
I read on :ill I came to the words, “ Put not your
trust in princes.”  Well, thought I, I'm not likely to
do that ; I have nothing to say to princes, and I don’t
suppose I ever shall have.

Then, for fear (as I had no temptation to do
that) I might think I was safe altogether, the verse
goes on to say, “nor in the son of man” Any son
of man—any one at all. And why? It tells us that
too, for it says, *in whom there is no hope.” If I did
not get the message I wanted at first, I certainly got
it now—1I was so apt to trust people ; to look for help
from this one, and then, when he failed, to that one,
and then to be disappointed again.

Now, do not mistake me; I do not mean that no
one has ever done me a kind turn, or lent me a
helping hand. Often and often they have, and I
thank them for it. But I don’t think that that’s
what the verse means when it says, “Jut not your
trust—in any son of man.” I think the trust there
means like leaning your whole weight on a person—
putting all your dependence on them. And when we
do that to any human being, be he prince or be he
peasant, he'll as surely fail us as « weak stick is sure
to Lreak if we lean our whole weight upon it.

Yet we're always needing help; so that if the
psalm ended there we’d be Dadly off indeed ; and if
princes with all their power and riches cannot help us,
what are we to do? Well, take heart, for therc’s
such o blessed answer to that question that I'd jusé
like to sing it out so loud that the whole world might
hear me. Listen, while I tell you what it says:
“Ifappy is he that hath the God of Jacob for his
help, whose hope (or trust) is in the Loxd his
God.”

Happy indeed, and no wonder, when we see God’s
power and love. Listen again, while T tell you:
“appy is he that hath the God of Jacob for his
help, whose hope is in the Lord his God, which made
. heaven and earth, the sea and all that therein is—
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which keepeth truth for ever—which executeth
judgment for the oppressed——which giveth food to the
hungry. ‘The Lord looseth the prisoners —the Iord
openeth the eyes of*the blind—the Iord raiseth them
that are bowed down—the Lord loveth the righteous
—the Tord preserveth the strangers; He relieveth the
fatherless and the widow ; but the way of the wicked
He turneth upside down. The Lord shall reign for
ever ) thy God, O Zion, unio all generations, Praise
ye the Lord.”

It nearly took away my breath as I read one thing
after another done by Ilim in whom we are to trust
in whom you and I are to trust. No wonder we are
told nnt to trust in princes, or in any one else, when we
may trust in the God who made heaven and eavth,
the sea and all that therein is, and yet who is nut too
grand nor too great to feed the hungry, and to look
after the fatherless and the widow, and to take care of
the stranger ; to love the righteous!

That one word is enough ; for surely if the Lord of
heaven and carth loves us, we need not fear to trust
Him to take care of us; to trust IHim with our souls
and with our bodics; to trust Him for the pardon of
all our sins, and to trust 1lim for our daily bread; to
trust IIim to be with us in the hour of death, and in
the little trials and troubles of every-day life; to trust
Him as our Guide, our Counsellor, our Friend, our
Saviour, and our God.

If only we did this—if, instead of trusting in this
one or that one for help, we trusted in the Lord, how
strong ‘e should be; as another psalm says: “They
that trust in the Lord shall he as Mount Zion, which
cannot be removed, but abideth for ever.” We
wouldn’t be tossed about and be disappointed, as we
so0 often are now ; for the Lord is strong enough to
bear us, and all our troubles, and cares, and crosses,
however heavy they may be. We are so apt to look
all round first, and see who we can get to help us, and
then, when they fail, to turn to the Lord. But the
happy man is he who goes first to the Lord, and then
waits to see how Ile will help. For though help
can’t come from a man, it can come through him;
Just as a rich man might send me ten pounds by a
little child; the money would come through that
little child, yet it is not the little child who gives
it; she is only the messenger. And God has many
messengers.  There is nothing too little or too com-
mon for Ilim to use for the good of those who trust in

But den’t take it on what I say; don’t take it on
anything but God’s own word. Look through the
Bible, aind find out why you're to trust Him, and
what yow're to trust Him about ; and then put Him
to the proof, and you will find that “it is bLetter to
trust in the Lord than to put confidence in princes;”
and * better to trust in the Lord than to put confi-
dence in man.” Do this, and you will be « happy
man, and will be able with a glad and thankful heart
to sing the first verses of the psalm about which we
have been talking, “Praise the Loxd, O my soul;
while I live will T praise the Lord: T vill sing praises
unto my God while I have any being. Praise ye the
Lord +?
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THE PEACEFULNESS OF FAITH.

g,\, oBERT LEIGHTON, Who' was Archbishop of Glas
B gow in the reign of Chales 1T, was a decply

pious man, and a calm trust in God pervaded
his whole lu‘c, w]u(.h formed the ground of his
entire experience. It was not in one incident now
and then only, that this holy habit revealed itself,
but in the even tenor of his daily walk. e lnd
found reconciliation with God through faith in the
one Mediator who unites fallen men to their offended
Maler.

Goud in Christ—God reconciling the world unto
Himself by the death of Iis Son—Gad sending,
through the mediation of Christ, His Holy Spirit on a
mission of comfort to His Church, was alike the theme
of Leighton’s ministry and the life of hissoul. Amidst
the troubles of his day a simple trust in God sus-
tained and strengthened him. This trustfulness was
eminently apparent on two occasions.

During the civil wars, when the Royalist army was
lying in Scotland, Leighton was anxious to visit his
brother, who bore arms in the king’s service. On his
way to the camp he was benighted in a vast wild
thicket, and having lost his path, sought in vain for
an outlet. Overcome by fatigue and hunger, nature .
was ready to despair, but grace sustained him in the
trying extremity ; and spreading out his cloak upon

. the ground, under the green trees, he knelt down to

pray, resigning his soul to God, and entreating Divine
guidance. Then remounting and throwing the reins
on his horse, he left the animal to choose its own path,
and was forthwith conducted through the mazes of
the wood into the way he had himself sought in
vain.

At another time he took a boat on the Thames,
with his brother and friends, from the stairs of the old
Savoy, on their way to Lambeth ; when, through some
mismanagement, the bark was in danger of being sunk.
The rest of the party were pale with terror, and lost
all sclf-possession ; while Leighton, retaining his usual
serenity, said, in reply to their expressions of aston-
ishment at his calmness, “ Why, what harm would it
have been if we had been all safely landed on the
other side $”

He looked on eternity only as the other side of this
world, He felt that God was his Guardian in life and
death; that there really could be nothing worth
the name of peril while under His protection, and
therefore whatever betided him it could not discon-
cert his tranquil self-possession. Self-renunciation
and Divine reliance are efficacious medicines for the
cure of care and the healing of sorrow. Men’s per-
plexity and darkness, their fear and terror, their
capture by spiritual enemices, the wounds of their con-
sciences, their great weakness, their strange wander-
ings, arc all because they have *forgotten their
resting place.” Let a man sail towards that port, and
keep his eyo upon that star which s6- brightly beams
over it, and he need fear mo shipwreck or loss,
for an invisible hand shall be over him to the
last.
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DEATH OR DEEP WATER.

VESSEL was once approaching Liverpool. Night
¥ was drawing near, the sky was clondy, and
there were tokens of a gathering storm. The
captain did not seem to understand his business, and
managed to get his vessel away down on the banks,
where it was in imminent danger of being wrecked.
A pilot started out to board the ship. Ile would have
been glad to have avoided the job, but it was lns turn,
and he must go where duty called. The pilot-boat
came alongside, and the pilot sprang on deck, and
said to the captain, “ What have you brought your
ship down here for? Call all hands aft.” They came,
and he said, “ Now, boys, it’s death or deep water!
Hoist the mainsail!'” The men saw at once there
was work to be done, and a pilot on Loard who knew
his business. They sprang to their places with a will,
and by putting forth their best exertions they saved
the ship.

Are there not too many Christians who are out of
the channel and drifting on to the shoals of world-
liness and pride and indifference, who need to hear the
faithful pilot’s voice erying out, “XNow, buys, it is
death or deep water?” A mere theoretical knowledge
of Divine things will never avail when the night of
wrath and the storms of judgment gather on the
world. A dead faith will not save us from shipwreck.
If we are to make the heavenly port, we must find
safer sailing than can be found among the shoals and
quicksands of empty profession and religious formalism.

; Tt us heed the Pilot’s voice, and endeavour, by God's
grace assisting us, to launch forth into deep water,
and make sure work bLuth for time and eternity.
“Wherefore the rather, brethren, give diligence to
make your calling and election suve.”

HASTE TO THE REFUGE.

: ! QHASTE, traveller, haste! the night comes on,
. d;lx—: And many a shining howr is gone ;
The storm is gathering in the west,
And thou art far from home and rest:

y Ilaste, traveller, haste!

Oh, far from home thy footsteps stray ;
Cliist is the Life and Christ the Way;
And Christ the Light, thy setting Sun,
Sinks ere thy morning is begun :

1aste, traveller, haste !

Awake, awake! pursue thy way

With steady course, while yet ’tis day ;

While thou art slecping on the ground,

Danger and darkness gather round:
ILaste, traveller, haste!

The rising tempest sweeps the sky;
The rains descend, the winds are high ;
The waters swell, and death and fear
Beset thy path, nor refuge near

Iaste, traveller, haste!

Oh yes! a shelter you may gain,

A covert from the wind and rain,

2 hiding-place, a rest, a home

A refuge from the wrath to come:
Ilaste, traveller, haste!

|
|
|
l' Then linger not in all the plain,
Flee for thy life, the mountain gain;
, Y el -]
| Lovk not Lehind, make vo delay,
Oh, speed thee, speed thee on thy way:
l Haste, traveller, haste!
!
|
]
|
]

Door, lost, benighted sowl, art thou
Willing to find salvation now ?
There yet is hope; hear merey's call;
Truth ! Life! Light! Way ! in Christ is all:
Haste, to IHim haste!
W. B. Collyer.
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§HE MESSAGE OF THE BELLS,

AND OTHER SKETCHES.
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“ BE old year, the old year is gone; you can’t get it
back again—days and hours, summer, spring,
and autwmn never any more.

come again, but not ¢hat spring; flowers will bloom

No, 184.

afresh, but not those flowers. Never any more.
Never, never, never.” '
This was what the bells said as they rang out the
last night of the year. At least, this was what nurse
1
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told the children in the nursery, when they woke wp
at half-past cleven and asked what the bells were
ringing for.

But it was curious too, for how could they kne  any-
thing about it? Was it thas the old man who pulled
one of the bells was thinking such thoughts, and then
they passed someliow down through his fingers into
the bell? The others were all young men, and all
they had to do was to ring as loud as ever they could,
and then folks might make what thoy could of it ; it
was no business of theirs what the bells said.

Now it was just upon twelve o’clock, the bells wera
silent ; there was a pause.  Lights were burning in the
houses which lay beneath the old church tower, the
village was all awake, for was it not the last night of
the year? Yes, the bells said quite true there, and
people were thinking their own thoughts about it in
those differe’ % homes. Some were very merry, as if
thoy were maising a good joke out of the fact that they
had one year less to live, and some were sad and
weeping sorrowful tears because of somebody or some-
thing which they had loved very much, and which the
year had taken away from them. Perhaps both were
wrong ; at any rate, the bells said as much when they
began again.

It was very still, and there seemed a solemn hush
upon the air as the old year passed away. The clock
struck one, two, three, four, five, six, seven, eight, nine,
ten, cleven, TWELVE. In 2 moment came the clash of
the bells—the same bells; and yet they sounded
different, for what they had to do now was not to toll
for the past, but to weleome in the future. It was
rather fickle, certainly, but it is the way of bells, as
well as the way of the world.

“ Welcome—welcome to the new year—never mind
the past; there’s a good time coming—flowers and
spring and sunshine—life is bright and happy-—good
people, look before you—fathers, mothers, little ones,
take it and be glad—happy, happy, happy New Year
to you all.”

So again said the nurse to the children when they
asked why the bells had begun afresh. I suppose it
was the young men's turn now, and that they had put
their spirit into the bells. But the work was done
now, the ringers clambered down from the belfry and
went home to bed, the lights were pubt out in the
houses, and everybody—nurse and children and bells
and all—went to sleep.

But they were at it again in the morning ; the sun
rose brightly out of respect for the New Year, and a
little after eight the ringers came to give another peal
and rouse up the people who were not awake already.
Tor was it not the new year? True, every day is the
last day of one year and the beginning of another, but
it is only once a year that we think much ebout it; and
so the bells have to improve the occasion. I think
they did this time, for this is what they said. Nurse
told it to the children as she was dressing them :—

“Time is fleeting fast—use it while you have it—
here’s 2 New Year for you—Iet it be a better one—
let it be a wise one—happy only then—happy New
Year to all.”

A little later the helfry door was open once more.

2

Bué the young men were not there, they were not
wanted ; for it was not the cight bells pealing
with all their might, but the onc single hell
sounding to call people to the house of God, that
there, on this New Year's morning they might thank
God -for all the mercies of the past, and seek His
blessing on the future. The old man pulled the bell,
and this was what the bell said :—

“Come—come—come, rest-—rest—rest,
peace—peace.”

And these were the old man’s thoughts meanwhile :
“It don’t matter if the years do go by fast when
there’s o home at the end of the journcy. Ah! it's a
many years I’ve seen come and go, and a many times
Yve helped ring tho bells, but, somehow, I like the
church-bell best; it's better than all the clatter, and
it's so quiet like, and it says, ‘ Come! Yes, it is
a.saying it clear as clear can be, ¢ Come” Come and be
saved—come and be happy—come this year if you
have not come before. For I mind me there’s One
who says, ‘Come unto Me, and I will give you rest.’ ”

The little children pecped in to wateh the old man
pulling the bell, but they did not know what he was
thinking about. Yet tho bell echoed his thoughts, for
it went on saying, ¢ Come—iest—peace.”” And this
was & good message, was it not? because it was an
invitation to come to Jesus, and that—for the old
year and the New Year—for time and for vternity—is
the best of all,

peace—

———

WALK WORTHY.

usT below my window is a long stretch of sea

(" and shore. Although it is a véry quiet place,

with not many people passing to and fro, there

always scems something to catch the eye and interest

tho thoughts. This evening I noticed a girl going

down over the sloping beach, swinging a bucket

carelessly in her hand, and getting all the amusement

she could on her way to the edge of the sea; the

bucket was empty, so it did not make any difference
whether it was turned upside down or not.

‘When she reached the narrow strip of sand, which
was being fast covered by the incoming tide, she
stooped down and filled her bucket with the salt
water. It would have made a pretty picture, for she
was the only figure to be scen on this solitary beach,
and a bright coloured dress she wore, and a white apron
fiuttering in the wind, showed well against the grey
and cloudy sky. As I have said, she had run lightly
down to the water's edge, but it was a very different
matter when she turned to come back again. The
bucket that had been empty before was now full, and
any unguarded movement might have spill its contents
far and wide. She walked steadily now, for she did
not want to do her work all over again,

Do you remember St. Paul’s words in the letter he
wrote to his friends at Ephesus? ¢ Walk worthy of
the vocation wherewith ye are called, with all lowliness
and meekness, with long suffering, forbearing ono an-
otherin love ;” and if you look through his letters you
will see that again and again he reminds them that they
must leave the old, careless way of walking altogether.
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Have you not often noticed thatit is the people who
live nearest to God and get their hearts full of His
grace, who are the most particular about little things;
who try to do their cvery day life as unto the Lord,
not unto men? You who have not found out their
secret may wonder at this, and call them “ov-r-
particular,” and “fussy about trifles.” You do not
know the reason, but they do.

God gives His gifts; yes, but a certain responsi-
bility always goes with them, and His children know
this by instinct. They have been filling their hearts at
the boundless ocean of His love, and so therefore they
feel obliged as it were to honour Him by a careful
and consistent life. * Obliged ” is a cold word! They
long after holiness, and dread nothing so much as
a fall or a false step. Not because it brings dishonour
to them, but dishonour to their Master.

“This is very odd,” some one may say; “I had no
idea Christians felt like this. I am sure I never
didt”

Are you then quite sure that you have ever received
of this fulness ?

We cannot lose what we have not got. The inner
and the outer life always go together.  Get that empty
heart of yours full, “ask, and ye shall receive,” and
then—but not till then—will you find how changed,
how earnest, how purposeful your life has becoI;ne. ¢

. C. G.

e e o o S

LIGHT IN THE BAR.

“ oU see, master, as how it can’t be no other-
wise ; my poor husband is very ill, and cos’
it's eonsumption he can’t live long. I has to

go out a-selling to get us a living, and he is miserable
all by hisself. Now, though I says it myself, he is
werry much respected by the landlord and all as uses
this house, and he always enjoys hisseli here. So
they have put the two large barrels at each side of the
little one, and before I goes out I takes him and puts
him down comfortable, as in an arm-chair, and then
his pals gives him sups of rum, and that sort of thing,
and it does him lots of good—and he shan’t be with-
out his enjoyments for the like of you.”

The latter part of this speech was delivered in a
defiant tone. The speaker was the wife of a coster-
monger who lived in a neighbouring court.

The person addressed wus the missionary of the
district, who had by a kind touch of the arm and a
cheerful “How are you to-day 9” arrested their rather
hurried entrance into a gin palace,

The man was about thirty years of age, and as he
leaned against the marble pillars of the palace,”
supporting himself upon his stick, he presented a
pitiable sight. The loose-fitting jacket, the sunken
¢yes, the hectic flush upon the cheek, and hard
breathing, indicated his near approach to the grave.
A few words of gentle reproof and concern for his
spiritual safety only provoked a movement by which
the sufferer was partly supported and partly pushed
into the bar.

The court in which these persons lived was within

his district, and it was the duty of the missionary to
seek the salvation of that man.  As he passed on, he
thus reasoned within himself—*“ If T make no effort
for his good, he must be lost; but what can I do?
When I called in at his room last evening, he was
sbupefied with liquor, and it will be the same to-night.
He is sober now ; why should I not visit him in the
bar, and deal faithfully with him 7”

After prayerfully pondering the matter, he turned
back and timidly entered the *palace.” The woman
had left, but the man was there in the position
described by her. The small barrel was so placed
between the two large ones as to form a comfort-
able seat, while his back was supported by « pair
of steps.

The sick man was evidently startled by the appear-
ance of the visitor, who set him at case by observing,
“You must have plenty of time for reading, so I
thought I would call and give you interesting little
books which I intended to have left in your room.”

Several were then handed to him, and accepted
with the remark, “I can’t read much, but I'll ask the
chaps what reads the papers to read them to me.”

The men who were standing round asked for tracts,
and then listened with deep interest while the mis.
sionary repeated the parable of the builders.

Only a few remarks were mede upon it, when the
landlord in an angry tone assured the visitor that
“they were not natural fools to believe a set of lies
made up by the Jews.”

“The words I have repeated,” was the calm reply,
“were uttered by the Saviour of the world in mercy
to sinners. Believe them, and your soul shall live.”

By this time the customers had gothered from the
other compartments, attracted by the novelty of re-
ligious teaching in such aplace. The landlord spoke
quietly to several men who were standing near the
bar, and immediately after one of them made his way
towards the missionary, and tearing the leaves of a
tract formed them into paper lights. He lit his own
pipe with one of them, observing in derision, * These
here are useful things, guv'ner, to light up with ; give
us some more.”

A general laugh was suppressed by the prompt
answer, “ Of course I will, as they are useful things.
I have given enough already to light you all up—that
i3, in the right way ; and I'll give you some more, and
tell you what I mean. Now, there are some people
who are always in the dark, because they are blind ;
and there are some people who are always dark in their
souls, They don’t sce with their minds the beautiful
things that are in the Bible, so they live badly, just as
if there was no God. That’s a miscrable way of living,
and when theyare taken ill they are afraid to die, be-
cause the grave is a dark place. Now, if a man reads
these tracts, and thinks about what he reads, he will
light up his soul. At the end of this tract there is a
little bit out of the Bible which would do it for all of
you, ¢ Jesus Christ came into the world to save sinners.
‘When a man believes that, he becomes sorry for his sins,
and asks God for pardon because Jesus died upon the
cross for him. Ho is then forgiven, and by the Holy
Spirit of God made good and ‘happy. He has then

3
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no fear of death, because he is certain of being in
heaven with his Saviour for ever.”

Further remarks wer prevented by the landlord,
who, forcing his way through the crowd of eager
listeners, seized the speaker by the arm, and with an
oath thrust him into the street. And thus ended the
missionary’s first visit to public-houses.

A few days after, the wife of the costermonger
came up to the missionary, who was passing the court,
and said, “ Please, master, my poor husband wants to
be religious ; he says that he is all dark, and he wants
to hear some reading, and I've got no learning ; and
he has not been in the bar, as he thought may be
that you would call.”

“T will sece him at once,” was the reply, and the
Clwistian visitor stepped with her into the room.
Before a word of greeting could be uttered, the poor
man exclaimed, with all the eagerness of one in
spiritual distress, “Sir, I have been dreadful wicked
in my time, and it’s dveadful to be ill, and I don’t
know what prayers to say.”

The visitor looked with pity into the careworn,
pallid face of the all but dying man, and, taking a
seat by his side, told him in simple words the
wondrous and soothing story of a Saviour's love,
and hefore leaving taught him a few sentences of
prayer.

Such visits were repeated daily, as the increasing
weakness of the sufferer showed that the thme for
instructing him in the way of <alvation was short
indeed.

Upon the last of these visits he listened with
absorbing interest to the narrative of the Tord’s
ascension, and then, with a smile of peace, exclaimed,
“Ie died for poor me, and e has made it all light
now, and I shall go up to Him.” That night he
passed away ; and it was for some time the talk of the
court that he died happy because he was made a
Christian in the public-house. J. M. Weylland,

- Seeel

THE BIBLE ON TENTER-HOOKS.

.~ a village in Yorkshire lived two men
who were cloth manufacturers. One
was named Walsh, the other Stetson.

TR "'7’&_ Walsh was an unbeliever ; it was a
3 favourite opinion of his that the
L Bible was “all made up.”  1le could

never believe that it was wrilten
where it professed to be, and by the
ment who are said to have written it. Dut Stetson
was an carnest Christian,

Walsh was part owner of a factory, and one year
he had seb his heart on making a very large and fine
piece of cloth. e took great pains with the carding,
spinning, dycing, weaving, and finishing of it. In the
process of manufactwre it was one day stretched on
tenter-hooks to dry. It made a fine show, and he
felt very prond of it. The next mowing he avose
early o work at it : to his amazement it was gone ;
s e one had stolen it Quring the mght.

4

After weeks of anxiety and expense, a piece of
cloth answering the description was stopped at Man.
chester, awaiting the owner and proof. Away to
Manchester went Walsh, as fast as he could. There
to his great surprise he found many rolls of cloth
which had been stolen ; they were very much alike.
e selected one which he felt satisfied was his, but
how could he prove it? In doubt and perplexity he
called on Stetson.

“TFriend Stetson,” said he, “I have found a piece
of cloth which I am sure is the one which was stolen
from me.  But how to prove it is the question. Can
you tell me how?”

“You don’t want it unless it is really yours ?’

 Certainly not.”

“And you want proof that is plin, simple, and
such as will satisfy yourself and everybody 27

“ Precisely so0.”

“Well, then, take Bible proof.”

“ Bible proof ! pray what is that 97

“Take your cloth to the tenter-hooks on which it
was stretched, and if it be yowrs every hook will just
fit the hole through which it was passed hefore being
taken down. If the hooks and the holes just come
together right, no other proof will be wanted that the
cloth is yours.”

“True! Why didiw't T think of this before 2™

Away he went, aml sure enough every hook came
to its little hole, and the cloth was proved to he his.
The tenter-hooks were the very best evidence that
could be had.

Some days after this Walsh met his friend again.

“T say, Stetson,” said he, * what did you mean the
other day by calling the tenter-hooks ¢ Bible proofs?’
I'm sure if I had as gool evidence for the Bible as I
had for my cloth, T never should doubt it again.”

“You have the same, only better, for the Dible.”

“Iow so?”

*“Put it on the tenter-hooks, Take the Bible and
travel with it; go to the plwce where it was made.
There you will find the Iled Sea, the Jordan, the
Lake of Galilee, Mounts Lebanon, Hermon, Carmel,
Tahor, and Corizim , there you will find the cities of
Damasens, Ilebron, Tyre, Sidon, and Jerusalem.
Every mountain, every river, every sheet of water
mentioned  in the Bible is there just as the Bible
speaks of it.  Sinai and the desert and the Dead Sea
are there.  The loles and the hooks come together
exaetly.  The best guide-book through that country is
the Bible. That land is the mould in which the
Bible is cast, and when you bring the land and the
hook together they fit to perfection.”

Walsh felt the foree of this argument, and he gave
up his infidelity, and hegan to read the Bible with
an interest he never had felt in it hefore.

How well thy blessed truths agree!

How wise and holy thy commands!
Thy prowmises, how firm they be!

How firm our hope aud comfort stands!?

Should all the forms that men devise
Assault my faith with treacherous art
I'd call them vanity and lies,
And biud the gospel to my heart.
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FRIENDLY GREETINGS,

A BAD START.

"%f"mn' OLprey and Jane Iamer were both
j surprised and pleased when they went at

the May term to their new places to find .

that they were in the same family. When they were

chillren they had been neighbours, schoolfeliows, '

playmates, and besides, special friends. TFor six
years, however, they had not scen one another, Mavy
Oldrey’s father and mother having left Leeds to live
at Stanningly, a village about seven miles off.  They
were very sorry to part, but there was no help for it.

There is time in six years for people to alter
a good deal, especially in the six years between
franiom and twenty ; and at fivst, when the two
girls met in the house of Mrs. Clayton, their new
mistress, they hardly knew one another. They had
parted as children, and now they were well-grown,
good-looking young women. Very soon, however,
cach recognised the other, and exclaimed in wonder,
“Why, it's Mary Oldrey!™ *Surely, Jane, that
cannot be you!” They both said how nice it would
be for them to live together.

Mary, it may be stated, was nurse, whilst Jane
was the second housemaid.

There is time in six years for great changes to
take place in people’s characters as well as in their
luwks ; and certainly a great change had passed
over Mary Oldrey since she and Jane had parted.
She had been brought under good influences. Her
mistress was a kind, Christian lady, who took a
areat interest in the veligious welfare of her ser-
vants ; and her example and that of her husband
were such as to commend their religion to all
about them. Then, too, the minister, whose church
they atfended, was an earnest, faithful man; and
through God’s blessing his word had gone home to
Mary’s heart, and she had become a true Christian.

Mrs. Grafton was sorry to part with Mary, but
her children having grown up, she needed a nurse-
maid no longer.  She had recommended her, how-
ever, so stromgly to Mrs. Clayton, that that lady
was delighted to secure her services.

We should have been glad if we could have
given a similar account of Jane lHamer, but we
camot.  She had some good points about her,
and she was a clever servant ; hut she was thought.
less, and fond of dress and company. Whilst Mary
Ollrey had been in only one place all the time she

her wishes and her custom; for it was the very place
she had attended whilst she was with Mrs. Gafton.
For a few Sundays Jane went to the hillside church
as she had engaged to do; but one Sunday evening
she went out directly after tea, saying she had
promised fo meet a friewd, and she never appeared at
church. She was half an hour behind her time too

in reaching home.

The two girls oceupied the same bedroom, and when
they reached it Mary said, “Jane, were you sitting
somewhere else in the church?  You were not in our
pew, and I did not see you anywhere.”

had been a servant, Jane had changed frequently.
Of course, her successive mistresses were always in
fanlt; that is, if you took Jane’s account of them. If
a girl chianges often, however, and reports badly of all
her mistresses, there is too much reason to fear that
she herself must, in some way or other, have heen
much in fault. There is an okl proverh too, which
applies to servants as well as ether people—* Rolling
stones gather no moss.”

It was one of the conditions on which Mrs. Clayton
hired her servants that they should attend the same
Mare of worship she did, unless they were members of
some other church. To that condition Jane effered
no objection.  In regard to Mary, it fell in with both

“No,” replied Jane, * I was not there ; and I don's
mean to be bound any longer in any such way. If a
girl does her work, neither her mistress nor anybody
clse has any business to say what she shall do with
herself when it is her Sunday oud.”

“Did you say that to Mrs. Clayton when you hired
yourself 7”7 asked Mary, qguietly.

“Of course I did not,” replied Jane; “but she
never expected me to keep to it always.”

“T mther think she did,” said Mary.  * Besides, a
promisc is a promise, and if you don’t intend to do as
you said you would, don’t you think you ought to tell
Mrs. Clayton g0t ™

&
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Tt Jane did not see that ; and from that time she
regulnly absented herself from church on the Sunday
evenings.  On account of the state of her health, Mrs.
Clayton was not able to go to chureh in the evening,
so that she was not aware of her absence ; nor did
Mary think it her dwty to inform her mistress.

The fact was there was “a young man” in the
way, and he never went cither to church or chapel.
So instend of going to church Jane went wandering
with him in the country.

Mary vemonstrated very kindly, but it was of ne
use. Jane was bent on having her own way.

Of course Jane had a great deal fo say about her
“young man,” to all of which Mary listened very
kindly. One day, however, in reply to some plain
question, Jane confessed that she knew scarcely any-
thing about him but what he himself had told her;
that he had, perhaps, not been quite as steady as he
might have been, but that he had resolved to be sober
and good if only she would help him; and that she
had not told her father and mother.

“Your father and mother ought to know about it,”
said Mary ; *and just tell me if the reason you don’t
tell them is that you doubt whether they would
approve of it? At any rate, they might make inquiries
about him such as you cannot.”

To this Jane made no reply.

“Then,” continued Mary, “I am afraid you are
beginning badly. John Aston persuades you to
neglect church, though he can hardly help knowing
that in doing so you are breaking your wond to Mis,
Clayton. And is it true that last Sunday evening
vou were sitting with him in the Chained Bull at
Adel ; and that before you left he had taken more
than was good for him ?”

“IWho told you that?” asked Jane, angrily.

“ Never mind who told me, Jane,” said Mary, “is
it true ¢

And Jane could not deny it. A shower had come
on as they were walking, and they went in for shelter;
and they could not sit there without taking something,
and John was a little bit merry and noisy when they
got out. Dut it should not ocenr again; and John
had made her a faithful promise, not, indeed, to give
up the drink entircly, but to be very temperate.

Mary besought Jane very camnestly to keep ler
promise to her mistress about going to church on the
Sunday evenings; but all she could get from her was,
T see”

Which meant that she would take her own way.
And she did so to her cost.

At length Mrs. Clayton heand that Jane was
absenting herself from church, and there were some
other things about which she had reason to complain.
Jane was very independent, and gave notice to leave,
<aying, pertly, that there were places where she wonld
not be so hound.

She found another place, and another after that,
and then John Aston and she got married.

They married with a house not half furnished, and
they began in debt; for neither of them had saved
anything, and it was very little help their friends
could give them.

6

a hard life of it; harder for this, that John found |

the public-house a great deal more attractive than his

own fireside, and spent there no small amount of his

wages.
marringe.

invitation, to see her.
She had married 2 working-man in the same shop

as Johm Aston ; but he was a steady man and a trve |,
Christian. One day, as JJane looked round her friend’s |

nicely-furnished dwelling, and saw how happy she
was, she said very sadly, “ Ah, Mary, if I had only
taken your advice, I might just now have been as
happy as you.”

Mary tried to cheer her, but it was hard work.

EVERY LITTLE HELPS.

in onec of the poorest districts of London.
Here were gathered together four or five hun.

-So we thought the other day at a mothers’ meeting _
>

dred poor palefaced women, who had come out of _.
those close courts and alleys of the great city, aboui
which country people hear so much but seldom sce §

for themselves. A few boys from an Orphanage nad

come with their bells to cheer up these poor folks
while their needles were at work patching and darning [
their tattered clothes. And it would have done yowr ¥

heart good to see their faces brighten up at the sound

of a familiar strain, and how they looked at each other E

with a smile when “ Home, sweet Home,” was played.
Although we are afraid that in most cases it has been
many a long year since they knew what it was to have
& happy home.

Jut at the end of the room was a long table strewn
with fruits, chiefly apples, pears, and cheap grapes,
and these gifts the poor women had brought in little
quantities for their poor brothers and sisters in the
hospital close by. Some had just managed to buy
one pear or a couple of small apples, and it was so
touching to hear one poor woman with a little pale
quict-loocking child on her arm tell the ladies that
‘ the little onc had carried the hunch of grapes all the
way, and never asked for one.” God bless the dear
little creature!  Ie who sees everybody's gift will not
forget the tiny hand which carried those few grapes
hought by her poor mother for the sick ones.

Yes, as we said at the beginning, every little helps
The sclf-sacrifice of these pinchied and weary women
in cach giving their little and as much as they could,
made that nice and abundant show of fruit for others
This is just what the Lord Jesus Christ teaches us to
do. Hec asks from us not more than we are able to
give, and He cexpects no less.  And when everything
is known it will be seen how much the poor hiave
helped the poor.  The rich men cast their gold into
the treasury, and the disciples wondered very much
that Christ did not commend them ; but Ile rather
chose to notice the poor widow who cast in her two

Children came, and poor Jane had ! mites, which make a farthing.

Mary showed Jane much kindness after her foolis) |
In the course of a ycar or two she hexself |
got married, and one day Jane went, by her kind |
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-} when so many were reduced to starvation by the

1 darving to death.

FRIENDLY GREETINGS.

Now the question is, what are we doing for each

Jother? and how many people in this world are the

better and happier for our living in it? “Ab, it’s all

L8 very well,” says somebody, *but we must look to
- number one.”
1 (ear friend, if others had acted thus selfishly towards

Indeed, where should you have been,

)ou? In your childhood’s days your parents thought
nothing of themselves in taking care of you ; in your
sickness your friends have m\rsc(l you tenderly ; but
above all, has not God in IIis mercy been very kind
toyou? If you must begin with number one, then

- 4 take your poor selfish heart to Jesus, and ask Him to

cast out of it these wretched and narrow thoughts,

‘$and help you to think for others now.

Sut what can I do?  Well, if you set about doing
your duty, the Tord will soon find you emgloyment.
Don’t say you cannot afford to be kind—just read this
During the cotton famine in Lancashire,
stopping of the mills,

a poor spinmer, who was a

-} Methodist class leader, thought he would go out and

call upon some of his distressed members. Ile opened

1 the cottage door of a widow, and found her sitting by

the bave table, her two daughters by her side, slowly
Another moment and he had mn to

-3 the haker’s shop over the way, and bought a twopenny
1 loaf, which he placed before them, not waiting for
{ their  tearful thanks.
E{ contleman was talking to these poor women, and they
B told him the story, adding with touching point, “It
& was very good of him, sir, and it saved us from death,
4 for we were well nigh

A few days afterwards a

‘clemmed; but we wouldna
ha’ taken it if we had known what came out after-

wards, that it was his last twopence, and he had tasted

o food for two days.”

kI him, and will manifest Myself to him.

Now, what do you think of that? I tell you it

makes my cyes fill with tears as I writeit, and depend
&4 upon it, when the Lord makes up His jewels, and His
! wints are received into the glory of His presence, this

poor cotton spinner will ind a high place. Let us

% do what we can for one another, whether it be in
£1 money, or kindness and sympathy (which are very
3 precious); and bear in mind that the best and kindest
‘% ack we can ever do is to bring poor sinmers to the feet

of Him who *though Ile was rich, for our sakes became
poor, that we through His poverty might become rich.”

4 The Lord loves a cheerful giver, and to all who

come to Him He cheerfully and lovingly gives a new

heart, a right spirit, and a happy life of service for

Him. Jease Page.

PRECEPT—PROMISE—PRAYER.

—— .

PRECEPT.—Fulfil ye my joy, that ye be likeminded,
having the same love, being of one accord, of one
mind. Philippians 8. 2.

PROMISE.—He that hath My commandments, and
keapeth them, he it is that loveth Me: and he that
loveth Me shall be loved of My Father; and 1 will love
Joha xiv. 21,

Ly s———,

PRAYER.—O continue Thy loving-kindness unto them

that know Theo; and Thy righteousness to the up-
: right in heart,

Pealmxxxvi. 10.

A SPRING FOR LIFE.

REAT events from little causes
spring.  Once, over a steep
and precipitous cliff rising
from the River Wye, a
passing bird flew by; and
it dropped a sced upon
the brow of the rock. The
seed took root, and became
a plant. And years went
past, bringing summers and winters,
¢ and "oldcn suns and fresh breezes to
the l'ttlc seedling ; and God who causeth it *to rain
on the earth where no man is, on the wilderness
wherein there is no man, to satisfy the desolate and
waste ground, and to cause the bud of the tender
herly to spring forth,” made it grow and flourish so

.that its young vigorous shoot began to spread around,

while the winds and storms of winter only served to
strengthen its root in the earth.

And many years after, two young men walked at
the bottom of the steep cliffs ; and one related to his
friend how there was a story handed down among the
country folk of a man who had gained the summit of
the height by a perilous ascent from the spot whercon
they stood.

“ Yt doesn’t look so very great an achievement,” said
his companion ; “I think I could climb it.”

“ You had better not attempt it,” replied his friend ;
and after a time they separated.

But a spirit of daring had been aroused in the heart
of the younger of the two ; and at first, merely as o
kind of experiment, and then, as he grew keener in
the adventure, with more ardour, he berr:m the ascent.

But, after a time, and as his strcn"th became some-
what less, the rocks proved steepcr and the shrubs
grew farther apmt, and the young man asked him-
self whether it would not be better that he should even
then try to return. But, no! that return would he
attended with great difficulty.

And that descent would be perilous. Already his
knees were beginming to knock together, and his
breath was beginmng to fail ; while above his head
the cliff took an overhanging form, and the steep
rock sides afforded neither slender shrub nor foot-hole
for his aid.

With a violent effort he planted his foot upon the
spot where a single projecting spur of rock oficred a
last momentary stay. There was room for one foot
only, and for that one a bare possibility of support. e
locked down, and shuddered at the depth from which
he had blindly mounted.

e looked up ; and the frowning rock bending over
him seemed to menace him for having so audaciously
attempted to scale its brow. Then he thought of home
and his mother, and of what might soon meet hereyes
and eats. And then his trembling knees began to fail,
and he knew that he could barely support himself for
another minute, and that when that minute should come
to a close all would be over.

Once more he looked up. A slender hough from a
tree-plant on the cdge of the cliff quivered in the

”
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breeze at some distance Yieyond Lis reack.
with one spring endeavour to cateh hold of it?  And

if Yie should succeed, wonll it bear his weight?  And |

if'it should be strong enough to bear his weight, had
he sufficient remaining strength to swing himself by its
aid"to the summit of the clif'?

He lnoked up at the overhanging bough, then he
laoked higher still—higher than the deep blue sky

that was outspread above serene and. clear—high up

o Him who giveth power ta the faint, and who to
them that have no might inrcaseth strength ; and
with one last cffort of strength, and one spring for life
or death, he seized holl of the friendly branch of the
seedling planted beside the ruck, swung Limself on

Should he .

if conscious of sin und the punishnent of sin whid
. 18 your due, ultein salvation and pardun, and ente
_into the region of prace with Gul thiough our Lon
' Jesus!

First, believe.  Think vver the history of His love
of His pity, of Uis death in your stead, and that He
wight bear your punishmnt and heal you by His stripes
aid not unly with a vague general assent to the doc
trine that Chirist died fur sinners, but with au intelli
sent, Jdear understanding that e died for you, and t
Lear your deserts in your place, accept aderingly the
testimuny to this wondrous love.

And then cast your whole suul un this great work
of Christ. Tell Him that you are a sinner, and 3
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Our Hearts ave naturally—
Evil : e
Desperately Wicked .
Weak . ..
Deceitfut. . . -
Deceived.
Double .
Impenitent . . .
Rebellious

Hard

4 Stony .

Froward .
Despiteful .
Stout .

3] Haughty . - .

31 Proud .

4 Perverse .

E . ‘Foolish . .
$

$

Hebrews fii. 12,

) .
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Jeremiah xvii, 9.
Ezckiel xvi. 30.

Jeremialy xvii. 9.

Teajah aliv. 20.
Psalm AdiL 2.
Romaus {i. 3.
Jeremials v, 23,
Ezckiel §ii. 7.
Ezckiel M. 19,
Froverbs avii. 20,
Ezekiel xav. 15,

. Isaiah x. 12
Proverbs xviii. 12,
Proverls axi. 4.
Troverbs A, 8.

Romans i, 21,
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OUR HEKRTS.
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®od can make them—
" Clean
Good
Fixed
Faithful .
Understanding
Honest . . . .
Contprite .
True .
Soft.
New. .
Sound .
Glad
Established.
Tendep
Pure
Perfect
Wise . . . . . [Iroverhsal 2y, ':

Pealm i 10
Luke viii. 15.
Psalm enil. 7.
Nehewinh i, 8.
1 Kings ili. 9.
Luke viii. 15.
Psalm K. 17,
Hebrews x, 22,
Job aniii. 16.
Ezckiel xviii. 31.
Pl exiv. £0,
Psalu avil 9.
Psatn enii. 8.
Ephesians v, 32
Matthew v, 8.

1 Chronicles xnix. &

Frances Ridtey Naceryal.

to the odge of the ruk; and there lay for howrs,
exhausted, nearly unconscious, but sark.

A great many pevple—and thirk whether you arc
of that number—seem o live on contuntedly with
the gospel within their reack, Lut not tahen hold of.
They go to churdy, they say, and Jive very respectalle
lives; and now and then read their Dibles, and on the
whole are wyrthy, and amiable, and perliaps niore s
than many who make greater professivn. If they have
nothing more than this, they arc not saved.  Salvation,
clernal life, the covenant, Gull's strength, are hidd vut
hefore them, Lut they. Luve nut Lid Jwld upun then,
© And how may we thus lay hold? ow may jouy,
reading these pages, when you have liid them down,

8

gricvous sinner, but that you find that 1lis blood
carnuld a receipt in full for all the chastisenient that
was yours by right , that by His ory of “Itis finished,’
whick rang forth frum the cruss, you Jaim His salvation,
and must Le saved from wrath through lim.  Kneel at
His feet vver and vver again, without, as it were, giving
Iim rest until you seum tv hear Him say, “ Thy sins
are furgiven thee.”  Dun't Le satisfied with only lvping
that you are safe, with unly @ vague dusire for salva
tivn.  There is nu real peace in this half cumfort.
Determine that you will not give sleep to your eyes
not slumber v your ¢yelids until your svul is o place
fur the Lord, and your redeemed budy o habitation for
| your God.




