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• WATCHMAN, wh^t or the nvi,:: 
The watchman saH. T h e mornm;: 
o-.nieth. arr l a k o the niphtr if y? 
will enquire, enquire y e : return, 
' o m e . " (Tsalah x i i . ' t » 

" ; v . N . . | uiyn t I h,\vr: lTt th - r 
w jf i:htnan unto the hou^e of ] sri\<* 1; 
therefore thou shalt K*ar the word 
,-U my mouth, and warn them from 
tne." ( l i ^V 'e l *iiUl. 7) 

LONDON: J. S. HAWKINS, 17, Paternoster Row. E.C.; 
and 86, Baker Street, Portman Square, W. JANUAKY 1, 1885. 8. W. PARTRIDGE & CO., 9. Paternoster Bow. 

W. B. HORNER 6 SON, 27, Paternoster Square* 

Jpjffi INHWOTCE 
WPPfl KITE EjS9̂ LVE3 

6]5 PP. 
B V "W. XX. SR£LAJTJS^T^ 

HE sun was shining with unusual 
splendour, and the hills were 

more than usually beautiful as they 
lay bathed in the glorious light. 

Spring had come, and the country had 
assumed her holiday garb. The orchards 
lay bedecked in pink and white blos
soms; the meadows were alive with 

troops of playful lambs, gambolling on their carpet of 
bright greensward; the hedgerows were bespangled 
with primroses and violets, and the trees alive with 
carolling songsters. Everything looked bright and 
beautiful, and seemed to invite to gratitude and 
praise. 

On a high hill that commanded an extensive view 
of many hundreds of square miles of land, with 
many towns and hundreds of villages and hamlets 
nestling among the trees, now thick with new-
formed foliage, and slumbering peacefully in the 
plain below, a young gentleman stood gazing 
complacently at the prospect before him. A look 
of gratified pleasure was on his countenance, which 
seemed all in keeping with his surroundings. 

A stranger passing by at the time remarked on 
the beautiful weather, the splendid view, and the 
exhilarating air. 

"Yes," said the young man, "it really is charm
ing ;" and the look of inward gratification seemed 

intensified as his eyes rested on a certain locality 
below him. 

The stranger noticed this, and felt a kind of 
curiosity concerning the young man. So, continuing 
the conversation, he said, " Such a scene as this is 
sufficient to charm anyone, though he cannot claim 
an inch of the territory he scAns." 

11 No doubt/' was the reply; " but I have reason 
to look with pleasure on the prospect." 

"Indeed/9 said the stranger, "and so have I, 
though perhaps your reason and mine may be very 
different But may I ask why you look with such 
pleasure on the scene before us 1 * 

" Do you see that cluster of buildings yonder 1 
My uncle lived there. He amassed a very large 
fortune, and some short time ago he died. By his 
will I have become the possessor of his landed 
property, which comprises five splendid estates. 
They lie just there," pointing with his finger. " I 
have the title-deeds, and have just entered into 
possession." 

" Tou have only a life interest in all this property, 
I believe," said the stranger. 

" Oh, yes I have! It is freehold? he replied, 
" and unincumbered by any deed of mortgage or 
anything else; and no one can take it from me." 

" That may be perfectly true," said the enigmati
cal stranger; "but while no one could legally 
deprive you of your right to these splendid estates, 
and, as you say, no one can take them from you, yet 
Ood can take you from them, so that what I say is 
quite true." 

" Of course He can," said the young man with a 
tone of great thoughtfulnees. 
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2 T H E GOSPEL WATCHMAN. [JAKUABY I, isefi. 

things.' ' Justified by His blood.' (Romans v. 9.) 
Have you that estate?" 

j " I am afraid I have not/9 was his sad reply. 
" Again, the second estate in my inheritance is 

Peace estate—' Peace with God through our Lord 
Jesus Christ' (Romans v. 1 ) ; and 'the peace of 
God, which passeth all understanding,9 my daily 
enjoyment and safeguard. The next estate I have 
is grace. Grace in which to stand. (Romans v. 2.) 
Grace sufficient for every day's needs. (2 Cor. xi i 9 ; 
Psalm lxxxiv. 11.) The fourth estate is glory ; for 
this I wait to enter into its fulness in glory eternal. 
Have you such an estate as thatt" 

Again a sorrowful negative was the reply. 
But the stranger still went on : " My fifth estate 

is trial, which brings all the rest into active exercise 
and value. Don't you think my inheritance worth 
having ? So that when your estates vanish from 
you, because you are taken away from them, I shall 
still have my inheritance, uncorruptible and un-
defiled, reserved in heaven for ma99 

The young man passed away from that conversa
tion thinking. Three months after he was called 
away from his five estates. "Death comes with 
equal footstep to the hall and hut" Whether that 
first and last conversation of the servant of God 
with that young man ever bore fruit I will not say; 
but if he only had his earthly possessions as his 
inheritance, what poverty must he have been 
plunged into at death, what woe, what judgment! 

Has the reader entered into possession of such an 
inheritance as described above 1 Have you discovered 
your title thereto f Have you laid claim by faith 
to what God in His grace is ready to give yout If 
not, why not! Do not delay, but claim the sinner's 
Saviour as yours, because of His promise and your 
sinnership. Receive Him, believe Him, and you 
shall have " inheritance among them that are sancti
fied " by faith which is in Christ Jesus. 

1 TmOTHT it. ft, S. 

[ARK to the gospel's joyful sound! 
Poor sinner, t ia for thee; 

'For Ood has now a ransom found, 
And thou may'st now be free. 

" Go/' said the risen Son of God, 
"On all the nations call 

To know redemption's through my Hood, 
fhdTatiaa free for all! 

« Go tell the world that God is love." 
In love He gave His Son, 

Who came from His bright home above, 
And all God's will hath done. 

He bate the weight of human gailt, 
He paid man's heavy debt, 

Or all in vain His blood was spilt* 
Unless God's claims were met. 

But God has raised Him from the dead. 
And glorified His Son! 

T was not In vain that Jesus bled* 
Tfc* will otf God ie dene! B.G. 
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"Of course He can," continued the stranger; 
" and so you have therefore only a life interest in 
these properties. When God takes you away from 
them, if you have nothing besides these which will 
be of no value in eternity, you will be and are a 
very poor man.'1 

"That's quite true. We shall all want some
thing better when we come to die," he answered, with 
a strong emphasis on the last few words. 

" I have something better now" said the stranger 
to the astonished young man, who appeared to 
doubt the probability, if not the possibility, of any
thing better than such estates. "Yes," continued 
he, " I have also inherited by will a splendid inherit
ance, and there are also five grand estates upon it" 

"Indeed," said the young man, looking even 
more astonished than before, and apparently viewing 
the speaker with great curiosity. " Where may it 
bet" 

" I will tell you," he replied. " The inheritance 
I speak of is eternal life. It became mine in a very 
simple way, and I too have the title-deeds, and have 
entered upon the possession of the property." 

" I don't understand you," said the interested 
listener. " What do you mean by having eternal 
life now, the title-deeds, and having it by will f" 

" Just this," said the stranger. "By nature I am 
ruined and condemned, and on account of sin my 
just inheritance is eternal death and judgment 
But God, who is rich in mercy, so loved me 
that' He gave His only-begotten Son' to die for me. 
He took my place, my condemnation, my inherit
ance. He died. God raised Him from the dead, 
and now by virtue of His death His will has been 
proclaimed * that every one that seeth the Son, and 
believeth on Him, might have everlasting life9 (John 
vL 40); * for the gift of God is eternal life through 
Jesus Christ our Lord9 (Romans v i 23.) My title 
to eternal life I find in 1 Tim. L 15—' This is a 
faithful saying, and worthy of all acceptation, that 
Christ Jesus came into the world to save sinners.9 

My only title to salvation, my only claim to the 
Saviour, is that I am a sinner. I took my proper 
place before Him, and believing He came into the 
world to save such as me, I came to Him just as 
I was, and I found His promise true—' Him that 
cometh to me I will in no wise cast out.9 I 
received Him as God's sent One and my Saviour. I 
He received me as a child, and gave me inheritance; 
yes, with five estates in i t This is thefirst--Jt««-
fication estate. (Acts xiii 36.) ' Justified from all 
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JFFE OLD vw? cejapiflipp; 
OB, 

AN ARROW FOR THE 
CHRISTIAN'S CONSCIENCE. 

I ELL, my son, I'm seventy-three 
years old, and you are the first man 
that ever took time to tell me abont 
these things!" 

The speaker, an old man with 
silvery hair, and bowed down with 
infirmities of body, stood in a shop 
in one of our northern cities. He 
had been talking with the proprietor 

of the establishment of his trials and sorrows; and 
the latter, touched with sympathy for the old 
gentleman, had listened very attentively to his 
story of misery and suffering. A Christian himself, 
having a Friend in heaven upon whom he could cast 
his burdens, he felt deeply interested in the spiritual 
welfare of his visitor, and earnestly wished that he 
too might know that Friend above, who " sticketh 
closer than a brother*1' 

Feeling it desirable to begin where God had 
begun with himself, he asked the old man a ques
tion of vital importance—one affecting his eternal 
destiny. Referring to his former remarks—woeful 
as to the past, dismal and gloomy as to the future-
he said, "Well, after all these things, where do 
you expect to spend eternity %" 

With a painful sigh, which told of uneasiness 
and concern within his breast, he replied, " That I 
cannot tell, my son, but I hope in heaven." 

And then, from the converted tradesman's lips he 
heard, as he had never heard it before, the simple 
and touching story of th* Redeemer's love. Con
cluding his observations, our Christian friend slowly 
and distinctly said, "Whoever gets salvation 
through the precious blood of Christ, shed on 
Calvary, is sttre to be in heaven; and unless you 
are saved as a poor sinner, in deep need of a Saviour, 
for you there is no hope of glory, but, on the con
trary, certain punishment in bell." 

His hearer listened very attentively to these plain 
and solemn truths, and then remarked, in tones of 
eager anxiety, " I doubt it 'e a bad job for me!" 

Ere he left the shop that day he grasped the 
Christian's hand, and with deep emotion uttered 
the sentence with which this paper begin* 

When we heard it repeated, it pierced our 
conscience as a sharp arrow. "You are the first 

man that ever TOOK TIME to tell me of these things." 
And this the exclamation of a man who had passed 
the allotted term of three score years and ten. 

We stand upon the threshold of a new year, and 
upon us as Gospel Watchmen devolve fresh respon
sibilities. How soon the morning of everlasting 
brightness may dawn we know not Whether the 
year 1885 is destined in the counsels of heaven to 
be added to the many years of God's long-suffering 
and grace to man is hid from our knowledga Of 
one thing, however, we are certain. Ere the morn 
of glory breaks with songs of gladness, and while 
the night of darkness and Satan's power lingers, 
we who are " children of the light" are responsible 
to God and man to testify for Christ. 

Brethren, let us show our appreciation of the 
heavenly embassage entrusted to us, by a prayerful 
and painstaking endurance in endeavouring to win 
souls for our absent Master. Let the claims of our 
divine Lord be paramount 

Shall we not, ere we tread the unknown steps 
of another year, consecrate afresh our hearts, our 
talents, our all to Him 1 

The emissaries of the devil are becoming bolder, 
greater in numbers, and more successful. 

We do well, as the soldiers of our great Captain, 
Immanuel, to re-adjust our armour, and in the power 
of faith go forth to victory. May we respond to the 
battle cry— 

" Te that are men now serve Him 
Against unnumbered foes; 
Let courage rise with danger, 
And strength to strength oppose." 

Let 1885, if the Lord delays His coming, be 
characterised by more aggressive gospel work among 
the soldiers of the cross. 

We fear that worldliness, covetousness, and love 
of ease, as insipid diseases, are stealing a march upon 
the spiritual activity of the saints of God. We find 
time to follow our own pursuits, to advance our own 
interest, while, alas! too often the work of God is 
gone about in a hurried and careless way. 

Soon the din and strife of earth will be past, 
and past for ever, and the time for ardent and 
patient service run its course. The shadow of 
eternity hovers o'er us, and ere long the shadow will 
be displaced by the reality. Then, if our actions 
here have merited the Master's smile and approval, 
we shall wear through endless ages a " crown of 
righteousness," the Lord's reward for hearty and 
faithful service to Him during our pilgrimage here 
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4 T£E GOSPEL WATCHMAff. [jAXTJUlt 1, 188*. 

With this in view, may our new man be increas
ingly animated to " fight the good fight of faith." 

Shall we not, in the trustfulness of faith, put our 
hand in His hand, and seek the guidance of His 
eye, till the chequered scene of earth is past, and 
glorified we " awake in His likeness " 1 

Meanwhile may the language of our hearts be— 
11 Alone with Thee, 0 Master, where 
The light of earthly glory dies, 
Misunderstood by all, we dare to do 
What Thine own heart would prize.9' 

F. A.B. 

k ^ ^ ^ S E ^ j N the early part of November, 1882, 
frHEjw^ fr/j we were startled by a telegraphic 
feS^^^^l nxessage from America of a thrilling 
I ^ ^ ^ ^ V ' I 8tor^ °* coura8° an<^ self-sacrifice on 

the part of an engine-driver named 
Joseph A. Seig. From information published in 
the daily papers, it appears that on a Lord's-day the 
Pennsylvania railway train left the city of Jersey 
freighted with 620 passengers. While the train 
was dashing along at the rate of thirty-five to forty 
miles an hour, the furnace-door opened in some 
unaccountable way, and the flames leaped out with 
such suddenness and force that before anything 
could be done the car nearest the engine caught 
fire, and drove Seig and the fireman from their 
posts. After the men had clambered over the 
tender into the car, it was discovered that the 
engine had fouled the spring of the air-brake from 
the car, and there was no possibility of stopping 
the train. On it kept running, unguided and un
protected, straight to its apparent ruin, spreading 
horror and consternation through the hearts of the 
passengers, as they saw the flames increasing in 
intensity, and heard the crackling of the burning 
car. For a while their doom seemed inevitable. 
As the horror of their situation gradually crept 
over the brave engine-driver, without the slightest 
hesitation he retraced his steps from the burning 
car across the red-hot tender, and rushing through 
the blinding smoke and rapidly accumulating flames, 
he succeeded in stopping the train. The poor fellow, 
to lessen his agony, climbed in despair into the 
water tank, where the fireman found him with his 
clothes burnt from his back, and his whole body 
terribly scorched by the remorseless flames. Shortly 
after they had carried his charred body to the 

hospital, the poor fellow passed away amid much 
agony, having thus heroically laid down his own 
life to save the lives of his fellows. 

Beloved reader, does not this incident of modern 
heroism remind you of One who sacrificed His own 
life to save a world from a more terrible and fearful 
doom than that of a burning train, and who suffered 
a more cruel and excruciating death than the brave 
Joseph Seig? for He hung on Calvary's cross, 
suffering the dire wrath and the hiding of His 
Father's face, crying, "My God, my God, why 
hast thou forsaken me t" But Vhy was He suffer
ing there 1 Why was He hanging on that accursed 
tree? Why was He dying such a cruel deathf 
Did He deserve it? No. Was it for His own 
sinsl No. Who was it for then? Why, for a 
sinner such as you, dear reader; for "while we 
were yet sinners, Christ died for the ungodly," 

"Stricken, smitten, and afflicted, 
Lo! He dies upon the tree; 

'Tis the Christ, by man rejected-
Jesus Christ, 'tis He ! 'tis He ! 

Mark the Sacrifice appointed; 
See who bears the awful load; 

'Tis the Word, the Lord's anointed— 
Son of man and Son of God !" 

Thus, out of love to a poor, perishing, dying, world, 
rushing madly on to a never-ending, burning hell, 
the Christ of God voluntarily gave up His own 
life—dying an accursed death on the cross—that 
He might save eternally every sinner who trusts, 
who believes in Him. Can you say, by His death 
you are for ever and eternally free from the judg
ment of sin, and delivered from the wrath to 
come, because you have trusted in Him, because 
you have believed in Him 1 "If thou shalt confess 
with thy mouth the Lord Jesus, and shalt believe 
in thine heart that God hath raised Him from the 
dead, thou shalt be saved." Tea, saved from a 
burning hell, saved from the wrath to come, saved 
for time, and saved for eternity. Then you will be 
able to say experimentally— 

" There is no condemnation, 
There is no hell for me; 

The torment and the fire 
Mine eyes shall never see." 

And with the apostle Paul, "I am crucified with 
Christ: nevertheless I live; yet not I, but Christ 
liveth in me: and the life which I now live in the 
flesh I live by the faith of the Son of God, who 
loved me, and gave Himself for rne." (GaL ii 20.) 
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THE ROYAL PROCLAMATION. 

E IT KNOWN UNTO YOU 
THEREFORE, MEN 

AND BRETHREN, 
THAT THROUGH THIS MAN 
IS PREACHED UNTO YOU 
THE FORGIVENESS OF 

For 1885. 

yr ^P- ^ *** j ^ ^ ^as 8*ven 

^ A ^ ^ ^ A ^ X jdliy sacrifice for sin, 

^K^B^ jdp and by Hifl 

^ ^ ^ L ^ ^ V Juts offering He has made 
^ ^ jfiM' a faU atonement, where

by God can justly receive 
and pardon you, although a 

guilty sinner. Christ is now exalted 
the right hand of God, in token 

that His work has been accepted on the 
behalf of sinners; and again He is presented 

to you as the ALMIGHTY SAVIOUR. Will 
you come to Him and be saved? or will you delay 
and pass onward into eternity without Christ and 
without hope? Remember that God has said, that 
"at the name of JESUS every knee shall bow;* and 
if you do not take Him as your Saviour, you must 
stand before Him as your Judge. Which shall it be? 

DECIDE NOW, and 1881 shall bring you 

JOY and EVERLASTING LIFE and PEACE. 

HEADER, 
As a New Year opens upon you, I 

would earnestly ask you to consider 
the important question, 

cra&att&faftpeofejrfet?" 

ERHAPS up to the present you have given but 
little thought about the things of eternity and 

the salvation of your soul; but if so, let the passing away 
of time, as witnessed by the Advent of a New Year, cause you 

to pause, and ask yourself the question, What is Christ to me 1 God 

8 <®uegtum 

WHAT THINK 

YE OF 

;vvvwwwvvvwwvvwfl 
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Just open an account in your ledger. 

fair dealing. 

UCH was the answer an evan
gelist received on offering a 

gospel portion to a man returning 
from a fair, 

"My friend/' replied he, "there 
is something here of greater value 
than a bank-note. The little book 
ia not worth much in itself, but if 
you accept the truths it contains it 
will be the best stroke of business 
you ever made." 

Every one likes to make a good 
bargain. On market-days men 
count up their gains, and boast of 

having made a good hit; and they 
flatter themselves on their sharpness. 

There is no reason why a man 
should not make a good bargain, 
provided he does it in all honesty and 
But, clever as you may be, there is 

one able to cut you out; one who traffics in every 
market, and too often gets the best bargain; one 
who buys the most valuable thing on earth, and gets 
it for a mere trifla His craft is too much for you. 
He will " chisel" you, and ultimately buy you, 
body and soul, " for nought." 

It is related of a man who was on the deck of a 
sinking ship that he delayed to jump into the life
boat until he had run down to the cabin for his 
purse. While he went below, the ship foundered; 
and afterwards the divers discovered his body in the 
cabin with the purse in his hand. Whafc do you 
suppose were its contents t Just a few gold pieces 
he had saved. 

And there have been instances of men and women 
having deliberately sold themselves to the devil in 
consideration of the gratification of some sinful 
passion. An eternity of woe in exchange for a 
temporary indulgence! What deluded fools! You 
may well say so; but what if you are thereby 
condemning yourself) 

What are you selling your soul fort At what 
price do you rate it) 

Dr. 

MY SOUL'S VALUE. 

Cr. 
WHAT I AM 

SELLING IT FOR. 

The value of the soul is the precious blood of 
Christ. Put that down on the Dr. side. How 
shall we fill up the Or. side) Gold) Bank stock? 
How much? Success—what is your aim in life! 
Pleasures—what are your darling objects 1 Set 
them down on the Or. side. Oh, what a sorry 
exchange! Everlasting bliss let slip for a bag of 
gold, for a bubble of fame, for fleeting enjoyments! 

How true is the Word of God—"Behold, for 
your iniquities have ye sold yourselves; ye have 
sold yourselves for nought.,, Who is the fool, 
then! Is it not he who would rather have a bank
note than a gospel portion? But are not you also, 
if you would barter your soul for a trifle? 
Remember that the price paid for our redemption 
from irretrievable perdition was the life-blood of 
Jesus Christ, the Son of God, poured out on 
Calvary. God so valued the soul that He gave His 
only Son to save it Christ " gave Himself a ransom 
for alL" Trust Him with your soul as an inestimable 
treasure. He will save you, keep you, and present 
you faultless before His Father.—Stirling Tract 
Repository. 

"fl WPP? ]5EW YEW!" 

0W often has this expression passed our lips 
as year by year this season returns, and all 
classes by universal consent acknowledge 

the lapse of time. Where does this new year find 
thee t It will find many happy and healthful, many 
sick and sad Such a season is always a fitting 
time to ask the question, Where am I ? Year after 
year has rolled on, kingdoms have been set up and 
overthrown, generations have been born and passed 
away, tens of thousands have passed to heaven, 
tens of thousands passed to hell! What a terrible, 
solemn thought! But where am I? We ask you 
not to start the new year with great resolves, and 
vows, and reforms, but with conscience purged from 
guilt, and soul washed in the blood of Christ, and 
you will thus find that it will be the happiest new 
year you have ever had; yea, the beginning of 
endless joy in an endless life. 
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4fc- ¥flE jaefpiRS PICTURE. 

%T was some years since Jack had had a good 
turn out of his big old sea trunk. He had 
looked at it several times, and promised 
himself the treat when he had a little 
spare time on hand; and now, having 
nothing special to do, he sat down and 

rummaged over its contents. 
The box had done him good service, and in it he 

had stored curiosities from all parts of the world. 
There were sundry nicknacks from China, and as he 
turned them over they brought to his mind that 
eventful voyage, and the many narrow squeaks 
connected with it In fact the whole of the con
tents of that old box brought to his remembrance 
the various experiences and ups and downs of his 
seafaring life. But a cold, creeping chill crept over 
him, and the tears started to his eyes, as he took up 
the little portrait of his dear mother. It was her 
parting gift; and as he looked at it he was taken 
back in thought to the days of his childhood, and 
when as a little tiny boy she had taught him to 
kneel by her side and repeat that little prayer— 

"Gentle Jesus, meek and mild, 
Look upon a little child; 
Pity my simplicity, 
Suffer me to oome to Thee;99 

and then sought to instruct him in the ways of 
God, teaching him the way of wisdom. But as he 
grew up he mixed with other lads, who laughed and 
scoffed at the Christian mother's influence, and 
chaffed him for wanting to be tied to his mother's 
apron-strings; and giving way to their ungodly 
influences, he with others determined to break 
through home restraints and go to sea. How that 
portrait brought to his remembrance her pleading 
voice, saying, "Jack, don't leave your poor old 
mother. What shall I do when you are gone?" 
But he had set his heart on going, and, unheeding 
her entreaties, he set off on a seafaring careen 

Another's prayers followed that boy, and although 
she did not see them answered, she knew that " He 
is faithful that promised;" and His ear was open to 
the widow's cry. His eye followed the wayward son, 
and holding the sea in the hollow of His hand, He 
would not allow the billows to close over the 
wandering boy. 

Now times are changed, the boy is a man, and 
the mother has entered the pearly gates; and as the 
picture ia before him he thinks with Cowper— 

" Oh, that these Ups had language!" 

Tee, he would give all he had could he hear that 
voice again, and tell that mother that 

" He came to Jesus as he was, 
Weary and worn and sad.'9 

But that voice is hushed for ever in this world, and 
she forms one of that number who around the throne 
sing praises to the Lamb. 

The past has been forgiven by the Lord "who 
foigiveth all thine iniquity/ but the memory of 
the past he cannot efface. How many thus prove 
that the way of transgressors is hard, and " whatso
ever a man soweth, that shall he also reap." 

One man said, not long ago, " God has forgiven 
me, but I never shall forgive myself" 

I want you, my reader, at the beginning of this 
New Tear, to listen to a voice that has in love and 
tenderness whispered to you many, many times; 
and soon that voice will cease, or else your ears be 
deafened that you cannot hear, for ere this year be 
hardly commenced you may be in eternity; and 
what sort of an eternity would it be) It must be 
one of joy or sorrow, of endless happiness or woeful 
misery; and the issues of these solemn facts hang 
on the fact of your hearing or not listening to the 
voice of Jesus, who says, " Come unto me, all ye 
that are weary and heavy laden, and I will give you 
rest/1 

Reader, look back at the past; are there not sins 
unforgiven? During the past year have there not 
been sins in thought, sins in words, sins in action 1 
What wilt thou say when He shall punish thee! 
Or perhaps you think that you have been very 
moral, straightforward, honest, and thus think by 
your self-righteousness to inherit the kingdom of 
heaven. Be not deceived, for God declares that all 
our righteousnesses are as filthy rags. Such is His 
estimate of good deeds, and if they are so vile in 
His holy eyes, what must the indifference and 
carelessness and disregard be in His sight, to say 
nothing of the grosser iniquities that abound on 
every hand. Reader, ponder it, I pray you! 

But there is another picture I want you to look 
at, besides the history of your past life—a picture 
that artist's brush could not paint, the most clever 
author could not narrate, the most eloquent speaker 
could not describe, and that is Christ in His humili
ation. It goes deeper than our very deepest thoughts 
when we think that 

44 Christ, the mighty Maker, died 
For man, the creature's sin.*1 

The One who was the joy of heaven, and before 
whom angels veiled their faces, the Creator and 
Preserver of all mankind, took upon Himself the 
form of a servant, and became obedient unto death, 
even the death of the cross; and on that cross He 
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THE MOTHER'8 PICTURE. 

suffered agonies that could not be understood by 
finite minds. 

Think, my reader, as the New Year opens up 
before you, that every step the Lord Jesus took 
brought Him nearer to the cross. A year passed to 
Him meant a year nearer to that time when He 
would endure the wrath of a sin-hating God, and 
cry, in bitterness of soul, " My God, my God, why 
hast thou forsaken me 1" I would ask you to give 
me [a reason why the Son of God should endure 

such suffering, such agony, such insult, such cruel 
mocking, and such a death f I can only give one 
reason, and that in one word—"LOVE." Do you 
know any other) " He loved me, and gave Him
self for me/' (Galatians ii. 2a) "Herein is love, 
not that we loved God, but that He loved us, and 
sent His Son to be the propitiation for our sins." 
(1 John iv. 10.) "God commendeth His love 
toward us, in that, while we were yet sinners, Christ 
died for us." (Romans v. 8.) -> T 
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PÎ FIT flp JtijSjS. 
AT this season, when a new year opens before 

us, how many are occupied with this ques
tion—"Profit and loss/1 The speculator, the 

merchant, and the trader of various kinds, are all 
casting up their accounts to see how they have 
prospered. Yet how few, amidst theircalculatioiyi 
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of present interest, consider those things that are of 
eternal import, and take God into their reckoning, 
or ask themselves the question, Am I rich towards 
God1 

Vain are all the hopes and speculations of those 
who seek to gain the world—of those who make 
this world, its wealth, its pleasures, its honours, 
their only God. How vain, I say, how fleeting! 
There is no security in anything here; the rich man 
of to-day may be the beggar of to-morrow. And 
even if a man attains to the object of his ambition, 
and has heaped up gold as dust, what advantage 
even in the present life is it, if, as often happens, he 
loses his reason, and has no health either of mind or 
body^to enjoy his hard-earned gains? (Eccles. vi 
1,2.) 

Such a case happened a few years ago in our 
great metropolis. One of our large city warehouse
men toiled early and late, year after year, sparing no 
pains, with the one object before him of making 
money. He pursued it with a zeal worthy of a 
better cause, and at last succeeded, and was worth, 
so it is reported, his two millions. But, alas! when 
he had arrived, as it were, at the goal he had set up, 
his brain, overwrought by the heavy and constant 
strain made upon it, gave way, and he became, 
although an envied millionaire! a pitiable object of 
compassion. 

One form of mental weakness with which he was 
afflicted was that he fancied he was penniless, and 
that he should end his days in a workhouse. He 
used to pour out his tale of grief into the ears of 
his customers, as they came to transact business at 
his establishment, and they would gratify him by 
giving him money, getting the amount refunded to 
them at his counting-house. 

Thus he proved the vanity of all his toiling and 
striving, and he stands as an example to all of the 
folly of making money an idol, and of forgetting 
God. 

Such examples might be multiplied, but let this 
suffice, since God has once and for all by the mouth 
of Solomon declared that " all is vanity." Every
thing beneath the sun is but as a bubble full of 
emptiness, though bright to the eye, and it is only 
those who find their portion in Him who is " above 
the heavens,91 and are called to "inherit substance/9 

that can truly say they are satisfied. 
Let us seek to draw some comparisons between 

the man who seeks to gain the world, and the man 
who has Christ for his portion, j 

The former may prosper in temporal things; he 
may spread himself like "a green bay-tree;" he 
may have honours, and fame, and the good-will of 
his fellow-men. But is he satisfied 1 Nay; he has 
all the while an aching void in his heart, a spirit 
not at rest, a craving for something still unattained, 
and he has no hope as regards the future. What is 
the end 1 See God's description of the rich man's 
end in Psalm xlix. 17, "When he dieth he shall 
carry nothing away: his glory shall not descend 
after him." 

The believer in Jesus may not have temporal 
prosperity, seeing he is a pilgrim and a stranger in 
this world; but he has that which is of infinitely 
greater value—"a peace that passeth all under
standing/' " a hope that maketh not ashamed," and 
a heart bounding with joy at the prospect of the 
future. His end is in striking contrast to the 
other—"everlasting life." 

Which, dear reader, is the true gainer) Surely 
the one who makes GOD his trust, and in Him has 
all the unsearchable riches of Christ as his portion. 

The word of God settles this question of " Profit 
and Loss" beyond all dispute. In Luke xvi. two 
men are brought before our notice. The one has 
everything this world can afford. He is " clothed 
in purple and fine linen, and fares sumptuously 
every day." The other is a poor beggarman, who 
lies " at the rich man's gate, full of sores, desiring 
to be fed with the crumbs which fell from the rich 
man's table." 

So far, the former seems the gainer; but wait— 
they die; the curtain falls—eternal realities open 
up. The rich man is now seen in hell, an eternal 
loser; while Lazarus is in heaven, an eternal gainer. 
Oh, better to be poor with Christ than owner of 
worlds without Him, is surely the conclusion to 
which every reader must arrive in his heart, 
whether he obeys its dictates or no. 

Don't delay answering this question, solving this 
problem; but now 

" Work out the sum—ths gain—the fat, 
And weigh the profit weU, 

Then tell the Loving One who asks, 
Will yon ohoose Him—or Ml?" 

J. E. H. 
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TflE CHOPPED BIBLE. 
v J * 

t^J/fflft FEW years ago a Bible-distributer, 
i i w i l while passing through a village of 
flBlLV'' Western Massachusetts) was told of a 

4 ^ ^ H g * ~ family in whose home there was not 
^^Hflbd) even the cheapest copy of the Scrip-

T^rSJI tares, so intense was the hostility of 
o the husband to Christianity. 

The distributer started at once to 
visit the family, and found the wife hanging out 
her week's washing. In the course of a pleasant 
conversation he offered her a neatly-bound Bible. 

With a smile which said "Thank you" she held 
out her hand, but instantly withdrew i t She 
hesitated to accept the gift, knowing her husband 
would be displeased if she took i t 

A few pleasant words followed, in which the man 
spoke of the need of the mind of divine direction, 
and of the divine adaptation of the Bible to that 
need, and the woman resolved to take the gift. 
Just then her husband came from behind the house 
with an axe on his shoulder. 

Seeing the Bible in his wife's hand, he looked 
threateningly at her, and then said to the distributer, 
" What do you want, sir, with my wife I* 

The frank words of the Christian man, spoken in 
a manly way, so far softened his irritation that he 
replied to him with civility. But stepping up 
to his wife, he took the Bible from her hand, 
saying: 

11 We Ve always had everything in common, and 
we 'U have this too.0 

Placing the Bible on the chopping-block, he cut 
it in two parts with one blow of the axe. Giving 
one part to his wife, and putting the other in his 
pocket, he walked away. 

Several days after this division of the Bible, he 
was in the forest chopping wood. At noon he 
seated himself on a log and began eating his dinner. 
The dissevered Bible suggested itself. He took it 
from his pocket, and his eye fell on the last page. 
He began reading; and soon was deeply interested 
in the story of the Prodigal Son. But his part 
ended with the son's exclamation, " I will arise *n<\ 
go to my father.19 

At night he said to his wife, with affected careless
ness, *Let me have your part of that Bible. I've 
been reading about a boy who ran away from home, 
and after having a hard time decided to go back. 

There my part of the book ends; and I want to 
know if he ever got back, and how the old man 
received him." 

The wife's heart beat violently, but she mastered 
her joy, and quietly handed the husband her part 
without a word. 

He read the story through, and then re-read it 
He read on far into the night; but not a word did 
he say to his wife. 

During the leisure moments of the next day his 
wife saw him reading the now joined parts, and at 
night he said abruptly, " Wife, I think that's the 
best book I ever read/9 

Day after day he read it His wife noticed his 
few words, which indicated that he was becoming 
attached to it. One day he said, " Wife, I ym going 
to try and live by that book; I guess it's the best 
sort of a guide for a man.99 

And he did. A strong prejudice against religious 
truth, growing out of a partial conviction of its 
necessity, is often followed by a changed life; and 
such was this man's experience. 

THE KUIt]?Ej3j3 6K JEjSHjS. 

" I AM." 
RT thou weak, afflicted soul ? 
I / am strong to make thee whole. 
Art thou fainting on thy road ? 
/ am near to bear thy load. 
Art thou hungry, thirsty, poor ? 
/ am rich to bless thy store. 
Art thou'much with grief opprest ? 
/ am come to give thee rest; 
/ am ready at thy side, 
At thy right and left, to guide. 
lam life, and love, and peace; 
lam joy which ne'er shall ceare^ 
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ROCHESTER CASTLE. 

gl£ P00R JF^YELIiEftg; 
OB, THE OPEN DOOR. 

LOME years ago, while passing through the 
town of Roehestery my attention was 
arrested by an old-fashioned building in 
the High Street; over the door a stone 
tablet announced that, by the bequest 
of a certain gentleman, "six poor travel
lers, not being rogues or vagabonds," were 

nightly lodged, entertained, and provided with a few 
pence to carry them on their journey the next day. 

My curiosity was aroused, and although it was 
bitterly cold, the keen wind driving before it a 
drizzling rain, causing the few passers-by, whom, 
like myself, business had compelled to be out, to 
hurry on to their homes, I waited, if possible, to 
see who would apply for the charity. 

Addressing myself to a policeman, who had sta
tioned himself near the door of the house, I enquired 
at what hour the poor travellers were admitted. 

11 Six o'clock," was his reply. 
I had not long to wait. Soon the church clock, 

close at hand, chimed out the hour of six, and 
before the last stroke had died away, at least twenty 
men had ranged themselves along the pavement. 

They came hurrying along from all directions—and 
a motley crowd they were. There was the farm 
labourer in his white smockfrock, the mechanic out 
of employment carrying his tools, while here and 
there could be seen one of the genuine beggar type, 
shivering in the bitter wind, his countenance bear
ing the pinched and haggard appearance which tells 
of long acquaintance with want and privation. 

But what struck me most was the eagerness de
picted on every face. Each had his eyes fixed on 
the door, and all else seemed forgotten in the one 
desire to get within the house of charity. 

At length the door opened, and an old woman 
came out, and through the half-closed door could 
be seen the glow of the firelight within, in strange 
contrast to the inclement weather without She 
quickly selected six, and I noticed that they were the 
most respectable ones—the poor shivering beggars 
were rejected—and then the door shut. 

Reader, God has opened a door for poor travellers 
—those who are travelling on the broad road which 
leadeth to destruction. 

Let me ask you, Is this your condition 1 Do you 
know yourself as a poor traveller—poor because you 
are without Christ) In a word, Do you know 
yourself as LOST 1 If so, draw near, I beseech you, 
to God's open door, and be saved. 

JiXM B. HAWXiHt, 17, Paternoster Bow, B.C.; and 86, Baker Street, W. 8. W. PAETKIDOB * Co., 9, Patenuwtar Bow. 
Pric4l*.p*rlQQ. Quantity at Qfr$o4r04ucHon. ^u _ __ _ - . . _ 
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OR, "GIVING THANKS ALWAYS." 

SHORT time 
since I was 
travelling by 
rail, and at a 
station, where 
we stopped for 

a few moments, an 
old coachman in 
livery got into the 
same carriage where 
I was. He sat down 
quietly and thought
fully ; indeed, I was 

at the time struck with his manner. I was reading 
a very interesting little book, and one of a set which 
I had just bought It was on "Prayer and Praise.'9 

As I read on I felt an inward inclination; nay, I 
would call it rather the "still small voice/' whisper
ing to me to give up my little book to my neighbour. 
Self whispered, " It is one of a set, and not easily 
replaced;" but louder and louder within me sounded 
the secret voice, till I at last turned round, and 
offered my book to my neighbour. He silently took 
it, and was soon deeply engaged in reading it As 
I reached the end of my journey, I turned round 
to wish the old coachman " Good morning/' when 
he respectfully bowed to me, and said, "Excuse 
me, madam, I did not thank you for the little book 
when you gave it to me, aud I will tell you why. 
Before I left home this morning, I knelt down 
and asked my heavenly Father to be with me 
through the day, to bless me, and to keep me; I 
asked Him to give me His gracious journeying 
mercies, and to protect me from dangers, and to 
keep me from being taken up too much with the 
passing things of this world, as that I should forget 
Him; but to show me a token for good, and let 
something come before me to especially make me 
feel His presence was near. As I travelled on I 
looked out for the answer to my prayer; and when 
I had to change carriages, and got into this one, I 
sent up my prayer to the mercy-seat that God would 
be with ma I saw you reading attentively; but 
when you turned round, and gave me the book you 
were reading, I could not say 'Thank you;9 no! 
my motto is, 'Giving thanks always.9 Had not God 
heard my prayer 1 Was He not answering it by I 

inclining your heart to give me your book, and one 
on such a subject as 'Prayer and Praise1) Yes, 
madam, my first thanks must go upwards to my 
gracious heavenly Father, and now I thank you from 
the bottom of my heart, as God's messenger, for 
giving me this little book. It is on a subject I love 
so well, ' Prayer and Praise,9 and has been spiritual 
food to me this day. May God bless you, and 
make you always His honoured messenger, to be 
instant in season and out of season,99 

" A praying coachman," though I, " and a child 
of God, and heir of heaven, of ' that inheritance 
incorruptible and undefiled, and which fadeth not 
away, reserved in heaven' for all who love God.99 

What a lesson did I learn 1 Even the security of 
the child of God, and the happiness of having "the 
God of Jacob for our help.99 " Because he hath set 
his love upon me, therefore will I deliver him.99 It 
is indeed a comfort when we can leave ourselves, 
and all that belongs to us, in God's hands, and trust 
His wisdom, love, and power. Then again we learn 
a lesson from this poor man's spirit of gratitude and 
thankfulness, viewing God in all His mercies, and 
praising God for them. 

I know nothing more of the history of my fellow-
traveller; how long he had travelled with his face 
Zionwards, or known the blessedness of having God 
for his friend, his guide, and his prayeivhearing and 
prayer-answering God; but I would say to my dear 
readers that the child of God who knows God in 
this light, and whose faith and love and gratitude 
are abounding always from day to day and hour to 
hour, even the dark valley of the shadow of death 
will appear light unto him. 

" I l l praise my Maker while I Ve breath, 
And when my voice is lost in death, 
Praise shall employ my highest powers." 

This is his language. 
Yes; and it was the feeling and language of a 

dear young child of God, whom it was my privilege 
to visit lately on his dying bed. " It is all mercy," 
said he; "this cup of suffering is sweetened by 
loving mercy, and when I get home how I shall 
praise God for all His loving mercy to me! I can
not praise Him as I would here; I cannot say 
•enough; and my mercies are so many that I can 
never have done thanking Him! But in heaven I 
shall know how to praise Him aright.99 

It is noticing our mercies, and acknowledging 
-them continually, which enables us to " be full of 
joy and peace in believing,99 to leave it all with Jesus, 
" and to lie passive in His hands, and know no will 
but His!" " Giving thanks always.99 Let this be 
our motto from henceforth, and feeling how utterly 
undeserving we are of the least of God's mercies, let 
"our mouth be filled with praise all the ~ 

Digitized byy 

1 1UCUCU1UB, 1UU 



6 THE GOSPEL WATCHMAN. [JAJTOA«T I, 1886. 

^KJgj^HAT a blessed word! How precious its 
IJTTBQM sound. Follow those firemen, as they rush 

down the street at the alarm of fire, trundling 
their escape along. See, they have reached the con
flagration. How quickly they rescue the inmates 
from the top window of that burning house. And 
now ask those who have just been saved whether 
they do not understand the meaning of salvation. 

Or enquire of the survivors of the Greely expedi
tion, when found more dead than alive in the 
Arctic regions; and from those poor fellows who 
were picked up in mid-ocean, from the little bark 
Mignonette. These can indeed tell, through real 
experience, what salvation is, and what a joy it was 
to them when deliverance came. 

Some months ago I read of another case of 
salvation. During the summer the following 
incident took place between Kingsgate and Broad-
stairs. 

A nursemaid, entrusted with three little girls, left 
them playing about upon a ledge of rocks long after 
the tide had risen, so that escape was hardly 
possible, even by grown-up persons. 

Not until the water had risen, indicating to the 
girls their danger, did the nursemaid, who had been 
reading on the sands, make known to those about 
the peril of the children 

Among a few who saw the danger were a party of 
gentlemen, one of whom, being an expert swimmer, 
divested himself of a portion of his clothing and 
plunged into the sea. 

There being a strong tide running, he had the 
greatest difficulty in reaching the ledge of rock, but 
succeeding, he brought off the youngest child, and 
took her to the shore in safety. 

Nobody volunteering, the same gentleman re
turned to the task of rescuing the other girls. 

They were up to their waists in water, and the 
eldest implored the gentleman to save her. Getting 
a footing on the rocks, he was able to cut away his 
braces, attaching as a desperate resource the children 
to his waist by two straps. Then, waiting for an 
incoming wave, the last desperate attempt was 
made. 

It proved to be successful, for though the receding j 
waves for a moment or two seemed to destroy all I 
hope, a manoeuvre on the part of the rescuer 
brought all three to shore. 

All, however, were insensible; but after a little 

time, by the aid of restoratives, they were able to 
be sent home. 

No one who reads this but must admire the 
self-denial and dauntless courage of this gentleman, 
who at the risk of his life saved these three dear 
little girls from a watery grave. 

But, my dear reader, I have to tell you of One 
who has shown far greater self-denial than that just 
related. 

God's beloved Son, 
out of pure love to your precious soul, came all the 
way from heaven that He might deliver you from 
God's wrath and the eternal judgment of the lake 
of fire. But this could only be accomplished by 
His 

Suffering, the Just for the unjust, 
and passing through the waves and billows of God's 
wrath against your sins. 

The kind friend who rescued the three little girls 
did so out of pure compassion. They had 

No claim upon him. 

So also the salvation that God has wrought for us, 
through the shedding of the precious blood of 
Christ* is all of free grace. We have no claim what
ever upon God; it is all of His sovereign mercy 
that He saves sinners. (Eph. i i 8, 9.) 

But then, again, the three little children 

Kn ew their danger, 
which is one of the first things for a sinner to learn, 
because until this is seen there is little desire for 
deliverance. But whether believed or not, dear 
reader, if you are unsaved you are in terrible danger, 
already under condemnation (John iii. 18), and the 
wrath of God abiding on you. (John iii. 36.) 

We next observe that the little ones were 

Perfectly helpless. 

They could not battle with those fierce waves, 
and gradually the danger was increasing with the 
rising tide. But however great the danger, it 
mattered notj they could not deliver themselves. 

Such also is your case. You cannot get yourself 
one inch towards heaven either by your strivings, 
good works, or prayers. No, the salvation of the soul 
must be altogether the work of God, and you most 
put yourself into Christ's hands as a poor, helpless 
sinner. 

Further, we notice that the children gladly and 
eagerly 

Accepted the deliverable offered. 
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They had, never seen that kind friend before, they 
knew him not, but they were willing to trust them
selves to him. 

Oh, dear reader, if you have not received Christ 
as your Deliverer and Saviour, you know Him not; 
but nevertheless He is the best friend you could 
possibly have. 

The gentleman did much to save the little 
children; he risked his lifa But Christ has done 
more for you. He willingly 

Laid down His life, 
and having become the sacrifice for sin, He offers 
salvation to all who trust Him. 

Will you not receive it thus, even like those little 
children committed themselves to their kind de
liverer: For it is written, "He that believeth on 
the Son hath everlasting life; and he that believeth 
not the Son shall not see life ; but the wrath of God 
abideth on Him.w (John iii. 36.) 

Remember, if you reject this salvation there is 
none other, and for ever you will perish in eternal 
misery and outer darkness. 

" l i fe is found alone in Jeans, 
Only there 'tis offered thee— 

Offered without price or money; 
"Tia the gift of God, 'tis free. 

Take talvation, 
Take it now, and happy be." 

J. W. J. 
• 

ARK, sinner! hark! we have tidings so true, 
Tidings of pardon and blessing for you; 
God, in His Word, says that Christ on the tree 
Died for the guilty—"Salvation ufree V% 

Hear the news, sinner, free! free! free! 
Why not believe it P 'tis good news for thee; 
Jesus, the Just One, has died on the tree, 
Died for the guilty—" Salvation is fres.'" 

Guilty you are, yet we know very well, 
Jesus has suffered to save you from hell; 
Condemned you are now, justified you may be; 
The ransom is paid, and "Salvation is free /" 

Trust not in " doing," it cannot avail, 
Good resolutions and works can but fail; 
4'Grace, grace alone," is the saved sinner's plea, 
" Not of works," saith the Word," Salvation is free T 

Trust not in " feelings," your heart is depraved, 
Trust "only Jesus," and you shall be saved; 
Tears of repentance, though real they may be, 
Can ne'er purchase Heaven—"Salvation is free!" 

Haste! oh, remember, if grace you still spurn, 
Banished from God, in hell you will burn; 
Hark to His Word, then, which speaks now to thee; 
Delay not, but haste while " Salvation isfru /" 

0]S[ FLEMING G0D. ; 
A WORD FOR 1885. 

f HE loving hand of our God has led us onward 
through another stage of our earthly pilgrim
age; His grace and mercy have abounded 

beyond all our needs, so that while raising our 
"Ebenezer" for the past, we must press forward 
with confidence and trust for the further steps of 
our way until we reach His presence, where " fulness 
of joy " shall be our eternal portion. 

In starting on a new year, let us consider the 
deep importance of pleasing God in our life, walk, 
and service. Being saved by His grace, and 
quickened by His Spirit, we are called into a 
position of nearness to Him; and our privilege is 
to walk worthy of that relationship unto all-
pleasing. Of our blessed Lord, the Father bore 
witness that in Him He was well pleased. " As He 
is, so are we in this world ;" therefore we are called 
"to walk even as He walked.'1 This is a high 
standard surely, but it is the one set before us in 
the Word; and we should make it our aim that in 
all things we are well-pleasing to God. We should 
be careful to live, not before the world or the 
professing Church, but before the Lord, remember
ing ever that His word of approval will be 
according to the measure in which we have sought 
to do His will and to glorify His name. 

In the present day there is a great danger of 
surface work, of mere outward obedience. To be 
successful in the eyes of others is the chief object 
sought, and to do the Master's will is alas ofttimes 
little thought of. The word of God as the sole 
chart on the voyage of life is little heeded, and 
its authority as the only standard of truth set 
aside. Let us, therefore, afresh see to it that we 
make His will our choice, His word our guide, 
and His glory our object. Let us walk, not in 
the light of present things, but with the eye on 
the eternal and unfading glory about to dawn 
upon us, make it our aim to be well-pleasing in 
that day when everything shall be laid bare 
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before the judgment-seat of Christ That only 
will survive the scrutiny of that day which bears 
the impress of His Spirit, and has been wrought 
according to His mind. Then let us live so as to 
please God, and, like the Master in whose foot
steps we are called to tread, make it our meat and 
drink to do His wilL Let us walk worthy of 
being followers of Him who pleased not Himself, 
and let us serve with the divine pattern before us 
of Him who could say, " I delight to do thy will, 
O my God." This will bring true joy now, and 
by-and-by the untold bliss of receiving His com
mendation in that day when He rewards each 
according to their work. May He by His Spirit 
work this in our hearts for His name's sake! 

J. E . H . 

w/ivujiwe^Djs Ken w& raw. 
OHBIST FOB VS. WE FOB HIM. 

• 
HOU wilt, dear, loving Saviour, to thoae who trait 

this year, 
Be all they need at all times, a Helper ever near. 

Bo, Master, looking now to Thee, 
We forward go, triumphantly. 

THOU wilt, for Thou hast promised, be Guard and Guide 
each day, 

If only we will hearken, and loyally obey. 
Then, Jesus, by Thy gentle might, 
Incline our hearts to hear aright. 

THOU wilt be sweetest Shelter in sorrow's sternest hour, 
Thou wilt be strongest Fortress from fleroe temptation's 

power. 
O Saviour, may we by Thy grace, 
Each find in Thee a hiding-place! 

THOU wilt, when we are weary, restore our souls again, 
And ofttimes, in Thy mercy, remove the throb of pain; 

If not, may we accept Thy will, 
And trust Thy wise and patient skill. 

THOU wilt too, by Thy Spirit, increase our growth in grace, 
Till we reflect the beauty, the brightness of Thy face. 

Lord, may this year the holiest prove! 
And may we give Thee love for love! 

THOU wilt be, blessed Saviour (nay, more, Thou art to-day), 
Our All-in*All for ever, then help us now to say: 

" We each, dear Lord, will gladly be 
Surrendered wholly unto Thee." 

THOU wilt> we know, Lord Jesus, be coming soon again, 
To take us to our Father, and over all to reign; 

And then, oh, then with higher powers, 
How we will serve through joyous hours! 

CHAHLOTTB MUBBAY. 

"IOTEJSV vpea jre?-
LOVE Thee, precious Jesus; for Thou hast lovM 

me; 
And deep in my remembrance Thy name shall 

ever be. 
More tender than a mother, my Saviour, Friend, art Thou; 

Yea, closer than a brother Thou clearest to me now. 

I love Thee, precious Jesus; and closely at Thy sda, 
Whence living streams are welling, would I henceforth 

abide. 
So meek art Thou and lowly, of Thee I fain would learn, 

And by Thy mind most holy the Father's will disoern. 

I love Thee, precious Jesus; I love Thee more and more; 
Though scanty still the measure, my cup so soon runs o'er. 

Oh, perfect my perception of this, the M wealthy place," 
To Faith's complete reception of Thine exceeding grace! 

I love Thee, precious Jesus, and through the cloudy day 
I mind me Thou art coming to call us soon away; 

To end our time-condition in resurrection light; 
To give, for hope, fruition; for faith, the promised light! 

I love Thee, precious Jesus; Thy ohangeless love I know, 
Too mighty in its fulness to fathom here below. 

Nought Thine from Thee may sever, then lead me in Thy 
ways; 

My mission, now and ever, to sing aloud Thy praise! 

TO OTTB REAPERS. 

AT the beginning of another year of our monthly message 
of the glad tidings of the gospel, we desire to make an 

earnest appeal to our friends to assist us in spreading the 

Kxl news more widely by increasing our circulation. The 
rd continues to own our Watchman to awaken sinners, 

and to lead to Christ; and during the past year we have 
had many testimonies that it has been blessed of the Lord 
to the salvation of souls. We therefore appeal confidently 
to our readers to help us further. 

1st. By sending for gratuitou* sample packets to circulate 
among those who have not hitherto seen it. 

2nd. By taking a oertain number of copies monthly and 
iving them away among the unsaved in their locality. 
' ey will be found to be valued more than tracts or small 

books, and are often taken great care of, and read over 
many times* 

3rd. By sending us gospel articles, especially authentic 
and original narrative papers for insertions. 

4. By oontinued prayer for blessing on our pages. 

giv 
Th( 

FREE CIRCULATION OF TBAOTS. 
TITE have continually applications for Grants of Tracts from 
VT those who are unable to buy as largely as they would, 

but who have great opportunities of circulating them. While 
we send out a very considerable number free, we are unable to 
meet the demand, and if any of our readers feel led to send us 
any donation for this purpose, we shall be grateful, and will 
send out Tracts and Books to the fullest value for the amount. 

THE LORD* POOR 

P)R some years past a few of our readers have sent ns 
small sums to distribute to the aged and sick poor of the 

flock. Knowing of many such, we would again say that we 
shall feel it a great privilege to be the medium of conveying 
any gifts that may be sent to us to those who, during the 
inclement season now approaching, are needing sometimes 
the very nscissariei of nfe. 
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"WK WJtyRF QP iPflEP?" 
OR, 

C^^S^^ THE HE A VENL YINHERITANCE. 

FRIEND of mine in America was 
once staying with one of those rich 
Western farmers who own immense 
tracts of country. He had started 
life as a poor boy, but by sheer hard 
toil and saving propensities had 
fought his way through the world, 
until now, advanced in years, he had 
built a large house on one of the 

finest sites in his estates, intending in quietness to 
enjoy the remainder of his days. 

My Mend was travelling through the State, and 
though a stranger, was kindly received and enter
tained by this rich man, who at once was eager to 
show him all the objects that were of the moet 

interest to himself He took him to the neigh
bouring city, and there pointed out the principal 
stores and warehouses; the largest places of business 
were his—indeed, rows of houses and whole streets 
had been built by him. In returning to the house, 
they drove through miles of country, all the property 
of the same man, who was proud to tell that he was 
the possessor of fifty thousand acres, upon which 
fed thousands of sheep and large herds of cattle. 
On arriving at the house, they ascended the tower 
built for the purpose of surveying the surrounding 
country. On the top of this tower the farmer kept 
a telescope, by which means he could see what 
operations were going on at his various farms. He 
bade my friend look through the telescope, telling 
him as far as his eye could reach was all his. 

" Well," said my friend, after speaking in admi
ration of all he had seen, " but what up there t" 
pointing with his finger as he spoke to heaven. 
" Why, how, what do you mean 1n said the farmer. 
"I don't quite understand." "You have been 
showing me what you possess down here, and 
certainly you have more of this world than most 
men, what have you in the world to come ? You 
have been for years amassing all this wealth, which 
has cost you toil and time, and yet you know that 
you cannot take your houses, or your farms, or your 
flocks and herds, with you beyond the grave; and 
the day is fast drawing near when you will, whether 
you like it or not, be obliged to leave all this to 
others. Have you no inheritance for the great here
after 1" My friend paused, and a long and uneasy 
silence ensued, which was at length broken by the 
farmer replying, with a grave shake o£>his head. 
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" Well, I don't know; I can't say, for I never think 
much about that" He then had poured into his 
ear the blessed truths of redeeming love, as my 
friend looked to the Lord to rivet home the word in 
the power of the Holy Ghost. 

This fanner, who was esteemed so rich in this 
world by all who were acquainted with him, was 
yet despicably poor as regards the next; for he knew 
nothing of that inheritance which is incorruptible 
and undefiled, and which God assures us shall never 
fade away. 

How true it is that the god of this world hath 
blinded the minds of them that believe not! They 
are so attracted by the fancied value of the present, 
that they perceive not the eternal glory which is in 
Christ Jesus. 

When Haman had gathered of this world all 
that the world could give him, so that he was 
second to none but the great king, he tells his wife 
and neighbours of the glory of his riches, the 
multitude of his children, and the high honours 
and distinctions to which Ahasuerus had promoted 
him; the queen too had singled him out above all 
the princes of Babylon. " Yet," says this man of 
the world, " all this availeth me nothing." For at 
the palace gate sat a certain Jew, who, for the word 
of the Lord, refused to salute this enemy of his 
people. 

Such is a fair picture of the unsatisfying portion 
the world has to give its worshippers. But how 
different was the case of those two men with their 
feet fast in the stocks of the damp, dark dungeon 
of Philippi; though their backs were still bleeding 
from the cruel lash that had mercilessly been laid 
upon them in the public market-place, yet they sang 
songs of praise during the midnight hour. But 
where was the secret of their joy ? It certainly was 
not in the surrounding circumstances. No ; but 
they had in heaven a Friend to cheer, who had pro
mised them that which this world could not give, 
the earnest of which they had already received in 
their hearts. 

For Haman how true were the words, "Your 
riches are corrupted, and your garments are moth-
eaten ; your gold and silver are cankered; and the 
rust of them shall be a witness against you, and 
shall eat your flesh as it were fire: ye have heaped I 
treasure together for the last day." But for the' 
servants of Christ, it is true God has given them' 
that which " cannot be gotten for gold, neither shall 
silver be weighed for the price thereof." Yea, this 

WATCHMAN. [FftBKUAEY 2, 1886. 

I priceless gift of God " cannot be valued with the 
gold of Ophir, with the precious onyx, or the 
sapphire. The gold and the crystal cannot equal it, 
and the exchange of it shall not be for jewels of fine 
gold." Words utterly fail to describe the worth of 
that eternal life which is " the gift of God through 
Jesus Christ our Lord." (Romans vi 23.) 

So much as to the difference of the portion in 
this life. Now if you think of a deathbed scene — 
" What shall it profit a man," asks He who was 
greater than Solomon, " if he gain the whole world, 
and lose his own soul 1" Solemn, solemn question. 
Header, weigh it well Are you going to risk your 
soul, and who but God knows, if by thus risking it 
you should lose it 1 And this is certain, if you lose 
it, you lose it for ever. A betting man has staked 
his whole fortune on some " favourite," and in a 
few minutes the man of wealth is a bankrupt; 
however, through the kindness of friends, and what 
men call "good luck," he may perhaps in after 
years recover what he lost. But the man who risks 
his precious soul, when he loses his soul he loses his 
all, and that without remedy. 

If you will not have Christ now as your Saviour, 
but put Him from you, you may die without Christ. 
And as sure as you die without Christ you will 
stand in the judgment with no Christ as your 
friend; and then—then you shall spend your 
eternity for ever, for ever, and for ever without 
Christ. Oh, awful thought; but infinitely more 
awful reality. 

I trust that the simple question, "What up 
there)" will ring in your conscience until you can 
with joy answer in the words of one when dying, 
who, laying her hand on her Bible, Baid, " I have 
Christ there;" then, pointing up, "Christ there;91 

again, laying her hand on her heart, with a sweet 
smile she passed away, saying, " and Christ here." 

Oh, may God grant that you may know this 
treasure as the inheritance of your heart through 
time and in eternity! H. W. T. 

K+*vwWWWWwi* m,ww& 

HE THAT BELIEVETH ON HIM i 
IS NOT CONDEMNED; 1 

BUT HE THAT BELIEVETH NOT IS I 
CONDEMNED ALREADY. J 

|f Jomu 11L 18. j l 
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wpE EFjnepiflN. 
N̂ Ethiopia! far south of Jerusalem, there 
dwelt a black man. He was an idolater, 
and worshipped gods of his own imagin
ation. He held a position of great trust 

and importance under his queen, Candace. He was 
the great man of the court. Evidently in earnest 
as to his faith, and a zealous observer of his creed. 

But he was dissatisfied with his religion. 
Wealth could not satisfy the craving of his souL 
Rank and power failed to lull his troubled conscience. 
The Holy Spirit had evidently awakened him. 
What rest could he find in the meaningless super
stitions of his country Y 

The death of the Lord Jesus Christ had reached 
every quarter of the 
globe. People of all 
nations were in Jerusa
lem on that momentous 
day, when there was 
darkness over all the 
land. Therumourreached 
idolatrous nations. To 
the eunuch came tidings 
of the great events which 
had taken place at Jeru
salem, that Jesus of 
Nazareth had been cruci
fied, and that the course 
of nature had been dis
turbed by darkness at 
midday. He had heard 
that Jerusalem was con* 
sidered by many the 
place where men ought 
to worship, so he un
dertook a pilgrimage'to 
the land of Judaea. 
Doubtless many well-
meaning advisers sought 
to dissuade him firom so profitless a journey, but 
the Spirit of Ood strove with him. 

With his chariot and his cavalcade of attendants 
he made a long and tedious pilgrimage to Jerusalem. 
In the synagogue he heard the law, which terrified 
him. Nor sacrifices nor law could give his soul 
peace. All was inexplicable, and he rose to return 
to his own country. 

Cast your eye now across the desert leading to Gaza. 
See a long cavalcade of an eastern magnate—camels 
led by slaves, runners clearing the way. In the prin
cipal chariot, driven by a slave, sits the black man. 

One thing, however, he carried with him. 
Being wealthy, he was enabled to procure a parch
ment roll of the prophet Isaiah; this he held in his 
hand, and was reading, evidently much perplexed 
as to its meaning. At that time the Old Testament 
was written on rolls of parchment, and only to be 
procured at great cost How different now that the 
whole Bible may be had for fivepence, and the 
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New Testament for a penny! With this treasure 
he set out on his return journey, and was so in
terested in its contents, though ignorant of itsmean-
ing, that he perused the roll diligently in his chariot 

Here then we find an anxious soul—a man 
troubled in mind respecting his state, and diligently 
seeking after God. Does God see this stray sheep 
in the wilderness 1 We shall see. 

Among the disciples we find Philip the evangelist. 
He went to a city of Samaria, and preached Christ 
unto them. "And the angel of the Lord spake 
unto Philip, saying, Arise, and go toward the south 
unto the way that goeth down from Jesusalem unto 
Gaza, which is desert." 

" He arose and went: and, behold, a man of 
Ethiopia, an eunuch of great authority . . . was 

returning, and sitting in 
his chariot read Esaias 
the prophet Then the 
Spirit said unto Philip, 
Go near, and join thyself 
to this chariot" God, 
who heard the feeble in
quiry of the anxious, 
lonely stranger in the 
wildernes8,8ent the evan
gelist to instruct him in 
the way of life. Philip 
was not disobedient to 
the heavenly vision. Be
hold him running to stop 
the chariot As he ap
proached he heard the 
stranger reading aloud 
the prophet Isaiah, and 
said, " Understandest 
thou what thou readest f 
And he said, How can I, 
except some man should 
guide me 1 And he de
sired Philip that he 

would come up and sit with him.91 

The place where he was reading was Isaiah liii., 
that blessed chapter of the evangelical prophet: 
" He was wounded for our transgressions, He was 
bruised for our iniquities: the chastisement of our 
peace was upon Him ; and with His stripes we are 
healed. All we like sheep have gone astray; we 
have turned every one to his own way; and 
Jehovah hath laid on Him the iniquity of us all. 
. . . He is brought as a sheep to the slaughter, and 
like a lamb dumb before his shearer, so opened He 
not His mouth: in His humiliation His judgment 
was taken away: and who shall declare His 
generation 1 for His life is taken from the earth." 

"I pray thee," said he to Philip, "of whom 
speaketh the prophet this 1 of himself, or of some 
other man?" Momentous inquiry, on the right 
understanding of which so much depends. 

"Then Philip opened his mouth, and began at 
the same Scripture, and preached unto him JBBUS." 

Digitized by Google 



w THE GOSPEL WATCHMAN. [FBBBUAET 2, 1886. 

B"5T M . J . H O W A R D . 

|0W often is this solemn question 
forced upon us by the circumstances 
that are taking place in our midst. 
In our small country town, apart 
from other causes by which life is 

ended, three sudden deaths have occurred within 
six days, and separated not more than five minutes' 
walk from each other. 

The first was that of a mother, on a visit from a 
distant town to her son: she had only arrived 
about an hour previous. Tea had been provided, 
and all were comfortably seated at the table, when 
suddenly the eall came. " I feel very ill," was her 
only exclamation, she fell back in her chair, heaved 
a deep sigh, and immediately expired. 

The second was a preacher of the gospel. On 
the Sunday he had addressed two congregations 
with great earnestness, urging his hearers with more 
than usual tenderness to accept of Christ as their all-
sufficient Saviour. Of him, as of Richard Baxter 
two hundred years ago, it could be said— 

11 He preached as though he ne'er might preach again, 
And as a dying man to dying men." 

On the Monday he was apparently well as usual. 
In the evening he attended the prayer meeting, after 
which he returned home and retired to rest. But the 
messenger was on the way. Waking up at mid
night in extreme pain, his friends became alarmed; 
a doctor was hastily summoned, but before he 
arrived the spirit had fled. To each of these " to 
die was gain." Sudden death here was sudden 
glory yonder. " Absent from the body, present and 
for ever with the Lord/' 

The third was a very different case, casting a 
sadness and gloom over all connected with it. A 
young woman of respectable parentage—an only 
child—had married with bright prospects for this 
life. But, alas ! the drink was indulged in, first by 
the husband, and eventually by the wife; till their 
property was squandered, their earthly prospects 
blighted, their reputation gone. So low did they 
sink in degradation and sin that, when money or 
drink could be obtained, they were seldom sober. 
In this dreadful condition the evening before both 
had retired to their miserable bed, and in the 
morning it was found the wife was stiff and cold in 
the arms of death—stifled in her drunken deep. 
Truly "the wages of sin is death." (Rom. vi. 23.) 

Not only death of the body, but death eternal; for 
the word of God solemnly declares, " No drunkard 
. . . shall inherit the kingdom of God." (1 Cor. vi. 10.) 

Unsaved reader, as we read and think of these 
solemn incidents, may we not well ask the question, 
11 What is your life ?" I mean, now, the present, 
natural, human life vi which you think so much. 
Let Scripture answer: "As for man, his days are 
as grass : as a flower of the field, so he flourisheth. 
For the wind passeth over it, and it is gone; and 
the place thereof shall know it no more." (Psalm 
ciii. 15, 16.) "Verily every man at his best estate 
is altogether vanity." (Psalm xxxix. 5.) "The 
voice said, Cry. And he said, What shall I cryt 
All flesh is grass, and all the goodliness thereof is 
as the flower of the field: the grass withereth, the 
flower fadeth . . . surely the people is grass." (Isaiah 
xl. 6, 7.) "For what is your life? It is even a 
vapour, that appeareth for a little time, and then 
vanisheth away." (James iv. 14.) Did you ever 
thus think of life—of your life, as grass, as a 
flower, as vapour, as vanity? If not, I pray that 
the solemn thought may come right home to your 
heart now. 

But, reader, there is another life, far more im
portant than life here—"eternal, everlasting life." 
" God so loved the world, that He gave His only 
begotten Son, that whosoever believeth in Him 
should not perish, but have everlasting life." (John 
iii. 16.) "The gift of God is eternal life through 
Jesus Christ our Lord." (Rom. vi. 23.) " I am," 
said Christ, " the resurrection and the life: he 
that believeth in me, though he were dead, yet 
shall he live." (John xL 25.) "He that hath the 
Son hath life; and he that •hath not the Son of 
God hath not life." (1 John v. 12.) Have you 
thus received Christ—believed on Christ? Life 
cannot be obtained in other ways. Christ must U 
received. And in receiving Christ you obtain eternal 
life in Christ—a life which will manifest itself in 
spiritual acts, in holy conduct, in a love to God, to 
Christ, the word of God, His ordinances, His 
people. "Who His own self bare our sins in His 
own body on the tree, that we, being dead to sins, 
should live unto righteousness." (1 Peter ii. 24.) 
And thus in answer to the question, " What is your 
life?" you may truthfully use the words of the 
apostle Paul, " For me to live is Christ." 

But if this is not the case, and you are still 
"dead in trespasses and sins" (Eph. it 1), let me 
beseech you, by the value of your never-dying soul, 
by the shortness of time, the nearness of eternity, 
by the blessings you lose here and the heaven here
after if unsaved, by the torments you must endure 
if lost, to flee at once to Jesus; for, thank God, now— 

" There is life for a look at the Crucified One, 
There is life at this moment for thee; 
Then look, sinner, look unto Him and be saved, 
Unto Him who was nailed to the tree. 
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JFflE POWER OF Ii6YE. 

| ^ ^ N £ day one of the gigantic 
Igr* eagles of Scotland carried away 
I an infant, which its mother had laid 
I to sleep on a heap of hay at the side 

of the field in which she was hay* 
- making. The whole village ran 
after it, bat the eagle soon perched 
itself upon the loftiest eyrie, and every
one despaired of the child being re

covered. A sailor tried to climb the ascent, but his 
strong limbs trembled, and he was at last obliged to j 
give up the attempt A robust Highlander, 
accustomed to climb the hills, tried next, and even 
his limbs gave way, and he was in fact precipitated 
to the bottom. But at last a poor peasant woman 
came forward. She put her feet first on one shelf 
of the rock, then on a second, and then on a third; 
and in this manner, amid the trembling hearts of 
all who were looking on, she rose to the very top of 
the cliff; and at last, while the breasts of those 
below were heaving, came down step by step, until, 
amid the shouts of the villagers, she stood at the 
bottom of the rock, with the child on her bosom. 
Why did that woman succeed when the stroug 
sailor and the practised Highlander had failed] 
Why 1 because between her and the babe there was 
a tie—that woman was the mother of the babe. 
Let there be love to Christ and to souls in your 
heart, and greater wonders will be accomplished. 

What a beautiful picture of the love of a mother. 
But there is greater love than this. " Can a woman 
forget her sucking child, that she should not have 
compassion on the son of her womb f yea, they may I 
forget, yet will I not forget thee.'1 

Yes, dear reader, your heavenly Father loves you. 
He has shown His deep love in the gift of His onlyJ 
Son. 

The too prevalent idea about God is that He is 
an angry God, all terror, hard, austere, nay, even 
wrath itself. Consequently God is dreaded. Even 
from childhood God is misrepresented. How common 
to hear, " Be a good child, and God will love you." 

All this is a delusion of Satan. The God of the 
Bible is the very opposite of all this. Therefore it 
is wise to " acquaint now thyself with Him, and be 
at peace." 

If you come to know God and His character you 
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will have a very different opinion, and instead of 
dreading Him you will love Him, and give Him 
your whole heart. 

It is not the case that you must hide from an 
angry God, and flee to an interposing Saviour; but 
that a God of love provided and foreordained a 
Saviour. 

It is not that Jesus came to appease God's wrath, 
but God sent Jesus to bear the penalty due to our 
sins. 

Our salvation originated in the loving heart of 
God. It was God's will that we should be saved; 
and Jesus said, " Lo, I come to do thy will, O God." 

Read the description of God given in His word. 
" God is love." His essential being is love. u God, 
who is rich in mercy, for His GREAT LOVE wherewith 
He loved us, even when we were dead in sins." 
(Eph. ii. 4,5.) 

It is perfectly true also that He is just and 
righteous; that He is angry with the wicked, and 
His wrath abideth on the impenitent; but to you, 
now, 0 sinner, He is a God of love and compassion, 
reconciled and offering to save you and make you 
happy, so that you have every warrant from His 
character to come to' Him just as you are for pardon, 
justification, and a new life. "God so loved the 
world, that He gave His only begotten Son, that 
whosoever believeth on Him should not perish, but 
have everlasting life." (John hi. 16.) 

"God willeth not the death of the sinner.'1 

" God is not willing that any should perish." God 
is waiting to be gracious. 

From these words we learn that instead of God 
being angry, full of wrath, to be fled from, He is 
loving, good, kind, gracious, willing to save, long* 
suffering. 

Your Father is photographed on all created 
things as love. All nature echoes to your heart, 
"God is Love." 

Look up and see God's love in the sun, moon, 
and stars. Listen to the birds singing "God is 
love." Look on the earth and see the beauty of the 
trees, the plants, and inhale the sweet perfume, 
breathing the love of God. 

Resist not the Spirit, but cry aloud from the 1 
depth of your inmost soul, u I have sinned; I am 
helpless; I am lost; there is no health in me, 
' I will arise and go to my Father, and say, Father, 
I have sinned.' Thou knowest my sins, and, above 
all, my unbelief; I am vile; I repent in dust and 
ashes. Father, I believe in thy love. Lord Jesus, 
I believe thou art the Son of God; thou didst shed 
thy precious blood on the cross for me. I accept 
thee, I trust thee now, and yield myself to thee 
Jesus as my Saviour; I choose the Lord for my 
God. Now I am thine, and whenever I leave this 
earthly scene 

Thou, O God, shalt have me." T 
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"ItfTIDY! JIYE, HE^DY!" 
B^T O - K E F F O B D . 

jN an open space in the town of Landport 
there stands a monument which has been 
erected to perpetuate the memory of Sir 

Charles Napier, the peculiar feature of which is 
that it says nothing whatever of the birth, achieve
ments, or death of the admiral himself, but bears 
underneath the name a Napier," the simple inscription, 

" R e a d y ! A y e , R e a d y I" 
This, it is said, exactly portrays the character of 

the man—he was always ready. The moment he 
received his orders he was prepared to carry them 
out; meeting his enemies, he was ready for the 
encounter or defence. Nothing ever took him by 
surprise, every emergency was anticipated, and as 
far as possible provided beforehand, and to this 
habit of preparedness the success which attended 
whatever he undertook is attributed. 

But Sir Charles Napier's last battle has been 
fought on earth—the conqueror has been conquered. 
Was he equally ready for that last encounter? 
Was death an enemy or a friend? As these 
thoughts crossed my mind, I hoped the inscription 
was true spiritually, that even to death he could 
say, *• Ready ! aye, ready !" 

Reader, it is well to be prepared for life's 
emergencies, life's troubles, losses, crosses, and 
disappointments; these will come—let them not 
take you by surprise; as far as possible be prepared 
for them; but, above all, be prepared for 

Death, Judgment, and Eternity. 
Death will come. You may dismiss the thought, 
blind your eyes to its awful reality, but the word 
of God declares, " It is appointed unto men once to 
die." You belong to the race—you must dia 
Every day of the week, and every week in the year, 
thousands are grappling with and are overcome by 
death; willing or unwilling, prepared or unprepared, 
they pass away. Sooner or later your turn will 
come, the brain will lose its sensibility, the hearing 
fail, the pulse no longer beat, the heart cease to 
throb, the limbs to move, the eyelids close, and 
what is called "LIFE" here is gone for ever. Are 
you prepared for this ] Is Christ yours ? Has He 
been received into your heart by faith ? Are you 
washed in His blood, clothed in His righteousness, 
sanctified by His Spirit ? if so, death will only be a 
transition—"Absent from the body, present19 and 
FOR EVER "withthe Lord," 

But, reader, if this is not the case, if through 
life salvation has been neglected, God's long-suffer
ing mercy despised, Christ rejected, the Holy Spirit's 
strivings resisted, then death will pass you on to the 
judgment. " It is appointed unto men once to die, 
but after this the judgment." (Heb. ix. 27.) Every 
eye shall see the Judge, every ear hear His voice; 
standing before the great white throne there can be 
no question as to thy guilt—thy sentence. Oh, 
sinner, read it: " Depart from me, ye cursed, into 
everlasting fire, prepared for the devil and his 
angels." From this sentence there can be no appeal, 
from this doom no escape. 

»< And this for souls that heard of Christ, 
Heard of His dying love! 

Oh, this will be a ceaseless sting, 
All other stings above!" 

Reader, life and death, heaven and hell, are set 
before you. Choose ye, choose now, but choose life. 
Eepent of your sins, believe on the Lord Jesus 
Christ. Be reconciled to God, seek the witness of 
the Holy Spirit in your heart So will you be 
happy in life, safe in death, justified at the judg
ment* and glorified throughout eternity. 

CJUftSV IjS Hhh. 
INHERE is a Rock amid the billows' foam 

That lifts its noble crest above the tide, 
Where shipwrecked mariners may safely come, 

And oast their all, and there seoure abide-
That Book is Christ. 

There is a Way that leads to God and heaven, 
Away from all the chequered paths of men; 
And never failing is the promise given 
To those whose happy footsteps walk therein— 

That Way is Christ 
There is a Star amid the heavenly host, 
Whose brightness quenches every meaner light; 
Guiding them homewards through the shades of night-— 
A beacon to the wandering and the lost— 

That Star is Christ 
There is a Vine whose fruitful branches fill 
The cup of life, a dying world to heal; 
Its juioe was pressed on Calvary's sacred hill, 
And ever flows, the gift of love to seal— 

That Vine is Christ. 
There is a Voice whose tones of love are sweet, 
Beyond all earthly music in the ear, 
Whose fulness every craving heart can meet. 
Whose accents soften pain and banish f e a r -

That Voice is Christ. 
Safety in danger, guidance in despair, 
Sustaining help in sorrow, loss, or shame; 
And, let a word the sum of bliss declare, 
Finished salvation in one only Name— 

And that is Christ 
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Reader, 

are 

Prepared ? 

Be ye 

also 

Ready. 

THE RAILWAY MAN. 

Friend, 

are 

Ready ? 

T was a lovely winter morning when the 
rfrost lay on the ground [like a white 

mantle, and the sun just peeping out 
cast a golden tint through the icy 
crystals that hung to the trees, and 

everything looked as bright as it possibly could at 
that time of the year. A number of gentlemen 
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were making their way to the railway-station to 
! catch the early train to take them to their various 
occupations tin town, when a familiar voice said, 
" Good morning, sir." 

" Good morning/' I replied. "I wish you a Happy 
New Year." 

" Thank you. I heartily wish you the same." 
We walked on together, talking about the lovely 

morning, when my friend said: ^-> i 
Diyilizuu jy V j O O f f l C 
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11 Did you hear that poor K was killed at 
E — - station last night f It is anythiflg but a 
happy new year for his family.1' 

"Really I had not heard it; tell me how it 
happened." 

" Well, you will remember K was a happy-
looking fellow; his hair was just turning grey." 

" Oh, yes, I remember him wellI" I said. 
" You know he often examined the tickets, and 

last night as the express for the north was starting 
a gentleman rushed up and jumped in, and K 
jumped on the foot-board and asked for his ticket. 
He said he had not had time to take one; and when 
K had told the guard that a passenger was 
without a ticket he jumped off, and in doing so he 
slipped between the platform and the train on to 
the metals, and was picked up a lifeless corpse. 
Only a few days before he had spent Christmas 
with his family, and ere the new year dawned he 
was in eternity." 

Eeader, what if it had been you % If you were 
called to pass from time into eternity at a moment's 
net ice, where would it be! Did you ever ponder 
the meaning of that momentous word ETBRJIITT t 
On earth, where millions live, and only live to die, 
the word ETERNITY is little heard, and still less is it 
pondered. Men live as if they were to live for 
ever here, and yet life's little day is but the threshold 
of their eternal existence; men hoard their 
worldly gain as if their hands would hold the prize 
for ever, yet these hands grow chill in death, and 
unclaflp it all; men's hearts are set on mirth and 
pleasure as if these would accompany them through 
life and death, yet in days of lonely sorrow, and 
when the hour of death draws near, these false and 
misnamed joys of earth take wings and flee away. 

Oh that men were wise, that they would look 
beyond the present into the future ! But the great 
and mighty crowd press on, concerned enough about 
the present, but neglectful of the future. Solitary 
individuals hefe and there at times are seen to 
pause and think on great eternal verities, and with 
such we fain would speak. 

Eeader, how is it with your soull How stands 
it with you in the sight of God? Are you in 
Christ or in your sins 1 Is your destiny the eternal 
glory or the realms of never-ending woel I beseech 
you, stop and think. Heed not the crowd around; 
follow not their giddy track; it leads from God to 
death and helL You yourself must live on through 
long eternal ages. Now, where is this to be? 

Heaven's holy mansions are for redeemed inhabi
tants alone; its songs are sung by ransomed lips. 
Do you expect to have any share in these! You 
hope to be there, no doubt; but, think you, is this 
enough ? Is there no fitness, no title required % Ah! 
yes, there is; and they are found in Christ, and in 
the blood of His cross, and there alone. Away 
then from dead forms and ceremonies and flee to 
Christ 

• 

S7IYED 
IN THE LIFEBOAT. 

N artist at a watering-place took advan
tage of the receding tide to go some 
distance to the sand-banks on purpose 
to sketch the surrounding country. 

Busily occupied, he forgot his position till the 
flowing tide surrounded his feet. Escape was im
possible. His shouts and cries reached the shore, 
when not a moment was lost in sending help; but, 
owing to the banks and gullies, some time elapsed 
before he could be reached. With anxious looks 
he watched the movements of the boatmen, their 
laboured efforts seeming tediously long. The rapid 
current carried away his easel and much-cherished 
painting. Paints, palette, and brushes were lost in 
the flood. His feet sinking in the treacherous sand 
made each moment seem an age, and gave him the 
energy of despair, and lessen the hope of his being 
rescued. The men at last reached the artist, and 
dragged him, exhausted and bewildered, into the 
boat. He was saved at the last moment, but it was 
a perfect and complete salvation. One minute in 
the flood and almost lost, the next minute in the 
boat and altogether saved. To him it was a life
boat 

This man is a type of thousands, who take up 
with the cares, pleasures, and occupations of life, 
and shut their eyes to their state of danger. Some 
perish without help, others are plucked from the 
jaws of destruction. 

The boat is a type of Christ The man found 
refuge—salvation from eternal death in Christ. 
" He that hath the Son hath lifej he that hath not 
the Son of God hath not Ufa* (1 John v. 12.) 

Salvation from eternal death consists in my taking 
Christ as my Saviour from sin—not calling, longing, 
feeling, thinking, but I, the sinner, realizing my 
need, taking, laying hold on the Lord Jesus Christ, 
making Him my own personal Saviour, 
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Ii0J5Jfl; 
OR, REJECTING THE LIFEBOAT. 

|T a town on the south coast of England 
there is a very beautiful specimen of 
the patent self-adjusting lifeboat—that 
marvellous provision made for the poor 
shipwrecked mariners. 

Some time since, in one of those tremendous gales 
which occasionally visit our coasts, a shipwreck 
occurred in the middle of the night. The signals 
of distress wen heard and speedily answered by the 
gallant crew of the lifeboat On reaching the wreck, 
a few miles from the town, they were called to 
witness a spectacle of unusual sadness. The captain 
of the ill-fated vessel, under the influence, no doubt, 
of ardent spirits, was standing amid the appalling 
scene, and with 
oaths and im
precations re
fused to enter 
the lifeboat — 
madly refused 
to avail himself 
of the messen
ger of mercy, 
of the kindly 
succour brought 
nigh to him in 
the moment of 
imminent dan
ger. And not only did he refuse to enter the 
lifeboat himself, but drawing out a revolver from 
his pocket he threatened to shoot the first man who 
would dare to step from the sinking wreck on to the 
lifeboat Vain were the entreaties, the arguments* 
and appeals of the coastguardsmen. The frantic 
captain, bent on his own and his fellows' destruc
tion, obstinately refused to leave the wreck. Six of 
the ship's crew, either influenced by the captain's 
argument, or terrified by his revolver, and perhaps 
themselves under the influence of drink, joined 
with him in his mad purpose not to enter the 
boat 

At length the commander of the lifeboat sadly 
and reluctantly issued the order to his men to row 
to shore with such of the ship's crew as had wisely 
consented to accompany him. And now comes the 
heartrending part of this sad tale. Far on in the 
night, that dark and stormy night, there was a 
momentary lull of the storm; the crew of the life

boat were still lingering on the shore, unwilling and 
unable to retire to rest amid such a scene of terror 
and danger, when they heard the death-wail wafted 
across the surging waters, " Lifeboat! lifeboat! life
boat!" 

Once more those gallant fellows pushed off and 
made for the wreck; but, alas I it was "too late.'1 

The wretched captain and his six men had sunk 
beneath the boiling surf. 

They went down, and in a few hours their bodies 
were washed upon that very shore which they might 
have trodden in health and safety but for their own 
blindness and folly. 

Reader, we need scarcely ask the question, " Of 
what does this sad tale remind thee!" It is too 
plain, too pointed, too telling to render any such 
question needfuL Art thou unconverted, unsaved 1 

Then remember 
thou art in thy 
sin8,in thy guilt, 
and in immi
nent danger of 
the lake of fire. 

Was not that 
captain, were 
not his men, 
most culpable 
in refusing the 
lifeboat) Dost 
thou not think 
that the agon* 

ising^cry of "Lifeboat! lifeboat! lifeboat!" issued 
from hearts filled with bitter self-reproaching be
cause of their stupid folly in having rejected the 
proffered aidl "The blood of Jesus Christ, God's 
Son, cleanseth us from all sin." (I John I 7.) Christ 
is the Lifeboat, the true Ark of salvation. Thou 
art the sinner; He is the present Saviour. 

> O O O O » O O O O C H » O O O # O O O O O O X 

P^DON OFFERED. 
foARDON is offered—pardon is offered; 

A pardon fall, present, and free; 
Thy mighty debt was paid, 
When on Calvary Jesus died. 

To atone for a rebel like thee. 

Why dost thou linger P why dost thou linger ? 
Oh, when wilt thou haste to be saved F 

Thy time is flying fast, 
And thy day will soon be past, 

Oh, arouse thee, and come to be saved! 

j ) (OQOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOSSOOO»OOJ< 
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GOOD NEWS 
FOR A GUILT-BURDENED SOUL I 

He is "the God 

of peace.1* (HBB. xiu. 20.) 

The " condemned " sinner may be / " He is OUT peace, 
free, and "no condemnation»/w n 0 ^ m f t d e ^ 

be henceforth and for ever 
the happy experience 

He gives peace. \ of his soul 
(Nun. Ti. 26.) 

one. (Em. a. 14.) 

He has made peace by 

the blood of His cross. 

It is preached unto men, 
nigh and afar off Hear 

u - . v thi8> believe this; and He 
IxTOftu P8&C6 \ 

have they who love \ shall say unto thee,«Thy 
He keeps in per- / Thy law: and nothing \fai th hath saved thee; 

shall offend them." 
(Fs.csix.lM.) 

feet peace. 
(ISA. xxvL 3.) 

go m peace.* 

HE IS 
" The Lord will bless His people 

with peace." (Pe. xxk. n.) 

"Greater love hath no 

for his friends." 
(JOHN xf. 18.) 

" I am persuadedA m a n t n a n t n i 8 » t n a t a 

that neither death, \ m a n lay down his life 
nor life, nor angels, 
nor principalities, nor 
powers, nor things pres
ent, nor things to come, 
nor height, nor depth, nor 
any other creature, shall 
be able to separate us 
from the love of God, 
which is in Christ 
Jesus our Lord." 

(BOMAKS viii. 88, 39.) 

Oh, let this love 

enter thy heart, 

then wilt thou be 

able to say, "He 

loved me, and gave 

Himself for me" 
(Oi l . ti. 20), 

and realize that His "But God 

commendeth His \ love is an ever-

love toward us, in \ lasting love, 

that, while we were yet 
sinners, Christ died for us." 

(Boiuxa r. 8.) 

lev&t/B: 7AKM X. BLumm, IT, ftliuwtet tt&^lW&ttZJX: lta9P^*»w*gfc 
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*JIE «WLBWf( WT) CHQEL jrajSBfflTO 

jSPYED BY ffiflKJE. 

J ^ ^ M E O B G E L had been a collier, but 
%m Jjfffr a t fength had opened a public-house, 
Z^IK^W MM* for a time prospered. Fond of I 
i ^ f i 3 « ^ running, bowling, and gambling, he be-

** came a noted person in the neighbour
hood where he lived; in fact among sporting classes 
he was as well known as any man throughout the 
entire county of N . 

But a change came to his ill-gotten prosperity; for 
how could the proceeds of drinking and gambling 
be otherwise designated ? 

Owing to excessive betting and very heavy losses, 
he was compelled to retire from a publican's life 
and seek employment in the coal-pit again. 

His temper, never of a genial kind, now became 
worse and worse, and his poor wife was often cruelly 
ill-treated. 

Many a time, smarting with pain, and oppressed; 
with fear, did she make up her mind to leave him, I 
and seek a livelihood for herself and helpless 
children* . 

In the colliery district where she lived there were 
a number of earnest Christians, all of them (women 
excepted) working in the coal-pit These, whenever 
they had opportunity, were in the habit of conduct-1 
ing open-air gospel services, and they generally 
concluded by giving a hearty invitation to the 
listeners to come to their meeting-house. 

One evening the wife of George L stood at 
her door and heard the story of the cross proclaimed. 
She was intensely interested, and resolved, if it were 
possible, to go to the meeting-house the next 
Sunday evening. 

The evening came, wild and stormy (it was the 
night of the Tay Bridge disaster), yet she ventured 
out, and made for the meeting. 

As she got near the door, her hat was blown off, 
and carried away into the darkness. What should 
she do) It was the only one she had, and she 
couldn't afford to lose i t Still the resolve to hear 
the gospel was strong within her, and she made up 
her mind, " Well, if I can't find it, 111 just go in 
as I am. I must go to the meeting to-night" 

In she went, and listened. The preacher was a 
faithful herald of the cross, and proclaimed the 
message of God .with fervour of spirit and in the 
Holy Ghost 
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The woman's eager face attracted his attention, 
and at the close of the address he went up to her 
and expressed his joy at seeing her in the meeting. 
" Ah, but I '11 come again next Sunday if I can," 
was her reply, which showed an anxiety and interest 
which cheered the preacher's heart. 

Another Lord's-day came round, and in the even
ing there she was again; and ere she slept that 
night she became a " new creature in Christ Jesus." 
She trusted in the Saviour with all her heart, and 
found a joy and peace altogether new and wonder
ful Never again did she contemplate leaving her. 
husband, but made up her mind to endure the ill-
usage he so frequently subjected her to, and hoped 
and prayed that she might win her erring and 
wicked partner to Jesus. 

It was a few months after her conversion when 
he found out that she had a little money, and this 
he instantly demanded for gambling purposes. 
Upon her remonstrating with him, he swore awfully, 
and gave her some fearful blows. Scarcely had 
he ceased from striking her, when a peculiar 
numbness manifested itself in his tongue, and he 
could not refrain from communicating this to his 
wife, 

" George, what if the Lord had given you numb
ness of your tongue as a judgment for your terrible 
use of it this morning 1" 

The words were hardly uttered, when George 
walked to the door intending to go out All of a 
sudden he was seized by a paralytic stroke, and 
stood with the power of speech completely fled. 
Evidently he regarded it as a judgment from God, 
and the man—so brutal hitherto—wept like a 
child. 

After a little time he recovered from the stroke 
and his voice returned, although he never regained 
it fully, being a mere stammerer at frequent intervals. 
But this illness was destined by God to be the 
means of breaking down the hard-hearted, cruel 
man. He became greatly alarmed about his sins, 
and eventually found peace and salvation through 
faith in God's dear Son. 

For a little time he was in fellowship with the 
Christians who gather unto the name of the Lord 
in the place where he lived, and then his reason 
partly gave way. 

One morning he entered the house of a brother in 
the Lord, and unceremoniously enquired of his wife, 
"Is Jack in? I've got something grand for him 

I to-day." 
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" Well," said she, " he's not in just now. What 
is it, Geoige 1 Can't you tell me 1" 

" Ob, it's something grand ! Listen 1 I '11 sing it 
to you now, and then wait till Jack comes home." 

And then he began. He could sing fairly well, 
but the emotion and joy of his heart defy de
scription. 

"Man of sorrows ! What a name ! 
For the Son of God, who came, 
Ruined sinners to reclaim. 
Hallelujah, what a Saviour ! 

It was not long before " Jack * returned, and poor 
George shouted out— 

"Jack, I've got something grand for you to
day," and again he burst forth with the verse of 
that beautiful hymn we have referred to. 

It became necessary to remove the poor fellow to 
an asylum, but recovering after a little while he was 
sent home. 

Jesus, Jesus, and His great love was ever his 
theme, and although eventually he was sent to the 
asylum, from which he never returned the second 
time, whenever the periodic fits of madness passed, 
his whole soul was absorbed with the love of Christ 
When entering the asylum for the last time, the 
porter remarked, " Well, George, where are you 
going now 1" " To heaven " shouted he, while the 
man, abashed, held down his head. 

True enough, he was going to heaven, and in a 
few weeks he fell asleep in Jesus and his ransomed 
soul passed into the presence of Christ to await the 
bright morning of resurrection. 

Grace enabled the wife (when saved through the 
blood of Christ) to bear with his brutal ways, and 
pray most earnestly for his salvation. In God's 
time and way her faith was rewarded, and she had 
the joy of seeing " the lion tamed into the spirit of 
the lamb." 

Dear reader, whatever your guilt, the blood of 
Christ can cleanse it away. Whoever you are, 
Jesus is willing to receive you and save your 
precious souL 

" Only believe, and you shall be saved, 
And heaven is yours for ever." 

F. A. B. 

BTT J . W . O- I^EGkAJN-. 

WAS returning from Canada in June 
last year (1884) on board the Allan 
Line S.S. Circassian. With the ex
ception of some detention through 
foggy weather off the coast of New
foundland, which is very common, 
the passage was a very favourable 
one. On the afternoon of the ninth 
day we entered Lough Foyle, and 

waited off Moville (Londonderry) for the tender to 
come for the mails to be hurried to London and 
elsewhere by rail as fast as possible, while we con
tinued our course to Liverpool by sea. 

It was a lovely summer day; the bold rocks 
rising out of the sea; the yellow sands stretching 
away up the Lough; the mountain pasture, the 
meadow grass, the patches of wheat or oats in 
shades of varying green; the ruined castle with its 
ivy-covered walls; the stranded wreck with its bare 
masts; the trim barque with swelling sails cleaving 
its homeward way. How charming it all appeared 
to us who day by day had seen nought but sea and 
sky ! How buoyant and hearty everybody seemed! 

"How happy we all are! What high spirits 
every one is in!" remarked an American lady to 
me as we surveyed the animated scene on deck. 
" You English folks are overjoyed at the thought of 
so soon seeing the faces of the loved ones from 
whom you have been separated, and we Americans 
are anticipating with delight our visit to the Old 
World with its historic glories and quaint anti
quities; but how-* miserable that poor stowaway 
must be!" 

" Stowaway V9 I enquired. " Is there a stowaway 
on board 1 I have not heard of one." 

"Yes," she said. "The captain told us about 
him the other morning. He came out from his 
hiding-place two or three days after we had started ; 
he will be given over to the police at Liverpool, and 
be sent to prison if he cannot pay his fare. The 
company must be strict in prosecuting cases of this 
kind or, the captain says, they would become 
seriously common.91 

I went forward soon after, and got one of the 

sailors to point out to me amongst the steerage 

I passengers the wretched stowaway. He was a tall, 

( well-built man; his face was an uncommonly hand-
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some and intelligent one, but wore an anxious, 
depressed look. 

" Why did I stow away V he said in conversation 
with me. " Why, sir, I made a fool of myself at 
Quebec I went wrong altogether, and when I got 
down to rejoin the steamship of which 1 was second 
engineer, I found she had gone, taking everything 
that belonged to me with her. I was in a strange 
land without money or friends; I had a wife and 
children in Glasgow; I did not know what to do, 
so I hid myself on board, hoping that I might be 
allowed to work my passage over, when I was dis
covered; but they tell me I will have to go to 
prison for it. I am not much afraid of prison life; 
I have been through too many hardships in 
my day to be afraid of that; but what I mind 
most is that my children will know I have been in 
gaol, and a man cannot expect his family to respect 
him much after he has been locked up in prison. * 

1 felt the force of thia It was certainly not 
desirable to humiliate a father before his children. 
He seemed to have already suffered smartly for his 
freaks. Others concurred in this view, and in a 
few minutes we subscribed the amount of his 
passage money, took it to the purser, and got his 
official receipt as follows: 

Movillc, " Circamcm? 
June 16fA, 1884. 

Received subscription from passengers for fare 
(£3 8s.) in favour of M P 
a stowaway. 

Purser. 

I found the sailor who had first shown me the 
stowaway, and sent him to tell the poor troubled 
fellow what had been done for him, and give him 
the receipt to produce, and clear himself if challenged 
as to his right to be on board. 

Imagine him leaning gloomily over the taflrail, 
the disgrace and misery of prison-life staring him 
in the face as he remorsefully reviews his mad 
follies. He has not seen anything of what is being 
done for him. But here cornea the boatswain with 
the good news he so little expects. He starts as a 
friendly hand taps his shoulder. 

" Cheer up, mate! You 're all right this time; 
they 've made a subscription for you. Your passage 
is paid. You *ve nothing to fear now. Here's 
the receipt19 

How bewildered he is by this unexpected news ! 

1 He can scarcely take it in ; it seems too good to be 
true. But there's the receipt; yes, positively he is 
free. He can pace that deck as boldly as though he 
had never been a stowaway at all, but had paid his 
passage lawfully at Quebec. It would be a sorry 
compliment to doubt the gracious action and say, 
"I do not think they can have done it for me, 
because, you see, I know I do not deserve it" 
Surely he would honour the donors more if he gave 
.them full credit for their kindness and said, " How 
good it was of them to pay the fare for one so un
deserving as I!'9 The happier he is the better 
pleased the givers will be. They pitied his plight, 
and they paid the money on purpose that he might 
be extricated from his troubles and share their joys. 

Now, unsaved reader, just as he trespassed against 
the Allan Line, and exposed himself to a sentence 
of imprisonment, you have transgressed against God, 
and have been brought under the condemnation of 
death; for God's word says, "All have sinned" 
(Rom. iii. 23), and "the soul that sinneth it shall 
die." 

In his penniless state he was utterly helpless. 
He could not stir in settlement of his case. Even 
an offer of passage at a very reduced rate would 
have been of no use to him. He had no means of 
meeting his liability at all; he was a ruined man. 
So, while in "the flesh" (le. your unconverted slate) 
you "cannot please God." (Rom. viii 8.) You 
could not get salvation if even it was offered so 
cheaply as at the price of one good resolution, for 
every imagination of your heart is only " evil con
tinually/' (Gen ii 6.) You have literally "nothing 
to pay " (Luke vii. 42); you are a spiritual bankrupt 

It was in vain for him to hope it would be all 
right at Liverpool. He had been told the com
pany always prosecuted those who were found on 
board without justification. He simply deceived 
himself if he made light of his offence; tried to 
forget it, and feel there was no cause for fear. 
What madness for you to be saying to your heart, 
"Peace, peace, when there is no peace." Yon 
have been solemnly warned that God " will by no 
means clear the guilty.11 You make for your soul 
" a refuge of lies," soon to be swept away by the 
tempest of God's wrath, when you trifle madly with 
sin; cunningly question the reality of hall's eternal 
fire, and idly hope for heaven's joys as though they 
were to be gained by mere wishing. 

His deliverance came altogether from a source 
outside of Himself. He simply benefited by what 
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" W h o shall lay anything to the charge of God's 
elect 1 I t is God that justifieth. W h o is he that 
condemnetht" (Rom. v i i i 33, 34.) Tour trans
gressions have been against God. He is satisfied 
with the atonement made at Calvary. I f you are 
justified by Him, what have you to fearl If 
Satan or the world, or the unbelief of your own 
heart, seek to rob you of the peace you ought to be 
enjoying, look up by faith and see a risen Jesus, 
the Man once crucified for your sins, exalted at the 
Father's right hand in glory because He has so 
gloriously finished the work of redemption. Then 
put your finger on John v. 24, and let those written 
words of His be as real to your soul now as though 
you heard the spoken words that fell from His lips 
when a man of sorrows He sojourned in this vale 
of tears. 

others did for him. It was his difficulty that drew 
out their pity. If he could have by any means 
paid his own passage, or even part of it, they 
would have required him to do s o ; but knowing 
his utter poverty they paid it alL So for you " salva
tion is of the Lord" (Jonah i l 9.) " Christ died 
for our s ins" (Cor. xv. 3), not our virtues; "for 
the ungodly" (Bom. v. 6), not the sanctimonious; 
for those who are "without strength1' (Rom v. 6), 
not for those who are full of their own abil ity; for 
" enemies" (Rom. v. 10), not for friends. The 
Lord does not save people who think they are 
doing their best, but H e is ever ready to save those 
who think they have done their worst. As regards 
your salvation you can only delay, obstruct, and 
thwart God's purposes of grace by your tryings and 
resolvings. An old Scotchman said once, " I t took 
two to convert me." " H o w was that?" " W h y , 
you see, first, I resisted as long as I could, and the 
Lord did the rest.'1 Just so, when you cease vain 
efforts at law-keeping, and look away to Christ, He 
will do the rest for you—give you pardon, life, 
peace, and rest It was because you could not 
possibly get to heaven through law-keeping that 
God gave His Son to bear the penalty of the law 
you had so often transgressed. " W h a t the law 
could not do " (give life or blessing)) " in that it was 
weak through the flesh" (ie. our sinfulness), "God 
sending His own Son in the likeness of sinful flesh " 
(i.e. in a human body), "and for s in" (ie. to settle 
the question of sin), condemned (i.e. visited with its 

just judgment), " sin in the flesh." (Bom. v i i i 3.) 
He knew he was free by the receipt If anyone 

threatened him, or disputed what he said, he could 
produce it as proof positive that the Allan Line 
had no further claim upon him. I f they declared in 
the receipt that their demands had been properly 
met, who was to accuse him of fraudJ If you 
believe the gospel, that Christ died for our sins! 
according to the Scripture, and rose again for our 
justification, you have a right to know your sins 
are forgiven. God's word says, " B y Him all that 
believe are justified from all things." (Acts x i i i 39.) 
"Whosoever believeth in Him shall receive the 
remission of sins." (Acts x. 43.) Have you ever 
seen this grand verse— 

"Hesigned the deed with His atoning blood, 
And ever lives to prove the payment good. 

Should hell or sin, 
Or law come in 
To urge a second claim, 

They all retire at mention of His name." 

Remember this, whatever your antecedents, cir
cumstances or prospects, it will never be easier for 
you to be saved than now as you read these lines. 
Now is the only time you can be sure of. Past life 
is gone, future life here is neither leased nor promised 
to you, the present (now) is the only time you can 
call your own. It is God's time of mercy too. 
" Behold, now is the accepted time, now is the day 
of salvation/' What suitability! Salvation for 
one "ready to perish;" offered freely to one who 
has "nothing to pay;" no effort required from one 
who is " without strength;" pressed upon you now, 
for to-morrow may be too late. Yet once more 
(it may be the last time) the pitying Saviour knocks 
at the door of your heart "To-day if ye will 
hear His voice, harden not your heart." Eeceive 
the glad news—" All that believe are justified from 
all things." (Acts xiii. 39.) "Being justified by 
faith, we have peace with God." (Rom. v. 1.) 
"Thanks be unto God for His unspeakable g i f t" 
(2 Cor. ix. 15.) 

" By grace are ye saved through faith; and that" 
(i.e. a free salvation) "not of yourselves : it is the 
gift of God: not of works, lest any man should 
boast. For we are His workmanship, created in 
Christ Jesus unto good works, which God hath 
before ordained that we should walk in them/ 1 

(Eph. ii. 8-10 . ) 

JdfW JfJIE F H I E P Y6Q ]SEED. 
fl§jfi£££OU want a friend, do you not! A 
^Mk^i | | friend who will be always true, always 
(2rjsj|F3J the same—loving, sympathizing, tender-
i>C*fcp*i» hearted—just what you really need. 

Well, dear reader, you have such a one in Jesus. 
He knows you better than you do yourself; none 
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of your secret wants are hidden from Him; and at 
this moment He is yearning over you with an 
infinite longing that no human friend could ever 
feel. God has given us large hearts—so large that 
only He Himself can fill them; and yet the poor 
sinner is always craving after some object that will 
satisfy; seeking here and there for what he hungers, 
and drinking of the waters that will cause him to 
thirst again, instead of turning to the Fountain of 
life, provided by Him who knew what it was to be 
wearied, and there with Samaria's daughter cry, 
"Give me water, that I thirst not" (John iv. 15); 
a request which has never yet been refused by the 
gracious Saviour. Jesus, only Jesus, can fill these 
hearts of ours; and He does, so perfectly that we 
are satisfied, our need supplied, and we are content 
to let the things of time go by unheeded, for " we 
have heard a sweeter story, and found a truer gain." 
Oh, it is precious to be resting there! to know that 
Friend unchanging! and so we long that you should 
know Him too. Surely He is just the one your 
soul needs, for everything is to be found in Him, 
and He is the source of all blessing. Little does 
the sinner realize what he is losing by not trusting 
Christ. One cannot but marvel at man's foolishness 
in rejecting such an offer. Eternal joy or eternal 
death hang in the balance of your choice. God 
puts tbe matter into your hands; He has done His 
part, will you do yours t " He gave His only-
begotten Son, that whosoever believeth in Him 
should not perish, but have everlasting life." (John 
iii 16.) 

Will you accept the gift t for remember it is a 
gift; not that which may be purchased by gold or 
aught else, but just to be had by faith stretching 
out her hand, and saying " / will" The Lord grant 
that you may trust His promise, and find Him the 
object your poor unsatisfied heart has so long sought 
after. We all need Him, whether our station in 
life be an exalted or lowly one; all have their wants 
and trials, which none but Jesus can understand or 
meet like Him; and oh, how often we have proved 
that He is suited to every one of them! 

Reader, will you take Christ as your portion, 
and go on your way richer in soul and happier in 
mind than ever you have been in the long years 
which have passed) And you will not go forth 
alone; the Friend who " neither fails nor forsakes " 
is beeide you, and He will supply all your need 
according to His riches in Christ Jesus. 

W. A. G. 

"flRIJSE, 66 UP W BEJFflEIi, 

MD DWEIiIr VJIE^E." 

HE story of God's dealings with Jacob is full 
of interest for His children. They speak 
to us of mercy and of judgment It is a 

record of divine grace and of mercy from first 
to last The command given by God to Jacob— 
"Arise, go up to Bethel, and dwell there"— 
must be read in the light of what had occurred 
to him at an early stage in his history some 
twenty years previously. At that time he had 
just left the home of his youth, having been sent 
on his journey to Padan-aram with the blessing 
of his father Isaac still fresh in his memory. 
To avoid the wrath of his brother Esau he set out 
from Beersheba, "and he lighted upon a certain 
place, and tarried there all night, because the 
sun was set; and he took of the stones of that 
place, and put them for his pillows, and lay down 
in that place to sleep.9' 

In this homeless and lonely condition Jacob had, 
for the first time in his life, to do individually with 
God. There is a time in the history of every 
Christian when he is first brought into the presence 
of the living God and has to hear His voice in the 
soul. It is a memorable hour, and a day never to 
be forgotten. It was so with Jacob. In that 
solitary place, and in the stillness of that night, 
God spoke to Him. In a dream he realized for the 
first time that there was a link between himself and 
heaven—" And behold a ladder set up on the earth, 
and the top of it reached to heaven: and behold 
the angels of God ascending and descending on it" 
But, better far than this comforting dream, Jacob 
perceived that he was in the presence of God, and 
that he was speaking not as a stranger, but as " the 
Lord God of his father Abraham and of Isaac*" 
In this character he revealed to Jacob his purposes 
of love concerning him. His promises were un
conditional Jehovah was going to be a bounteous 
giver, and Jacob was to be the object of mercy full 
and free. " Behold, I am with thee, and will keep 

Digitized by Google 



20 THE GOSPEL WATCHMAN. [FEBRUARY 2, 1886. 

thee in all places whither thou goest . . . for I will 
not leave thee, until I have done that which I have 
spoken to thee o£ . . . And Jacob rose up early in 
the morning, and took the stones that he had put 
for his pillows, and set it up for a pillar, and poured 
oil upon the top of it. And he called that place 
Bethel" 

It would have been well had he stopped here, 
without any further words of his own. It would 
have been well if he had gone on his way rejoicing 
in the boundless love that was about to do so much 
for him, instead of making a vow that if (lod would 
supply him with bread to eat and raiment to put on, 
then He should be his God, and a tenth of all he 
had would be given to Him. But in this Jacob 
had yet to learn, as all God's children have to learn, 
how deceitful the human heart is, and how soon we 
forget to perform that which we often pledge our
selves to do. As subsequent events fully proved, 
Jacob was unfaithful; but God was faithful even to 
the end. Jacob bargained for bread and raiment, 
but God did for Him far more than he had asked or 
even thought that he would do. Twenty years 
passed away—seven years he served with Laban 
for Eachel, seven years for Leah, and six years for 
the cattla He increased exceedingly in worldly 
store. God gave him sons and daughters. He was 
true to His promise in spite of Jacob's forgetfulness 
and faithlessness. But the time had come for God 
to speak to him once mora "And God said unto 
Jacob, Arise, go up to Bethel, and dwell there.'1 

When God speaks He must be heard. What a 
word it must have been to Jacob—Bethel I What 
memories lingered round that hallowed spot! The 
command sank down into his soul. That voice 
must be obeyed. It was at Bethel he had vowed 
that the Lord should be his God to love and serve; 
and now there were strange gods with his household, 
and he had allowed this to be. When God speaks 
the conscience is always aroused. When God begins 
to make His voice heard in the soul it comes with 
power, and we feel its force, however far we may 
have wandered from Him. It was so with Jacob 
on this occasion; he began to put matters right. 
"Then Jacob said unto his household, and to all 
that were with him, Put away the strange gods 
that are among you, and be clean, and change your 
garments: and let us arise, and go up to Bethel; 
and they gave unto Jacob all the strange gods 
which were in their hand, and all their earrings 
which were in their ears j and Jacob hid them 

under the oak which was by Shechem." How 
instructive all this is for the Christian. Bethel was a 
place of blessing for Jacob, because it was ever 
associated with the presence of God. Now the 
command came to him—"Go up to Bethel, and 
diaell there." The Lord's presence is the only place 
of safety or of blessing for His children. How 
encouraging it is for the believer to know that 
when he wanders from the Lord, the unfailing and 
restoring grace of God recalls him to the place of 
nearness and security. It is His desire that we 
should dtoett in His presence. Then it is that 
all is well with us. When we get away from the 
presence of the Lord, then, as with Jacob, unworthy 
objects are allowed to come in. In the light of 
that presence they have to be put away and hidden 
from sight Jacob's God is our God. To every 
believer who reads this number of another volume, 
may this word come home with power, as a light to 
lead us still on as the years roll by— 

"Arise, go up to Bethel, and dwell 
there." 

W. H. F. C. 

IN W& SHADOW 0K JHjS J O T D . " 
ItAlAH XllX I. 

EI to be hidden, yes, hidden there! 
In the shadow of His hand 

Made a " polished shaft" 
By the workman's craft, 

To be used at His command. 
Oh to be kept in Thy keeping, Lord! 

Abiding close, close to Thee, 
So that I may know, 
Day by day below, 

E'en more of Thy love to me. 
Oh to be ready if Thou ahonldst call, 

And bid me go forth to-day I 
By Thy grace made meet, 
For Thy service sweet, 

I would hasten on my way. 

Oh to be used, ever used of Thee! 
Just, Lord, as Thou thinkest best, 

Or glad to lie still, 
If that be Thy will, 

In my hidden place of rest. 
Oh to be wholly and only Thins, 

Henceforth and for evermore, 
Until earth shall cease, 
And I dwell in peace, 

Where the toils of life are o'er. W. A. G. 

THE LORD'S POOR. 
RECEIVED for "The Lord's Poor.n— Oldham, 7s. 6<L 

Eirkby Stephen, 10s. 
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-He JPJIE DegiF GLOVE. * * 
A TRUE NARRATIVE. 

v FF to N to-day, Harry V 
asked a young man of his 
companion, one bright Sun
day morning in July. 

"Ye-e-e-s," he replied, 
" I suppose so,"—" or the 
old man will not like it," 
he added apologetically. 

*' You had better take care, or they 
ill be converting you," said his 
iend again, with a laugh. 
"No fear," answered the other, 

and indeed he meant what he said. 
Harry and his companion were two young men 

in a large business house in London, and as both 
came from the same town in the West of England, 
they were a good deal together, and called them
selves friends, although there was very little true 
friendship between them. They had both been 
under influences for good in the country, and had 
even been engaged in Christian work, but now, like 
too many others, they had given up all religious 
profession, and lived only for the pleasure of the 
hour. Harry especially had been brought up by 
Christian parents, and had been warned repeatedly, 
before leaving his home, of the ease with which he 
Would be led astray if he did not make a firm stand 
at the first; but he had already formed a liking for 
the theatre, and was secretly longing for more oppor
tunity to enjoy life free from the restraints which 

surrounded him. The cords of love which kept him 
from evil he angrily chafed against, and bitterly 
asked himself why he should not be allowed to do 
as he liked. But his time of emanicipation (?) came 
when he entered the establishment where we have 
just met him. 

Alas ! how many young men there are who 
promise well in the country town or village where 
they pass their boyhood, but on coming to the great 
city allow themselves to be carried away by the 
stream of pleasure and folly with scarcely any re
sistance. Some mean well, but the current is 
strong, and needs to be breasted manfully, and 
they are only half-hearted. 

With Harry it was different; he had made up his 
mind beforehand to have his fling. It is true that 
leaving his home had awakened some misgivings, 
but these soon melted away. He meant to avoid 
the dangers of which he had been warned, but to 
enjoy all the pleasures of London life. He would 
pluck the roses without the thorns; he would take 
the honey, but avoid the sting. How many have 
tried to do this, and as many have failed. 

And now he has had a good try all round, from 
the best theatres to the common music-hall, card 
parties and sing-songs, the public-house and the 
dancing-room—he had tasted of all these pleasures, 
and pleasures they are undoubtedly, however 
deceitful they may prove in the end. 

So now Harry is pretty well satisfied with himself 
and things in general He has advanced fairly both 
as to position and salary, and is able to gratify his 
appetite for pleasure and excitement more fully than 
ever. There is some good left in him, however. He i 
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is not utterly given over to selfishness, or he would 
not he going over to N this afternoon to take 
tea with his father, who is staying in London for 
awhile. He dislikes going above all things, because 
he knows he will be booked for the preaching meet
ing at the mission-hall in the evening; and with 
him the Sunday stroll has long been found more 
agreeable than attending any place where he might 
be reminded of the claims of God upon him. But 
he knows that his father's heart is bowed down 
with many a sorrow, and that if he does not go it 
will give him a fresh pang, and so he goes. Let us 
follow him. 

They go to the mission-hall sure enough in the 
evening, and there he is seated between his father 
and brother. The preaching has commenced. 

He does not mean to listen to the sermon, not he; 
he turns his mind to things more congenial, but 
somehow he cannot help hearing. The preacher 
speaks of sin and judgment, things which Harry 
does not like to hear about; but he cannot get away 
from the speaker's voice, and he trembles as he hears 
of God's wrath. Not but that he knows all about 
it; but now it is forced on him, and he becomes 
positively alarmed as he remembers his friend's 
words in the morning. 

Was he going to let those words become true) 
not he; and so he smothers his feelings, rouses 
himself, and looks around, and soon feels more 
comfortable again. 

But the preaching is followed by a prayer meeting, 
and his father and brother evidently mean to stay 1 
What shall he do f Shall he rise and push past one 
of them ? But no; he has not the heart to do that, 
hasn't the manliness, he bitterly says to himself! 
Blest unmanliness which held him in that seat I 
yet another opportunity to yield to the convictions 
fiercely striving within. His father prays, and 
touches another chord in his heart; but no, he 
won't give in, he will not be caught. 

At last all is over, and they rise to go; and as 
they move down the aisle he congratulates himself 
that he has escaped. But stop, he has only one 
glove; the other must be in the seat Back he 
hastens in search of it, but one row of seats looks 
so much like another that he cannot find the right 
one or see any trace of the lost glove ; so he gives it 
up, and begins hastily to retreat. He is almost the 
last person, and is very much annoyed to see the' 
leader of the mission making up to him as he nears 
the door. Another struggle, but he cannot break 

the chains of sin, he cannot face his companions; 
he knows now that it is the devil who is his master. 

Soon the preacher comes up, and they both 
endeavour to lead him to the Saviour, but cannot 
get anything out of him. He is bound hand and 
foot, none but himself knows how fastly bound; 
and with despair in his heart he maintains a sullen 
silence, and at last they let him go. He does not 
congratulate himself now much; he has got away, 
but he has looked into hell, as it were, and he feels 
he is being taken there by one stronger than he. 
So he leaves—a tumult surging within, heaven and 
hell fighting for his souL Is there any hope for 

(him? 
But his father and brother have been watching 

and praying, and are now waiting for him in the 
house near by. His father rushes forward to meet 
him as he enters the door, and the scene of the 
prodigal son is enacted once more, both on earth 

I and in heaven. He is indeed a long way off, but the 
father's heart goes out to him, and with a mother's 
tenderness and a father's strength he pleads with 
the wanderer. Never has he so pleaded before, and 
as he pleads with his boy to trust in the great 
Saviour, his heart is rejoiced as he hears the tremb
ling response, " I will" It is like a drowning man 
making a last effort as the lifeboat reaches him. 
But it is enough; it is all the loving Saviour is 
waiting for, and there is joy in heaven over the 
repenting one. 

And now he has to return to the business house, 
and meet his friend, and the two others who share 
his room. He is armed with a new Bible given 
him by his father before leaving, and as it is too 
large to go in his pocket, it now serves him a good 
turn in helping to tell his companions what has 
happened. They look rather queer as he hands it 
round, and in a few broken words tells his tale. 
" Hope you'll stick to it," says his friend; the other 
two are silent, they will wait and see. 

Has he stuck to it! Yes, thank God. He has 
failed sometimes, it is true, but the Father who 
sought the prodigal, and the Good Shepherd who 
found the wandering sheep, have kept him from 
felling, and will keep him until safely at home in 
the Father's house. 

The same loving Saviour can save you, reader, 
and will keep you too. Every heart knoweth itf 
own bitterness. You may think, as Harry did, 
that there is no case so hopeless as yours, and no 
circumstances so desperate. Your case is hopeless, 
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so far as any human help is concerned; but God < 
can save you, and deliver you from the entangle
ments of sin. True it is that " the wicked shall be' 
holden with the cords of his sin;" but if the Son \ 
of God shall make you free, you shall be free indeed. 
Are you willing to be made free) God offers a full 
pardon for the sake of Jesus Christ, "Who His own 
self bare our sins in His own body on the tree. 
And more than that, God promises that " sin shall 
not have dominion over you/' (Rom. vi 14.) You 
cannot see how, but that is nothing to do with you; 
your part is to be willing and to trust 

Will you risk your soul's salvation for the sake of 
the pleasures of sin, which are but for a season, or 
from fear of the ridicule of your companions) Do 
not trifle with this matter, but decide to forsake 
your sin, and accept the forgiveness offered you 
through the precious blood of Christ. After all is 
it not more manly to go against the stream than 
with it f It has been truly said that a dead body 
can only go with the stream, but there must be life 
to swim against it. Accept then the life eternal 
which Christ offers you, and be a true man in Christ 
Jesus. 

" Rejoice, 0 young man, in thy youth; and let 
thine heart cheer thee in the days of thy youth, and 
walk in the ways of thine heart, and in the sight of 
thine eyes: but know thou, that for all these things 
God will bring thee into judgment." "Let the 
wicked forsake his way, and the# unrighteous 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." 

S. P. E. S. 
(To be had in Book form of J. Wheeler, 88, MUdmay Park, N.) 

^ 

EARY wanderer, stop and listen! 
Happy news we bring to thee: 

** Jesus has prepared a banquet; 
Come, and welcome thou shalt be. 

Are thy sins a heavy burden ? 
Come to God, confess them now : 

He is willing to forgive thee ! 
Ask, receive ! why waitest thou ? 

gfc 9 i ^ y ^ T ^ ^ y y t f ^fc 

Ji BUflJSD PLUCKED 6U9 6K 
JFJIE KI3E. 

ERHAPS there is no position more trying 
to one who feels aright his vocation as an 
ambassador for Christ—whose message 
by him is a savour of life unto life, or of 
death unto death, according as it is re-
r iv i or rejected—than that of dealing 
with those whom a slow and lingering 

consumption has already marked as its victims. 
There is a clinging to life against any reasonable 
grounds of hope in that disease, more than in 
all others. When the hectic cheek, the fevered 
hand, and the eyes illumined with unnatural bright
ness, tell but too plainly to those around the 
sufferer that the last grains of life's hour-glass are 
falling, the sick man is talking of plans and prospects 
that would need a future of years to accomplish. I 
have been obliged in all faithfulness to draw aside 
the curtain which had been shutting out the unseen 
world from the view of such a one, and show him 
that ere many hours have passed, the awful realities 
of eternity must have burst upon him. Oh, if the 
soul has hitherto been neglected—if the man's life 
has been spent in pursuit of the vain shadow of 
earthly things—how fearful the discovery! On the 
other hand, I have visited, day after day, one who 
has early in the approach of the disease felt that 
his days were numbered, but whose hopes for the 
life to come were as dim and unpromising as those 
for the life that now is. And I have seen such a 
one enlightened by the teaching of God's Holy 
Spirit in the Word, first led to see himself a lost, 
ruined sinner, then led by that same Spirit to Jesus, 
to find peace and salvation in Him. I have rarely 
found, however, such an instance where there was 
•not a certain admixture of sorrow that the time had 
passed for living for Christ, for glorifying Him by 
active service. 

One such case was a seafaring man. Born and 
educated at Gravesend, he early acquired a predi
lection for the sea—a fancy which, though restrained 
as far as possible by his parents, yet at length led 
him to escape from their control, and to procure* 
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employment on board one of the steamers plying 
between London and Rotterdam. Here he soon 
showed a talent for practical and mechanical 
engineering, which rapidly developed itself, and he 
rose step by step, until, while still a very young 
man, he attained the position of chief engineer. 
But, alas! here also were developed all those pro
pensities of corrupt human nature, uncontrolled by 
parental discipline, and nourished by an abundance 
of easily-earned salary; so that he quickly ran into 
every excess of debauchery and dissipation. Nay, 
he added also the sin of blasphemy, using his 
considerable ability and talents in scoffing at the 
existence of a God, and of eternity ; and again and 
again daring God to strike him dead if He possessed 
the power. Surely God is a forbearing God. He 
willeth not the death of the sinner, but rather that 
he should repent and live; and so He patiently 
bore with that young and hardened sinner, and in 
His own time and way led him to seek for that 
salvation to be found only in Christ 

In my first interview with that young man, 
whose case was evidently what is well known as 
rapid decline, he told me freely the circumstances 
of his early life, adding, that so grossly immoral 
had his conduct been, that his father and family had 
forbidden him their house, and that when he came 
as an inmate to the hospital he seemed to be 
abandoned of God and man. 

How truly the word of God has declared, " The 
way of transgressors is hard." (Prov. xiiL 15.) " He 
that soweth to his flesh shall of the flesh reap cor
ruption." (Gal VL 8.) 

"Some men's sins91—like this young man's of 
whom we write—" are open beforehand, going before 
to judgment; and some men they follow after'9 

(1 Tim. v. 24.) 
But remember, 0 reader, whether outwardly you 

appear to be a hopeless wreck, or whether you have 
managed to maintain discreetly a cloak of hypocrisy, 
your sins, if unforgiven, are marked for judgment, 
and shall surely meet you again in the day when 
every secret thing shall be revealed, and every hidden 
thing brought to light before the great white judg
ment-throne of God. 

I spoke at once to him of the necessity for losing 
no more time in calling upon God, if haply he might 
still find mercy. But he said, "It's no use; there 
is no hope for such a one as I am. You may speak 
of mercy to others, but there is none for me." 1 
found it necessary to probe deeply his spirit that he 

might see his sins in their true light as committed 
against a God whose love, exhibited in the gift of 
His dear Son, that whosoever believeth in Him 
should not perish, but have everlasting life, was yet 
following him with its gracious invitations and 
promises. In speaking of this love, I explained to 
him that, while it honours God's justice, truth, and 
holiness, it provides a righteousness, clothed in 
which the vilest sinner finds acceptancej and an 
atonement, complete, perfect, and all-sufficient; for 
"the blood of Jesus Christ His Bon cleanseth us 
from all sin." 

"Allsin, did you say, sirl" said the young man, 
for the first time a gleam of hope seeming to light 
up his hitherto downcast countenance, "all sint" 

" Yes," I replied; " these are God's own words j* 
and turning to 1 John L 5-10; iL 1, 2, I read: 
"This then is the message which we have heard 
of Him, and declare unto you, that God is light, 
and in Him is no darkness at all. If we say 
that we have fellowship with Him, and walk in 
darkness, we lie, and do not the truth: but if we 
walk in the light, as He is in the light, we have 
fellowship one with another, and the blood of Jesus 
Christ His Son cleanseth us from all sin. If we say 
that we have no sin, we deceive ourselves, and the 
truth is not in us. If we confess our sins, He is 
faithful and just to forgive us our sins, and to 
cleanse us from all unrighteousness. If we say that 
we have not sinned, we make Him a liar, and His 
word is not in us. My little children, these things 
write I unto you, that ye sin not And if any 
man sin, we have an advocate with the Father, 
Jesus Christ the righteous: and He is the propitia
tion for our sins: and not for ours only, but also for 
the sins of the whole world." 

11 Oh, sir!" said the young man, "do you think 
those words can be for such a sinner as I have been— 
a blasphemer, a wicked, wild wanderer from parents 
and from God V9 I replied, " The apostle uses the 
word 'all'—'all sin.' You have but to come to 
God like the young man you have read of in the 
parable of the prodigal son; come and confess your 
sins as committed against *a loving and gracious 
God. And He is faithful and just to forgive you 
your sins, and to cleanse you from all unrighteous
ness; 'faithful/ for He has promised, and His 
word abideth sure—He cannot deny Himself* And 
because He is 'just' as well as faithful, yon may 
have strong consolation in fleeing to Him; for His 
justice is satisfied in the finished work of Christ, 
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and will never therefore condemn the sinner coming I 
to Him by Jesus Christ, who is, as we have read, the 
4 propitiation for the sins of the whole world1" 

"But, sir," he said, " l a m dying; I know it 
well. I shall never rise from this bed Will God 
receive such a wretch as I ami I did not serve 
Him when I could; will He accept me now that I 
have nothing to offer Him, no time or strength to 
serve Him t Oh that I had given Him the strength 
of my youth, instead of giving it to the world, the 
flesh, and the devil, as I have done!" 

After a short prayer that God would show him 
his sin in its true light, and would lead him to I 
Christ as the only Saviour, I left him for the day, 
marking the parable of the prodigal son for his 
private reading, and promising to return on the 
morrow. When I saw him again, he was writing a 
letter to his father, full of expressions of sorrow, 
asking his forgiveness, and saying that he trusted 
he had found God's forgiveness; and at the same 
time entreating his father to come and see him before 
he died. It cost him no small effort to write such 
a letter; for he had a will and disposition which 
nothing but God's grace could subdue. The meeting 
between the young man and those members of his 
family from whom he had been so long estranged 
(for they came immediately on receipt of his letter) 
was a Bolemn scene. There was the aged parent 
receiving back the wandering, erring son, but to 
resign him again immediately into the hands of 
death; and there the son, filled with contrition and 
sorrow at having sinned again heaven, and in his 
earthly father's sight, and now having only this 
regret, that he could not go into the world and tell 
all his sinful associates how gracious the Lord is, 
and urge them that, as he had found mercy, they 
also should seek it ere it be too late. 

Reader, what a solemn thing it is to have found 
Christ, and yet to pass out of this world without 
ever doing anything to make Him known to others! 
If there could be sorrow in heaven, this would be 
its cause. Let me ask you then, in all love and 
faithfulness, how is it as regards your own soul at 
this moment! Perhaps you have not found the 
Saviour yourself, Oh, let not this word of warning 
pass by you unheeded and disregarded if it be so! 
Be well assured that you will have to render an 
account for the use you make of these few words 
now addressed to you in the name of the living 
God. Oh, flee to Jesus, that you may inherit 
eternal life! and then see that you tell others what 

things God hath done for your soul. Had you 
witnessed with me that young man's grief that he 
could show no love by labouring for the Saviour, 
whose love—deep, and rich, and full—he had 
experienced, you would not regard it as a light 
matter to be careless and indifferent to the honour 
and glory of Christ. 

Once again I saw that dying man. His thirsting 
soul seemed to have drunk deep of the well-springs 
of mercy and peace. And though as a rule I do 
not depend much on the evidences of a death-bed 
repentance, yet he gave such evidences as none 
could question of having found salvation. His was 
not a character to rest satisfied with half measures 
in anything. Having learned where the treasure 
was, he laboured diligently, searching, with all 
prayerful effort, the Word of the living God during 
the short time he lived. I had occasion to leave 
home for a day just at that time. On my return I 
anxiously sought his ward in the hospital, knowing 
how rapidly his disease was running its course. But 
his bed was untenanted; he had died early that 
morning, and his friends had already removed his 
body for interment. I heard from those who were 
with him, that he continued to the last moment 
speaking of God's wondrous love in receiving such 

I a sinner as he had been, and urgently pressing on 
his fellow-sufferers to give themselves wholly and 
unreservedly unto the Lord. 

No Hope, and Without God, 
In an adjoining ward there was another young 

man, of about the age of him whose death-bed I 
have just described. When I first saw him, he had 
only a few hours before arrived at the hospital, and 
was evidently fatigued with his journey from a 
distant quarter of the city. It was too evident that 
he was not likely long to occupy that place. I 
felt therefore that I must lose no time in endeavour
ing to become acquainted with the state of his soul. 

In his exhausted state, I thought it right to ask 
him but few questions at that time. He informed 
me that he had occasionally attended a place of 
worship since his illness commenced; but that, from 
the period of his leaving school up to that time, he 
had neglected all religious observances. I spoke to 
him of Jesus, the Saviour of the lost, and of the 
ruined state of each man and woman who had not 
been brought into a state of personal union with 
that Saviour. He assented to all I said; but 
evidently seemed to care nothing for these things^ 
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I prayed that God might bless to his soul hisl 
sojourn in the hospital, and might incline him 
even then, at that late hour, to seek for pardon and 
peace; but there was no response—in short, nothing 
to indicate the least interest in the matter on his 
part. When I expressed my intention of seeing 
him again soon, he assented, but with the same 
listless indifference which he had shown all through] 
my interview. There was another person in the 
ward, however—a man reclining on one of the beds, 
engaged in reading a penny newspaper. 

He was a Jew, and I observed on his features an 
expression of mingled rage and contempt, as I spoke 
to the young man of Jesus of Nazareth. And 
when I addressed him before leaving the ward, he 
told me that he did not desire the ministry of al 
Christian. I 

The following day I returned again to the ward. 
The young man had recovered from the fatigue of 
the preceding day's journey, and I spoke to him of 
the love of Christ to perishing sinners; but he still 
maintained his indifference. In vain I unfolded 
before him the glories of heaven on the one hand, 
or the terrors of divine wrath on the other; he 
remained unmoved. The Jew, on the contrary, who 
was there on the previous occasion, put aside his 
paper, and seemed to listen with attention to all I 
said. Having again offered prayer, I took my leave, 
promising to return soon; but the young man received 
the promise carelessly as before, and did so for 
several days. I could elicit nothing of encourage
ment, nothing to indicate that he realized the terrors 
of death and judgment to come. But on no occasion 
was the Jew absent, and each day he seemed more 
and more interested in the gospel of Christ, which I 
unfolded in such a way, that, whilst addressing 
myself to the professing Christian, I might lead him 
to see that Jesus is indeed the Messiah, the Saviour 
of the world-

One day, on entering the ward as usual, I found 
the young man, as I supposed, in a deep and heavy 
sleep; and as I had many other patients to see, I 
left with the intention of calling later in the day. 
When I called, he was still apparently in the same 
lethargic state. The next day I called at a different 
hour. He again seemed to be asleep; and as I left 
the ward, the Jew followed me, saying, " Sir, that 
man is not asleep; he was talking to me a moment 
before you came in, and you had not left the corridor 
yesterday before he roused up and cursed all 
' meddling parsons' in a fearful manner. At times 

I his language is so awful that we can scarcely bear 
him in the room with us. One of the men said to 
him, 'You know you are fast dying; do you not 
think of where you are going to t' He replied with 
an oath, ' I don't care where I go; only let me go 
where gin is plentiest.' " 

I took the opportunity of speaking to the Jew as 
to the state of his own soul, and on that and on 
several other occasions set before him from the Old 
Testament scriptures Jesus and the resurrection; 
and more than once I found him reading aloud to 
the poor dying young man portions of the New 
Testament And thus the mind of the Jew was 
gradually opening to the acceptance of the truth of 

| Christianity, when his term of residence in the 
hospital expired, and he was discharged nearly con
valescent, to return to a distant part of the country; 
whilst the nominal Christian obstinately closed his 
ears'to the voice of mercy. To the last moment of 
his life the young man continued impenitent and 
hardened. His death was one of the most fearful 
the nurses of his ward had ever witnessed. For 
two or three days he writhed in agony, mental and 
bodily; whilst his language was blasphemous and 
even obscene. Once or twice during that long death-
struggle I came to his bed-side; but he motioned 
me away, as though he could not bear the presence 
of one who came as the servant of that God before 
whom he was about to appear. In that awful state 
he died, his blasphemous language ceasing not till 
he ceased to breathe. 

Unsaved reader, will you madly postpone the 
settlement of the question of your eternal salvation 
to a death-bed 1 It is by this subtle deception that 
Satan is lulling thousands to sleep. " Time enough 
yet/' says the young man as he turns aside from the 
very thought of an ETERNITY that he knows in 
his inmost soul he must spend in woe unutterable, 
or else in the light and joy and peace of heaven. 
Be entreated to take warning by these two examples. 
Salvation there is by the sovereign grace of God 
even at the eleventh hour; doubtless there will be 
many a monument of such grace beside the dying 
thief on Calvary, but for one who is saved at the 
tast— like the first of these two young men— 
thousands die in hardened indifference, or else in 
the agonies of despair! 

t 
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i nevB jEgag! De ?ea?" 
MISSIONARY, who is labouring among 
our seamen, relates that one night at the 
close of a prayer-meeting, a young sailor, who 

only a few nights before been converted, came 

up to him and asked him to write a few words on a 
card for him. "What shall I write?" he asked. 
"Write this: ll love Jesus! do you?'" After 
writing the words, he asked the sailor what he was 
going to do with the card. He replied, " l a m 
going to sea to-morrow, and I am Afraid^.I-do>not 
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take a stand at once I may begin to be ashamed of 
Christ So I am going to nail this card on my 
bunk, and that will let everyone know at once that 
I am a Christian." It is a good thing not only to 
confess Christ, but to nail up our colours wherever 
we may be. . 

Header, the sailor lad would ask you the same 
very important question—"Do you love JESUST 
DO YOU1 

In order to love the Lord Jesus, you must first of 
all know and believe His love to you; until His 
love enters the heart there can be no response 
towards Him. His love has been abundantly 
shown in His giving Himself to die in our stead; 
the cross and all its suffering, with the hiding of 
God's face, is its measure and the pledge. That 
love is everlasting in its source and in its duration, 
and when the knowledge of it is received in the 
heart by faith, there arises a response at once, for 
II we love Him, because He first loved us." 

Header, we ask you again, Do you love JESUS? 
Have you yet believed His love to you, a lost 
sinner) If not pause and consider how He left the 
glory of heaven to come down to suffer and die, the 
just for the unjust; how He yielded up His life as 
a ransom for sinners; ask yourself, Does not such 
love merit a return from you? Is that wondrous 
manifestation of compassion and pity nothing to 
you? Will you go on careless and heedless, and 
pass into eternity despising the grace of Him who 
came down from heaven as the witness and proof 
that "GOD IS LOVE"? Believe that He loves you, 
and you will then say to others, " I love Jesus; do 
you?" 

"TILL TICKER HEADY." 
|KAVELLING recently on the North 

London Line to the Broad Street 
terminus, in a second-class compart
ment, when the train arrived at Canon-

bury Junction, the door of the carriage was suddenly 
opened, and a stentorian voice called out, "All 
tickets ready." The collector simply looked at 
them, and closed the door again. Turning to a 
friend who was with me, I asked him the meaning 
of this unusual proceeding. 

"Don't you know," said he, "that occasionally 
the collector does this in order to ascertain that 
each passenger is travelling in the right class of 
carriage for which be has a ticket ?" 

" Supposing they find a man in here with a third-
class ticket V 

" Well, he is summoned for it" 
This suggested to my mind a truth of great im

portance ; namely, that there are numbers of people 
to-day who are travelling to eternity under false 
pretences. For an unconverted man to console 
himself that by performing acts of charity, and 
leading what he considers to be a good life in order 
to get to heaven, is like a man travailing second-
class with a third-class ticket; he is bound to find 
out his mistake some day. The world may not 
detect any difference between a Christian and a 
well-living unbeliever (though it should do so); 
but God does. There are none in heaven under 
false colours, and none ever will be there. God 
has found a legitimate way into that glory-land, 
and that way—the only one—is through Christ. 
You may try another, but it will not lead you to 
the goal you wish to reach. There are hundreds 
of ways to hell, which at some point branch into 
the main road that leads to destruction; there is 
but one way to heaven. 

Are you on the way to heaven ? Let me ask you 
to sink every other question, and in the presence of 
God confine yourself to this one: " Am I going to 
heaven t" 

THE LEPEH CLEWED. 
LBTITICUB » V . 

11 And Jesus put forth His hand, and touched him, saying, I will; be 
thou dean. And immediately MB leprosy was cleansed." 

MATT. viii. 3. 

[|HE One who healed the leper 
IB looking on thee now; 

But, though thy case discerning, 
No frown is on His brow. 

Not all thy sin's dark story 
Can turn away His love; 

'Twas need, like thine, which brought Him 
Down from His throne above. 

The One who touched the leper 
Was undefiled by sin; 

As God, for ever holy, 
As man, all pure within. 

Behold His grace and goodness 
In every action shine; 

His words and ways expressing 
Both light and love divine! 

The One who eleamed the leper 
Can surely make thee clean; 

His blood outweighs the utmost, 
Whate'er thy guilt has been. 

Oh, doubt not He is willing, 
But take Him at His word; 

Without the 4< IF " exclaiming, 
" THOU WELT, THOV CANST, 0 Loan!" 
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¥JIE INFIDEL F7I9JIEII 6 3 *Jffi PIOO]S 

>N the United States of America infi
delity found an active champion in the 
well-known Colonel , who made 

JFJffi YEJTO^E 6F E7IPPJL 
ANY years ago, when living in the 
country, I observed several men run
ning rapidly down a wooded slope 
toward the river near by. Thinking 

an open profession of his disbelief of something unusual had happened, I quickly fol-
revealed religion. It happened that a daughter of lowed, and was surprised to see, on a little rock 
the colonel's, to whom he was much attached, I that rose midway in the stream, a boy of six or 
became ilL During the progress of her disorder, • eight years, drenched and trembling. He looked 
Dr. was one day dining with the colonel, and, timidly towards those who had gathered on the 
after dinner, having adjourned to the colonel's bank, and now and again glanced with alarm on 
library, some deistical publications were introduced the boiling river he had just escaped from, and 
by the colonel to the doctor's notice. While they were' which threatened to devour him. 
occupied in looking at them, 
a servant came to announce 
that an alarming change had 
taken place in his daughter, 
and that his presence was 
required in her bedroom. 
Thither he went, accom
panied by Dr. . As 
he approached her bedside 
she took his hand and said, 
"Father, I feel that my end 
is drawing near; tell me, I 
entreat you, am I to believe 
what you have taught me, 
or what I have learned from 
my mother 1n Her mother 
was a sincere Christian, and 
had spared no opportunity 
of instilling Christian truth 
into the mind of her child. 
Her father paused a moment, 
he fixed his eyes on his 
dying child, his countenance changed, his frame 
seemed convulsed to its very centre, while his 
quivering lips could scarce give utterance to the 
words, " Believe, my child, what your mother has 
taught you." The struggle was too great, the 
conflict between the pride of human reason and the 
swelling of parental affection in the heart was more 
than he could bear, and even over his stubborn 
mind the truth prevailed. The mother had im
planted the good seed of the word of God in the 
young heart, and when death came it proved that 
the mother's prayers and teaching had not been 
in vain; but like, as in the case of Timothy (who 
learned the Scriptures from his mother and grand
mother), it proved the power of God unto salvation. 

TIMOTHY LEARNING THB SCRIPTURES. 
(2 TIM. iii. 15.) 

How he came 
there we afterwards learned. 
The first thing to be done 
was to save him. A long 
ladder was speedily pro
cured and pushed out to 
the rock, and a brave man 
volunteered to rescue the 
child. Slowly and steadily 
he stepped along the ladder, 
till he reached the rock and 
stood beside the boy. So 
far from gladly welcoming 
his deliverer, he refused to 
leave the rock. " You may 
trust me; I will carry you 
safely to the shore." The 
boy answered, " No, no; I 
cannot do it." Then said 
the other, " You will perish 
if you stay here." The con
flict in the heart of the child 
could be seen in his face. 

At length trust conquered fear, and he yielded to 
the love of his hitherto unknown friend, who, 
clasping him to his heart, returned with him by 
the ladder, and landed him safely, amid much 
rejoicing. 

This is an illustration of the salvation which is 
in Christ Jesus. The child is a picture of the 
sinner, miserable and helpless. The ladder is the 
cross by which the Saviour finds His way to the 
sinner's side, to plead for the sinner's heart Happy 
is the man who, by God's grace, makes trial of 
Christ, and says, "I believe." There is only one 
way by which the unsaved sinner can put honour 
on Christ, and that is by trusting Him. Do you 
trust Christ % If not, why not? 
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THE WATCHMAN'S MESSAGE. 

THE RESULT OF 

Y^HOSOEVER liveth and 
believeth in Me shall 

never die. (jo» xt 26.) 

t J E that believeth on the Son 
hath everlasting life. 

(JoHJf iii. 86.) 

TF ye believe not that I am 
He, ye shall die in your sins. 

(JOHX TiiL 84.) 

TJE that believeth not the 
Son shall not see life. 

(JOKX l i t 86.) 

** M»'S !i0¥» m- * * 

Q.OD so loved the world, that 
He gave His only begotten 

Son, that whosoever believeth 
In Him should not perish, but 
have everlasting life. (J0HH at is.) 

XJEREIN is love, not that we 
x x loved Godk but that He 
loved us, and sent His Son to be 
the propitiation for our sins. 

I (1 JOHK IT. 10.) 

T F the world hate you, ye know 
x that it hated Me before it 
hated you. 

But this cometh to pass, that 
the word might be fulfilled that 
is written in their law, They 
hated Me without a cause. 

(JOHM XT. 18, Sft.) 

JjATERSOf God. (BOM. 180.) 
He that hateth Me (Jesus) 

hateth my Father also. 
(JOHX XT. 88.) 

THE FUTURE OF 

€fa Wmmi 
TN My Father's house are 

many mansions: if it were 
not so, I would have told you. 
I go to prepare a place for you. 

(JOHN xnr. 2.) 

'pHEY shall see His face; and 
His name shall be in their 

foreheads. 

ÎXTHO shall be punished with 
everlasting destruction 

from the presence of the Lord, 
and from the glory of His power. 

(2 THtta. I 8.) 

AND whosoever was not found 
written in the book of life 

was cast into the lake of fire. 
(Rxr. xx. 15.) 

5M 
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TPE W^ONS Tf^IN. 

EAR reader, does it much matter 
whether you get into the right 
train or into the wrong one? 

The question may be asked, What makes 
one to be a right one and another to be 
a wrong one ? Well, I call that a right 
one for me which goes on to the place for 
which I have previously taken my 
ticket. A wrong train I consider to be 
one which takes me away from my 
proposed destination. Yes; but here 
another question may be asked, namely, 
Who is responsible, the traveller or the 
train, for mistakes of this kind ? Common-

sense will say the passenger is responsible, for he ought 
to make SURE as to where the train is going before 
he starts upon his journey. Indeed, he is without 
excuse, from the fact that the needed information is 
freely given oy the railway officials, if applied to, at 
all the stations along the line. 

This is how I got into a WRONG train a few months 
ago. Without asking any of the railway people a 
single question, I got into a down train at London 
Bridge, intending to go to Woolwich. I was per
fectly satisfied I was in the RIGHT train, for I am a 
pretty regular traveller between London and Wool
wich ; and as to the possibility of making a MISTAKE, 

the thing was altogether out of the question; no 
fear of a mistake on my part. I well knew the 
trains by this time. Other people might be silly 
enough to go wrong—not I—and so there I sat 
with my wife, waiting to hear the whistle give the 
starting signal for my home journey. Before the 
train started, I was partly amused and partly 
annoyed by my wife saying, in a quiet but decided 
tone, "You HAVE GOT INTO THE WRONG TRAIN." 

" Wrong train ! wrong train indeed I What could 
have put such a thought into your head ? Wrong 
train ! As if this had been my first journey between 
London and Woolwich I" 

By this time we were nearing Spa Road Station, 
but our train swept through without stopping. 
Strange, I thought, but it does not matter to me, as 
Woolwich, and not an intermediate station, is the 
place to which I am going. On we went, nearer 

and nearer home; twenty more minutes, and we 
will be there, for here is New Cross. We stop here, 
of course; no, a sharp scream from the driver's 
whistle, as we fly through the station, is our only 
stoppage at New Cross. 

For the first time since getting into the train I 
began to have misgivings, and an INWARD VOICE 

seemed to say, "What and if you are in the WRONG 
train, after all your self-confidence and contempt of 
your wife's warning before leaving London Bridge; 
for you had ample time to get out if you had 
wished ? " I will hope for the best/' I said to my
self as the train passed at full speed through St 
John's Station. 

" Dear me, this must be an EXPRESS," I thought, 
as I looked out of the window at the vanishing 
objects as we flew along the line. 

And now all doubts are at an end, for there is 
Lewisham on our left Yes, sure enough I am in 
the WRONG train, perfectly helpless, and at the mercy 
of a South-Eastern express. Vexed and humbled, 
in a faltering way I said to my wife, " We are in 
the WRONG train 1" 

" I knew it all along," she said. 
"How?" 
" I asked the guard before I got in; but, right or 

wrong, I must follow you; and now do tell me 
where we are going ?" 

" I am sure I cannot tell you," I said. 
" Well now, did you not, in a boasting and con

fident way, tell me you knew all about the trains ?" 
I remained silent with averted face, and kept 

looking out of the window as we passed, to see 
Eltham, Pope Street, Sidcup, Bexley, and Crayford 
stations. 

To my great satisfaction our train stopped at last 
at Dartford. In a few seconds I was on the platform, 
and my first question was, "Where is this train 
going?" 

"This is the EXPRESS for Gravesend," was the 
porter's reply. 

"Can I get a train for Woolwich?" 
" Yes, in half an hour." 
And glad was I to get back, I can tell you, 

having been taught a lesson by which I hope to 
profit, so far as right and wrong trains are con
cerned; my overweening confidence and conceit 
being the sole cause of my blunder. 

And now, dear reader, let us see if there is not a 
lesson here for you too, unless you are self-willed 
and over-confident, just as I was when I got into 
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the wrong train at London Bridge. If I may use 
the figure, Are you not also a traveller, travelling on 
and on at a very high speed to eternity f Your train 
is also an express. Since you drew your first breath, 
up to the present moment, your train has been 
going on without one halt by the way, neither will 
it stop until it lands you either in heaven or hell. 
But although your train never stops on this side 
death, but keeps going, going, by heart ticks night 
and day, God has provided a way by which you may 
get out now if YOU ARE IN THE WRONG TRAIN. 

A train is simply the way—a way provided by a 
railway company by which travellers are carried to 
certain places along their line on payment of a 
specified sum of money. You will see in the word 
of God that by nature and by practice all are 
sinners, on their way to eternal ruin, or, as one may 
say, in the devil's down train to destruction. But 
the God of love and of all grace has provided an 
up train to eternal glory for WHOSOEVER will go in 
it And notice, this journey to heaven is free to you, 
because your fare there, as well as your eternal 
home there, has been purchased for you by the 
precious BLOOD of the eternal Son of God, if you 
will take your place in GocTs train now. God's 
train is the Lord Jesus Christ Himself; for He is 
the way to God, the way to heaven, to peace and 
everlasting happiness. Will you take Him as your 
Saviour now ? God says to you, " Consider your 
ways" Have you done so? If you have con
sidered your past and present ways in the light of 
God's word, as well as in the light of eternity, you 
can have no difficulty as to knowing in which train 
you are now. 

The up line corresponds to the narrow way to 
heaven, the down line answers to the broad road to 
hell, where, if once there, you must remain, body 
and soul, for all eternity. May the God of all grace 
open your eyes now; yes, now, even before you 
have read this paper. 

If you are in any doubt as to which train you are 
in, permit me in love to point out to you certain un
mistakable marks by which you will be well able to 
tell whether you are now in the up or in the down 
train. Will you kindly consider some of the 
stations I passed on my foolish but self-deceived 
journeyf My starting-point was London Bridge. 
What does London suggest ? Is it not a little world 
in itself f From a spiritual point of view you and 
I have started on our journey for another world, 
but it was in this world we began it Your journey 

here is not finished, but it soon will be; and now 
the burning question for your heart is, WHICH TRAIN 

am I in at this very moment of time) Oh, see to 
it that you are not in the WRONG one I Next to 
London Bridge Station is Spa Hood. This is, to 
my mind, a picture of those who have used up 
their strength and energy in their pursuit of worldly 
pleasure, and have found it all vanity and vexation 
of spirit Jaded, weary, disappointed, heart-sick of 
what they can neither hold nor enjoy, they go for 
comfort to some spiritual Spa, of which there are 
many, presided over by the God of this world. 
Such places wear the garb of religion, but it is after 
all only sham and outside show. Those who try 
these spiritual watering-places suffer many things of 
many physicians, and spend all they have, are 
nothing bettered but rather grow worse. It was so 
with the poor woman, until she tremblingly, but in 
faith, touched the hem of the Great Physician's 
garment Blessed be His dear name! 

The next station I passed was New Cross. This 
station is not on God's up line. Oh, no, no, never 
will you find a new cross on the up line! This 
new cross is simply the devil's counterfeit of the 
glorious cross of Christ. Satan uses the new cross 
to deceive and cheat precious souls out of the full, 
free, and eternal salvation of God, purchased for 
them by the blood of Christ You will see a cross 
at the very beginning of the up line, but that cross 
is not the new cross, it is the dear old cross, on 
which was crucified the Saviour. The Christ-dis
honouring sham Christianity, so very popular at the 
present time, delights in a cross without a Christ on 
it. Yet Christ on the cross bearing sin was God's 
only possible way of salvation. Dear reader, 
beware of new crosses, for the end of all who trust 
the devil's new cross is eternal'damnation, and 
justly so, for is it not making light of the blood of 
the everlasting covenant of God's grace in Christ 
Jesus our Lord? 

Please note the next station, which is St John's. 
This is in perfect keeping with its next door 
neighbour, New Cross; for the devil's saints (shams 
of course) are new cross sinners, exalted by men to 
be saints, one for each day in their calendar. Such 
despise the free grace of God in Christ; they go 
about to establish their own righteousness instead of 
coining to God as helpless, ruined, and lost sinners, 
and accepting salvation through simple faith in a 
risen and glorified Saviour. Dear reader, for your 
soul's sake, see to it that you do not trust yourself 
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and .your eternal destiny to any cross, priest, or' 
saint, for there is no salvation out of Christ 

On my wrong journey I passed Pope Street 
This station is on the down line, and with the other 
stations by natural descent is in the line of Cain, 
and therefore very popular with such as pretend 
that by their good works they merit forgiveness of 
sins and eternal glory, in spite of the testimony of 
Scripture, which declares that "the blood of Jesus 
Christ, God's Son, cleanseth us from all sin," and 
that "without shedding of blood there is no remission." 
Dear friend, keep clear of this station, for it is one 
of Satan's gilded trap doors opening into the lake 
of fire and everlasting burnings! Remember, 
salvation is of grace and not of works, and if you 
are doing anything in the working line give it up at 
once, and trust a living Christ, who will give life to 
your dead soul. Then work you may, nay, work 
you must, if you love Him; for oh, dear Mend, 
with His very lifts blood He worked out salvation 
for you on the cross. Is it possible you can reject 
such a Saviour ? 

Fortunately for me the train stopped at Dartford, 
and it was there I escaped from my imprisonment, 
for which I had no one to blame but myself. As I 

grave's end I What else can you expect at the end 
of your short life's journey but an eternal grave's 
end, if you die unconverted to God through simple 
faith in Jesus Christ, the only Saviour of sinners) 

And now before bidding you farewell (the first 
and last time on this side of the grave may be), do 
tell me what is your true state before Godl Are 
you born again of the Spirit of Godl Are you 
ready to meet God at a moment's notice) Had you 
died last night, where would you be now? In 
heaven or in hell) Oh, be wise in time 1 This is 
your day of grace, now is your day of salvation; 
it may be grave's end for you to-morrow. 

My mistake caused me some inconvenience; but if 
you are not in God's train, and that is Christ alone, 
then fearful will your mistake prove to be. I was 
a prisoner in the train for an hour or so, but if you 
die in your sins, you must remain a prisoner under 
the abiding wrath of God for ever and ever. 

But listen, oh, listen! believe and TRUST Jesus. 
"For God so loved the world, that He gave His 
only-begotten Son, that whosoever believeth in Him 
should not perish, but have everlasting life.'9 

Will you be a whosoever f Will you trust Jesus 
now ? Do you say in your heart, " I will, yes, I 
will trust Jesus now 1" If you do, we shall meet 

have already told you, my wife voluntarily followed' in God's terminus in glory, where sin, death, and 
me into the train, although she knew it might end! Satan can never come. Blessed be our ever-loving 
in vexation and trouble, if nothing worse came of God for Jesus Christ, His most precious and un
i t Are you leading any other precious soul wrong,I speakable gift! Amen. 
in spite of their convictions) If you are, is not 
this a double sin) Take care, my dear reader, how 
you deal with others as you travel on to eternity. 
If you are in the UP train, by all means get hold of 
as many as you can for Jesus. If you are not, the 
ruin of your own soul is more than enough. Dart-
ford means a ford, crossing, or bridge over the river 
Dart, That also reminds me that the Lord Jesus 
Christ is the bridge which has spanned the river of 
God's Judgment for my sins. Yes, blessed be our 
God, the atonement of Jesus stands between me 
and a deep eternal hell, whilst the glorious living 
Lord Jesus Himself stands between me and present 
sins on my way home. He is also God's pledge to 
me of future glory. Dear, dear friend, all this He 
will be to you, the moment you trust Him as your 
own Saviour. 

I was to blame for getting into the wrong train, 
but surely it was a wise thing to get out of it the 
moment I had the opportunity, for you must know 
that the end of the journey was Gravesend. Oh, 
how vary suggettive to the awakened ganacieu 

I am, dear reader, 
Your faithful and willing servant, 

A PORTER ON THR UP LINE. 

I WILL J3IN« 6K ¥JIE J9E11GIEJ3 6R ¥JIE 
L63D F6H EYE*." 

PSALM butsix. 1. 

IOME, ye that know the Saviour's name, 
I Unite with us to sing; 
fGod's sovereign mercy we proclaim, 

Let each his tribute bring. 

This sovereign attribute of grace 
Demands our choicest strains, 

This mercy to our ruined race 
To every soul pertains. 

Once prodigals, and far from God! 
No hope oar souls to cheer; 

Bnt Christ in mercy shed His blood, 
Through Him we 're now brought near. 

Now reconciled, the peace of God 
l ike Eden's river flows; 

And righteousness, like ocean's flood 
Profound, no limit knows. 

Of mercy, then, we well may *ing, 
Would all our Saviour knew: 

Come, sinner, come, your guilt to bring, 
This mercy is for you! ^-^R. 0. j 
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JPJIE £566 ffl5D JPflE S& W&E$; 
OR, 

B T T S . S X J O ' C T . 

k^g^^OT^J WAS rather interested when I read 

r^^^O «£l *n *̂ e Pu^ c P1688 °' *̂ e ^°x °*1 
cVl^&if^^ 8UPPose(* Bank of England notes 
| ^ ^ ^ « S H E V | found by the scavengers employed 

by the Metropolitan Board of Works 
under a furze-bush on Clapham Common. The 
place and the spurious notes gave birth to reflection. 
The common I know well, I might almost say 
every yard of it As soon as I could walk my 
boyish feet trod upon its grassy sward. As I 
grew older it was one of my chief resorts for youth
ful games and sports. It was there, I remember 
well, I had a marvellously providential escape from 
a broken neck, or being maimed for lifa I was on 
the back of a high-spirited hunter. It was reported 
she had wicked freaks while jumping—of suddenly 
stretching her head and neck downward, at the 
same time flinging in quick succession her hind 
legs upward I had known and ridden her for 
some time, and seeing no signs of anything capri
cious in her, I thought it only a report But one 
morning, while exercising her over ditch and furze-
bush, being off my guard, in a moment I found 
myself in the air, literally turning a somersault 
Mercifully my feet had freed themselves from the 
stirrups, and I landed safely unhurt on the grass. 
When I regained consciousness I found she had 
made her way to the smith's shop, where I 
mounted her again, and made her traverse over the 
same ground for my pleasure as she had done for 
her own. Alas! I was unconverted, unsaved then; 
and, oh, if I had been killed my soul would have 
been lost, lost for ever! But this providential 
deliverance awakened reflection, and made me 
think a little, for a time at least, of JBTKRNITY, 

and where I should spend it It was on this 
common, shortly after my conversion to Christ, 
I gave my first maiden speech—a gospel address. 

I only now remember the Scripture I kept 
quoting; it was, "Ye must be born again/7 I 
had just been born again; I felt it, I knew it 
And, reader, you must be born again, or you will 
never enter heaven. From that Lord's-day, and 
for years after, I with others preached Christ to the 
crowds who ever resorted there, and many have 

been saved, washed in the blood of the Lamb; but 
years have passed since then—some whose voices 
were heard proclaiming Christ, the Life, to dead 
sinners are now with the Lord, and though dead 
they speak. One out of that number, who was 
ever speaking and writing about " heaven, and how 
to get there,'1 a few years ago safely landed therrf 
himself. Others are far, far away from that spot— 
some in the antipodes, all widely scattered, but 
still lifting up the same Christ, the only Saviour of 
poor, lost, sinful man. 

But what has this to do with the "notes"? 
my reader may say. Why just this: As the 
notes were only imitations of the real, so there 
were also some who attended those meetings, who 
proved to be only professors professing to be saved, 
converted, when they were only imitations, counter* 
feits of the real professors of Christ, but not 
possessors. The papers state the £500 note tendered 
to the cashier at the Bank of England appeared to 
be perfectly genuine, and it was only by the dis
covery that there were no notes of that particular 
number issued for that amount that the forgery was 
detected. And, dear reader, it is possible to be so 
much like the true, real Christian that it is difficult 
to detect the difference. But there is a day coming 
when the hypocrite will be unmasked, when all 
that is unreal and fictitious will be brought to the 
light, and seen and known by the Judge of all the 
earth at the great white throne. There will be no 
mistake then, no passing current for the true when 
ialse then. Oh, reader, be a real, true believer in 
the Lord Jesus Christ now, then you will never 
stand at that great white throne to be judged and 
to be cast into hell! " He that believeth on Him 
is not condemned," "shall not come into judg
ment;" "He is delivered from the- wrath to 

\eome" 
The writer once had a five pound note in his 

pocket loose. It remained there for some weeks 
unknown to him. Frequently he amused himself 
by twisting and twisting it round his fingers, until 
it became dirty, ragged, and a part of it torn off 
and lost One day, to his surprise, when turning 
out this old piece of paper, as he thought, he found 

lit to be a veritable five pound Bank of England 
note; but so disfigured, so dilapidated, that it 
looked useless. There was only one way open to 
get it changed; that was, to go to the Bank of 
England. On my way through London I called 
and explained all particulars. From one place 
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I was directed to another, until at last I was 
ushered into a small office, with boarded partitions 
and little openings in it, just like where you get 
your tickets at the railway stations, only much 
smaller. Here I had to give full explanation in 
writing. Of course, going through all this ordeal 
made me a little nervous. After a little while I 
had to follow the gentleman to whom I had given 
the written explanation into a large room, where I 
had to stay till he returned, as he had evidently gone 
to show my poor, torn note to some higher officials. 
After a little more shifting, my note, with explana
tions, was returned, with instructions to pass it 
through our banker; which I did; and soon had its 
value returned to me, and my dirty, ragged, and 
imperfect note was of more value than the whole 
box, stated to contain from £6000 to £7000. The 
reason is obvious; mine was genuine, real. Those 
found in the box were only imitations—sham Bank 
of England notes. A real, true Christian may not 
have much exterior or outward appearance to 
commend himself. But if he is trusting in Christ 
alone for salvation, he is a Son of God, a joint-heir 
with Christ His body is the temple of the Holy 
Ghost, and he is sealed with the Spirit till the day 
of redemption. God has marked him as His 
own, he need not fear. Neither will men, devils, 
or angels be able to destroy there personal identity, 
or sever them from that love which has made them 
His for ever. " We know Him that is from the 
beginning." " We know that we have passed from 
death unto life." ."We know that He abideth in 
us, by the Spirit which He hath given us." We 
know that the Son of God is come, and hath given 
us an understanding, that we may know Him that 
is true—His Son Jesus Christ " This is the true 
God, and eternal life." " My sheep hear my voice, 
and I know them." 

May you, dear reader, never be among the 
number to whom the Lord will say, " / know you 
not." 

WjfK ipiDEtfg Ep. 
HERE stood the preacher of the 
cross, beneath the bright blue sky, 
heralding forth with divine authority 
the gospel of peace and salvation, 

good-will from God to men. There, in 
the town where he had been brought 
up and was well known, where in past 
years he had been sinful and frivolous, 
the merriest of the merry, identified 

with folly and sin of every description. 
He is a converted man now, his life is vastly 

different from what it was, and his destiny is 
altered eternally. With compassion in his heart, 
and sympathy beaming in his eye, he stands in the 
open air proclaiming the Saviour's love to all 
mankind. 

No feeling of shame or cowardice lurks in his 
breast while he openly and fearlessly proclaims 
salvation to the lost, pardon to the guilty, peace 
and rest to men oppressed With a sense of alienation 
from God, from Christ, from Hope. 

Scarcely has the last utterance of his address 
died away when he sees a sudden commotion 
among the listeners, caused by an old acquaintance, 
a tradesman in the town. All eyes are now turned 
upon the man causing the disturbance, and with the 
coolest deliberation he spake as follows to the 
preacher: 

" Before I would make such a fool of myself as 
you have to-day, I would have my tongue ripped 
out" 

For a moment there is perfect silence; then the 
preacher, gazing sadly upon him, made a brief and 
suitable reply, and the people dispersed. 

The man who had thus disturbed the meeting was 
wellknown in the locality, being an avowed infidel, 
and he seemed to take a pride in repudiating 
everything connected with God, or with the Holy 
Scriptures. 

About a month after this happened, while 
engaged in his place of business, he took a pen out 
of an inkbottie, and finding the nib useless, 
attempted to remove it The latter being too 
tightly fixed to be taken out in the ordinary way, he 
put it to his mouth, and extracted it with his teeth. 
It was only an everyday occurrence, but in his case 
it was destined to lead to very serious results; for 
in the act he scratched his tongue by the nib, and 
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the ink having in some way or other become tainted, 
conveyed poison to his tongue. Being for a time 
ignorant of what had happened, he neglected to 
attend to the matter, and eventually a cancer formed 
itself upon the tongue. Driven to desperation, he 
at last consented to am operation, in the hope of 
saving life. His tongue was cut out; but he died 
almost immediately after. 

Oh, what an end! Does the reader regard it as 
a mere coincidence! We view it as a signal 
illustration of the passage, " It is a fearful thing to 
fall into the hands of the living God." 

Infidelity, blasphemy, and impiety are rampant; 
and the greatness of God is evidenced by His 
patience and longsuffering with men in their 
impious and wicked behaviour. 

"The fool hath said in his heart, There is no 
God." "The fool"—for that is God's verdict upon 
the man who in his madness ignores the bountiful 
Creator of heaven and earth—presumes in the 
arrogance of human reason and research to sneer at 
things holy and sacred. 

It has been truly said, "There is no infidelity in 
hell;" for the moment the soul of man passes into 
eternity, if unsaved, what a terrible awakening it 
has. The stern hand of an offended God is felt, 
judgment without mercy is poured forth, and the 
ceaseless wails of the lost soul in perdition proclaim 
aloud the fact that unbelief and infidelity have 
been swept into oblivion. The land is flooded with 
infidel and hellish literature; the youth, especially 
in our large cities and towns, axe rapidly learning 
to despise their parents' piety and their parents' 
God. With hard-hearted effrontery they too can 
look with scorn and treat with contempt the man 
who speaks of God and eternity in our streets. 

Said of Tarsus hated the Christians, heaped 
ridicule and ignominy on their heads, delighted to 
oppress them and treat them with cruelty, and 
knew not the one he was really persecuting till the 
Lord of glory thundered in his ear, "Why perse-1 
cutest thou ME I* 

Little did the man mentioned in this narrative 
think how sudden and how terrible would be the 
judgment of God upon him. Header, think! You 
too may be marked out by God for similar and 
summary vengeance; and even should you be 
permitted by God to pursue your course of un
godliness without such specific manifestation of I 
His righteous displeasure, remember the day of I 
reckoning will come—you cannot escape i t And 

over and above your boastful repudiation of His 
claims upon you as a bountiful Creator and Pre
server you must then give account for your contempt 
of His greatest manifestation of Himself, even of 
Christ—"God manifest in the flesh.17 Poor 
creature, object of the Christian's deepest com
miseration and prayers, what have you got in 
death's dark and dismal hour) Nothing. Who 
can describe the desolation of BOUI that has seized 
many a man with similar unbelief then 1 

Stripped of every stay, bereft of every hope, 
ignorant of God's infinite mercy and salvation 
through Christ, they have passed into dense and 
hopeless darkness. Oh, be wise in time; account 
yourself, with all your wisdom and research, a fool 
indeed; become as a little child, and in all the 
helplessness of the infant cast yourself upon the 
mercy of the blessed God. 

He will not upbraid for the past, He will not 
cast out> and He saveth to the uttermost all that 
come to Him. F. A, B. 

+ 

!PflE EFFECT 6F IiOVE. 
WAS loved so in sin and in blindness, 

My enmity melted away, 
And the choicest of all human kindness 

Grew dim, like a star at the day* 

I was wild as the heath of the mountain, 
And dark as th'e depths of the sea, 

With a heart never filled by the fountain 
Of love—ever full, ever free. 

While the meteors of fancy were glaring, 
They dazzled, but faded in gloom; 

And the hopes that have kept from despairing 
Were bounded, alas! by the tomb. 

Yet an eye, as I wandered, was on me— 
A power overshadowed my way, 

And so lovingly lighted upon me 
A hand that so tenderly lay; 

While a face of affection and pity 
Broke in on the shade of my night, 

That, in tears, to Hie heavenly city 
I turned, and trod in His light. 

Then away with the idols of folly, 
Too long I have lain in their dreams; 

I am bought, and the heart should be wholly 
His own, who so dearly redeems. 

Shall my song of confession be dosing, 
And bear not the stamp of His name P 

On JBSUS what spirit reposing 
Could cover His glory and fame? W. 8. H . 
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was 
a careless, 
thoughtless 
young man, 
who cared 
for the 
world, and 
did his beet 
to make 

"£" h i m s e l f 
^ happy in 

forgetful-
IILUS of Cod. "Revival 
services " were announ

ced to be held in a chapel in 
the place where he resided. 

. Constrained through curiosity 
entered the building, and 

God began to trouble him. 
He became deeply concerned about his soul, and 
listened most attentively to the words of the preacher. 
Instead, however, of being directed to accept the Lord 
Jesus Christ as his Saviour through simple faith in 
His finished work, he was urged to "go forward " and 
ask God for forgiveness. At the close of the preach
ing one evening he went forward to the " penitent 
bench," knelt down, and earnestly besought God to 
have mercy on him. He was spoken to, and told 
that if he were willing to renounce his sins, and give 
his heart to God, he would obtain salvation. The 
result was, he made a profession of being " converted," 

declaring that he had given up his sins, made a 
start for the kingdom, and meant to serve God and 
prove faithful to His cause. But the poor fellow 
had missed Christ Satan had given him a plank 
to rest upon instead of the Rock of Ages. What 
he did, felt, experienced, and intended doing in the 
future, composed the sandy foundation on which he 
was building his hopes for eternity. 

How many, like F , have been led to rest on 
their experiences, feelings, vows, and resolutions, 
instead of on Christ Jesus and Him crucified. 
What an awakening it will be to them to find out 
that they have been deceived by the arch enemy 
with a spurious conversion. 

In due time F was received into communion 
with the Church, taking an active and prominent 
part in religious services, exhorting at class-meet
ings, &c. He " held on " to his " profession " for 
some time, but was greatly shocked by the incon
sistencies of some who took a prominent part in 
church affairs. They did things that honourable 
men of the world would not stoop to. At last he 
renounced his profession, and lost faith in every
thing and everybody. For a time he professed 
infidelity, openly advocating it, and attacking 
Christianity. But he was miserable and wretched, 
and to quiet his conscience and allay his fears he 
took to drinking. Deeper and deeper he plunged 
into sin, farther and farther he fell in the social 
scale, until at last he began to travel with a show. 
God was caring for him during his miserable career, 
and was deeply and intensely interested in his welfare. 

Whilst visiting Q , to obtain a hall for one of 
his entertainments, he was informed that at a. 
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farmer's house, not far distant, a peculiar man was 
preaching "the devil's doctrine." The people of 
Q — appeared to be up in arms against him, and 
F determined he would go to the meeting. On 
reaching the place he heard an earnest evangelist 
warning men and women of coming wrath and 
judgment, and pointing them to the sinner's friend, 
the Lord Jesus Christ. At the close of the address 
the servant of Christ asked F if he were saved, 
" I am not saved, and I don't wish to be," was the 
curt reply. A farmer came round to where he was, 
asking him a similar question, and he told him that 
he was not, and did not wish to be, and added, " I 
don't want anything to do with you or religion." 
Placing his hand on his shoulder, and looking 
earnestly into his face, the Christian said, "God 
says you are lost,1' and left him. Enraged at what 
was told him, he determined to chastise the farmer, 
and with that object in view he left the house, 
resolving to await a favourable opportunity of 
accomplishing his purpose. Soon he was surrounded 
by earnest Christians, who began to talk plainly to 
him about God, death, judgment, and eternity, i 
He was faithfully warned of the doom that awaited j 
him if he rejected God's Christ Stung to the 
quick by what he had heard, amongst other things 
he told them that he did not believe that there was 
a God, and that the Bible was a lie. Growing 
bolder, he declared, " You who have so much faith 
in God, if there is such a being, let Him manifest 
His power I One of you can take out your watch, 
and join in prayer for three minutes, and I will 
give Him that time to take me out of existence." 
Feeling shocked and horrified at such dreadful and 
daring blasphemy the Christians went away, leaving 
him alone. -

He returned to his hotel and retired to rest, but 
sleep forsook his eyelids. Memory recalled scenes 
which he would infinitely prefer were buried in the 
depths of oblivion. He remembered his dreadful chal
lenge to the Almighty to strike him dead. If his 
request had been answered he would now be beyond 
the reach of hope in the depth of a burning helL What 
if it should be answered before the morning ? Every 
shred of his infidelity was demolished. He tried 
hard to banish from his mind his past life of in* 
gratitude, folly, and rebellion. He could not do so. 
like David, the psalmist, he could say, " The pains 
of hell gat hold upon me." (Psalm cxvi 3.) The 
burning, searching, piercing eye of a holy God 
seemed to be resting upon him. The Holy Spirit 

showed him his true position and condition—a lost, 
guilty, condemned sinner, on the brink of a lost 
eternity. In the midst of his anguish a verse of 
scripture quoted at the gospel meeting was brought 
before him in wondrous power—u The Son of Man 
is come to seek and to save that which was lost" 
(Luke xix. 10.) The light from the cross of 
Calvary streamed in upon his darkened souL He 
saw God's " easy and unencumbered plan" of 
salvation. Now he knew why the Lord Jesus 
Christ suffered, bled, and died. It was for the sins 
of " lost" sinners like him; and through believing 
on Him, who did it all and paid it all, he was a 
sinner saved by matchless grace. 

The same evening he walked eight miles to tell 
the preacher what the Lord Jesus had done for him. 
The change in his life was soon manifest to others, 
and a few days after he gathered all his show 
trappings and boxes together and burned them. 
Tears have rolled away since F professed to 
have received Christ; and the writer recently had 
the privilege of hearing him tell what great things 
God had done for him. 

Perhaps some who read this short sketch of 
F 's history may, like him, have had a spurious 
conversion. They were troubled about their souls, 
and rested on happy feelings, or perhaps believed 
that they had eternal life instead of believing on 

I Christ Oh, .the multitudes of deceived souls who 
can give day and date, chapter and verse, for their 
conversion; and there is nothing in their lives to 
show that they have passed from death unto life. 
God's holy Word has declared, that " if any man 
be in Christ, he is a new creature: old things are 
passed away; behold, all things are become new*" 
(2 Cor. v. 17.) Do you know anything of this 
experience ? Or have you been " deceived "—con
verted by man, but not by God t 

What has your "conversion" done for youl 
Have you become a "new creature," with new 
desires, new feelings, new aspirations f Get to the 
foundation on which you are building for eternity, 
and see where you are. 

Whatever condition you may be in read God's 
holy Word, and see what He has said about yourself, 
and then see what He has said about Christ. First 
believe God's testimony against you, and then 
believe His testimony for you. If you are eternally 
lost you will have no one to blame but yourself. 
Salvation has been provided for you at an infinite 
cost, and is pressed upon you for your acceptance 
without money and without price. Will you have 
it 1 Will you have it now 1 
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PART I. 

b 0 j 3 9 ! b 0 j39 ! 1(6)39! 

J£)OST! lost! lost! 
j^( It falls on the passer's ear— 

"Ha the town crier going his usual rounds, 
And yon heedlessly hear the accustomed sounds 

That echo afar or near. 
Lost! lost! lost! 

A poor little child in the street— 
And the questioners hear, through her sobs, of how 
She strayed from her mother's side just now, 

Mid the crowd of hurrying feet. 

"The Son of Han is come to seek and to SAVE 
that which was LOST." 

Lost! lost! lost! 
The preacher raises the cryv 

As he asks of the well-dressed, ill-dressed, all, 
In chapel, or church, or mission-hall, 

" Will you ha your $ouU for ayeP" 
Lost! lost! lost! 

They mU not enter and hear. 
So the messengers go to the streets and tell, 
" If you 're out of Christ you are going to hell;" 

And the words ring loud and clear. 
Lost! lost! lost! 

But we bring you wonderful news, 
For lost ones Jesus His life-blood gave, 
You are not too lost for Jesus to save; 

There is pardon for you if you choose." 
Lost! lost! lost! 

We will cry it out while we may. 
Though men and women listen awhile, 
With sometimes a scoff, and sometimes a smile, 

Then go on their downward way. 
Lost! lost! lost! 

But listen, and mark me well, 
If you cast your immortal soul away, 
The devil will catch it, and laughing say, 

" I will have you with me in hell." 
Lost! lost! lost! 

In spite of that wonderful love. 
In spite of that Saviour who died for you; 
With a suicide's hand your soml you slew, 

And forfeited heaven above. 
Lost! lost! lost! 

Escape ere you utter the cry, 
As amidst the torments of hell you are tossed, 
" I might ka*$ bten saved, but now I am lost— 

I am lost for eternity." 
" How shall we escape, if we nsglect so great salyation ?" (Heb. ii. S.) 
"What shall it profit a man, if he gain the whole world, and few 

his own *oul f (Mark viii. 86.) 
" In hell he lift up hiB eyes, being in torments." (Luke zvi. 23.) 
" Send . . . testify unto them, LXST THIT ALSO com into this place 

of torment.9' (Lukexrt 87, 28.) 
"Where their worm dieth not, and the fife is not quenched." 

(ICark ix. 46,) 

PART II. 

J5JIYED! JS9IYED jgpiYED 
TBS PACTS MSKTIOKSn BELOW A M ALL XXSTAHOBS OP CONVBBS!OK 

PERSONALLY KXOWX TO THX WEITBE. 

" What must I do to be saved T" 
" Believe on the Lord Jesus Christ, and thou shalt be saved. * 

(|3 AVED! saved! saved! 
^ 'Tis the cry of the new-born soul; 
I was down in the mud and mire of sin, 
But the Saviour has made me fair and clean, 

And the Saviour has made me whole. 
Saved! saved! saved! 

What a chorus of joyful cries! 
Will you listen with me, and hear them tell 
How they met the Lord on the way to hell, 

And He bade the dead arise P 
Saved! saved! saved! 

" I was sick of a life of sin, 
I had lain all night on a tap-room floor, 
I would have laughed at the thunders of law, 

But the love of Christ came in." 
Saved! saved! saved! 

(a) "I was broken down by His love; 
In my mess, on the lower deck, 'twas there 
He saved me from sin, and hell, and despair, 

And gave me a home above." 
Saved! saved! saved! 

'Tis another sailor's voice— 
(*) " Heaieth—believeth—hath, I read; 

And the words were a message of life to the dead, 
And they made my heart rejoice." 

Saved! saved! saved! 
'Tis a lady speaking now— 

(c) M'Twas the crimson page in a wordless book 
Bade me look at the blood. There was life in the look! 

And He saved me—that was how." 
Saved! saved! saved! 

" As a child it was that I heard 
(d) He had said, 'It is finished' on Calvary's tree, 

And I knew that the work was finished for me, 
And I took Him at His word. 

Saved! saved! saved! 
" 'Twas away in India where 

I thought of the Sunday-school at home— 
(*) With a comrade I knelt in a little room, 

And the dear Lord saved me there." 
Saved! saved! saved! 

And saved to tell of His love. 
He died for me, and He died for you, 
I've trusted Him, so I know it's true; 

And He wants you, too, above. 
(a) " God so loved the world, that He gave His only-begotten Son, 

that whosoever beliereth in Him should not perish, but hare ererlast-
ingtife." (John il i 16.) 

(b) " He that hearethmy word, and beUeveth on Him that sent me, 
hath everlasting life." (John v. *4.) 

(e) "The blood of Jesus Christ His Son oleanseth us from all sin*" 
(lJohni, 7.) 

(d) "He said, 'It is finished:' and He bowed His head,and gave up 
the ghost" (John six, 30.) 

(e) "Him that oometh unto me I will in no wise cast out." 

<***"•> H.E.W. 
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"BfaEjSjS THE bOÎ D, V J W j S I¥!M . 
B"5T S . B L O W . 

a small town in the county of S , 
where a friend of the writer resided 
he used to recognize a young man 
frequently pass his house who by his 

appearance indicated he was suffering from that fell 
destroyer, consumption. As day by day told the 
sad tale that deadly disease was, like a demon, 
devouring his life's blood, blighting all earthly 
prospects, and withering all his earthly cherished 
hopes, my friend longed to speak to him about 
eternal things and heavenly prospects, and heavenly 
hopes which could never be withered or blasted. 
Having frequently crossed his path, he used the 
opportunity thus afforded, and on several occasions 
conversed with him—kindly and lovingly referring 
to his painful disease, which was so rapidly gaining 
ground on him, as a just reason eternal things 
should specially occupy his attention; but, like 
many, and especially the young, who are subjects of 
this deadly and deceptive disease, he usually replied 
that he was a little better, his cough was not so 
troublesome, he had a better night, and he thought 
he should soon recover. Hence he was continually 
flattering himself by these false delusive hopes of 
"getting better" soon; so he took comparatively 
little notice of what my friend said, and refused 
to accept the invitation repeatedly given to him to 
come and hear the gospel in the little meeting-room 
close by his house. After much patience and 
repeated solicitation, one night he turned into the 
gospel meeting, and listened attentively to the 
preached word. The result was conviction of sin, 
restlessness of soul, and deep concern about the 
future and eternity, and where he would spend it. 
At last, when he had to keep his bed, and all hopes 
of recovery were futile, his soul anxiety increased, 
deepened, and he gladly welcomed the visits of 
Christian friends. One day my friend, while visiting 
him, was led to read Isaiah liii When he reached 
the verse, " He was wounded for our transgressions, 
He was bruised for our iniquities: the chastisement 
of our peace was upon Him; and with His stripes 
we are healed," all at once he broke out in such 
ecstasy and joy, exclaiming, "Bless the Lord, that's 
it! bless the Lord, that's it!" 

"What is it?" asked the Christian visitor. 
"Why," replied the young man, rejoicing in his 

newly-found peace and joy, "' He was wounded for 

our transgressions, He was bruised for our iniquities: 
the chastisement of our peace is upon Him; and 
with His stripes we are healed.'11 

When his mother came home, soon after the 
Christian friend had left, he called her to his 
bedside, and repeated the same passage of scripture 
with much vehement joy, exclaiming, "Bless the 
Lord, that's it! bless the Lord, that's it, mother!" 
When his father came home in the evening, and as 
his custom was went immediately upstairs to see 
how his son Johnny was, he shouted out, as soon as 
his father entered the room, "'But He was wounded 
for our transgressions, He was bruised for our 
iniquities: and the chastisement of our peace was 
upon Him; and with His stripes we are healed*' 
Bless the Lord, that's it! bless the Lord, that's it, 
father!" And he did exactly the same with other 
members of the family when called to see him. 
What simplicity 1 what confidence and trust! No 
fear, no dread now of the future; all radiant with 
heavenly light and heavenly joy; death's sting gone 
—for ever gone, for ever vanquished. The simple 
reason of this was because he knew himself to be a 
sinner, and trusted in the Saviour of sinners, who 
died in the sinner's place, suffered in the sinner's 
stead. Such is God's way of saving, and the only 
way and condition in which He will save—faith, 
simple trust in what another has passed through, 
has suffered. God's beloved Son, who became the 
sinner's Substitute, bore the wrath that was due to 
the sinner who believes in Him. 

" For God must visit sin 
With His displeasure sore; 

For He is holy, just, and true, 
And righteous evermore. 

" Yet Jesus died for sin— 
Upon the cross He died; 

God s righteousness was then displayed. 
And justice satisfied. 

11 This only can we d o -
Believe in Christ and live, 

Flyto the shelter of His blood, 
Who only life can give/* 

t Hence the sinner, however deeply stained with sin, 
however long he may have slighted, rejected, or 
despised God's way and only way of salvation, if 
he comes resting, relying, believing on God's Christ, 
he is saved—saved in a moment, immediately, and 
is ready for death, and prepared for eternity and 
the presence of God; and can say, whether living 
or dying, in health or in sickness, in prosperity or 
in adversity, "Bless the Lord, that's it" "But 
He was wounded for our transgressions, He was 
bruised for our iniquities: and the chastisement of 
our peace was upon Him; and with His stripes wi 
ARE HKALBD." 
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-Hie W»I¥I]56. * * 
8 f B S j ? ASSING along the road to Station, 
M W2VA I was startled by a carriage coming up 
K9 Wrar tahind me at an unusual speed I 
^ ^ ^ * turned, as it was so near, and saw some 
one clinging to the side of the vehicle, while the 
horse, frightened perhaps by want of its accustomed 
guidance, and by the reins dangling about its feet, 
was rushing onwards. I expected every moment to 
see the man loose his hold and the wheels to go 
over him; however, some of the people at the 
station managed to stop the animal, and thus save 
him. 

A few words of congratulation on his wonderful 
escape, and he returned to his seat, and continued 
his journey. 

An opportunity some time after occurring, this 
merciful escape was alluded to; and the remark 
made how near the unseen world was to each of us, 
although it was invisible; and how in one moment 
we might be ushered into it, and of the happiness 
of being prepared for such an event. 

" Since my wonderful escape I have indeed been 
thinking much on the subject, and I pray that God 
would make me fit for it. I ought surely to be 
very thankful for His mercy, and live a better life 
than I have done." 

" Then what do you expect God to do for you, as 
yon say you pray that He may make you fit for a 
better world 1" 

" Well, he is very merciful, and I hope He will 
forgive all my sins and shortcomings, and hear my 
prayers. 

"You do pray to Him 1" 
"Oh, I have never lived such an ungodly life 

as never to pray to Him! but since my accident, 
feeling how near I was to death, I have prayed 
more earnestly, and I hope God will hear me." 

"Then you cannot have any hope of salvation 
until God hoars your prayers?" 

"Oh, yes, I hope to be saved, because I am 
praying to Him! and the Bible says 'He is the 
hearer and answerer of prayer,' and I hope He will 
hear mine." 

u Well then, how do you expect to know when 
your prayers are heard, and when you are saved ?" 

" Of course we cannot know for certain, till the 
day when some shall be on the right hand and some 
on the left" 

* " As you seem to know the Scriptures, tell me 

what is the meaning of the declaration of God, that 
'now is the accepted time.1 (2 Cor. vi 2.) 'Noto 
in Christ Jesus, ye who sometimes were far off are 
made nigh by the blood of Christ,' (Eph. iL 13.) 
•And thus giving thanks to the Father wlw hath 
delivered us from the power of darkness, and hath 
translated us into the kingdom of His dear Son/ " 
(CoL i. 13.) 

" Well, I suppose that when we are living a good 
life, then we may call ourselves Christians, and 
expect to enter the kingdom." 

"But do you not observe that there is no 
mention of such a thing—the apostle speaks of 
having salvation, of having been taken into the 
kingdom %" 

" Oh, that was St. Paul! Of course we do not 
expect to be like him." 

" Do you think, then, that there is one gospel for 
the apostle and another for us 1 Does he not say 
that if any one, or even an angel, were to preach 
another gospel he would be accursed 1" 

" I never thought of that." 
" Are you not in some measure expecting some

thing more than what God has already given you V 
"What do you meant" 
" I mean, Are you not expecting something more 

to be given you in answer to your prayers than 
what He has given to you in His word before you 
can have salvation) You are waiting, you say, 
praying, and hoping God will hear you." 

" Yes." 
" Well, consider a little. Are you not thinking 

that some day you will feel differently, that some 
day you will hear a sermon that will convert you, 
perhaps, in short, that something will occur that 
will make you think God has heard your prayers ?" 

" Perhaps I have been thinking like that; I do 
not quite know." 

"Think of this then: God has revealed His 
salvation to us in the Scriptures; they are divine, 
proved to be so by abler people than we are, so we 
need not discuss that point He will not send an 
angel down to tell you or me anything new ; you 
can never be any more fit to have salvation than you 
are today, since God has accomplished already all 
that His justice and mercy required in order that 
fallen man might be saved. What are you waiting 
fort He will not speak to you with an audible 
voice. He will not send one from the unseen world 
to assure you of eternal realities. What then are 
you expecting before you can be saved V 
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"I cannot say; I never thought of things in 
that light You do not surely mean that I am not 
toprayT 

" No, I do not say that; but as God has made 
known to you in His word His way of salvation, 
you must take heed to His instructions. He says 
that He has, by His own beloved Son, provided a 
perfect salvation and way of reconciliation, and 
beseeches you to be reconciled. He has given His 
Son to be our Saviour. He came and finished the 
work His Father gave Him to do, and ' obtained 
eternal redemption for usv (Heb. ix. 12); so that 
it is a gift. ' The gift of God is eternal life, and 
this life is in His Son.' (Rom. vi. 23.) 'He that 
hath the Son hath lifa' (1 John v. 12.) Thus you 
see that God gives salvation to whosoever accepts 
His Son." 

" Oh, I cannot see that such a great matter as 
my deliverance from hell, from the consequence of 
having broken God's holy law, can be had in so 
easy a way!" 

" It was not an easy way to secure your salvation. 
It required the wisdom of God Himself to devise 
it, and cost the Lord Jesus Christ bitter suffering 
and death to accomplish it, and needs the power of 
the Holy Spirit now to convince you that it is all 
true, and that you may be a partaker of it God 
has made known to us fully the truth of all this in 
Scripture once for all; no more will be added to it 
Will you credit His word 1 or will you doubt it ? 
Will you consent to His plan, and accept salvation 
as a gift from Himself, obtained for you by the 
Lord Jesus Christ?" 

" But I am not worthy to come to God for such 
a gift, my sins and shortcomings are too many." 

" Your sins and shortcomings 1 God has already 
settled about these." j 

"How soV 
" I will try and explain. Suppose it were possible 

that you could stand before God in your sins, and 
He were to pronounce upon you sentence of death, 
according to His word—' The soul that sinneth, it 
shall die/ (Ezek. xviii. 4.) And suppose it possible 
that you could endure this punishment of death, 
rise up from it, and afterwards live a perfectly holy 
life; you would then feel entitled to salvation, as 
it were, because you had answered for your trans
gressions, and you would not expect to be a second 
time called upon to do so." 

"Ho; of course I would consider myself free." 
"Then do you not see that when you accept the 

Son of God as your Saviour, as your substitute, you 
are actually made one with Him, and God accounts 
that when Jesus died on the cross to make atone
ment for sins, all who believe virtually died with 
Him; and when He was buried out of sight, they 
were also; and when He rose again, having * put 
away sin by the sacrifice of Himself' (Heb. ix. 26) 
God received Him, and in Him all who are His, as 
having thus fulfilled all righteousness, and as a 
token that all was finished, according to His holy 
will, set Him at His own right hand where he 
awaits the time appointed of the Father for the 
full enjoyment of the accomplished redemption. 
Jesus waiting on high, His people here, 'fellow-
workers ' in making this salvation known, beseeching 
its acceptance now, by every one who will be 
persuaded." 

" Do you mean that my prayers and waiting are 
of no use to obtain my eternal safety!" 

"Do yen anywhere in the Bible find that they are?" 
"Yes; is it not said, "Wait on the Lord"? 

(Psalm cxxx. 5.) 
"That means that God's people when in any 

need or trouble are to wait on Him for deliverance 
or guidance, not that sinful men are to wait before 
they decide to trust His message. To wait is to 
doubt His sincerity when He says, 'Come;" to 
doubt His word when He declares that " all things 
are ready;" to disobey His command when He says, 
' Come unto me all ye that labour and are heavy 
laden, and I will give you rest' (Matt. xi. 28.) 
* God now commandeth all men everywhere to 
repent: because He had appointed a day, in the 
which He will judge the world in righteousness 
by that man whom He hath ordained.'" (Acts 
xii. 30, 31.) 

This seemed to throw a new light upon the 
question, and by the teaching of the Holy Spirit, 
led to an intelligent apprehension of the gospel, and 
the possession of that which passeth understand
ing, the following "good confession" being the 
witness thereof: " I can now rejoice in the glorious 
truth. Accepted in Christ! Adopted into the 
family of God! My sins I see were indeed dealt 
with when the Lord Jesus, my substitute, died on 
the cross, and I now stand complete in Him. 
Saved by nothing of my own, yet 1 want to work 
out this salvation, thus made mine, by serving the 
Lord my master, and showing others—so as to win 
them—the reality of it. I have a peace which the 
world cannot give, neither can it take away; and if 
unbelief arises to shake my hold of these precious 
truths, I have but to remember that it is not my 
grasp of my Saviour which is weak, and which 
Satan might easily displace, but it is His grasp of 
me on which my salvation depends; and He declares 
that NONE shall be able to pluck me out of His 
hand," J. H. • 
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THE WATCHMAN'S MESSAGE. 

Ji Cf(Y F6K flELP. 
WAS sitting one morning on the 
pierhead at enjoying the 
sweet stillness of the scene, with no 
thought of death or danger near, 
when my ear caught the sound of 

a stifled cry for "help." It seemed to come from 
one whose strength was well-nigh gone. I rose 
quickly, and looked down over the rail which 
guarded the pier. A man who had been bathing, 
having got out of his depth, was clinging to 
one of the joists for support, and crying for help 
to those above in a voice growing faint from ex
haustion. 

Never shall I _ _ 
forget the look of 
agony in that up
turned face. There 
were but few on 
the pier, but I 
called to a gentle
man near, who 
with great pre
sence of mind 
cut the ropes of 
the awning, and 
lowered one of suf
ficient length to 
reach the drown
ing man* I after* 
wards ascertained 
that he was by 
this means saved 
from a terrible 
death. 

I saw in that dying man a picture of thousands 
of souls perishing around me from day to day; 
souls building on some cherished hope which can 
give no present peace or ultimate security—it 
cannot save. It may be the vain hope of working 
out a salvation by works of righteousness, by a 
high morality, by ordinances, church-going, prayers, 
fasting, almsgiving, or by sincere repentance. 
Alas! beloved reader, if you cling to these death 
will come and sweep you away into the ocean 
of eternal wrath. But suppose to one thus vainly 
clinging the thought come that he is not safe—that 
his hold will have to be relinquished—his prop will 
fail He looks round; there is no escape! Behind 
him, a broken law, forfeited favour, sin unforgiven; 
before him, retributive justice—cold, relentless— 

destroying as that sea upon which the drowning 
man's eye rested that morning. A sinner in such a 
state sees that he can do nothing; he looks for 
deliverance, but sees none. Shall he perish thusf 
He cries, "Help, Lord!" When lo! the answer 
is heard, "In Me is thy help found" " I have 
blotted out thy transgressions." " Look unto Me, 
and be ye saved." Down from the cross of Calvary 
comes immediate deliverance. " He bore our sins 
in His own body on the tree." This is as the rope 
let down to the drowning man. Had he aught to 
do but to lay hold of it 1 Did he begin to question 
its power to save him 1 Did he stay to ask, Is it 
meant for met He saw it ; he seized i t ; he was 
sinking without it, but by it drawn up safely out of 

reach of the de
vouring element 

Dear reader of 
these lines, are 
you crying for 
help, conscious of 
your lost condi
tion 1 The cry is 
heard, the salva
tion is accom
plished ; it was 
wrought out fully 
and for ever when 
the cry " It is fin
ished " iss ued from 
the lips of that 
blessed One who 
died for you and 
me on the accursed 
tree 1800 years 
ago. "Believest 

thou this V No other trust will avail in that day 
when the rejecters of this full and free salvation, who 
have chosen to stand upon the sandy foundation of 
their own merits, will find themselves overwhelmed 
by the tide of God's righteous judgment. Oh, reject 
not the gracious offer of deliverance now/ Give 
up all other dependence, hold fast the hope set be
fore you; then to you there will be no condemnation. 
Justice is satisfied, the atoning work is done; the 
prodigal, clothed in the best robe! becomes the beloved 
child of the Father's house. He is now the heir of 
eternal glory, a present partaker of the joys and 
privileges of the family of Ood, sealed by the Spirit 
until called to enter upon the full possession of his 
purchased inheritance. Blessed portion. May such, 
through grace, beloved reader, bejjgnsy @@Jg) t f [C 
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Whoever you are, whether religious or irreligious, 
drunkard, Good Templar, or anything else. 

A positive necessity; for an ungodly sinner has nothing 
in himself 

whereby to meet the demands of a holy God. 

*n B U I J E B onos came to Jesus by night, 
/ l To ask Him the way of salvation and 

light; 
The Master made answer, in words true 

and plain. 
" Ye must be bom again!" 

Te children of men, attend to the word 
So solemnly uttered by Jesus the Lord. 
And let not this message to yon be in vain, 

" Ye must be bom again /" 
0 ye who would enter this glorious rest. 
And ring with the ransomed the song of 

theblest; 
The life everlasting if ye would obtain, 

" Ye mutt be born again!" 
A dear one In hearen thy heart yearns 

to see, [for thee; 
At the beautiful gate may be watching 
Then list to the note of this solemn refrain, 

14 Ye must be born again !" 

hiPeA 

» 

B 

Not only know it 
in theory, 

but as a reality, 
\ true of your own 

very self. 

Whi 

OW solemn are the words. 
And yet to laith how plain, 

hioh Jesus uttered while on earth-
Ye must be bom again / " 

" Ye must be born again !H 

For so hath God decreed; 
Ifo leftmuation will sufHoe, 

9Tis life poor sinners need. 

" Ye must be born again !" 
And life in Ohrist must have, 

In Tain the soul may elsewhere go, 
Tie He alone can Bare. 
M Ye muet be born again !" 
Or neTer enter hearen; 

Tls only blood-washed ones arc 
The ransomed and forgiven. 

a ^ •*<* •*<* 

Not merely a professor of religion, a member of some 
Church or Chapel, a moral, respectable person; 

but BORN 

Or bear the terrible consequences of your sins and 
rejection of the 

-He LORD J E S U S CHRIST.**-
h i * m A A A i 
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G6P-WEIGflED-3E6Ig¥E^ED; 
oa, 

WHAT J SAW FROM A RAILWAY BRIDGE. 

^ ^ j j j j ^ ^ j H A T wonderful places are our large 
E } | H H H K » ^ d busy railway stations! What 

^•HKHHk lessons they teach! what suggestions 
I H f l K g f they give rise to! One must be 
J s B $ * ^ intensely occupied or obtuse who 
f* could pass leisurely along any of 

their bustling platforms without conjuring up some 
strange pictures, or indulging perhaps in a multitude 
of curious reflections. Even those whose business 
it is to be familiar with such scenes—guards, porters, 
and the like—are not free from those speculative 
fancies, which naturally spring up with the ever-
changing incidents that pass before them. 

But what a panorama must all these things 
present to Him whose "eyes are in every place," 
and before whom there can be no veiled mystery of 
thought or circumstance! Are not all things "naked 
and opened unto the eyes of Him with whom we 
have to do "1 (Heb. iv. 13.) 

As we stood recently upon a bridge, overlooking 
the various platforms and lines at one of the 
principal stations of the Great Western Railway, j 
we could not help noting some of the more striking 
scenes which crowded upon our view. 

Some of these were instructive and helpful; 
some there were that broke like rays of gladness i 
upon our heart. But, alas! there were deep shadows j 
that never seemed to lift, and we thought sadly of < 
the " wandering stars, to whom is reserved the 
blackness of darkness for ever.'9 (Jude 13.) 

All are hurrying on somewhere, and in a little 
while every moving figure before us will be GONE ! 
Gone upon that journey which knows no returning. 
Gone where severed friends may never meet again ; I 
or, having met, will part no more. 

There were long, loaded trains threading their 
way in and out of the station below* Some of I 
them had come or were about to go long journeys. 
Of the passengers, some were apparently mere 
pleasure-seekers, leading a kind of butterfly life. 
Others were hasting on, as if on some pressing 
business—called suddenly, it may be, to a last 
interview with a loving friend who was passing 
away, and might be gone before their destination, 
w a s reached. There were many tender and affec
t ionate greetings, and many equally loviqg farewells. 
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How often is a railway platform the last meeting-
place on earthf How often "good-bye" there 
means good-bye for ever 1 

Some arrived at the station or left it on foot; 
others by ordinary conveyances. But here and 
there a splendid equipage drew up to receive or 
deposit its highly-favoured occupants. Here the 
rich and poor meet together. (Prov. xxiL 2.) Here 
they take their seats according to their assumed 
stations in life—1st, 2nd, or 3rd class. How few 
amongst them reflect perhaps that " there is no 
respect of persons with God,91 and that they all will 
soon be gone where earthly distinctions cease! 
Alas! are there not many whose pride thus comes 
in between them and their souls' salvation 1 

We heard recently of a lady in high station, who 
swept into her splendid drawing-room, where a 
dear servant of God was waiting by appointment to 
speak with her about her soul's eternal interests. 

"And do you mean to tell me, sir," said she, 
" that I must be saved in the same way and upon 
the same terms as my butler or footman)'1 

" Precisely so, madam," was the reply; u all have 
tinned, inch and poor alike, and all need alike the 
same Saviour. * Neither is there salvation in any 
other.1" (Acts iv. 12.) 

Alas! Satan had blinded her eyes with pride. 
She turned her back upon Christ, and chose her 
own way. Little did she anticipate the time which 
we read is coming: " Then shall they call upon 
Me, but I will not answer; they shall seek Me 
early, but they shall not find Me: for that they 
hated knowledge, and did not choose the fear of the 
Lord: they would none of My counsel; they 
despised all My reproof* Therefore shall they eat 
of the fruit of their own way, and be filled with 
their own devices." (Prov. i 28-31.) 

Oh that people understood their need—their 
present and eternal need—of the Lord Jesus 
Christ 1 Without Him the rich are poor indeed; 
the poor possessing Him are rich for evermore. 

There is no 1st, 2nd, and 3rd class with God. 
He "accepteth not the persons of princes, nor 
regardeth the rich more than the poor; for they all 
are the work of His hands." (Job xxxiv. 19.) 
Oh, my reader, whatever your station, all will 
soon be over as regards this life 1 you will soon be 
gone; and where, oh, where will you spend 
eternity ? 

What a bastling throng of all ages and con
ditions!. Some are robust, healthy, and active; 
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and there are careworn and feeble. Here and 
there are the cripple and the deformed. Inspectors, 
guards, clerks, porters, shunters, messengers, and 
newsboys are rushing and pushing about Of their 
several histories we know nothing; but God knows 
them all, and He knows how soon some of them 
may close. Are they ready) Are you, my reader, 
ready f Suppose this day were to end your career 
on earth, would you be—are you now—SAVED or 
LOST! Can you say truthfully— 

" Whatever my lot, Thou hast taught me to know 
It is well, it is well with my soul"P 

Here is a young man leaning upon the arm 
of an elderly lady, whom we suppose to be his 
mother. His thin, bony hand, his weary eye and 
sunken cheek, his slightly bent figure, and every 
now and then " that troublesome cough," all indicate 
approaching sorrow. His days are few; he will 
soon be gone. Is he saved ? 

That strong country girl, those three merry 
youths, that stalwart porter with a box on his 
shoulder, those weather-beaten drivers, that sharp, 
watchful guard, that active little newsboy, and this 
hale couple intently watching their luggage; what 
of them? 

Oh, swiftly, swiftly are they all being whirled I 
along! soon they will be gone out of sight; we 
may never see one of them again; and yet, let us 
hope as to some of them—may we do so as to 
YOU 1— 

" In the sweet by and by, 
We shall meet on that beautiful shore." 

But our best hopes and wishes will not save 
anybody. They, you, every one, must have a 
personal interest in the Lord Jesus Christ, or there 
will be no meeting there. Thank God, it is written 
in His word, which cannot be broken, u Whosoever 
believeth in Him shall not perish, but have ever
lasting life.1' (John iii. 16.) 

Here is a middle-aged lady, with a satchel slung 
at her side, giving away tracts. God bless her. 
May the good seed she is so earnestly scattering 
bear abundant fruit, and in the great harvest home 
bring her a rich reward. 

A little way off are two young women, who seem 
to have not long ago emerged from their teens. 
One is dressed as a widow. They are not going by 
any train, that we can see, and yet they too are 
passing swiftly on—more swiftly than any train 
can carry them—into eternity. They will soon be 
gone beyond the reach of kind entreaties. Their 

business here is evidently a sad one; very sad 
perhaps are the homes they have left, it may be, in 
waywardness and folly. Not far off we stopped to 
read a handbill in a shop window. It ran thus: 

"To , your dear mother is almost broken
hearted ; therefore do not add to her already great 
affliction. Delay not, but return immediately to 
your loving parents, your truest friends, who will 
forget and forgive everything/9 

Did the handbill refer to either of these f 
This much we do know, that for them—for every 

poor sinner—there is a printed handbill to be 
found in every Bible. It has been dictated by God 
Himself, and runs thus: " Come now, and let us 
reason together, saith the Lord: though yours 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.) 

" The trembling sinner feareth 
That God can ne'er forget; 

But one full payment cleareth 
His memory from all debt." 

Yes, thank God, the debt has been paid. " The 
blood of Jesus Christ His Son cleanseth us from 
all sin." And now He can and does say to all, 
"Him that cometh to me, I will in nowise cast 
out." Oh, will yon come note, and know the joy 
of being saved and forgiven, if you do not know 
it already! Do you t 

Some one has beautifully said, " When the Lord 
saved me, He cast all my sins behind His back, 
and has not once turned round to look at them-" 
This is what He says to every sinner who comes to 
Him believing in the Lord Jesus Christ: u I, even 
I, am He that blotteth out thy transgressions for 
mine own sake, and will not remember thy sins." 
(Isaiah xliii 25.) Oh, the precious peace of 
knowing that all our sins are GONE, blotted out, 
forgotten, cast behind His back, buried in the 
depths of the sea! Is this blessedness yours 1 If 
not, listen to the voice of God, before it be too late: 
"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." 
(Isaiah lv. 7.) 

Nearly Gone, but Saved. 
Not long ago, at the close of a goepel address, 

a hard-working man came up to us and said, " I am 
very unhappy, sir; I want to be saved, and I want 
to be saved to-night, if I can/1 "Thank God for 
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that Come into the vestry, and we will try and 
show you from God's word how this question may be 
settled/' From one favourite passage to another we 
led him in search of the word that should speak 
peace to his souL Nothing, however, seemed to 
meet his case. At last we said, "Let us kneel 
down and ask God to show you what you need.1' 

As soon as we had done praying, up rose this 
dear man, and stood right in front of us, his face 
a very picture of intense earnestness. " There was 
something you said in your prayer, sir, I want to 
know if it is in the Bible." " What was it V' " It 
was something about believing in the heart" "Yes, 
friend, that is in the Bible. Would you like to 
read it?" We turned to Bom. x. 9, and he read 
aloud, very slowly, "That if thou shalt confess 

various ages, who go away apparently satisfied with 
the result The condition of their body is, perhaps, 
their chief, if not their sole, concern* 

Do we not read of a certain king—Belshazzar— 
who was one night feasting with "a thousand of his 
lords, 'his wives and his concubines'?" In the 
midst of the feast, as they drank wine out of the 
golden vessels that were taken out of the temple of 
the house of God, there came forth fingers of a 
man's hand, and wrote upon the plaster of the wall. 
The meaning of one word that was written was 
this, "Thou art weighed in the balances, and art 
found wanting.9' God had weighed that king and 
found him "wanting." A little further on we read, 
"In that night was Belshazzar the king of the Chal
deans slain." (Dan. v. 30.) Oh, if God were thus, at 

with thy mouth the Lord Jesus, and shalt believe in, this moment, to put you in His scales, would not 
thine heart that God hath raised Him from the dead, 
THOU SHALT BB SAVED." " I never thought it was 
so simple as that," said he. " I do confess with my 
mouth the Lord Jesus, and I do believe in my 

your correct weight be "found wanting99? 
We read in the Bible that our "days," our 

"months," our "steps"—"the very hairs of our 
head "—" are all numbered" God knows us in all. 

heart that God raised Him from the dead, and I AX that we are, and in all that we do! 
SAVED \ Ood says so.99 We were on our knees again 
in a moment, our brother overcome 
thanking God for having saved him. 

Next day at work he met with a sad accident 
Carrying a "hod" of mortar up a ladder, he slipped 

And so infinitely superior to all human mechanism 
with joy, t are His balances, that we further read, "The Lord 

weigheth the spirits." (Prov. xvi. 2.) "By Him* 
actions are weighed." (1 Sam. ii. 3.) No wonder, 
therefore, that many tremble to think of that day 

his foot and fell to the bottom, breaking his jaw,\ when " God shall bring every work into judgment, 
and fracturing several of his ribs. He was nearly J with every secret thing, whether it be good, or 
gone, but safe. Picked up and carried to the whether it be evil." (Eccles. xil 14.) Does not 
London Hospital, he lay there for two months in conscience even now pronounce the dread verdict— 
great suffering. His first visit when discharged GUILTY 1 But oh, what will it be to see every secret 
was paid to the place where the Lord met him. thing searched out and weighed by God in the 
" Where," said he, "should I have been if I had died balances of eternity! No wonder that many 
unsaved 1 and what should I have done during the tremble! Don't YOU, as you think of this? 
last two months of intense agony, if I had not had 
Ood to rest upon t He has been with me all the 
time, to give me patience, and to comfort and soothe 
me in my racking pains. Thank God for His 
kindness. I was nearly gone; but if I had gone 

Thank God, there is a way out of the difficulty. 
Would you like to know it? If so, we will try to 
make it plain. We are sinners, every one of us. 
And just as one theft makes a man a thief, or one 
act of murder a murderer, so one sin, even if we 

I should have gone to Him straight" "Absent have committed but that one, makes a man a sinner. 
" For whosoever shall keep the whole law, and yet 
offend in one point, he is guilty of all." (James ii. 
10.) Guilt deserves punishment—sin must be 

| punished. But thank God, we read, " Christ died 
for our sins according to the Scriptures." (1 Cor. 
zv. 3.) He took our place, and has been punished 
in our stead. "He was wounded for our trans
gressions, He was bruised for our iniquities." (Isaiah 
liii 5.) Oh, my reader, think of the holy Lamb 

and again he finds customers of both sexes and of God on the cross, suffering! bleeding, dying for 
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from the body " was to be " present with the Lord.1' 
(2 Cor. v. 8,) 

Happy is the man whose trust is in the Lord. 
Dear friend, is HE your trust, your ONLY trust J 

Weighed. 
Down on one of the platforms is a sharp little 

fellow, shouting out incessantly, " Try your weight, 
air; your ooneet weight for one penny/' Now 
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us—for you. But without this there could have 
been no way of escape. The righteousness of God 
could be satisfied with nothing less. Our sinless 
Substitute, "who knew no sin/' was "made sin\ 
for us." Why? "That we might be made the 
righteousness of God in Him." (2 Cor. v. 21.) 
Thus God is satisfied ; He needs nothing more. 

But now comes the point How does this blessed 
condition become our condition—yours, mine ? Let 
us see. Weighed in His balance, " men of low 
degree," or " men of high degree/9 the Scriptures 
tell us, "are altogether lighter than vanity" (Psalm 
lxil 9.) " For all have sinned, and come short of 
the glory of God." But grace comes to the rescue. 
" Being justified freely by His grace through the 
redemption that is in Christ Jesus . . . that He 
might be just, and the justifier of him which be-
Ueveth in Jesus." (Rom. iii. 23-26.) 

How simple! We, altogether worthless in our
selves, are "justified," "made the righteousness of] 
God," through believing in Jesus. (See Bom. iii. 
22-26.) In other words, it is God who does all 
this for us in grace, upon the ground of what Christ 
had DONE, if we believe in Him. Do you believe 
in Jesus—not merely what is said or written about 
Him—but are you TRUSTING IN HIM? "TO him 
that worketh not, but believeth on Him that justi-
fieth the ungodly, his faith is counted for righteous
ness." (Bom. iv. 5.) 

It is this that takes away our fear; it is this 
that quiets the dread of our failures, our sins, and 
our secrets coming out, when, through believing in 
Jesus, we KNOW that He has been already punished 
for them, and that now in Him we are " washed,91 

"justified," and "sanctified." (1 Cor. vi 11.) 
Praise the Lord, this wonderful statement rests 

upon the sure foundation of His own Word. Oh, 
my reader, have you the peace of knowing this 1 
Are you believing, trusting, looking to, resting 
upon, JBSUS only 1 

Registered. 
There is a man with a long-handled hammer 

tapping each carriage wheel, to see that all is safe* 
And following hard after him is another man, 
taking the numbers—registering each carriage about 
to leave. Inside the ticket-office are books for 
registering the tickets issued. One of the clerks is 
busy registering the names of some who wish to be 
insured; and away in various offices and safes are 
huge books, registers of past events. A note is I 
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made of every important circumstance; everything 
is registered. 

Is God less careful of what is taking place in 
this busy, bustling world ? Not so; everything is 
registered. And the courses of mighty planets, rush
ing on through immensity, are no more interesting 
to Him than the minutest details of our daily lives. 

The Lord knew all about Saul of Tarsus, for 
instance. He was praying, and Ananias was to go 
to a street " called Straight," and inquire for him 
in the house of Judas. And so also Simon Peter 
was to be found lodging with one Simon a tanner, 
" whose house is by the seaside." Their addresses 
were registered in heaven. (See Acts ix. x.) 

Then again we read of the disciples whose "names 
are written in heaven" (Luke x. 20); of "the 
general assembly and Church of the first-born, 
which are written in heaven." (Heb. xii 23.) And 
there is one register of the most vital importance to 
us—you and me—kept there; it is called "the 
Lamb's book of life.49 No one will be received in 
heaven whose name is not entered there. Oh, see 
to it that yours is I And it may be this moment, if 
you will believe in the Lord Jesus Christ How 
solemn the circumstances that surround this book! 

It is said of heaven: "And there shall in no 
wise enter into it anything that defileth, neither 
whatsoever worketh abomination, or maketh a lie; 
but they which are written in the Lamb's book of 
life." (Rev. xxL 27.) 

And again: " Whosoever was not found written 
in the book of life was cast into the lake of fire-" 
(Rev. xx. 15.) 

Dear friend, make sure that your name is 
Registered in the Lamb's book of life. 
(To be hail separately in Book'firm, Loco. Series, No. 6, SHrUng, 

Dnmmond Tract Depte.) 

" I Jiji 9FE W/I¥, VJIE WWW, TWO *FE hIKE. 
JOBX xiv. 6. 

GRACIOUS Lord! how doth Thy word 
End to the weary heart all strife! 

We hear Thee say, in sweetest tones, 
111 am the Way, the Truth, the Life." 

Thou art the Truth—in Thee shines forth 
The Father's heart of grace and lore; 

Food for the wandering saints below, 
Food endless for the blest above. 

Thou art the Way—the way tracked out, 
And " finished7' in Thy precious blood; 

By which the vilest may draw near, 
And meet in peace a holy God. 

Thou art the Idle—eternal life 
Breathes, Saviour, in Thine every word; 

Let them our inmost spirits fill, 
Till we at length behold our Lord t f GU 
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"For God speaketh once, yea twicef yet man perceiveth it not, in a 
dream, in a vision of the night."—JOB xxxiiL 14,15. 

WAS about twenty, a wild, reckless 
fellow, living but for the pleasure, the 
folly, and the sin that a London life 
could give me, never thinking about 
attending a place of worship, but an 

habitual frequenter of the race-course, the theatre, 
and the casino. 

I had not been though without my warnings. 
Some six months before the dream I am about to 
narrate, I had seen my youngest sister (about mine 
own age) pass away from this world into the next, 
from time into eternity, and who, while dying, had 
exhorted me to cease from the careless life I was 
living. "Promise me, promise me now, no more 
C Gardens, will you?" cried the dying girl; 
while I, whose eyes were suflhsed with tears, readily 
gave the required promise, but in whose strength the 
promise was made may be gathered from the fact 
that while the body of my sister was lying in her 
coffin in the room in which she died, I was dancing 
with my gay companions in the A Rooms. 

It must have been, I think, the year 1866, when 
one night, as usual, I had been dancing at the A 
Booms, I reached home about one o'clock, and went 
to bed— 

"To sleep, perchance to dream." 

Yes, I seemed in my dream to be walking by a long 
terrace of houses on my right hand, and in front also 
was another similar row, while on, my left was a 
beautiful open space of green fields or meadows. 

Mine eyes were first attracted to the tall zinc 
chimney-pots on the tops of the houses. They 
melted away before my sight; the windows then 
slipped from out their casements, and the buildings 
themselves heaved, trembled, and shook before they 
fell, as though shaken by an earthquake; the 
heavens rolled away like a scroll, the elements 
melted with fervent heat, while at my feet the 
earth opened, a yawning chasm gaped to receive 
me, while there burst upon my mind the truth— 
" The judgment-day" 

I fell upon my knees, cries of mercy burst from 
my lips. I had often said my prayers, but this 
was prayer—" Lord, have mercy on me." Too late, 
too late, seemed to ring through my mind, while 
hell itself waited to receive me; but I awoke bathed 
in perspiration, to thank God through all eternity 

" 'twas but a dream," and not a stern reality. Yet I 
knew it was sent to warn me of hell, and of the 
careless, godless life I was living. The devil 
whispered, "It's only a dream, forget it, go to 
sleep again." I did at last, though it was hard work 
at first, I quenched the Spirit, I forgot the warning, 
and again when night came round, was dancing as 
merrily as ever with my worldly companions. 

I came home again, again went to bed, again to 
dream the same dream; the houses shook, the 
heavens melted, the earth opened, again in despair I 
threw myself upon my knees, " the truth' of ' the 
judgment-day* again burst upon my soul, as I 
again implored for mercy, while still I felt it must 
be now too late." 

Blessed be God, I awoke, and I shall for ever 
praise Him that I awoke not in hell, amidst the 
bitter biting pangs of the eternal lake of fire, but 
on earth where still I might seek his mercy. Had 
I died at this time hell must have been my portion 
—I was not converted, but unconverted Reader, 
which are you ? Were death to cut you down, where 
would you spend eternity—in heaven or hell? on 
the throne, or in the bottomless pit ? Be warned by 
one "who has since found mercy, though, despite the 
second warning, I still lived on in sin and shame. 
Again I went back to the old life. I forgot the 
warning again, I quenched the striving of the 
Spirit; and it was not for some months after that 
God, in His own marvellous way, brought me 
to Himself, won me to Christ, and offered me 
heaven, which by faith I grasped; while, as quickly, 
this world, with all its so-called pleasures, was 
relinquished as so much dung and dross. 

" Once I took pleasure in the world, 
And lived as worldlings live; 

But now in Christ I find a joy 
The world could never give. 

" Let worldly minds the world pursue, 
It has no charms for me; 

Once I admired its gilded toys, 
But God has set me free. 

Beloved reader, are you saved from hell? have 
you seen your danger? has Christ won your heart? 
has His precious blood cleansed you from your sins ? 
If not, by all the glories of heaven, by all the 
misery of the lost, I implore you, I warn you, 
live not another day till the question of your soul's 
salvation is settled. Decide for Christ; " now choose 
ye this day whom ye will serve;" but if you are 
hot saved, and after all are lost—" What wilt thou 
say when God shall punish thee?" (Jer. xiii. 21.) 

C.C. T 
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" WATCHMAN, what of un 
The watchman said, T h e morning 
enmeth, an ' i a k o the night : if yc 
will enquire, enquire y e : return, 
come." (IsAlatiTil. n ) 

N of man, 1 h ive set the 
watchman, unto the house of I si 
therefore thou shalt hear the word 
at my mouth, and warn theru from 
me." (Erckicl ixxtil. 7 > 
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THE 

BEING AN INCIDENT IN CONNECTION WITH 

THE INDIAN MUTINY. 

HIS story is related by 
Mr. E. S , and it 
describes in a very 
graphic manner how 

; one may be over-
j whelmed in the very 

^ anguish of hell, even 
previous to death. It 
should be a solemn 
warning to those witb 
whom the Spirit of 
God has long striven, 

but to no saving effect hitherto. 
"It was in the year 1859, and the mutiny in 

India being over, we set sail for England, the land 
of our birth. 

" We had experienced many a hard struggle with 
the foe, and had come through them victors. It 
were needless to say that we were thankful to be 
passed the uncertainties of war, and were delighted 
to be hastening home with all possible speed. Our 
minds reverted to the grand old cliffs of Dover, and 
the prospects of seeing them once more raised our 
spirits considerably. 

"There were about seven hundred soldiers and 
marines on board, and, as is generally the case, we 
were all a reckless and jolly lot. Among the com
pany there was a special favourite with all the men, 

a Scotchman — the very picture of health and 
strength. Jesting, as we frequently did, as to who 
should reach the old country in perfect health, we 
all agreed that if anyone did it would be the 
stalwart Scotchman named Smith. 

"In passing the Cape of Good Hope, however, 
to our surprise Smith was taken ill, and was con
fined to his cabin. 

u Many of us were anxious as to his welfare, and 
almost daily went to his side to make enquires after 
his health. 

" He of all men was missed from our games and 
frolics, for a livelier comrade could not be found. 

" One afternoon, after Smith had been ill for 
several days, an especial friend of his went to see 
him, to sit by his side and cheer him a bit if 
possible. Gently pushing the door of his cabin 
open he heard Smith speaking, and he paused a 
moment to listen. The sick man appeared to be 
dying, and his voice was plaintive and low. 

"'I'M LOST! I'M LOST! I'M DAMNED!' 

"His companion at the door was alarmed and 
afraid to go in, and withdrew from the scene. 

"A few hours passed, when the word went 
round,' Poor Smith is dead!' € Poor Smith is gone!' 
and his last words were— 

"'I'm lost/ I'm lost! I'm damned!' 
"The next morning, amid the tears of his 

sorrow-stricken comrades, poor Smith's body was 
wrapped in canvas, and after an officer had read the 
< service for the dead,' his body was cast overboard, 
to await the morning of resurrection. The effect 
of his words upon the soldiers was very perceptible 
for a time, but soon it passed away, and they resumed 
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GOSPEL GIATCHfnAn 
nE COMETH WITH CLOUDŜ  
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*S 
WATCHMAN, wh.it ot the nî htr 

The watchman said, The morning 
cometh, and also the night : tf ye 
will enquire, enquire ye r return, 
come." (Isaiah xxl. t r ) 

FEVEWlYE'SHALlTf'T,,;^ 

" S O N '»f n u n . I have set the** » J 3 < 
watchman unto the house cf I s r ae l ; *^ " 

I . 
therefore thou shalt hear the w«rrt 
•it my month, and warn them from 
me," (Hzeklel z i r i i l . 7 J 
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giFeP! I (SEE If TOOL" 

^•5*T the close of a 
prayer-meeting 
at , Dub
lin (9th Febru
ary 1885), I 
was told there 

a person in the 
desiring to see 
and on going 

I met a young 
girl who inquired if 

•«jpfj^°w I was Miss B , 
and if I had formerly been in . Upon 
being answered in the affirmative, she said, "My 
sister is dying, and is most anxious to see yon 
—will you promise to come to-night?" Haying 
taken her name and address, I said I would go at 
once (she had to get medicine, &c., and could not 
accompany me); so, going to the railway, I took my 
seat in the 9.30 train for Lansdowne Road station. 

I cannot describe my feelings as the train moved 
on; the circumstances were all so new to me—the 
lateness of the hour, going alone to a strange house, 
where I was certain to be an unwelcome visitor, save 
to the girl herself, along with the awful responsi
bility of having to speak to a soul who was just 
passing into eternity—all these things had a most 
solemnizing effect upon ma 

The girl I was going to see was one whom I had 
only met on three or four occasions, and then, in a 
passing way, for a few moments at a time. She was 
a Roman Catholic, and one who appeared to be 
wholly given to pleasure. On one occasion she 
came into my then place of business to have a 
feather cleaned, which she wished to have on a 
particular day, and on my saying it would be ready 
for her then, she replied, " I mean to have it on 
that day without fail, as I know business people 
have a license to tell lies—promising what they do 
not perform." This led me to speak solemnly 
about what it was to sin against God, and of the 
uncertainty of life—that either of us might be in 
eternity before that day. 

On another occasion, when speaking of a Sunday 
excursion she was about to take, I made some 
remark, and quoted, " All seek their own, not the 
things of Jesus Christ, on Sundays as well as on 
other days." She replied, " l a m a Roman Catholic, 
and do not listen to these things; I know you are a 
Protestant." 

I answered, " Well, if you call yourself a Roman 
Catholic, and me a Protestant, be it so, still we will 
both come to the one conclusion, wo would like to 
go to heaven when we die, for I suppose you will 
admit death will some day come to you—God 
only knows when—and yet there is only one way to 
heaven; it is through the precious blood of Jesus 
only." 

" No/' said she, " that is what you think, and are 
taught to hold, but it is all wrong; it is not that 
easy; you must work hard for it, and then you may 
get there. You are very wrong." 
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"Not so, my friend," I replied, "God says the 
precious Hood of Jesus only, and J believe Him." 

" No," she said, * you are all wrong; but I do 
not trouble about these things, I am a true Catlvolic, 
and attend all my duties; but I am determined to 
see life and have pleasure whenever I can, and I am 
off to Bray to-morrow." 

Some six months elapsed ere I again saw or 
heard of her, and then it was on her death-bed, the 
circumstances of which I will now relate. 

Two days before she sent for me she had been with 
some friends at Malahide, when she slipped upon a 
rock; and in making a great effort to recover, strained 
herself internally. She was taken home, and the 
doctors said she had only forty-eight hours to live. 
Her parents told her she was very ill, and they were 
going to send for a priest. " No," said she, " I will 
not see a priest Send for a lady that I know; for 
she will tell me about Jesus." The whole of Sun
day they put the matter off, but on Monday she 
insisted, saying, " If you do not send, I will get up 
and go myself, no matter how bad I am;" and call
ing her only sister to her, she said, "Alice, why 
will you not go for that lady V} (she did not even 
know my name), " I am dying, and you are refusing 
my last request" Alice went to — , but failing 
to find me there, brought back word that I had left 
Again the dying girl besought her to seek, and not 
to come back till she had found ma She went to 
several places, and at last discovered my present 
address, but found I was absent at the prayer-
meeting, to which spot she followed me. 

On reaching the house her father opened the door, 
and I asked if I might see his daughter. He inquired 
what I knew of her. I replied, " Very little; but 
I heard this evening she was ill, and I felt I should 
like to see her." 

"Madam, do you belong to the Catholic Church 1" 
" No, sir," I replied, " I belong to the Church of 

God; I am simply a sinner saved by grace." He 
made use of very strong language, and then said, 
" As she wants to see you, I suppose you must, but 
it is shocking to have the like of this in one's 
house." 

I entered her room, the door of which was open, 
and there before me lay a face I well remembered, 
but BO changed, for she looked wild with pun of 
body and mind She exclaimed, "Oh, you have 
come at last! You are welcome 1 I want you to tell 
me about Jesus;" her mother adding, "and His 
blessed mother." 

" No; Jesus only. I am dying! I know where 
I am, but I do not know where I am going to; it is 
all dark; it is awful; do tell me about Jesus; sit 
down and tell me." 

"'There is one God, and one mediator between 
God and men, the man Christ Jesus; who gave 
Himself a ransom for alT " (1 Tim. ii 5, 6), was my 
reply to her earnest appeal. " It is God's word, not 
mine; man's words are of little use in these solemn 
matters; let us have God's word for it," and taking 
my Testament from my pocket I read, " Without 
shedding of blood there is no remission" (Heb. 
ix. 22), and "Christ died for the ungodly." (Rom. 
v. 6.) I then continued; "If one thing be more 
solemn than another, it is to read that 'it is the 
blood that maketh atonement for the souL* (Lev. 
xvii. 11.) It is not the blood of any mere creature 
which can atone for sin. Then just think of God's 
blessed Son, Jesus, shedding His blood for sinners 
like you and me. Remember Christ's death must 
come in to have blood-shedding, and it is His blood 
alone—not tears, prayers, works, or feelings—nothing 
but His precious blood, can save you from everlasting 
hell, ' where their worm dieth not, and the fire is 
not quenched.'" (Mark. ix. 44.) 

The poor mother now looked as if she could 
stand this no longer, and saying a few things about 
saints and their goodness, added, " Well, Mary, I 
think you would like to see this lady without ma" 

Mary answered, "I am dying, mother, and I 
want only to hear about Jesus—that is all I ask her 
to tell me;" and the mother left the room. Truly 
God in His own matchless grace cleared the way for 
me. 

"Now, Mary," I said, "you think you are 
dying?" 

" I am dying, not because the doctor said it, but 
I feel and know I am dying." 

" Well, since you know this, it is only waste of 
time to talk much. You are about to meet God—a 
solemn position, my dear friend, but I dare not 
keep it back from you, meet God you must You 
must meet Him, against whom you and I have 
sinned, ' for all have sinned9 (Bom. iiL 23); but 
see how Jesus, God's blessed Son, has met all His 
claims which you and I outraged, Jesus has 
'made peace through the blood of His cross." 
Jesus has done it all alone, and now all you have to 

I do is to trust that same Jesus. He died for you ; 
accept His offer of salvation, and you are saved for 
ever. 'Through this man,' Jesus, 'is preached 
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unto you the forgiveness of sins: and by Him all 
that believe are justified from all things.9" (Acts 
xiii 38.) 

Then linking three scriptures together to bring 
Himself before the soul, I said, "Jesus, the 
Mediator; Jesus, the blood-shedding One; Jesus,I 
the only name whereby we must be saved. He is 
the only One who can give remission of sins, and 
the moment you believe in Him you shall receive 
the forgiveness of your sins." This brought forth: 

" I see it clear, and know well He alone can 
save my soul, but I can't venture enough to die; it 
is awful I can't trust; I know I should, and why 
can't I ?" 

" Just because you are not looking to Him, and 
forgetting everything else. Now, why did you 
send for met" 

" Because I knew no one else to tell me about | 
Jesus, and I am afraid to die. If I only felt Jesus 
would have me, I would not care what happened to 
maM 

"But how did you know I would come?" 
" I felt sure if you heard I was dying, and 

wanted you, you would come. From what I knew 
of you I felt I could trust you," 

" And do you think I am better and more to be 
trusted than the blessed Lord, who shed His 
precious blood on the cross for you? Come now, 
did I ever die for you? Is my word more to be 
depended on than His, which will never pass away? 
Listen to it," and I read 1 Peter i. 25, and Luke xvt 
17. 

" Tou are good, but He is far better,'1 she said 
"Thank God/1 I replied, "for these four words, 

for they show confidence in Him—'He is far] 
better/ Truly He is ten thousand times better 
than we give Him credit for/1 

"But I can't feel yet that I could die," she 
replied; " it is awfuL I see and know well now 
all that Jesus has done for me, and yet I can't say 
I am willing to die. Oh, my M and here a 
long struggle ensued. She then went on to say, " I 
know it was for bad people He died, and I am so 
bad." 

" That word (sinners' is your grand title to Him. 
It was for sinners Jesus died. Are you too good to 
be saved by Him? or are you too bad?" 

"No, indeed, how could I be too good for Him? 
and you read His blood would wash all sins away, 
and Himself forgive all sins and pardon, and, oh, I 
do want Jesus 1" 

" Well," I said, "let us pray, and ask Him to fix 
your eye now on Himself, where He is in glory. 
He is not on the cross now. His eye has been on 
you since you were born, though you may not have 
thought of Him. May He by the power of the 
Holy Spirit set your eye on Himself just now. 
One verse more to let you see God's love and Jesus', 
both on your behalf," aftd I read, ' " God so loved 
the world, that He gave His only begotten Son, 
that whosoever believeth in Him should not perish, 
but have everlasting life.' (John iii. 16.) God so 
loved you, that He gave Jesus, and it is God's 
pleasure to save you the moment you believe in 
Jesus." 

I knelt in prayer, and about five or six sentences 
were expressed when she placed her dear dying 
hand on my arm, and said, " STOP ! I SEB IT ALL." 

Her face told even more than.words the joy she had 
found in Him. " Yes, Lord Jesus, I can and will 
trust you!" she exclaimed " I know you are well 
able to carry me over. I do not fear to die; I will 
trust you, blessed Jesus; your dear blood was shed 
for me;" and her hitherto pent-up feelings found 
relief in tears of joy and gratitude, and she then 
added, " The Man Lord Jesus—why did I not trust 
you at first ? why did I not believe in you long ago ?" 

A few scriptures were read, to show that salvation, 
rest, and peace were hers now to enjoy, and then I 
said, "Shall we thank Him for coming from the 
Father's glory to this sinful world to save sinners 
like you and me ?" 

" Oh, but I will soon be with Him," she replied, 
"and will thank Him, and thank Him." 

" But let us do it now too," and I began, but soon 
her voice put mine to silence, for she prayed, and it 

| was prayer, such as I never heard before, the breath-
j ings of a new-born and delighted soul, filled with 
joy and thankfulness: still there was deep, true 
sorrow for the long past waste of time, and not even 
wanting to know Him. till she was afraid to die, and 
then, even then, He accepted her. 

At this point her mother entered the room, and 
Mary exclaimed, " Oh, mother! Oh, mother! I am 
going to Jesus. I know where I am going to now— 
it is all so bright; I am going to Jesus. He shed 
His own blood; it is His blood I am trusting alone, 
and He—yes, He is carrying me." 

The poor mother would not permit her to go on 
without interrupting her about saints, &a, but Mary 
continued, " Dear mother, it is easy to die with 

I Jesus, but awful! awful! if you do not entirely 
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i 3 ( ^ \ ASSING along, I was ac-
"®S^/ costed by a policeman, who 

was in very delicate health. 
He informed me he was in 
a consumption, and that he 

should be very thankful if I 
would occasionally visit him. 
[ had known him for two years 
or more, and bad observed him 
as an attentive hearer at our 

tinner! I deserved the pit; but oh, He^has pre
pared a place for me above. I lie here and think 
of Him. What are my sufferings compared with 
His?99 

Thus he spoke in broken sentences, and just as 
his panting for breath would allow. Then the 
tears would gush from his eyes, and trickle down 
his poor attenuated cheeks, so overcome would he 
be with speaking of the goodness of God. 

" Oh," said he, " it is a finished work; it's all 
complete. It is not my work, but His. Oh, that 
BLOOD ! I have found that it does indeed € cleanse 
from all sin/ " 

His heart was so full, and his tongue so at liberty 
hurch. 

c , . . . . j ., I to tell of the Lord's astounding mercy, that there 
Sundry visits were paid the i m , . ° .y _ , , , , 

i'Aii A^rin* ! w a s n o r o o m *or m y spsfrk^g* GV©B « I had had 
the desire. Once, while he was panting for breath, 
I ventured to say— 

sick man, during which divine 
realities were the all-engrossing 
theme. 

His wife had soon after accosted me in the street, 
and, apprising me that he was now much weaker, 
and that he had taken to his bed, asked me again' It touched a chord in his heart. 

'* Rock of ages, cleft for me, 
Let me hide myself in Thee.' 

He raised his 
to visit him. I no sooner entered his sick chamber hand, in token of recognition of the greatness and 
than I detected a marked difference since I had last glory of that truth, and he began again to testify 
seen him. The malady under which he had* so of the preciousness and the virtue of the blood. 
long laboured had made deep inroads. He was 
reduced to a mere skeleton. 

His lips were soon opened to testify of the 
boundless goodness and mercy of our God. It was 

"Oh," thought I, "would that some of those 
poor sceptics were here; those despisers of Jesus' 
precious blood ! Would that they were here, to see 
what that blood can do for a poor man in the time 

not his weakness, not his cough, not his pains, not of sickness, and in the near approach of a dying 
his sleepless nights and wearisome days; no, no. hour! What becomes of all their mere theories 
Nought of this was his theme; but God's astounding and godless speculations before such a plain matter 
goodness and mercy. These were among his words: of fact as this?" 

" Oh, how good He has been to me—sue/i a Anxious, if possible, to obtain some particulars 
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about the beginning of the Lord's work with him, 
I took an opportunity for asking: 

"How long have you known the Lord?" 
" Only since a little before Christmas last/' was 

his reply. 
"But you had known yourself asinnerbefore that?" 
11 Oh, yes; but I had never known Jesus before 

that time P 
" But how were you brought to feel yourself a 

sinner t" I continued. 
11 Well," he said, "it was about seven years ago. 

I was walking over a certain hill (the name I forget) 
in the neighbourhood of Cheltenham, at two o'clock 
in the morning, and I was so dreadfully burdened 
that I knelt down by a stone, and I prayed to the 
Lord to change my heart I knelt there for an 
hour. I seem to see the stone before me now." 

" Did you then belong to the police force P 
" Oh, yes; and was then out upon my beat in 

that barren place. And I have never forgotten it. 
The Lord did from that time seem to speak to me 
Himself; and often afterwards, going my rounds 
in the dead of the night, I bowed my head against 
the railings or the wall, and prayed the Lord to 
show me Himself." 

December 28th I called to see him, and never 
shall I forget the solemnity of that interview. He 
had been longing to see me, to tell me of a "re
markable vision " he had had. He covered his face 
with his handkerchief while in a solemn manner 
he related the following circumstances: 

" A few days ago one of the boys was reading to 
me; but I was not listening. I was lifting up my 
heart to God, that I might be washed in the blood 
of Jesus, when suddenly I had a distinct view of 
the Lord Jesus bearing His cross. Oh, the ex
pression of those eyes, as He fixed them on me, I 
can never, never forget; it was so beautiful, so 
heavenly! All my load was gone, and I longed to 
be with Him. This lasted about twenty minutes. 
I stamped with my feet, to implore them to keep 
silence; but they did not know what I meant, what 
I was seeing. In about two hours I had another 
distinct view of the 'Lord in glory,' no longer 
bearing His cross, but with such a beautiful crown 
of glory round His head. No words could ever 
describe what I saw. I am so glad I was not in 
bed, or dozing, or it might be supposed I was dream
ing. I was as wide awake as I am now; no imagin
ation could ever have painted such a scene. Oh, I 
how I wish you could have seen it also! t 

" Oh, the expression of those eyes! I can see it 
all now. I was thinking I must do something; 
but Christ has done it all Nothing but the blood 
of Christ can wash away sin. I have nothing to 
do but to believe Christ has finished the work for 
me. The world is now a dead letter to me. I am 
thankful for the quiet hours of the night to feast 
on Jesus; I don't want to sleep." He then referred 
to his past life, saying, " I should think the Lord 
had never had mercy upon such a vile sinner 
before." A great deal more passed, which I am 
sorry I have forgotten. The scene altogether was 
so inexpressibly solemn. He was such a very true 
person, so afraid of professing anything he did not 
feel, and a man of such few words; but all his 
reserve was now gone. I marvelled as I listened to 
him. 

He told his wife and sister one night, who were 
sitting up with him, " he feared he should weary 
them; for he could not help talking of Jesus." 

He spoke during this interview of some one 
having brought him The News of the World; but 
"what," said he, with all the emphasis he could 
command, "did I want with The News of the 
World f He did not ask me if I knew Christ.93 

In prayer his one desire was that he might have 
"more love, more grace" flowing evidently from his 
deep sense of the goodness and mercy he had re
ceived at the Lord's hand. 

At my next interview, and after an interval of 
some days, I found my poor friend decidedly 
weaker, looking still thinner and more worn. I 
was amazed at his lasting out as he did. Upon 
asking him how he was, his reply was, that " Christ 
had been so precious to him all the previous night 
and day.11 He then began, in the same strain as 
during my former visit, to say, " Oh for more love 
to bless Him, for His precious Uood—that blood 
that cleanseth from all sin!" And then his mouth 
was open as before to speak of His goodness and 
His mercy. 

Weak as he was, and though his breath was eo 
short, yet it seemed to me that he was specially 
strengthened to speak. I felt he was a tvitnessfor 
God in these last days of rebuke and blasphemy, of 
His matchless and superabounding grace. 

Though his weakness was extremely great, yet 
his heart was so full, and his lips as if touched with 
a live coal from off the altar. 

Speaking of his sufferings, he said, " Oh, it is all 
love I What is my pain) I lie here and think of 
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His sufferings for me. Oh, His mercies! It is not 
merely what they were, hut what they are.97 

Thought I, " What a testimony from this intense 
sufferer—passing sleepless nights and wearisome 
days! He seems overcome with a sense of the 
Lord's goodness, and, in this his weakness and 
weariness, speaks so emphatically of present] 
mercies." 

" Oh, His precious blood!" he continued— 
" blood in the Jieart" he added, " not the outward 
form.* 

I was so struck with that expression—" blood in 
flie heart"—I could not but think, "The dear 
sufferer is right It is blood in the heart" 

Reader, do you know anything of what the poor 
policeman meant by " blood in the heart "1 I 

" He will not leave me," continued the sick and 
dying one; "He cannot" he added with additional 
emphasis. " No j it is a finished, a complete work. 
It is not what / can do; He has done it all 
Suffering 1 Oh, it is all in love, to try our faith!" 

Before leaving I asked him what I should pray 
for. "Oh," said he, "for more strength, and more 
love to bless Him /" 

When I took his hand in mine and said, " God 
bless you," he replied, " And God bless you. He 
will—He will," he added; "He will never leave 
you." 

Upon my last visit I saw that he had evidently 
become weakerj so I thought I would save him all 
I could the labour of speaking. Hence I en
deavoured to comfort him by the mention of 
sundry passages of God's precious word—"Eye 
hath not seen, nor ear heard, neither have entered! 
into the heart of man, the things which God hath 
prepared for them that love Him;" and, " Father, I 
will that those whom thou hast given me, be with 
me where I am ; that they may behold my glory." 

" Ohj the glory/" he almost shouted, as far as his 
little remaining strength would allow. "Oh, the 
glory! and we shall be like Him" said he, his 
whole face beaming with rapture and animation. 
Then drawing up his long, thin arms, which up to 
that moment had been lying motionless by his 
sides, he clasped his thin, transparent hands to
gether across his breast, and exclaiming, in his 
so-frequent language, " Oh, for more love! I want 
to clasp Him to me." And then, as he went on to 
say how he felt he should like to press a precious 
Christ to His hoart, his whole countenance beamed 
with grateful delight. 

WATCHMAN. 95 

" Oh, His marvellous metfcies to me; such a 
sinner I Oh, for more love I" 

I said, " I remember one in your state to have 
said, a few minutes before the Lord took her, 
'Come, Lord Jesus, take me to thyself; I long 
to see thee as thou art in thy glory/ " 

"Oh," said he, "what must it be to see Him 
as He is!" 

" Beloved, now are we the sons of God, and it 
doth not yet appear what we shall be; but we 
know that when He shall appear we shall be like 
Him, for we shall see Him as He is." 

We then went on to speak of the Holy Ghost 
and His work. "Oh," said he, "He is the Com
forter. It is He that opened my eyes, and gave 
me to feel He is the Comforter," he repeated; 
"and how sweet it is to feel Him" (putting his 
hand upon his heart). 

And then (speaking of one dear to him) he said, -
"Oh that the Holy Spirit would give my dear —— 
to see things!" 

" And don't you think she does V said I. 
" Oh, I fear not," he replied; " I fear it is self-

righteousness, and that won't do. It must be a 
simple believing in Christ—His finished work. 

And then he spoke of the simplicity of faith, 
and of the mercy of being able to receive the truth 
as a little child. 

"Oh," said he, "how must the Father have 
looed, to have given Christ! " 

"It is written," I said, "'God so loved the 
world, that He gave His only-begotten Son, that 
whosoever believeth in Him should not perish, but 
have everlasting life/ " 

" What is the world to me now t" he exclaimed. 
"Dross, vanity" 

When about to pray, I asked him what I should 
pray for. He answered, " Oh, more love /" 

Whilst thanking me for visiting him, he took 
his stick, and rapped for some one to come. I 
wondered at the movement, as he had not done so at 
my previous visits. But his object was this: His 
sister having come a distance by railway that after
noon, had brought him a beautiful bunch of roses. 
He called her up to request her to take them from 
the window and give them to me. It was in vain 
I declined, and I asked to be allowed to take half. 
No, I must have them all 

"Come and see me again, if I last," was his 
request as I left the room. " It will not be long." 
" No," thought Ip " it will not be long." 
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At my next interview I found that the sister to 
whom I previously referred had returned. He was 
so extremely weak on this occasion, and the fainting 
fits were so trying to him, that his wife thought he 
would not be able to see me. However, upon her 
asking him his wishes on the matter, he expressed 
his desire that I should go up to him. 

" Is the mind still at rest 1" I asked. 
"Jesus is with me? was his reply, "He will 

never leave me nor forsake me? he added. 
One night his wife asked him if he had had a 

little sleep. He said, a No, I have been with Jesus, 
having such communion with Him." She says in 
the night, when he often thought she was asleep, 
he seemed all his time in prayer and praise; 
speaking of the blood of Christ, His perfect 
righteousness, His finished work. He said to his 
wife one night, shortly before his death, "Do lie 
down and try to get some sleep; you will be worn 
out" She replied, " How could I sleep, while your 
sufferings are so great 1" He said, "I have not 
thought about them yet." On the Saturday (I 
believe) before his death, she thought Satan must 
be tempting him; for she was downstairs, and 
heard him with a loud voice say, " Get thee away; 
thou shalt not tempt me," and he said something 
about the blood. 

If there was anything in the course of Happy 
John's illness that surprised me, it was his seeming 
entire freedom from Satan's attacks. I well knew 
the malice of the great adversary. For him to let 
a redeemed so alone I knew to be a most unusual 
thing. I accounted, however, for this upon two 
grounds; first, the Lord's very great pitifulness and 
compassion in not allowing Satan to assault him in 
his present extremely weak and prostrate condition; 
and, secondly, because his allusion to the blood was 
so constant and uninterrupted. 

I never met a case in which this feature was so 
prominent and emphatic. There was the steady, 
fixed, immoveable grasp of {lie atoning sacrifice. 
Here, by the power of the Holy Ghost, he took his 
firm stand. Here was his foothold, against which 
the gates of hell could not prevail. There is 
nothing Satan so hates, and nothing of which he 
has so great a dread, as the blood. It is the blood 
that foils him, it is tlte Hood that quenches all 
his fiery darts, it is the very mention of the Mood 
that drives him back to his own place. 

However, being apprehensive that Satan might 
be watching for his opportunity, and that ere poor 

John passed away he would be a mark for his 
arrows, I asked him, upon -the last interview but 
one, " Has Satan been permitted to assault you ?" 
" No," was his answer; " I have not been permitted 
to doubt my interest" "If he should," said I, 
" remember there is the promise, ' When the enemy 
cometh in like a flood, the Spirit of the Lord shall 
lift up a standard against him.9" But though John 
had not, as he said, been allowed to question his 
interest, he spoke at this very visit of " a conflict" 
he had had; but at the same time testified of having 
been strengthened under it, and delivered from it 

This was on the Saturday evening. 
On Sunday his wife said his voice seemed gone. 

She was sitting by his side, and was quite startled 
by hearing him begin to sing, " Crown Him, crown 
Him;" He said, "Sing it;" and while she was 
singing, his poor, husky, dying voice joined in, 
"Crown Him, crown Him Lord of all." 

On the Monday morning I received a message to 
say that John desired to see me. I found his poor 
wife waiting for me at the door in great distress 
and agitation. No sooner had I entered the room, 
than I beheld the marked change he had undergone 
since the Saturday previous. Before I spoke to 
him, we knelt around his bed, and again committed 
him to the Lord. When I spoke to him, his 
memorable answer was, "I ffias never so hupjty 
before." 

He had previously said to his wife, " I do feel so 
happy to-day." She said, " What makes you feel 
so happy 1 do you think Jesus will be with you, 
and receive you?" He replied, u I know He will; 
for He has told me so." His sufferings were very 
great, but when asked whether he was happy, 
he replied, " Never so happy in all my life." 

"Oh," thought I, "what an amazing triumph 
over Satan, sin, and death is this! a man with 
heart and flesh failing, and yet declaring that he 
was never so happy before! ' 0 death, where is 
thy sting? 0 grave, where is thy victoryt The 
sting of death is sin; and the strength of sin is the 
law. But thanks be to God, which giveth us the 
victory through our Lord Jesus Christ'" 

He continued talking, but his voice was so 
muffled that we could only catch a word here 
and there. The calmness and serenity, the smile 
upon his countenance, showed how happy he was. 
It was clearly his last struggle. The conflict would 
soon be over. The victory was all but complete. 
How enviable in this respect did his position seem! 

Digitized by Goo : ic 



SSFTBMBU i, 1886.] THE GOSPEL WATCHMAN. 97 

Presently he said, " Finished! complete! blood!" 
I thought, " A glorious theme upon which to take 
one's departure from earth, and with which to enter 
the realms of the blessed/' ''The blood! the1 

blood!" What is it that the poor sinner must fall 
upon whilst drawing his last breath—what but the 
blood 1 And what will be the first notes that. 
fall upon his ear as he enters within the gates, 
above? "Unto Him that loved us and washed us 
from our sins in His own blood." " And I heard, 
a loud voice saying in heaven, They overcame him " 
(Satan) " by the blood of the Lamb." 

" It will soon be over/' said I to the departing 
one, alluding to his sufferings. He raised his hand, 
and waved it as though exultingly and in triumph, 
and exclaimed as well as his efforts for breath 
would allow him, "Soon all be ended. Not a 
moment" 

He evidently had upon his mind, "Our light 
affliction, which is but for a moment, worketh for 
us a far more exceeding and an eternal weight 
of glory." (2 Cor. iv. 17.) "I reckon that the 
sufferings of this present time are not worthy 
to be compared with the glory that shall be revealed 
in us>" (Rom. viii. 18.) 

" You will soon see Him as He is/' said L 
" Fate to face" responded the dying man. 
His last audible words were, " ALL WELL," 

TELL pijff P T5 Ji WW.M 

>T the close of a gospel meeting, some years 
ago, in the West of England, I said to a 
lad passing out, who was, I knew, anxious 
about his soul, " Well, Harry, has it been 

a message for you to-night?" " I feel it has been," 
he said, rather sadly, "and just what I want; but 
to-morrow, when I get to work amongst my shop-
mates, and things go all across, and they laugh and 
jest, Satan will be at me, and say I am not saved, 
not a child of God at alL" " Tell him he's a liar," 
said I. " When he speaketh a lie, he speaketh his 
own: for he is a liar, and the father of it" (John 
viii. 44.) 

Without thinking much of the scripture thus 
quoted, I bade him good-night; but it made an 
impression on the lad, and was a means of blessing 
to him in the hour of trial often afterwards. He 
has lived to love and serve the One who delivered 
him from the grasp of Satan. But, dear reader, 

let me ask, Who lias your ear—the God of truth, or 
the father of lies? To one or other you are most 
certainly lending your ear—the ruler of darkness, 
or the God who is light. The very next verse in 
John's gospel to the one quoted above (chap. viii. 
45) gives us these solemn words of the Lord Jesus : 
" And -because I tell you the truth, ye believe me 
not" This was addressed to the religious, self-
satisfied, but Christ-rejecting Jew; and the same 
is true to-day of both Jew and Gentile. The truth 
is the very thing that is rejected. Have you, dear 
reader, accepted the truth of God about yourself— 
that if unsaved, you are a sinner under con
demnation, before whom death and judgment lie, 
as certainly as physical life is now yours. Satan 
will tell you this is not so; he will try and induce 
you to think well of yourself, that anybody and 
eveybody else may need a Saviour, but not you; he 
will perhaps try the too successful bait of discredit
ing the word of God, will tell you that death is but 
the debt of nature, and not "the wages of sin," 
that hell is not real, judgment not eternal, God too 
good to judge His creatures, and many other 
specious things of the same sort to quiet your 
guilty conscience, and assure your heart that all is 
righ'; but remember, dear reader, "he is a liar." 
God says, "All have sinned;'1 God says, "It is 
appointed unto men once to die;" God says, "Every 
work shall be brought into judgment;" and He 
has appointed the Judge, the day, and the standard 
by which thy works shall be judged. Are you 
ready for this 1 But this is not all the truth. " As 
it is appointed unto men onee to die . . . so Christ 
was once offered to bear the sins of many." " By 
Him all that believe are justified from all things," 
" that we may have boldness in the day of judg
ment," God has provided a Saviour; indeed He 
is "a Saviour-God," "not willing that any should 
perish," although your thoughts of Him may have 
been very different from this. But this is the truth 
about God, dear reader—He is love, He is light; 
man is hateful, and is darkness. Now whatever 
tends to make a man satisfied with himself keeps 
him away from God. Solemn fact for the man who 
thinks himself good enough; for the moral, respect
able, religious man who has never faced the truth 
about himself as given in the only true witness— 
the word of God. Equally solemn fact for the 
well-meaning and earnest reformers of our day, who 
are bent upon the education and moral improvement 
of man; for both alike have forgotten that " there. 
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is no difference—all have sinned/' and that the 
moral, temperate, law-abiding citizen is equally in 
need of a Saviour, and equally in danger of the 
lake of fire if unsaved, with the poor drunkard or 
harlot, whose life is so hateful and loathsome to 
him. Such is the truth of God, beloved friend. 
Will you listen to it? Will you give Gdd your 
ear, or listen to the soul-damning deception of him 
who is the father of lies? T. R. 

+ 

ff&REl NEW patient had been brought into 
WJ/M^&M o n e °f the wards of a large hospital in 
PJgSS^^H I^don. Her face was, therefore, 
• • H H B H strange to me, and I went to her bed* 
side wondering whether she were one of the Lord's 
sick ones or one of those—of whom, alas 1 there are 
many—who are careless about their souls even when 
sickness has attacked their bodies, and they know 
that their time here may be short. I was not left 
long in doubt this time; for after a few words con
cerning her physical sufferings she told me she was 
saved, ready to go as soon as the Lord should see 
fit to take her ; that her sins were washed away in 
the precious blood of Christ, and that all fears for 
the future were gone. After a little while I said 
to her, " Would you like me to read you a hymn Vf 

She said she would like it very much; so I began 
that well-known one— 

" How sweet the name of Jesus sounds.'9 

But I had no need to read it to her. She stopped 
me as soon as I had begun, saying, " I knew that 
forty yean ago;" and then, in a very weak and 
feeble voice, she repeated the hymn right through, 
only stopping sometimes for me to begin a verse for 
her. How beautiful the words sounded, arising' 
from that bed of sickness and weariness— i 

" How sweet the name of Jesus sounds 
In a believer's ear; 

It soothes his sorrows, heals his wounds, 
And drives away his fear." 

" Yes," she said, when she had finished, " I knew 
that forty years ago." 

We spoke a little longer of the one who is " our 
Saviour, Shepherd, Friend/1 and then I left her, 
saying: 

" I shall see you next week, if the Lord wilL It 
is not likely that you will be well enough to go out 
so soon as that." 

The next week I went into the ward as usual, 

and found the bed by the door empty. " Perhaps," 
I thought, " they have removed her farther up, out 
of the draught/9 and I passed on. The first person 
to whom I spoke said: 

I " There have been three deaths in this ward since 
you were here. One was that old lady by the door; 
she died quite suddenly last Sunday evening." 

"Well," I said, "she was ready; she has gone 
to be with the Lord." 

, Her stay in the hospital had been short, but she 
knew what it was to trust in that name "which 
quells the power of death." Very different was 
the case of another of those three who had 
died. She was quite young, but attacked with that 
hopeless disease, consumption. While in the hospital 
she had never cared to listen to the word of God, 
and when her end seemed near, and a Christian 
desired to speak to her, she said, " Not now; wait 
till I am stronger." That time never came, and 
she passed from time to eternity without giving 
any sign of a change. God, who searches the 
heart?, can alone know what was passing there 
during her last few moments. How solemn this 
is, to pass from this scene without a word to testify 
that she was ready to meet God! How much 
happier to depart and be with Christ after forty 
years of acquaintance with Him. 

We sometimes hear young people say that they 
fear to be Christians lest they should die early! 
What a mistake! By being Christians we are 
delivered from death; and then, whether we 
remain here for awhile or fall asleep, it is well with 
us. As to our life here, we have the assurance 
that " all things work together for good77 Every 
detail of our path is marked out by the hand of a 
loving father; in every sorrow we have Christ and 
His sympathy; all our joys are increased a 
hundredfold since we can take them from God. 
Then as to our future. Do we look for death, the 
only end to all this world's joy ? Surely not We 
look for the Lord Himself to come and take us to 
Himself, to that place where there shall be no more 
death, neither sorrow nor crying. 

We may be left here for a long time or a short 
time, but the end is sure. Should we be called to 
pass through death, we can say, like my old friend 
in the hospital, that the name of Jesus " quells the 
power of death." Do not be deceived by the 
allurements of this world or Satan's false represen
tations, but seek true happiness in Christ "He 
that believeth on me/' the Lord said, " though he 
were dead, yet shall he live; and whosoever liveth 
and believeth in me shall never.die*" 
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6ft J5IR Jffl IJS^ED T0 IT!" 

AVING occasion to go into a black
smith's shop whilst the smith was 
lustily plying his sledge-hammer to 
weld the bright and heated metal, and 
asking how it was that a spaniel lay so 
unmoved amidst the shower of burning 
sparks, it was replied "Oh, sir, he's 

used to i t !" Well, I thought, and so it is with the 
unconverted liearers of the gospel; we often wonder 
how they can remain unmoved, alike by the fiery 
denunciation of Sinai, or the bright and melting 
beams of Calvary. But "they are used to it!" 
So a man who, when he first went to reside near a 
rushing impetuous waterfall, could get no sleep for 
the roaring of the flood, afterwards slept as soundly 
as if all was as still as death, for " he was used to 
i t" Another, whose master wished him to rise at 
five o'clock every morning, had an alarum placed in 
his room, a timepiece which makes a loud rattling 
noise at any hour for which it is set. At first he 
was effectually aroused by his clamorous monitor; 
but after a time he thought, when thus awakened, 
he would just turn on the other side for a little nap 
before he rose; and having trifled with it thus, it 
soon lost all power to arouse him, for " he was used 
to it." 

Unconverted hearers of the gospel, is not this 
illustrative of your case ? You are yet in a careless 
and unpardoned state, and to you, if you remain so, 
will pertain that fearful declaration of the Saviour, 
who now invites you to His cross, but whom you 
will then behold as your Judge upon His throne: 
11 This is the condemnation, that light is come into 
the world, and men loved darkness rather than light, 
because their deeds are eviL" You may trifle with 
this'matter now, but how will it present itself on 
your dying-bed? The writer not long since was 
summoned to the bedside of one of his dying 
unconverted hearers, and never will he forget the 
fearful exclamation, "Oh, sir, how many sermons 
have I heard, and I have neglected them all! / 
shall never liear another/" This proved too true; 
for the unhappy individual was soon deprived of 
reason, and in a few days death closed the awful 
scene on this side eternity. Surely you must be some
what moved when some of your friends or members 
of your own family are giving their hearts to the 
Saviour, and you see them welcomed into the 

church of Christ And then, as the sunbeams melt 
the wax but harden the clay, the gospel, which has 
been the savour of life unto life to others, may 
prove the savour of death unto death to you. Yet— 

" While the lamp holds on to barn, 
The vilest sinner may return/1 

The Lord Jesus has not yet pronounced the awful 
sound, " Depart!" but is now saying, " Come unto 
me, all ye that labour and are heavy laden, and I 
will give you rest" Fly, then, to the arms of His 
mercy, and cry— 

"For ever here my rest shall be, 
Close to Thy bleeding side; 

This all my hope, and aB my plea, 
For me the Saviour ifed." 

W0«Kj5 UNFILING. 
MET an aged man the other day with 
hair as white as snow, and said to him, 
"You have made a profession of 
Christ, more or less, for many years, 
and yet you do not know that you 

have eternal life, you are not sure you are justified ; 
and if you should die, you have not the oertaiuty 
that you would depart and be with Christ" 

The poor aged countenance fell. He said, " It is 
all true," 

" Let me then tell you the reason of this. You 
have never yet seen God's starting-point You have 
been striving all these years, more or less, to be 
godly, believing that God justifies the godly. You 
have never yet believed that God justified the 
ungodly; there is the starting-point Godliness 
will come after. 'But to him that worketh not, 
but believeth on Him that justifieth the ungodly, 
his faith is counted as righteousness." 

" I never saw that before," said the aged man. 
We ask you, reader, solemnly, Have you ever 

really seen this, and believed God that justifieth the 
ungodly ? You may have striven long to take the 
place of a godly man before God by ordinances of 
men, and so-called good works. It often takes a 
long life of failure to bring a soul to this true 
starting-place of grace. Certainly it must be on a 
different principle from law that God can justify the 
ungodly. " To him that worketh not, but bdieveth." 
(Bom. iv. 5.) 
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He suffered for your sins. 
The Lord Jesus was holy when He came. 

He lived a holy life; but He "suffered" as if 
He had been chargeable with innumerable 
"sins." And His were reed sufferings; He 
endured unutterable anguish in body and soul 

" O Christy what burdens bowed Thy head! 
Our load was laid on Thee; 

Thou stoodeet in the sinner's stead, 
Didst bear aU ill for m*. 

A victim led, Thy blood was shed; 
Now there's no load for me. 

" Jehovah lifted up His rod; 
O Christ, it fell on Thee! 

Thou wast sore-stricken of Thy God; 
There *s not one stroke for me. 

Thy tears, Thy blood, beneath it flowed; 
Thy braising healeth me." 

He alone, being God-man, could bear the | 
infinite stroke of God's sin-avenging sword, i 
God Himself laid OUR sin on Him, the sinless 
One! | 

The death of Jesus on the cross was attended 
with all the shame and ignominy of a public 
execution. 

" He bore on the tree 
The sentence for me." 

He who had never broken the law was 
treated as a murderer, as one " accursed/' He 
" hanged on a tree " on Calvary, 

In your stead. 

What love, that Jesus should take my place, 
and die that I " might not perish, but have 
everlasting life." 

This then is the good news. 
" While we were yet sinners, Christ died for 

us." 
" His own self bare our sins in His own body 

on the tree." 
" The Lord hath laid on Him the iniquity of 

us all" 
Rejoice, for 

" Payment God will not twice demand, 
First at my bleeding Surety's hand, 

And then ogam at mine/' 

ffllPPY EpaGJl." 
HEY sat chatting together in the 
umpty bar-parlour. It was the time 
of day when business was most 
slack. He was a little bit of an 
invalid at the time; she one of the 

best of good wives. A knock at the door disturbed 
them. 

" May I come in 1" asked a lady, who stood there 
with a basket of flowers in her hand. 

" To be sure, ma'am," said the young wife briskly, 
proceeding to dust one of the seats with her apron. 

The seat was taken, and the basket of flowers 
put down upon the table. Then Mrs. Sinclair 
spoke: "I thought you would be glad of some 
flowers—sweet messengers of God's love. I have 
so often looked in when I was passing, and longed 
to have a word with you. Something struck me 
you looked sad." 

"Oh, we're happy enough, thank you !" said the 
husband carelessly. " We have our share of trials, 
but they don't disturb us much. If we can get 
bread to eat, and clothes to our back, it isn't much 
more that we want." 

"Food and clothing do not fit your soul for 
heaven," said Mrs. Sinclair quietly; "at least to 
fill your possibilities of happiness you need some
thing more than you have spoken o£" 

"Ah!" said the man restlessly, "if you are 
thinking of talking religion to us you can spare 
your breath. My wife and I are not like other 
people. We are highly respectable both of us; wc 
do right to the best of our ability, and we never do 
any one an injury." 

" What about the things you have left undone 1" 
asked Mrs. Sinclair solemnly. " If you are quite 
satisfied with the doing, see whether the things left 
undone are quite as praiseworthy." 

"I do not know that we have anything to re
proach ourselves about on that score," said the 
man, giving his wife a look which seemed to say, 
"We are in for a lecture, and no mistake." "I 
don't just remember tanything very particular that I 
left undone when I should have done it" 

"'Thou shalt love the Lord thy God with all 
thy heart, and with all thy soul, and with all thy 
strength, and with all thy mind9 Have you done 
this?" inquired Mrs. Sinclair earnestly. 

" Well, I suppose scarcely," said the man, drop
ping his eyes before Mis. Sinclair's penetrating glance. 
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"Then, without going any farther," said the lady 
eagwly, " you are self-condemned. You have missed 
the mark—the standard that has been set before 
you; and because of this you are a sinner. The 
word ' sinner/ you know, means missed the mark; 
and the sinner as such has but one doom—death, 
eternal separation from God.19 

" Well, but," said the man, Henry Garlton, fidget
ing about a little in his corner, " if I read the Bible 
correctly we haven't half a chance of doing right 
when we come into the world. We are born with 
inclinations to go astray, and whether we wish it 
or not we get fond of the world, and that of course 
prevents our doing the thing we ought to do—loving 
God, I mean, with all our strength." 

"Ah! now I think we know where we are," 
exclaimed Mrs. Sinclair, smiling. " So long as 
you wanted to prove you were good enough, and 
all that sort of thing, there could be no explanation 
revealed to you of God's way of saving sinners; 
but when you acknowledge that whatever you 
might wish you cannot help doing wrong and going 
astray, why you come at once to the very root of 
the whole matter. Think of one like yourself—like, 
I mean, you achiotcledge yourself to be; think of 
such an one being at home in heaven. Would the 
fact of being in heaven remove old feelings and 
change old desires 1 No, the light of heaven would 
only show up the darkness of the human heart to 
such an extent that to be there would be simply 
intolerable; anything would be better than that 
all-revealing light The semi-darkness of the 
world made life endurable; but in the brilliancy 
of heaven's light, life, with the consciousness that 
we wanted to do right, but could not, would, I 
repeat, be simply intolerable." 

" Well, but if you can't do better, what can you 
do V said Mr. Garlton inquiringly. 

And Mrs. Sinclair answered simply, "We can 
trust ourselves with Him who can do all things. 
It was to help us that the Lord Jesus Christ came 
down to earth, and Himself in His own body bare 
our sins upon the tree, that we, being dead unto 
sin, might live unto righteousness/' 

Then she repeated softly— 
" Look, look, if you can bear it, 

Look at your dying Lord ! 
Stand near the cross and watch Him, 

Behold the Lamb of God ! 
" His hands and feet are pierc&d, 

He cannot hide His face, 
And cruel men stand staring 

In crowds about the place. 

" They laugh at Him and mock Him; 
They tell Him to come down 

And leave that cross of suffering, 
And change it for a crown. 

M Why did He bear their mockings ? 
Was He the mighty God ? 

And could He have destroyed them 
With one almighty word ? 

" Yes, Jesus could have done i t ; 
But let me tell yon why 

He would not use His power, 
But chose to stay and die. 

" He had become our Surety, 
And what we could not pay 

He paid instead, and for us, 
On that one dreadful day. 

" For our sins He suffered, 
Yor our sins He died, 

And not for ours only, 
But for all the world's beside. 

" And now the work is finished, 
The sinner's debt is paid, 

Because on Christ the righteous 
The sin of .all was laid. 

" Oh ! wonderful redemption 
God's remedy for sin, 

The door of heaven is opened, 
And you may enter in. 

" For God released our Surety, 
To show the work was done, 

And Jesus' resurrection 
Proclaimed the victory won !" 

" Do you see," added Mrs. Sinclair, her own eyes 
filling with tears as she noticed hoth Mr. and Mis. 
Garlton were silently weeping, "how sin is put 
away 1 Christ died for you. You believe in Him— 
that is, you trust Him—take God at His word— 
and your sins are all forgiven. And more than 
that, Christ gives you a new heart—a heart that 
will love what He loves, and hate what He hates; 
and every day you live, you will love Him more and 
grow more like Him, and then when the time comes 
it will be just lovely for you to go home to dwell 
for ever with Him in His heaven!* 

A customer came in at this point, and made 
a noise with his feet, wanting instantly to be served 
with " a quart of mild;" then others followed, and 
the tap-room becoming full, Mrs. Sinclair quietly 
withdrew—not forgetting to leave a cluster of 
flowers from her basket on the bar-room table. 

" Happy enough," she mused, as she went on her 
way to do some more visiting—"happy enough, 
yes, because ignorant, utterly ignorant; but, thank 
God, they did listen !" 

It was about a fortnight after this that Mrs, Sin-
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clair was told by her servant that * man who 
seemed in very great agitation was wanting to speak 
to her. She rose at once from her desk and went 
to her visitor, whom she recognized as the man 
Garlton. 

" Oh! if you please, ma'am,11 said he, speaking 
nervously and with evident effort to control his tears, 
" I hope you '11 forgive the liberty, but—my wife's 
dying, the doctor has just left; it fs inflammation of 
the lungs. She was took quite sudden, and has 
been so unhappy. She is troubled in her mind, you 
know, and she did so beg me to come to you that 
I 've come—and—please," (he was speaking a little 
more calmly now), " you won't be offended, ma'am, 
but I wanted to save your strength, so I 've brought 
a cab for you. I wouldn't bring it quite up to the 
door, lest you might not like to be seen with a pub
lican, you know, ma'am. If you would prefer it, 
I '11 wait until you 're off, and I '11 follow in a few 
minutes." 

Mrs. Sinclair very warmly assured Mr. Garlton 
that she would be pleased to drive with him to see 
his poor wife, and in a few minutes they had 
started. The noise of the wheels made conversation 
difficult; but Garlton managed to say, " You know 
we have both spoken a deal of what you said that 
day you came to see us. My wife pressed the 
flowers when they were dead, and they are just 
within the cover of the Bible. We had been very 
well satisfied with ourselves until then—happy 
enough, as we told you; but it seemed as if we had 
been asleep, and you woke us up, and we 've been 
right down miserable ever since I" 

They found the wife propped up by pillows, her 
breathing terribly troubled, her cough incessant. 

"Thank—you—for—coming I "she said excitedly, 
seizing Mrs. Sinclair's hand. " Tell me more about 
the good Lord Jesus. My—sins make me— 
wretched. I see them all—I see them all. I can't 
drag them with me to heaven. They hold me back. 
Oh! woe, sorrow, shame! Why did I not become 
good when I was well, and able to give thought and 
attention to these matters! It 's hopeless now." 

She had spoken excitedly, but in gasping tones, 
the cough interrupting. 

Mrs. Sinclair repeated very softly, "God so 
loved the world, that He gave His only-begotten 
Son, that whosoever believeth in Him should not 
perish, but have everlasting life." 

"Think of the Lord Jesus," she said. "Fix 
your eyes upon Him, Mrs. Garlton; believe that 

He died for you. It is here at His cross that you 
may leave your sins; it is here at His cross that 
God forgives you for His dear Son's sake. Do you 
think anything is too hard for the Lord f Oh, no ! 
His word is sure, it cannot fail, and He has 
promised to blot out our aim; though they are as 
scarlet, to make them as white as snow. You 
know the prodigal Son, when he came to himself, 
in that far off country, rose and went to his father, 
confessing his sins; and his father, when he was 
still a long, long way from home, saw him coming, 
and ran to meet him; and when the son was 
telling out his sorrow for the past, the father broke 
the story in two with a kiss of forgiveness. Now 
you are like that poor prodigal. Ton have been 
living in a far country, quite satisfied with every
thing until you began to think; and then when 
you came to yourself, you said you would arise and 
go and tell your father how you had sinned 
against Him. Only think—that loving Father has 
come out to meet you. You were thinking you had 
still a long way to go; but he is here waiting to 
forgive you, to clothe you in the robe of His Son's 
righteousness, and bring you to His home in peace." 

"And it's all true?" asked the dying woman, 
eagerly. 

" Quite true. Listen to God's own words." 
And Mrs. Sinclair took out her pocket Bible, 

and read verse after verse. 
"Please come back to that one about cGod so 

loved the world,'" said the dying woman; "it 
seems so full, so high and deep, and wide across; 
it's as if it gets beyond, and gathers in everybody's 
need, so it must be all I want." 

And Mrs. Sinclair repeated again and yet again—a 
gentle pressure from the dying woman's hand 
speaking her thanks, while her eyes were closed, 
and her face wore an expression of calm restfulness 
—" God so loved the world, that He gave His only-
begotten Son, that whosoever believeth in Him 
should not perish, but have everlasting life." 

* * * * * * 
" I do believe in Him " were the last words of 

that publican's wife. " I do believe in Him," 
were the first words of the publican himself as he 
came through the night of sorrow to the morning 
of hope. To him was granted the life to prove the 
utterance of the lips. He gave up his public-
house. How could he believe for his own salva
tion, love Him who had saved him, and continue 
in a trade which tempts men and women to foiget 
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God, and neglect to seek the salvation of their 
souls) 

Dear reader, have you been " happy enough" 
simply because ignorant of the fact that " heaven is 
a prepared place for a prepared people," and that 
for us to live there in the future, we must be made 
ready in the present) 

May God's Holy Spirit lead you to the Saviour, 
and teach you to utter the words of David as our 
own experiencef " In thy presence is fulness of joy; 
at thy right hand there are pleasures for evermore.91 

VW6 DYING-BED^. 
RICH man was dying, but his 
doctor refused to tell him that his 
end was approaching. He sent 
for his housekeeper, and insisted 
upon her telling him how long he 

had to live. "Do you wish me to 
tell you what the doctor told me)19 

said the woman. "Yes, I want the 
whole truth; tell me quickly." "Well, 
sir, he said you had only twelve hours to 
live." "Then I fve no time to lose. Now, 

do as you are told, and don't remonstrate with me. 
Send immediately for my solicitor, then go for C , 
the undertaker, and bring him back with you." 
The woman quickly obeyed him. When the under
taker arrived, he was ushered into the presence of 
the dying man, who said, "C , I'm about to 
die, and I want you to manage my funeral for ma 
I will tell you how I wish it conducted, and the 
kind of coffin I require; and then I wish you to 
make out your bill, and I will pay you before I die." 

" But, sir," remonstrated C , " I would rather 
not undertake this affair/' " Nonsense I sit down 
and make your bill out; and mind, man, don't be 
extortionate." Thus urged, O — did his bidding, 
was paid, and departed. 

" Now," said Mr. to his housekeeper, "make 
me a glass of punch, and fill my pipe with tobacco, 
and I will make myself as comfortable as I can 
while I live." A few hours afterwards he died! 
Yes, he died and was buried. Was that the end of 
him1 Alas! no. His body was laid in the gr%ve, 
where it awaits resurrection; but his soul, that 
immortal soul, where is itf When in health, busi
ness aiid pleasure engrossed his attention, and then 
to die-without any other preparation for eternity 

1 than that I have described. Solemn, awful close to 
a life spent according to the course of this world. 
And yet he had been warned of coming judgment; 
only a stone's throw from his house was the gospel 
preached. He had heard the world-wide invitation, 
"Whosoever will, let him take" (Rev. xxii. 17), 
and, "Him that cometh to me I will in no wise 
cast out." (John vL 37.) But" there are no pardons 
in the tomb, and brief is mercy's day." 

Remember, his was a life spent without God, a 
death-bed without Christ! Do you say God is 
merciful) He is; He says so Himself. "The Lord 
God, merciful and gracious, longsuffering, and abun
dant in goodness and truth, keeping mercy for 
thousands, forgiving iniquity and transgression and 
sin, and that will by no means clear the guilty." 
(Ex. xxxiv. 6, 7.) Perhaps you have never noticed 
these words, " By no means clear the guilty." How 
then can man be saved, since " all have sinned, and 
come short of the glory of God"? (Rom. iii. 23.) 
The only just ground for God's mercy is the atoning 
work of His only begotten Son. His mercy pro
vided a substitute for the guilty; the feet of them 
that preach the gospel of peace have carried the 
glad tidings far and wide, and guilty man, having 
heard how God can be just, and the justifier of him 
that believeth in Jesus, is left without excuse. 
Reader, think of the death-bed of the rich man 
without Christ, and then listen to the dying words 
of one poor in this world's goods, but rich in faith. 
" Yes, I'man old man now, and a dying man too, 
but my times are in His hands; 1'm only waiting 
for Him to take me to His own eternal presence. 
My salvation is secure; Christ has done all for me. 
Oh, the mercy of God! On my dying bed I think 
of His mercies toward me. I was a wild, thought
less sinner, and many a danger have I been in on 
sea and land. His mercy kept me, His love brought 
me to Christ, now I praise Him for it." Soon after 
he fell asleep. 

Do not you see a striking difference, dear reader, 
in the two dying menl and does your heart say of 
the last one, "Oh that my end may be like his"1 
Is there any reason why your end should not be a 
happy onef Can God do more for you than He 
has done] Surely not; "for scarcely for a right
eous man will one die : yet peradventure for a good 
man some would even dare to die. But God com-
mendeth His love toward us, in that, while we were 
yet sinners, Christ died for us." (Rom. v. 7, 8.) Let 
me tell you once more, God cannot show mercy 
apart from the Son of His love; He is the Way to 
be saved; His is the Name to be believed on; and 
His is the Blood that cleanseth. Now is the time 
to accept Him. Now is the day of salvation. Now 
or it may be Never I E. E. S. 
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"$%J&E¥fllW BETWEEN J»E ftW G©D." 
WAS asked to call upon a woman apparently 
dying, and granting the request, I went to 
her. I found her lying, worn from the 
rapidly advancing disease of consumption, 

weak in body, but perfectly clear in mind, and yet 
not happy. There seemed little hope of her recovery; 
and she had been brought face to face with the fact 
that death, which must come some day, might come 
very soon. 

Ah, how little some people realise this! Day 
after day they live on, and act as if this fleeting life 
were to last for ever, and there were no endless 
eternity lying beyond it; an eternity which all 
must spend somewhere; an eternity which this life 
is an opportunity to prepare for; an eternity that 
death will launch them into. And yet they dismiss 
the thought, and if they think of it at all, they 
console themselves with the idea of repenting and 
turning to their Saviour at the last. 

But this time may never come. Death may 
come suddenly; and ah! what will it be if it find 
them unready, unprepared 1 

This woman of whom I write was unhappy. She 
was a respectable person, who, as far as I could 
gather, "had lived an honest, seemly life—happy in 
her relations with her husband, of patient disposition, 
and most grateful for all done for her during her 
illness. She knew death might come soon, and 
as she looked at me she said how unready she felt 
to meet it, " for there does seem something between 
me and God." 

What that something was, I tried to explain, was 
sin; and at first she did not seem to understand 
how that could be. She said she "hadn't been 
reckless like some,11 and altogether Satan was trying 
very successfully to blind her eyes to the fact that 
"all have sinned, and come short of the glory of 
God." However, I tried to teach her, and by the 
help of the Holy Spirit, who was drawing the veil 
from her eyes, and gradually showing her herself, 
she at last saw that she had in many ways broken 
God's laws. Little sins, big faults, habits of sin 
indulged in, all came to her mind. And not only 
that, but she remembered how often the Holy Spirit 
had striven with her, by suggesting good thoughts, 
by prompting her to a new life, by seeking to win 
her to Jesus, and she had always resisted Him-
always put Him oft 

But now it was different The Holy Spirit was 

speaking to her, and now the language of her heart 
was, " Speak, Lord, for thy servant heareth." And 
the gentle voice of the Comforter led her on and on, 
even to the cross of her Saviour. There she brought 
her sins, confessing to Him that she had indeed 
sinned against Him, neglected His commands, been 
careless of His love. She told Him all about it, 
and from her heart rose a very real and earnest 
prayer for forgiveness. She knew that she could 
not hope for heaven with one unfoigiven sin staining 
her soul; she knew that sin must be washed away 
ere she could enter into His presence, and she had 
also learnt how that was done. 

" Just as I am, without one plea, 
But that Thy blood was shed for me, 
And that Thou bid'at me come to Thee: 

O Lamb of God, I oome!" 

And she came to Him to find pardon and peace. 
His promise remains sure and true, for it is the 
promise of One who is Himself the truth. u Him 
that cometh to me I will in no wise cast out" 

Yes, those words are true, and they were for 
her. Just as Jesus Christ would have died had 
there been only one soul to be saved, just as His 
death was for her individually, so His promise was 
her own, a royal gift from the King who is "the 
same yesterday, to-day, and for ever.1' 

He pardoned her sins, and washed them all 
away; and never can I forget her thankful words 
when she said, " Now the load is gone." 

Yes, it was gone ! The load and burden of sin 
laid at the foot of the cross of Jesus. 

Friends, have any of you felt that there is 
" something between " you and God 1 

Is it unforgiven sin 1 Then take it to Him who 
alone can forgive it, bring that sin-stained heart to 
the fountain filled with the precious blood of a 
loving Saviour, and find there, as my friend did, 
pardon and peace. 

Will you notl Another time will not do. It 
must be now. For if death comes and finds you 
with all your sins unforgiven, then indeed there 
will be "something between" you and God—a 
something that will remain, not for a day, or a 
month, or a year, but for ever. 

" He only could unlock the gate 
Of heaven, and let us in." 

Yes, and the time was allowed to slip. He was 
there, and you refused to let Him pardon and 
cleanse you. And then the gate will be shut, and 
from the face of God your sins will have shut 
you away to all eternity ! I* E. D. 
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encloses the knife sharpened for its throat is not! 
more unconscious of its fate. The granting swine 
that growl in the filth beneath the quivering 
flitches of their recent companions, afford a striking 
illustration of the folly of those who in the far 
country feed upon husks, and disregard the warn
ings successively trumpeted in their ears. 

Be not so foolish, dear reader, but satisfy yourself 
about your own personal condition, after your mun-1 
dane career is closed and you enter on an endless 
future. Rest not until you have had everything 
thoroughly settled between God and your soul 
Look the matter straight in the face. 

The blessed Jesus, the eternal Son of Jehovah, 
left the bosom of the Father, descended from the 
throne of glory and the mansions of unfading light, 
came down to this world of guilt, misery, and woe. 
He took upon Him the likeness of sinful flesh. He 
manifested God, and glorified Him in His life here 
below. He magnified the law, and made it honour
able. He wrought out perfect righteousness. He en
dured rejection, scorn, indignities, and all the malice 
of depraved man, instigated by Satan, and bearing 
the unmitigated wrath of God against sin, He died 
on the cross under the full weight of His popple's sin 
and transgressions. He shed His precious blood in 

room and place and stead of all who believe on 
Him. He died the sinner's death. He became a 
curse by hanging on the tree; He discharged every 
claim, paid our entire debt, and satisfied the justice 
of God. He was buried, He rose again triumphant 
over death, the grave, sin and Satan, and carried His 
precious blood as a perfect and all-sufficient atone
ment for sin into the presence of God, and sprinkled 
it in the Holiest. 

Now satis/action has been made, God testifies to 
the believing sinner that He is satisfied with the 
blood shed, that all things are settled in his behalf 
by the blood of Jesus. CHBYNB BRADY. 

"WJT^F jaEfljSEjsv Tpea, e SLEEPER?" 
P ^ ^ S ^ f l A L K I N G by the sea I noticed that 
rPfflBS t̂l VH * °̂ attention of many persons was 
P^M^^SJ]N directed to an object on the beach. 
|^^i^^%7J Drawing near, I found this to be 
LiSltLSaU a young man, lying on his back, fast 
asleep, with the sea within two or three feet of him. 
The tide was rising rapidly, and from the spot on J 
which he lay the water became suddenly deep and] 
dangerous. 

Unconscious of all this, the young man lay 
enjoying his slumber. Others could see there was 
peril, whilst he lay like one dead. At length a lad 
leaped down on the beach and ran to him. He 
called, but this took no effect The sea now had 
just reached his feet The kind boy seized him 
by the arm. The sleeper tried to shake him off; 
and it was only by a rather rough shaking that he 
was aroused; then, rubbing his eyes, he slowly 
arose, and retreated to a safer spot, without, so far 
as I could see, expressing his thanks to the one 
who had so kindly come to his help. 

As I turned away the thought struck me, that 
we are surrounded by sleepers. Perhaps most of 
those persons who wondered at the young man's 
folly were sleepers, fast asleep, and would resent 
any attempt to awaken them. 

Header, are you asleep, utterly unconscious of 
your danger, which is imminent) "Condemned 
already," a lover of this present world, a forgetter 
of God, neglecting the great salvation, the wrath of 
God abiding on you, because you believe not on 
His Son, yet happy in this condition. Is not this 
sleep—deep sleep 1 €t What meanest thou, 0 sleepert 
I pray thee arise." " Behold, now is the accepted 
time; behold, now is the day of salvation." Awake 
to your peril, lest you sleep the sleep of death. 
II Look unto Me, and bo ye saved." 

J. B. ISBRLL. 
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and devotion, placing his hand upon his bosom, he 
said, " IT IS SOMETHING HBRE !" And then raising 
his eyes, he added," AND SOMETHING UP YONDBR !" 

This is a truly excellent definition of " the king
dom of God." " It is something here ; " for it is 
"Christ in you, the hope of glory." (CoL i 27.) 
"It is something up yonder*9 "whither the Fore
runner is for all believers entered, even Jesus, who 
is made a high priest for ever." (Heb. vi. 20.) 

Header, do you know anything of " the kingdom 
of God"? Jesus tells you to "seek first the king
dom of God, and His righteousness;" and promises, 
if you do so, that all other "things shall be added 
unto you." (Matt. vi. 33.) "The kingdom of God 
cometh not with observation," that is, with outward 
show; but, " behold, the kingdom of God is within 
you." (Luke xvii. 20, 21.) Those who have " the 
kingdom of God " within them have the empire of 
Satan destroyed, and the throne of Christ Jesus 
established in their hearts. All such are dead, 
and their life is hid with Christ in God; and 
" when Christ, who is their life, shall appear, then 
shall they also appear with Him in glory." (CoL iii. 
3, 4.) "Except a man be born again," be born 
from above by the quickening power of God the 
Holy Spirit, "he cannot see the kingdom of God." 
(John iii. 3.) This being "born again" is indeed 
" a great change." It turns a man right round. It 
is a deliverance from the power of darkness and a 
translation into the kingdom of God's dear Son. 
It is salvation from sin, from its death, power, and 
penalty. In a word, all who are " born again " are 
in Christ; and of them it can be said, " He is a 
new creature: old things are passed away; behold, 
all things are become new." (2 Cor. v. 17.) 

If you, dear reader, trust in the Lord and Saviour 
Jesus Christ, you are "born again." I, therefore, 
beseech you, " be ye reconciled to God; for he hath 
made Him to be sin for us, who knew no sin; that we 
might be made the righteousness of God in Him." 
(2 Cor. v. 21.) Listen to the glad tidings. Jesus 
was sinless; He took our sins away by bearing the 
punishment they deserved, when He shed His 
blood, and so died upon Calvary's cross; and now 
all who put their trust in Him are accounted right
eous by God for His sake. We have no righteous
ness of our own; but the moment we believe in 
Jesus, we are "made the righteousness of God in 
Him." Would you enter the kingdom of God1 
then ""believe on the Lord Jesus Christ, and you 
shall be saved." (Acts xvi 31.) 

WFfl*F WE WW* REDEEMED 

i££.HRIST has given Himself for us that He 
^ ' might redeem us from everything that was 

between us and God. We were condemned, 
the slaves of sin, and Satan, and the world; but 
the blood-shedding of Jesus sets us free. And in 
redemption what have we % We have— ^ 

1. Freedom from the law. The law could only 
condemn us for our sins; it said, " Cursed is every 
one that continueth not in all things which are 
written in the book of the law to do them 
But Christ hath redeemed us from the curse of the 
law, being made a curse for us. When the fulness 
of the time was come, God sent forth His Son, 
made of a woman, made under the law, to redeem 
them that were under the law that we might receive 
the adoption of sons." And then not only are we 
redeemed from the law, but— 

2. We have redemption from the power of sin. 
There is not only the pure and holy law against as, 
but there is sin having dominion over us, and we 
cannot emancipate ourselves from its fearful tyranny; 
but we know that through the blood and death of 
Christ we are made free from sin, having our fruit 
unto holiness, and the end everlasting Ufa We are 
made free from sin; and in the same chapter we 
read, "Sin shall not have dominion over you." 
(Bom. vi. 14.) Is not this a glorious thing, that 
through the redemption work of Christ we are 
delivered from sin, which was having dominion over 
us by our being transgressors under law, and was 
bringing destruction upon us? for it is said, "Cursed 
is every one that continueth not in all things which 
are written in the book of the law to do them;" 
and we were continuing in nothing. But we are 
in Christ, and have died with Him to sin, and sin 
shall not have dominion over us, for we are " not 
under law, but under grace." 

Through redemption we get more; we get eman
cipation from sin itself, in principle. Before know
ing redemption, you are not the master of sin, but 
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sin is your master, and you cannot do as you like; 
but sin, your master, says, Do this or do that—and, 
" as one under authority," you do it This goes on 
from day to day and from year to year in the case 
of the whole human family; and they "cannot 
cease from sin" until redemption in Christ is 
believed and known. But " he that hath suffered 
in the flesh hath ceased from sin; that he no longer 
should live the rest of his time in the flesh to the 
lusts of men, but to the will of God." (1 Peter iv. 
1, 2.) " Sin shall not have dominion over you, for 
ye are not under law, but under grace." Being "in 
Christ," His blood and death set free from sin. We 
have now redemption from the power of sin, and 
by-and-by we shall be free from the hateful presence 
of sin, for we shall be in that holy city where sin 
shall never enter: " And there shall in nowise enter 
into it anything that deiileth, neither whatsoever 
worketh abomination, or maketh a lie : but they 
that are written in the Lamb's book of life." Oh, 
what a blessing it is to be now- free from this 
lawlessness—this self-will—the very principle of 
sin, that brings about our enslavement, and keeps 
the race in chains, the very drudges of the devil, 
and slaves of passion, lust, and sin! We are by 
nature the slaves of sin and children of wrath. 
" But God be thanked that ye were the servants of 
sin "—that it is now only a thing of past history 
—"but ye have obeyed from the heart that form of 
doctrine into which ye were delivered. Being then 
made free from sin, ye became the servants of 
righteousness. But now, being made free from sin, 
and become servants of God, ye have your fruit 
unto holiness, and the end everlasting life." (Bom. 
vi) And it is true of every Christian soul that you 
are delivered from sin by dying to sin in Christ's 
death, and that you have now dominion over sin, 
and can be thus addressed: " Let not sin therefore 
reign in your mortal body, that ye should obey it in 
the lusts thereof. Neither yield ye your members 
as instruments of unrighteousness unto sin, but 
yield yourselves unto God . • . and your members 
as instruments of righteousness unto God:" The 
cross of Christ has been the end of sin's dominion. 
We have ended our existence of sin in Christ dead 
for us. As says the apostle, " / am crucified with 
Christ; nevertheless I live; yet not I, but Christ 
liveth in me." 

3. We have also redemption from the world. 
"Who gave Himself for our sins, that He might 
deliver us from this present evil age." We are taken 

out of Satan's world, and joined to Christ by the Holy 
Ghost, and are thus members of His body; and in
stead of having Satan working in us, " it is God that 
worketh in us to will and to do of His good pleasure." 

4. We have redemption also from death. Death 
is a thing that is feared, and it should be feared by 
the ungodly, because there is nothing so sure to 
come upon them as death. " It is appointed unto 
men once to die, and after that the judgment" 
Sinners are dead already—dead in trespasses and 
sins, and there is no prospect possible to them 
but death. There is to believers, "for we shall 
not all sleep;" but to the unsaved there are only 
death and the grave certain now—a fearful looking 
for of judgment; and then there is "the second 
death" in the lake of fire to all eternity. If the 
first death is so terrible to the unsaved that they are 
often in horror and despair as they are passing through 
it, what must " the second death " be, where their 
worm dieth not, and the fire is not quenched f It 
is a terrible sight to stand by the dying bed of a 
careless, godless worldling, and to see the dying one 
dragged, as it were, as a criminal, before the bar of 
God, crying out, " I cannot die! I cannot die!" 
and would part with all he has to gain time to get 
deliverance. We would give anything to be able 
to deliver such an one, but "none can by any 
means redeem his brother, nor -give to God a 
ransom for him." (Psalm xlix. 7-9.) But the 
things that are impossible with men are possible 
with God, for when there is none to help, " then 
He is gracious unto him, and saith, Deliver him 
from going down to the pit: I have found a ransom.1' 
(Job xxxiiL 24.) There is One who can redeem, 
who has obtained redemption—He who entered the 
lists against Satan; the Lord Jesus Christ has 
delivered us from death, and " from him who has 
the power of death, even the devil" He descended 
into Satan's stronghold—the dark regions of death 
and the grave—and ascended up, leading captivity 
captive—Satan is in chains! He has also received 
gifts for men; and through the Holy Spirit He 
has bestowed these gifts in varied ministries of 
grace (Eph. iv. 11, 12), so that saved and gifted 
ones are now, in the power of the Holy Ghost, the 
means by which poor sinners are getting delivered 
from Satan's kingdom and the power and fear of 
death, and are translated into the kingdom of God's 
dear Son, and built up in Christ 
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Some hours after I stood with the poor penitent 
woman by the fatal gibbet. Terror of God's judg
ment again seized her a? she cried : 

" But I have sinned, and must meet God ! Oh, 
what will become of mef 

" Jeanne,9' I replied, "yon can do nothing; but 
the blood of Jesus can do everything 1" 

Then, encouraged by this assurance, she mur
mured: 

"The blood of Jesus has washed away my sin; I 
commend my spirit into His hands." 

A few minutes after, human justice was satisfied. 

In 1869, relates the same priest, as I was crossing 
a street in Madrid, I was accosted by a stranger, 
who, after a few friendly words, put a little book 
into my hands. I asked him what it was about, 
and he replied, " TJte precious blood of Christ!" 
and quickly walked away. Looking at the book, I 
saw the title was, " CERTAINLY THERE IS A SAVIOUR 
FOR YOU TOO !" But while I was scanning its con
tents, another person, who had observed us, 
approached, and said in a sharp voice, " Do you not 
know that that is. a Protestant book, and that you 
run the risk of excommunication, if you are caught 
reading it f" 

I was struck by the words, and not desiring to 
make myself a victim of the Holy Office, I hastily tore 
up the pages that were in my hands, and threw them 
away. I continued my way with the relief of one who 
feels that he has escaped from an impending danger. 
But there still sounded in my ears the gentle, grave 
voice of the stranger. Those words, " The blood of 
Christ," had awakened old memories; and the 
details of the dark story of crime, which led to 
judgment and the gallows, came vividly before my 
mind They made me ask myself, " If that woman 
was comforted by the assurance of the virtue of the 
blood of Christy why should I tear up the book 
which spoke of this truth)" 

I retraced my steps, but the leaves had been 
blown away; I only found a little bit of the red 
cover, and with deep emotion I read the title again 
—"CERTAINLY, THERE IS A SAVIOUR FOR TOU TOO ! 
I said to myself: " Did I deceive that woman, on 
the threshold of eternity, by mAing her believe 
that pardon is through the shed blood) Could my 
words have been only commonplace comfort, a 
souvenir of my cold and barren studies) But this 
word strengthened her in the dark valley, on the 

| threshold of eternity; and if it is true, why do I 
reject it myself, and seek my own pardon in another 
way?" 

I could not rid my mind of this thought; and 
the words of the little book were constantly ringing 
in my ears. Not being able to get rid of them, I 
went, a few weeks after, to a Protestant service. 
God so ordered it that the preacher took for his 
text, "The blood of Jesus Christ His Son cleanseth 
us from all sin," 

My conversion dates from that day; and these 
words, which only with my lips I spoke to the poor 
condemned woman, have, by the grace of God, 
become the foundation of a faith which fills me with 
joy, and rest, and confidence in God. 

And now, dear friend, will you believe God's 
word, and trust in Him for the cleansing of your 
sins in His most precious blood 1 

IE end of Lizzie 0 — is drawing 
nigh; but, praise the Lord, Lizzie is 
ready. Yes, quite ready. Death 
has no sting for her. The sting is 
gone, and she is not afraid. The 

great judgment-day has no terror for her. The 
language of her heart might be expressed in the 
verse of the hymn which says— 
u What about death ? it hasn't a sting. 

The grave to a Christian no terror can bring; 
For death has been conquered, the grave has been spoiled. 
And every foeman and enemy foiled." 

We stood by Lizzie's death-bed the other night, 
and our hearts were made glad to see her resting 
sweetly in Jesus, and to hear the bursts of praise 
ascending from her heart to Him who loved her 
and gave Himself for her. Within the very borders 
of eternity, twice over in our hearing she cried, 
"Eosanna to the Lord/" She requested us to 
sing that hymn (written by Macleod Wylie, who is 
now with the Lord), the chorus of which was— 

" Oh, wondrous is the crimson tide, 
Which from my Saviour flowed; 

And still in heaven my song shall be, 
The precious, precious blood." 

After we sung it she said, "That's sweet, and that 
is just what I have—' Nothing but the blood of 
Jesus;' and it 9s plenty, I nMd nothing mora. Oh, 
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with stars, he cried to God to make him like them, 
pure and bright 

What would he give to be pure and innocent! 
Not long after this, when about thirty years of age, 
he commenced attending the services of the Church 
of England, and some few months after married the 
young woman he was engaged to, named Annie 
Sims, after an acquaintance of a year and a half. 

After marriage he broke out again into sin, and was 
fully led by the devil at his will for eight or nine 
months, causing fearful trouble to his wife and her 
relatives. Now prayer, offered by his wife's sister and 
an uncle, who died a soldier's death in China, was 
about to be answered. His wife's sister was taken 
seriously ill at this time, and all thought that her 
end was approaching. She asked to see him. He 
was quite broken down during the interview, for she 
told him of a dream she had during the delirium of 
her illness, in which she saw hell opened with un
utterable horrors ready to receive her, and poor 
Tom dragging her sister down with him. The tears 
were coursing down his face as a Wesleyan minister 
entered the room to visit the apparently dying 
woman; but seeing Tom's deep distress, the minister 
turned his attention to Tom rather than to the one 
(a member of his flock) whom he had come to see. 
They both knelt down, and the minister prayed 
most earnestly for Tom, who, on rising from his 
knees, felt most deeply convicted, and promised to 
attend the revival services, then being held at 
Arundel Street Chapel, Landport, all that day. 
After leaving the sick-room, the old enemy returned 
with such dreadful power that, listening to his 
promptings, he went to several public-houses, and 
drank a quantity of rum. 

But having promised to go to the mission services, 
he could not refuse the invitations of an elderly 
Christian woman, who called for him each night. 
She was a Welshwoman, and always took a deep 
interest in Tom. 

During these meetings he got great blessing, but 
did not enter into full liberty until three months 
after. He was then employed at Haslar, with a 
gang of men, sinking an artesian well, on the last 
night of the year. His mates were drinking heavily 
at the midnight hour, and because he would not 
join them, taunted him, and tried various practical 
jokes upon him; and, to quote his own words, " I 
felt I must either fight or run.19 So he left them, 
went behind some buildings, and there, on a plank 
covered with hoar-frost, he fell on his knees, and | 
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earnestly implored the Lord to have mercy upon 
him, and cried in his ignorance, " Either cut me 
down or save me now; I cannot bear it any longer." 
An answer came to his soul, as though a voice uttered, 

I" It is finished." Just then, at midnight, chimed 
out the bells of Haslar and Marine Barracks, ringing 

I in the new year, and the joy bells of his heart 
rang out in echo, " Glory be to God; praise the 
Lord/' He could then calmly return to his work 
until the morning, when the mouths of the men 
were stopped. But nothing would induce him to 

I return to this gang, lest he should be tempted to 
forget his Lord. So he gave up that lucrative em
ployment, and entered the dockyard as a labourer, 
at 188. per week. The dockyard authorities soon 
promoted him to the charge of some high-pressure 
boilers. From that time he devoted all his spare 
time and energies in service for the Lord, first as 
tract distributer and sick visitor. 

Some months afterwards he was offered a post at 
Havant, to take charge of an engine in an army 
and navy washing factory. There he got a step 
further in the Lord's work, and would speak at out-
of-doors meetings; and there, through the help of 
the Rev. W. Tidd Matson, a Congregational minister, 
he took little evangelistic meetings at various village 
chapels, and the Lord blessed his testimony wonder
fully. 

Rev. T. Matson, in a letter in reply to one giving 
him information of Tom's death, writes thus of Tom: 

"His early childhood was passed amidst the 
most immoral surroundings, and in his youth he 
was accustomed to meet with a party of infidels for 
the purpose of ridiculing the Bible, which they 
read together and made merry over; but all the 
while he felt in his heart that it was wrong, and 
was inwardly in great fear. I became acquainted 
with him at Havant, where I had my first chaige. 
The thing that struck me most was his absolute and 
child-like faith in God, and next to that his 
readiness to speak and work for Christ. He would 
accost a stranger if he heard him swearing, and so 
work upon his mind and feelings as to persuade him 
to come with him to the house of God. I have 
known him do this over and over again. Once he 
persuaded two navvies to do this, and actually 
waited for them outside the door of a public-house 
while they went in first to regale themselves with a 
pint of beer. He then brought them to chapel, 
and one of them was moved to tears under the 
Word." 
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Next he was engaged for six months in London, 
working in connection with the late William Carter, 
Richard Weaver, and others; hut more in the 
capacity of a hewer of wood and drawer of water. 
He was out of work all that time, and knew what 
it was at times to he in great straits; and once was 
in such distress that the temptation came to his 
mind to throw himself off one of the bridges. 
But the Lord left him not After being in London 
for about six months, he was called to Brighton in 
a somewhat remarkable way. Some old Christian 
friends, who were engaged on the railway at 
Brighton, knowing of his difficulties, sent for him to 
come and fill a situation which was then vacant 
through a very sad event A poor ungodly man 
held the post of engine-driver at some works at 
Brighton. One morning, while taking his breakfast, 
with an oath in his mouth, he dropped down a 
corpse. All Tom's spare time there on week-days 
and on Sundays was spent in open-air preaching, on 
the beach and on the Level in summer, and in the 
winter in a building called Canterbury Hall, which 
had been secured for gospel services; afterwards 
also in a theatre on Sundays, where the Lord very 
greatly owned and blessed his labours. While there 
a very earnest band of workers rallied round him; 
and it was there that he met J. H. Paget, Esq., in a 
somewhat singular way, little thinking what important 
issues hung upon that meeting. Tom went to ask him 
for the loan of his schoolroom for gospel meetings 
on week-nights. After a long conversation, Mr. 
Puget said, u I can see the Lord has not sent you 
here for my schoolroom, I cannot grant you that; 
but I have some mission work at Maze Lane, 
Barnet, that I feel sure the Lord has for you to do. 
I have been praying for some time that He would 
send me a suitable man for the work ; I am sure I 
have the answer." Mr. Puget gave him three days 
to consider the matter At the end of that time 
Tom could not see his way clear to undertake 
it, and went to tell him so. But while they 
were on their knees together before the Lord, the 
word seemed to come to him, " Go." Mr. Puget 
offered to give him his expenses to go at once and 
see the place first. Tom said, " No, I have got the 
word from the Lord, and I will go." The railway 
authorities said they would keep his situation open 
for three months for him if he cared to return. 
He came to Maze Lane and stayed there till his 
death—a period of twenty-two years. Two mission
aries had preceded him there, but were soon 

discouraged. The work was a work of faith, and 
seemed productive of little at first. Mr. Puget 
lived to see many striking conversions before his 
death, which took place in 1867. 

One earnest brother, who is still living there, was 
early made the subject of divine grace through 
our brother's instrumentality; and had the joy of 
seeing six of his family brought to the Lord, four 
of whom are still in fellowship there, and two have 
fallen asleep in Jesus. 

Another brother writes: "A most remarkable 
case in connection with his early work was that of a 
navvy, who was working with a gang of men in the 
neighbourhood. Our brother visited them in their 
dinner-hour, and had many a word with them for 
the Master. This one in particular seemed arrested 
from the first, and sometimes his emotion was so 
great he could scarcely eat his dinner. He was 
invited to the mission room, and there on the first 
Sunday he found the Saviour. It was a sight never 
to be forgotten to see the big, burly man as white 
as a corpse, and trembling froip head to foot. But 
when the light came into his soul, he was flooded 
with joy and peace, and his after life manifested 
the deep reality of the work; and for aught we 
know he is still living, and in his humble way 
seeking to follow and serve his Lord.11 

The work of grace in another navvy, named 
J. B , was very striking. He had worked on 
the Great Northern Railway for many years, and 
was a most notorious profligate, and bitter opponent 
to the Lord's work, though he often seemed moved 
by our brother's faithful words. When laid low 
upon what proved to be his death-bed, his conscience 
was greatly troubled. He dreaded to meet God. A 
brother named W——, a ganger on the line, in
duced him to let Tom Jones come to see him, who 
preached to him Jesus. The poor trembling sinner 
accepted offered mercy, and lived six weeks to 
testify to the grace of God to all who came to see 
him, and the Lord worked mightily through that 
dying man to many, amongst whom was one of his 
sons, who is still in fellowship at the mission-hall. 
Our brother committed the body to the grave, and 
the Word there was blessed to some, who are still 
living to praise the Lord. 

Through Mr. Puget's influence he (Mr. Jones) had 
the privilege of access to the workhouse, and there 
his testimony was greatly owned of the Lord The 
mission-room soon got too strait for the people, 
and a new hall was added to it, which has proved 
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to be the birthplace of many precious souls; many 
oases were very striking (one of an escaped convict 
in particular), Jerusalem sinners were saved, and the 
moral aspect of the neighbourhood underwent a 
great change. 

His labours at Maze Lane, however, were but a 
small portion of his life-work. We need hardly 
speak of the thousands he addressed in the theatres, 
music halls, and other places in London, and in 
other towns throughout the United Kingdom. His 
impassioned eloquence and natural dramatic power, 
born of whole-hearted zeal and loving tenderness, 
must ever live in the memory of the thousands to 
whom the Lord made him a means of blessing. 

CoL Puget was led to become interested in his 
father's works, and continued to see and hear Tom, 
and to thank God with him for many tokens of the 
power of prayer and faith accompanying the gospel 
of the grace of God. Tom had ample opportuni
ties of preaching elsewhere. He was in Ireland, 
and held some meetings; also in Aldershot on 
several occasions. His preaching was singularly 
calculated to move the emotions of his listeners— 
there was so much tenderness mixed with unflinch
ing boldness. His own experiences of sin and its 
power were intensely vivid, and enhanced the value 
of the peace and joy he enjoyed in believing. An 
ardent, affectionate nature was rendered doubly so 
by a deep estimate of the love of Christ to him in 
his lost state, and having been forgiven much, he 
loved much. His affection for Mr. Puget was in
tense, and he cherished his memory to the very last 
day of his life, and could hardly ever speak of him 
without deep emotion. The last three years of his 
life were marked by suffering, and failing health 
and strength; but it was only the last year that bad 
symptoms began to show themselves, and, like all 
chastening from the Lord, was accepted by him 
with a patient loyal trust He worked on bravely 
to the last, struggling against constantly-increasing 
weakness, though it had become apparent to all who 
had known him long that he was ripening for 
removal hence. A month before his death he had a 
violent attack of hemorrhage from the stomach, 
and all thought his end was come. A dear brother 
in Christ was with him, and described his appear
ance as marble white, and a cold sweat on his face; 
and on asking him, " Are you trusting Jesus now t n \ 
received the reply, with a smile, | 

" Though the death dew lies cold on my brow, 
If ever I loved thee, my Jesus, 'tis now." 

But he rallied and seemed to mend. Brother 
B saw him often, and found him bright and 
happy. The next Lord's-day he managed to sit 

I and hear part of the meeting, and the next Lord's-
day took the meeting himself, as well as the 
next, which was his last Lord's-day on earth. 
On the Monday evening he was at the prayer 
meeting, and earnestly pleaded for the souls around 
who had heard the gospel so often, and yet were 
strangers to it. Next day he was taken worse, and 
kept his bed till Thursday morning, when, after 
some hours of much hard struggle for breath, he fell 
asleep at 4 a.m. He was conscious till the very 
last Brother C , and his half-brother T 
H , were with him, and asked if the enemy 
troubled him; he said, " No, the Lord has hedged 
me in, Satan has no power over me;" then, after a 
little silence and increased difficulty of breathing, 
they heard him gently whisper, " The precious blood 
of Jesus cleanseth ," he did not finish the sen
tence, so he passed away to be for ever with the 
Lord. No one expected that dissolution was so 
near, so some of his dear friends and brothers in 
Christ were absent. But he had almost in spirit 
taken a short farewell of his work ere this. At the 
last Barnet fair, in a tent pitched for gospel services, 
he said, " Twenty years I longed to see this, and 
now I can say with old Simeon, 'Now lettest 
thou thy servant depart in peace.'" At the annual 
tea meeting, at new year, he said, " I feel fully 
confident that this will be my last annual meeting." 
He was interred in Islington Cemetery on February 
16th. His wife had the needed strength to be 
present, to show that she did not sorrow as those 
that have no hope. A very wet day prevented 
many from being present, but those that were there 
were brought by deep and sincere attachment to 
his worth as an evangelist, brother, and fellow-
worker. 
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JPJIE PEEK i * P W& P7IUPEK B6Y. 
=5r]N the accident ward of a Dublin 
f#| hospital a little lad lies apparently 

dying. Wandering in the street 
the previous night, cold, hungry, and 

h âHP îfi*7VI friendless, he was met with hy a 
kind Christian man, and by him directed to a home 
and a bed for*the night In sending him to this 
welcome shelter his kind Mend impressed upon the 
little fellow that a password was essential to obtain
ing admission, and told him that the password for 
that night was "John iii 16/' adding, "That is 
something that will do you good.'1 What the mystic 
sentence referred to the boy had no idea of; but 
upon presenting himself at the home he found that 
"John iii 16" sufficed to open the doors, and to 
provide him with a supper, a bed, and hot breakfast, 
such as he had not enjoyed for many a day. Con
gratulating himself upon his good fortune, he deter
mined to adopt the password as his name, and in 
future to call himself "John iii 16." 

Pondering these things as he walked along the 
crowded street, the boy forgot where he was, and was 
knocked down and run over by a passing vehicle, 
and so we find him in the hospital bed. Fever has 
set in, and delirium, and the little mind being filled 
with the events of the previous thirty-six hours, he 
cries out again and again, "John iii. 16, John iii 
16. It was to do me good, and it has I" 

There were those in that hospital ward who knew 
that the words issuing so strangely from the fevered 
lips were a reference to the Scriptures of truth, and 
as they turned to the chapter and verse given, and 
read the wondrous words, " For God so loved the 
world that He gave His only-begotten Son, that 
whosoever believeth in Him should not perish, but 
hare everlasting life," old recollections of a mother's 
prayers and a Sunday-school teacher's loving words 
came rushing through their minds, and at least two 
of that company turned to God with purpose of 
heart, and believing "John iii 16" they found in 
Christ the Saviour and Friend they needed. The 
unconscious little preacher too was spared, and as 
the meaning of the "password" was unfolded to 
him, and he remembered how effectually it had met 
his temporal need, he reposed upon it for his spiritual 
rest, for his eternal salvation, and now he lives to 
tell how " John iii 16 " supplied his need for time 
and for eternity. 

In a luxuriously-appointed bedroom at Bourne
mouth, surrounded by loving friends and relatives 
and skilful physicians, and with every comfort at 
hand, a nobleman lies dying. His has been a 
unique career. Educated for the bar, he has gained 
the highest rank in his profession. He has been 
twice Lord Chancellor of England, and the great 
and mighty of his country have delighted to do him 
honour. Tet amidst all this his heart has been 
right with his God, and he has adorned his profes
sion of Christianity by life as well as urging its 
claims by lip, and it is in God that he rests now 
that the fiat has gone forth that he must die. He 
has told the members of the T.M.C.A. that " Chris
tianity involves and requires in each individual a 
separate, real, personal transaction between the in
dividual and his Saviour, and without that there 
can be no real peace, no real happiness." He has 
told the loved ones around him that all his attain
ments and position seem as nothing compared with 
the love of Christ, and has urged them, "Let nothing, 
I pray you, come between you and this;" and then, 
raising himself upon his elbow with his last remain
ing strength, he exclaims, in a clear, distinct voice, 
"God so loved the world that he gave*His only-
begotten Son, that whosoever believeth in Him 
should not perish, but have eternal—eternal— 
ETERNAL life;" and leaning his head upon the 
shoulder of his beloved wife, Earl Cairns passed in 
to see " the King in His beauty." 

* * * * * * 
These are two very different scenes, two widely 

differing personages, we have looked upon, my 
reader, and yet in both we have found the same joy 
and peace, and upon the same ground. Earl Cairns 
was saved, not because he was Lord Chancellor, not 
because he was a great and good man, but because 
he came as a sinner to God, and believed the record 
that He had given of His great love to sinners, and 
had trusted the proof of that love, even the death 
of Christ The little Irish lad too was saved be
cause he trusted in the God of John iii 16. Truly 
" God is no respecter of persons." 

But now, friend, how do matters stand between 
your soul and God 1 I doubt not that you have read 
and heard John iii 16 again and again; but can you 
say, as did the little boy in his delirium, " It was 
to do me good, and it has " ? Or, if called to die, 
could you, like Earl Cairns, go triumphantly into 
the presence of God resting upon it1 If not, why 
not? If the statement in John iii. 16 was trust-
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worthy enough for the Lord Chancellor to repose 
upon, and simple enough for the little Irish boy to 
take to himself and rejoice in, and if it has proved 
(as it has) the joy for time and the passport for 
eternity for so many precious souk, why has it not 
brought pardon and satisfaction to your soul? 
Simply because you have never believed it for your
self, never applied it to yourself. Our little friend 
in Dublin was told that John iii 16 would gain 
him admission to the comfortable home, and a 
place at the well-spread table. He knew he was 
hungry, he felt the cold, he believed the statement, 
he presented the password, and he got all he wanted. 
You, my unsaved friend, are worse off spiritually 
than that little boy was in temporal things. You 
are out in the cold night of this world, knowing 
nothing of the warm love of God; oftentimes you 
are hungry for something you do not possess; and, 
worst of all, there lies ahead a dark eternity, un-
illumined by a single ray of hope. You sometimes 
feel that this life is bad enough, and your prospects 
for the next are worse; and yet God has provided 
all that you need for both lives. He offers all to 
you without money and without price. He has sent 
John iii. 16 to tell you about it; and the one reason 
that you are not saved and happy is, that you have 
not appropriated it to yourself. What folly! Surely 
you will come now to God, and tell Him you are a 
sinner, and you want to be saved. Present John 
iii. 16 to Him, just as the little boy presented it to 
the porter at the door of the home, and as surely as 
his bodily need was met upon the spot, so surely 
shall you find the peace and pardon your soul needs. 
But because of the shortness of time, and the un
certainty of life, and the immense importance of 
the issues at stake, I pray you let there be an end 
of procrastination and indecision, and just make 
positive choice in the matter, either to reject Christ 
and die eternally, or to accept Him and live for 
ever; either to join the peer and the pauper-boy in 
the presence of God for ever, because you apply to 
yourself the "whosoever" of John iii. 16, or to 
share the weeping and wailing and gnashing of 
teeth in the outer darkness -not because God has 
not loved you, but because you have not believed 
His love. Friend, friend, don't run the risk of such 
an awful doom; but just now, as you feel your 
own great need as a sinner, and think of Christ's 
wondrous death on the cross, come to Him, saying 
(and let the utterance be the true expression of 
your heart's trust)— 

" I vnll believe, I do believe, 
That Jesus died for me; 

That on the cross He shed His blood, 
From sin to set me free." 

J. B. 

JFJffi ;3JI7{D6W 6 F DE7PFJL 
MAN I well knew, who had lived in 
different manufacturing towns, and 
who had attended " Halls of Science/9 

where he had imbibed infidel teaching, 
came to our town, and settled there. He soon 
became a leader and a man of mark among a God-
hating crew, and was well known %a an avowed 
atheist He was a man of extraordinary strength, 
and often would he stand up among his comrades, 
and, smiting his breast, call on God to strike him, 
if God was there! 

At last, after years of patience with this infidel's 
outspoken blasphemy, God took him at his word, 
and struck him with a horrible and fatal disease. 
Brought down to poverty and misery, the wise man 
after the flesh, the mighty man among his fellows, 
lay in a garret—left to die. His companions had 
forsaken him; he was left alone—with God! 

A terrible struggle ensued in the infidel's soul— 
into it we cannot enter; of it we know little—but 
God broke down the pride and enmity of that 
dying man; God brought to nought in his soul 
the wisdom of this world, the reasonings of Halls 
of Science, and made him feel not only what hi* 
sins were, but that "God is." Having thus pie-
pared His way in the man's soul, God sent a 
messenger to tell this poor sinner—who had 
blasphemed,, hated Him, and denied Him—that 
He is love. How wonderful in mercy, how great 
in love, is God! The former atheist bowed down 
before the love of God; he was amazed at such 
love, which reached to him in his sins. 

Summoning his former " Hall-of-Science" friends, 
the dying man testified to them of God. He told 
them of Jesus, and His love to hell-deserving sin
ners, and of the blood He had shed to cleanse away 
our sins. "My friends, I used to say there is 
neither heaven nor hell, God nor devil—but I lied. 
I said it in my health, with the shadow beneath 
my feet; but now the shadow has risen, slowly 
risen, till it reaches my throat—that shadow's name 
is death." 

He told them that he was face to face with 
eternity. "God/* said he, "has conquered m e ; 
Jesus has become my Saviour, even mine. When 
all my infidel friends deserted me, the Lord took 
me up in His love and goodness." Then he told 
his old friends how that the God he had denied 
held out full salvation to the vilest on account of 
the Saviour's finished work, and begged them to give 
up their infidelity, and to call on God for mercy. 
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THE SAILOR'S STORY. 

>FflE jgmeins pen? . 
|E8, sir, I have seen something of life in 

my time; but I shall never forget one 
incident, which I will tell you. 

" Some years ago I was on a voyage to the West 
Indies. When about mid-ocean I well remember 
sitting one Sunday evening on a spare spar on the 
quarter-deck in the company of a youth named 
Parry. It would be about seven o'clock. The sky 
had suddenly assumed a storm-threatening aspect, 
and the ship rolled uneasily, while now and then a 
wave would dash its spray over the deck, as it were; 
an earnest of what was coming. My companion 
was planning for the future. Said he, * When this 
voyage is ended I will ask the captain for an A.8/s 

discharge, and after that sail as an able seaman.9 

Just like the rich man, who had so much for his 
soul's ease for years to come; he laid his earthly 
plans well, but never thought of eternity, nor yet 
how soon he might have to enter upon that un
ceasing labyrinth of incomprehensible vastness. 
At eight o'clock, when we ' turned in/ the weather 
had become worse, with a heavy overcast sky. 
However we both separated to our respective berths 
and went to sleep. But before our € watch below' 
was expired we were suddenly roused up by the 
cry, 'All hands on deck; shorten sail.' When I 
got on deck it was blowing what sailors call a 
'living gale.' 'Lay aloft; furl the foresail,' rang 
out from the commander, and some thirty men 
sprang into the rigging to obey, among the first 
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being my late companion, Parry* He ' laid out' to j 
the lee yard-arm, and with the rest soon had the 
immense sail rolled en the yard. While fastening 
it in that position, however, he inadvertently let 
go his hold on the yard, and put all his strength to 
tightening the small rope used for fastening the 
sail in its place. It broke! Poor Parry was pre
cipitated in the boiling ocean beneath. ' Man over
board !' several men screamed out Being on deck 
I shouted aft to the captain, ' Man overboard!' as 
loud as my lungs permitted me. To throw him a 
lifebuoy was the first thought that crossed my 
mind. With this object in view I ran in the 
direction of where they were kept—on the taffrail 
—when I was tripped up by a rope, and, with a 
heavy lurch of the ship, was sent rolling into the 
lee scuppers, which were full of water. When I 
extricated myself I knew it was too late ; the poor 
fellow would then be fully half a mile astern, and 
most probably drowned, and his soul before his 
Maker. A few minutes later, when the ship was 
trimmed to ride out the gale, the crew came aft to 
the captain* Some of them asked why something 
was not done to save their shipmate. He said that 
any such attempt would have endangered the lives 
of all on board The men knew that this was 
true, and the subject dropped. In a day or two it 
seemed as if nothing had happened; Parry's things 
were given in the captain's charge, and then his 
name was scarcely mentioned. But I used often 
to ponder the matter* I could not forget that 
fearful shriek of despair as he fell, and I think I 
never shall I imagined a fierce battle against 
fearful odds with the elements. Alone in the 
darkness in the midst of the vast Atlantic, the last 
ray of hope dying as the ship disappeared in the 
gloom! A roaring hurricane madly sweeping over
head, and an inevitable death beneath. That last 
gasp; then, oh then, eternity! But where? I was 
unsaved at the time, and I fear Parry was the same. 
He was, like the rest of the crew, careless and 
godless. I knew I was a wicked youth, and that 
all was not right for eternity—I feared helL I 
thought, ' How would it be with my soul if I were 
in my shipmate's place V I thought that God was 
knocking at the door of my heart by this terrible 
incident, and I resolved to live better for the future, 
and do good; and by my good living and well 
doing I kept the Holy One of God outside the 
door for three or four years more, until by His 
grace and light I found that His salvation was not 
to be earned by good living, but was a gift (Horn, 
vi. 23), to be received with thankfulness; that it 
was not' doing,9 but believing in something already 
' done' by the Lord Jesus Christ, who loved fme 
(a hell-deserving sinner) and gave Himself for 
me." (GaL ii 20.) E. C. Q. 

JRffi ^PWKIiED 81(660. 

ND Aaron shall bring the bullock of the 
sin-offering, which is for himself̂  and 
shall make an atonement for himself 
and for his house, and shall kill the 
bullock of the sin-offering which is for 
himself: and he shall take of the blood 

of the bullock, and sprinkle it with his finger upon 
the mercy-seat eastward; and before the mercy-seat 
shall he sprinkle of the blood with his finger seven 
times." (Lev. rvl 11, 14.) 

"For it is not possible that the blood of bulls 
and of goats should take away sins." (Hek at* 4.) 

" For if the blood of bulls and of goats, and the 
ashes of an heifer sprinkling the unclean, sanctifieth 
to the purifying of the flesh: how much more shall 
the blood of Christ, who through the eternal Spirit 
offered Himself without spot to God, purge your 
conscience from dead works to serve the living 
GodT (Heb.ix. 13, 14.) 

'' The sprinkled blood is ipeaking 
Before the Father's throne; 

The Spirit's power is seeking 
To make its virtues known. 

" The sprinkled blood is pleading 
Its virtues as my own; 

And there my soul Is reading 
Her title to the throne." 

Dear reader, have your sins been washed away 
in the precious all-atoning blood of Christ) His 
blood cleanseth from ALL sin, and if you are ever to 
enter yon pearly gates it must be on the ground of 
the blood shedding of the Lord Jesus; for " with
out shedding of 
blood is no re
mission," and 
since Jesus has 
died God can be 
just and the 
Justifier of every 
believer in Jesus. 
Are you a be
liever ? Then you 
are justified, not 
because of what 
you are, but be
cause of what 
Jesus has done. 
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]AS anything spared to show out the 
love of the holy God to lost sinners f 
No. When the fearful hour, for 
which Jesus came into this world, 
arrived, when He said, " 0, my Father, 

if it be possible, let this cup pass from me: never-

BOeE-KEEPING. 
OOK-KEEPING is a very necessary 
part of all business; some people may 
think it a waste of time, paper, and 
ink to make proper entries, post up 

and regularly balance their accounts; but it is not. 
No concern can succeed that has not proper, regular 
accounts, duly audited by the eye of the master, thelees, not as I will, but as thou wilt;" and again, 

when on the cross, He cried, " My God, my God, 1 who should know all that is going on; the want 
why hast thou forsaken me 1" did God spare His j of systematic vigilance over the books has often 
own dear Son) No; and unspeakably fearful as I landed the trader into difficulties when he least 
was that hour of dark
ness, when the HOLT ONB 
OP GOD was made an offer
ing for sin, yet He did 
not save Himself; He 
did not come down from 
the cross. He who made 
all things endured the 
utmost penalty of sin 
And did not God accept 
that amazing sacrifice) 
He did, and proved His 
eternal satisfaction with 
that one sacrifice by rais
ing Jesus from the dead; 
and all this reveals the 
LOVE OF GOD. " Herein 
is love, not that we loved 
God, but that He loved 
us, and sent His Son to 
be the propitiation for 
our sins." " In this was 
MANIFESTED t h e l o v e of 

God towards us/' &c. 
Can you join in saying, "We have known and be
lieved the love that God hath to us—God is love " f 

JHERE U salvation with the Lord, 
And pardon, free and fall: 

•A pardon bought with precious blood, 
Of price unspeakable. 

Salvation vast, divine, complete, 
That nothing can destroy; 

Eternal love its fountain is, 
Its issue, endless joy. 

Fresh from the heart of God it flows, 
A life-creating stream 

Through Jesus to the contrite heart 
That trusts alone in Him. 

This m a t salvation now is mine. 
Redemption through His blood; Fori S

m reness, peace, eternal life, 
precious gift of God. 

expected it, and official 
investigation has revealed 
much carelessness and 
shortcoming that has not 
appeared creditable to all 
concerned. 

The Bible tells us that 
God keeps books; in one 
every person's name is 
entered as soon as born, 
all that God has against 
each is there, a great debt 
that none can pay, a score 
that none can wipe away, 
a liability that none can 
meet, an amount that 
must be faced at the 
great day. But, thanks 
be to God, there is a 
Friend that not only 
goes surety, but pays the 
debt itself, not in part, 
but entirely; balances 
the account, has it closed 

against us, and transfers our names into another 
book, called 

The Lamb's Book of Life. 
The advantage of being entered in that book is 00 
great that we are told to rejoice at the fact &r more 
than if we had done great deeds or gotten great victo
ries, because only those whose names are in that book 
will have part or lot in the future glory. The first 
book may be called the book of judgment or death, 
the transfer from it to the Book of Life is done by 
the Saviour Himself by virtue and right of His 
having paid the debts of all who own themselves 
debtors or sinners, and apply to Him for cancelling 
and forgiveness. 
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THE DOOR: BY ME 
IF ANY MAN ENTER IN, 

HE SHALL BE SAVED. 
JOHN X. 9. 

&)**>** (S\ (D^figld 

rPHE door of mercy's open still, 
•l And Jesus cries—" Wnoeter will, 

By Me may enter in: 
I am the door, and I hare died, 
Balration's door to open wide, 

For sinners dead in sin." 

Then if the door is opened wide, 
And none were ever yet denied, 

Who sought to enter in. 
Oh! could the rery weakest say, 
141 'm trying hard to find the way, 

But cannot get within !» 

Oh, no; for through this open door 
Are countless numbers seen to pour, 

Of sinners great and small; 
AND WHAT OHBJST OPENS XOXI OAK GLOSS, 
OB SSXB AWAY TME OXS THAT GOVS 

OSKDCKVT TO TMM CALL. 

Come, saying, "Lord, I'm Tory weak, 
And could not now Thy Messing seek, 

Unless Thou soughteet me; 
But, drawn by that inviting Word. 
Which I ha-TS often read and heard, 

I oast myself on Thee.9* 

T H E Y 

CRUCIFIED 

H I M . JM.X1X.18. 

Other FOUNDATION can no man lay than that is laid, which is 
JESUS CHEIST. 1 Con, iii. IV 

A*%A/WSAAAA<%^AAAAAAA^A^r^A<SAAA^AAAr^^ 

London: JAMSS E. HAWKINS, IT, Paternoster Row, K.O.; and 34, Baker 8treet, W. & W. PASTSIBOS * Co., 9, Paternoster Bow. 
Frit* Ms. aw WO (port-fr**), or lfi$.p*r 1000 fearriaf txtraj. 

Digitized by Google 

Jm.x1x.18


JUK» i, less.] THE GOSPEL 

mS^N entering a ward of a New 
W~ Zealand ̂ hospital which it is my 
L privilege to visit, I saw in a bed in 
J the far corner a new patient His 
p. black skin and woolly hair told his 

birthplace was under a sunnier sky -
and remembering God had made of 
one blood all the nations of men, I 
walked straight to his bedside. Propped 

up with pillows into a sitting position, he was 
labouring hard for every breath he drew. His 
complaint was asthma, and truly painful it was to 
watch his bodily sufferings. 

But these seemed disregarded by him in his eager 
search for something which he was unable to find. 
The iclliug, wandering eye, the hand feeling here 
and there and everywhere within reach, said 
distinctly that something was urgently desired. 
But what was it? It was vain for him to try to 
speak, he could hardly breathe. I stood, guessing 
one thing after another, till I had exhausted my 
resources; but the response was ever the same, 
namely, a mournful, almost impatient, negative 
movement of the poor head. At length, on the end 
of a window-sill, close to his bed, I espied a small 
crucifix, and, stretching my arm across his bed, 11 
took it and held it before him. With a sudden, 
unexpected movement he had snatched his lost 
treasure from me, while the joy that beamed in his 
face, and the convulsive grasp of his hand, told, 
more plainly than words could do, the place that 
little ivory image occupied in his heart 

Silently I watched him, till the fervour of his 
emotion had somewhat cooled, then I said words to 
this effect, " Tou prize that crucifix very highly I 
sea It reminds you of Him, the holy One of God, 
who had ever dwelt in the bosom of the Father— 
Jesus, our most precious and blessed Saviour [here 
his head reverently bowed], coming down into this 
world to be nailed to a cross of wood, that such poor, 
wretched sinners as you and I might have a Saviour 
in Him ; and having our many, many sins washed 
away in His blood, might be so perfectly cleansed as 
to be considered by Him fit to be with Him, and 
that for ever, in His own happy, holy home." 

He had fixed his eyes steadily upon me as I slowly 
spoke, and before I ceased the smile that spread upon 
his countenance was a great and happy contrast to 
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the expression depicted thereon before. Waiting till 
a fit of distressing coughing was over, I again 
addressed him: " Tou seem pleased to hear about 
the Lord Jesus Christ; if you like, I will come 
again shortly; but while I am gone, remember God 
has said, 'The blood of Jesus Christ His Son 
cleanseth us from all sin/ " 

After receiving a warm grasp from his hand, I left 
him, to return again in a day or two. On this second, 
and on many a subsequent visit, he ever manifested 
the same delight at hearing of our blessed Lord. 
Sometimes he was rather better, and able to speak a 
little, sometimes he could listen only. But, oh, 
what a different expression from the first that I had 
seen rested now upon his face I 

What was it caused the change? Was it that he 
never more let go or lost his precious crucifix ? Nay, 
I rather believe for many days before the Lord took 
him home, he never thought of his crucifix. He had 
made a great and good exchange—he had taken 
Christ instead; and He so filled his heart, even to 
overflowing, that he wanted nothing more. 

Weeks of painful suffering were his, but though 
far from his home, and all among strangers in a 
foreign land, he was henceforth a picture of heaven-
born happiness and content. One morning, being 
rather better, he was wheeled out into the grounds 
of the hospital to enjoy the sweet spring sunshine. 
As I approached, I saw I was unobserved, for his 
eyes were upward turned, his lips moving, while his 
usual smile played about them. I waited, loth to 
disturb him. Presently he looked across, and I 
advanced, saying, "You look very pleased about 
something. Is it that you feel better? or perhaps 
your thoughts were higher than that bright sun— 
occupied with the Lord?" 

" Oh, yes, ma'am, that's it/' he quickly said; " it's 
of Him I 'm thinking all the time." 

Dear black brother 1 Captured by His love! 
Happy, enviable man! Oh that hundreds and 
thousands of white men, professing to be Christians, 
were men like him. 

My dear reader, how is it with you? Do you 
know Christ? I do not say, Do you know abend Him, 
but do you know Him % Is He a real, living God-man 
to you ? Cheering you in sorrow, sustaining you in 
suffering, drawing your heart nearer and nearer 
to Himself, and filling it with joy ? It should be so, 
if you have done as this poor fellow did—accepted 
Him as his Saviour. This is, and must be, the first 
step," Now is the accepted time," now He is receiv-
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mg sinners. He sits at the right hand of God, and 
invites you, saying, " Come unto Me." 

One evening I paid my last visit: to this brother 
" in Christ" He was very sick, bnt patient and 
happy as ever. Before leaving, I repeated a hymn 
he had expressed a wish to hear at every visit of late— 

" One there is above all others— 
Oh, how He loves,' &o. 

Every here and there he joined in, and when the last 
lines were reached— 

" Nought but good shall e'er betide us, 
Safe to glory He will guide us," 

he said, " Yes, that's the best of alL" And when 
I went to see him again, he had entered into that 
Saviour's presence, and had learned something more 
of the fulness of that love. 

Will it be so with yon when yon leave this poor 
world f " Absent from the body, and present with 
the Lord?" Or (awful to think of) will your 
portion be "with the unbelievers," shut out for 
ever from God and His Christ? K. H. T. 

• 4 ¥HiL JEJ3UJ5." 
»HEN thou wakest in the morning, 

Ere thou tread the untried way 
Of the lot that lies before thee 

Through the coming busy day; 
Whether sunbeams promise brightness, 

Whether dim forebodings fall, 
Be thy dawning glad or gloomy, 

Go to Jesus—tell Him all! 
In the calm of sweet communion 

Let thy daily work be done; 
In the peace of soul outpouring 

Care be banished, patience won; 
And if earth, with its enchantments, 

Seek thy spirit to enthral, 
Ere thou listen—ere thou answer-

Turn to Jesus—tell Him all! 
Then as hour by hour glides by thee, 

Thou wilt bless&d guidance know; 
Thine own burdens being lightened, 

Thou canst bear another's woe; 
Thou canst help the weak ones onward, 

Thou canst raise up those that fall; 
But remember, while thou servest, 

Still tell Jesus—tell Him all! 
And if weariness creeps o'er thee 

As the day wears to Us close, 
Or if sudden fierce temptation 

Bring thee free to free with foes; 
In thy weakness, in thy peril. 

Raise to heaven a trustful call; 
Strength and calm for every crisis 

Oome—in telling Jesus all! 

gjB^E must not confound salvation with 
j y j its attendant experiences; we must 
jf/% not mistake the phenomena accompany

ing a real conversion for the conversion itself; else 
we shall he tempted to base our faith upon fancies 
as the evidence of personal salvation, and miss the 
more stable foundation. Nor shall we be free from 
disappointment and doubt when failing to summon 
back past feelings as the ground of present joy. 
Who can control or direct feeling, or summon it at 
willl Feeling will necessarily arise with con* 
version, but it is not the essential, not always an 
accompaniment. It is indeed a delightful luxury, 
but where it is absent there may still be all the 
essential features of a true conversion to God For 
conversion is turning to God from sin—sudden and 
joyous to some; gradual, peaceable, and matter-of-
fact to others. 

When speaking to a number of men who were 
invited to meet me in a New Hampshire town, I 
called upon a minister present to narrate the story 
of his conversion. He commenced by describing 
his boyhood days, and his struggles with himself 
to become a true child of God; but not until he 
entered college did he come to a real decision in the 
matter. Then he went on to picture how one 
night he sought an old attic in the college, and 
having provided himself with a penny candle, was 
determined to close the battle then and there. He 
held his audience spell-bound as he described the 
spiritual warfare while on his knees, and how he 
poured out his heart in prayer unto God for deliver
ance. And when peace came, and he had assurance 
of his acceptance, his description of the garret was 
most interesting. He said the rafters over his head 
were shining like burnished gold, the cobwebs were 
draperies of silver, and the penny candle was 
transformed into a chandelier full of brightest 
lights. 

After this very wonderful picture of the attic 
the brother sat down, leaving the impression upon 
the audience that, in order to be converted, every 
man must go into a college attic with a penny 
candle, and have the same experiences and accom
panying virions. Of course the brother did not 
mean this, but such was the impression left after 
detailing his experience. I felt it therefore in
cumbent upon me to say to the friends present, that 
the pastor who sat down would not for a moment 
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wish the impression to remain with any of us that 
golden beams and silver cobwebs and a visible halo 
were essentials to his conversion; but that he had j 
become so absorbed with the matter of personal 
salvation, these illusions were simply the result of 
a sensitive nature, highly excited at the time. 
Moreover, the brother would testify that his salva
tion was procured through the work of the Lord 
Jesus Christ for him, which he had accepted by 
faith at that time; and then turning to him, I 
appealed if it were not so. His response was 
prompt: " Certainly; my conversion resulted from 
the fact that by faith I received Christ, who then I 
became my personal Saviour." 

I then went on to explain that all conversions 
are not alike in the mental or physical excitement 
connected with them; that at the time of my 
conversion I was not in an attic, I had no penny j 
candle, I saw no golden rafters, or silver cobwebs, I 
or beautiful chandeliers; but, on the contrary, I; 
was in a schoolmaster's kitchen, where I heard the 
gospel explained, where the truth commended itself 
to my judgment and heart, where Christ was 
presented in His power and willingness and love to i 
save, and where I received Him as my Lord and 
Saviour. In an instant I was happy, joyous,I 
ecstatic, having similar feelings to those of our 
brother, without any of the accompanying visions. 

Several thoughtful men who had lived lives of 
sin and shame were that night aroused to think 
upon their own special case as sinners, and, it 
having been made so plain to them, that instead of 
waiting for physical feeling, or mental emotions, or I 
any incidentals to conversion, they looked to Jesus 
Christ, and were lightened; they trusted in Jesus 
Christ, and were saved; they believed the promise 
of the divine Word, and confessed their faith in the 
Son of God. 

Unconverted reader, let the eye of your soul turn 
out from self, and look unto Him who died for sin, 
and lives to save; with the hand of faith accept 
eternal life, and seek not to suppress the emotions 
which may arise within, but let them run out in 
joyful praise and grateful service. 

But while some are kept from peace through the 
expectation of some striking phenomenon which 
would seal their evidence of conversion, others are 
robbed of eternal life by the delusive theory that 
they merit pardon by good works. Surely such do 
not remember that only a good tree can bring forth 
good fruit " There is none good," is the record of 

the Holy Spirit, until made "new creatures in 
Christ Jesus," in being "born again." How can 
badness produce goodness ? Can a clean thing come 
out of an unclean 1 

A friend and myself were summoned to save a 
helpless animal by his son crying aloud, "O pa, 
hurry out! There is an ass in the pit, and he is 
kicking hard to get loose." 

Not far from the house was a deep gravel-pit, to 
which we ran with the boy, and found a poor ass 
upon his back, with cart and harness all in great 
disorder. The ass belonged to a pedlar, who, while 
visiting at a neighbour's house, allowed the animal 
to browse upon the piece of meadow-land to which 
the pit belonged, which very soon the creature 
reached, when one of the wheels went over the 
embankment, dragging the ass over the edge with 
it, and ass and cart tumbled together to the 
bottom. 

On arrival, we jumped into the pit to rescue the 
animal, who kicked so vigorously that we could not 
reach the straps which must be loosened before we 
could benefit him or save him from suffocation. 

Touching the farmer on the shoulder, I said: 
"Just let the beast alone for a little while." 
" Why," said he, " he will be strangled." 
"No," I replied; "there is no present fear of 

that; and we shall learn a lesson by just standing 
still and doing nothing for him, as long as he is 
making such frantic efforts to save himself" 

Very soon, however, the poor ass, quite exhausted, 
leaned over on his side; his legs seemed limp and 
lifeless, and he appeared as if dying. 

"Now," said I to my friend, "is our time for 
work; let us save the animal." 

In a few moments we freed him from his cap
tivity, and lifted the creature on his legs. Nothing 
serious had happened, and very soon the ass 
was all right again. 

The farmer was quite amused that evening, being 
one of my auditors at the gospel service which I 
held in the adjoining village, as he heard the gospel 
illustrated by the incident which occurred that 
afternoon. 

Taking my text from Heb. iv. 10,1 read, "For 
he that is entered into his rest, he also hath ceased 
from his own works, as God did from His." 

Having described the scene, I sought to enforce 
the gospel lesson thus: 

" This donkey tried to save himself by his own 
works, but signally failed. The harder he straggled 
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to save himself, the greater became his difficulty. 
But as soon as he ceased from his own works, and 
gave up in helpless despair, then we were at his 
side, to effect deliverance for him, I claim that 
this is the very essence of the gospel; that the 
sinner in the pit, bruised and maimed by the fall, 
and working to liberate himself, will only plunge 
into deeper distresses. But when the sinner, con
vinced of his own inability and lack of power, 
renouncing all claim to salvation through his own 
works, gives himself up as utterly helpless, he will 
find the Deliverer at his side, who will indeed 
release the captive, and lift up the fallen. ' Not by 
works of righteousness which we have done, but 
according to His mercy He saved us,1 wrote Paul to 
Titus. If righteousness were to come by our 
obedience to the law, or by our endeavours to 
satisfy God, then Christ is dead in vain; that is, 
Christ died for nothing. But we all agree that 
Christ died for something; viz., to release from the 
condemnation of violated law the helpless, guilty 
criminal who will allow the Son of God to save 
him Oh, my friends, 'through this man [the 
Lord Jesus Christ] is preached unto you the forgive
ness of sins; and by Him all that believe Tire 
justified from all things.1 Hear His royal invitation, 
' Come unto me, all ye that labour, and are heavy 
laden, and I will give you rest.1 We come not by 
doing a good work, but in believing the good Word. 
We come to Him when we suffer Him to save us 
gratis. 'By grace ye are saved.1 The rest which 
the gospel brings to the weary soul is the gift of 
love; it is the gift of God offered freely to alL 
Who then will accept it ? 

" There is a verse in the fourth chapter of Romans 
which is worthy of careful attention: ' Now to him 
that worketh is the reward not reckoned of grace, 
but of debt. But to him that worketh not, but 
believeth on Him that justifieth the ungodly, his 
faith is counted for righteousness. Even as David 
also described the blessedness of the man unto 
whom God imputeth righteousness without works/ 
When God made the heavens and the earth, every 
day of those six days was one of work; but when 
the works were finished, when there was cessation 
from work, then commenced the Sabbath rest God, 
we are told, entered into His rest. So he who 
ceases from his own works or personal effort to save 
himself, on the same principle enters into his rest 
This may seem unreasonable, obnoxious to common-
sense, contrary to human judgment; but let us 

remember that God hath said, 'My thoughts are not 
your thoughts, neither are your ways my waya 
For as the heavens axe higher than the earth, so 
are my ways higher than your ways, and my thoughts 
than your thoughts.' Cease your doing then, un
saved one, and let Jesus save you freely as we saved 
the ass, and then you will be glad to work for Him 
on the principle of love all your days." 

I need only add, my reader, Do not be blinded 
by illusions, nor deceived by fancied merit, nor seek 
visionary evidences, but give yourself to Christ now, 
a bankrupt, a beggar, an undeserving sinner, for 
He will receive you freely, and save you fully. 

" Just as I am, and waiting not 
To rid my soul of one dark blot, 
To Thee, whose blood can cleanse each spot, 

O Lamb of God, I come." 

YE jaapjp BE sens wm«." 
HESE words were not spoken as a mere 
arbitrary decree. We are sometimes apt to 
look at them in that light. We read them 
as if they were a barrier, preventing men 

from easily reaching heaven—thwarting their most 
earnest endeavours, and baulking their most honest 
desires. But that is not their purpose. There is a 
deep, moral necessity for a change, such as regener
ation. Man by nature is incapable of enjoying God. 
His mind alienated, his heart at enmity, his whole 
being out of harmony with the will of God, pro
claims that he "must be born again." A mere 
reforming of his life is not sufficient A mere 
veiling of the enmity of his heart, under the polish 
of education and so on, is not enough. The man's 
nature, with all that, remains unchanged. A bramble 
may be stripped of its thorns, but its nature is not 
thereby changed. A lion may be tamed, but its 
savage instincts only lie dormant; they are not 
changed. And so a man educated, refined, courteous 
is not necessarily a man regenerated. How is it, my 
reader, with you? Have you been born again! 
You can never enjoy heaven if you are not Indeed, 
you shall never enter its pearly gates. Culture may 
fit you for the society of the highest in the land, 
but it won't fit you for the presence of God. A 
profession of religion may admit you to certain 
circles, but it won't take you to heaven. Education 
may fit you to associate with scholars, but it won't 
fit you for the company of the redeemed in glory. 
Nothing but being born again will do that 
not then that we find it written— 

" Ye must be born again." 

Marvel 
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Kfjfff lHURING a gale, in the winter, a vessel 
| « f l H | l l was driven into West Bay, near the 
H ^ H ^ H I Isle of Portland, a bay which is very 
B B S K H B I dangerous when a south or south-west 
wpSSBK^ wind is blowing, for if a ship once 
JteKT^T^ get in, it is very rarely she succeeds 

jpSjfl^ in getting out again. 
]S|p This vessel had got past the fatal 

^jpV* point, and had been sailing about in 
a heavy sea all the day, hoping to get out; but each 
tack only brought her more deeply in, and her doom 
seemed well-nigh sealed. 

The coastguards had been watching her all the 
day; and when nothing could save her, they made 
signals for her to be run ashore in a cove that 
afforded a better chance of saving life than any 
other part of that treacherous beach. 

The terror that reigned on board was intense. 
There was but one way of escape now, and that the 
authorized and practically safe contrivance of the 
"cradle," 

Can the crew wait to be saved by an outside 
power, or will they risk their lives on efforts of their 
own? All but one could wait for help from shore, 
and he seized a life-buoy, put it round him, and 
sprang into the surging sea. Unfortunately the buoy 
was detached from everything; and there the poor 
fellow floated, earnestly struggling for dear life, 
whilst the waves carried him out to sea, and dashed 
him about till every bit of life was beaten out of 
him, and he floated a stiffened corpse, through 
resting on his self-chosen means of escape. " In 
earnest, but lost!'9 

How aptly this poor fellow's case depicts that 
of thousands to-day! How many an earnest, 
moral-living religionist is building his hopes of 
eternal salvation on some effort of his own, some 
ordinance or law-keeping, utterly disregarding the 
only divinely-appointed means qf salvation. (Acts 
iv. 12.) 

They may argue, and rightly so, too, that " the 
commandment is holy, just, and good " (Bom. vii 
12)j but they will find with the law what this poor 
fellow found with his life-buoy, that " that which 
was ordained to life he found to be death." (Bom. 
vii. 10.) 

How solemn to think that many a well-meaning, 
earnest soul will be wrung with bitter disappoint

ment when the fearful storm of God's judgment 
shall sweep away all they have trusted in! All 
their boasted self-righteousness on which they rest, 
or under which they shelter, will turn out to be but 
a urefuge of lies" a "bed too short." (Lsa. xxviii. 
17, 20.) 

Let us now turn to the rest of the crew. The ship 
has struck, a rocket is fired, a rope is delivered, and 
shortly the "cradle" is drawn alongside, and one by 
one they step in and are drawn safely to the shore. 
Not one lost/ All saved/ Howl By simply 
trusting to and availing themselves of the authorized 
means of escape. 

Now, dear reader, which describes thy position 
before God 1 Art thou resting on some device of 
thy own, building thy house upon some quicksand 
that will sooner or later launch thee into blank 
disappointment and despair ? for it is said of thee, 
"He shall lean upon his house, but it shall not 
stand: he shall hold it fast, but it shall not endure." 
(Job viii. 15.) Job said, " My righteousness I mil 
holdfast and will not let it go;" until he had to 
say, " Now mine eye seeth Thee ; wherefore I abhor 
myself, and repent in dust and ashes." (Job xlii. 5, 
6.) Oh, dear reader, trifle not with the "grace of 
Ood that bringeth salvation/" Bisk not thy precious, 
immortal soul on that which will not stand the 
light of His presence. All thy best works are but 
productions of a nature that " cannot please God" 
(Bom. viii 8), but dead works from which thy 
conscience must be purged by the blood of Christ 
(Heb. ix. 14), if thou wouldest stand before Him 
who is a consuming Are. (Heb. xii 29.) Best in 
simple faith on Christ, and His work for thee—the 
only divinely-appointed means of salvation—and 
neither death nor judgment can reach thee. 

The safety of the people in the ship depended 
upon the trustworthiness of the means. If it broke 
down, they would perish; whilst it stood, they 
were safe. Look, dear reader, at the eternal 

\ security of the simple believer in the Lord Jesus 
Christ Will He break down) Impossible! 

"The Bock of ages must endure/' 
Hear what He says, hang upon the precious words 
of His lips—*' / give unto them eternal life ; and 
they shall never perish, neither shall any man pluck 
them out of my hand" (John x. 28.) Cease your 

\ doing and striving, and rest upon His perfect 
finished work; believe His word, and salvation, 
full, free, and eternal, shall be yours. 

" Cast your deadly doing down— 
Down at Jesus' feet; 
Stand in Him, in Him alone, 
Gloriously complete.*9 A. C. 
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OR, THE CRY OF THE WEEPING WIFE. 

JAMES H , a Scotchman, was a 
celebrated draught-player, and pas
sionately liked the game; in fact, 
whenever he had opportunity he 
might be found with some opponent 

or other, engaged in his favourite pastime. 
One afternoon he had attended a funeral, the 

deceased person being a near neighbour and ac
quaintance. Scarcely had the ceremony finished, 
when he hurried from the graveyard, went home, 
changed his clothes, and hastened to keep an ap
pointment with a professional draught-player. His 
wife felt aggrieved at his conduct, feeling that he 
might have accompanied the mourners to the house, 
and stayed a little time with the rest of the friends. 
Besides, being a Christian, and having some con
ception of the terrible realities of eternity, it pained 
her to see her husband so intent upon such trivial 
things, to the entire neglect of the "one thing 
needful" Time after time had she urged him to 
regard the interests of his precious soul by fleeing 
to Christ, the great Shelterer from the approaching 
storm of the wrath of God. But all this was to 
no purpose; the question of salvation was one 
which, in his judgment, might be delayed indefi
nitely. To her eager and constant entreaties, that 
he would believe the gospel and be saved, he turned 
a deaf ear, and still went his way, pursuing the 
paths of folly and sin. Did she change her tone, 
warn him, if he repented not, of the solemn judg
ments of God, he would bid her " hold her tongue, 
and leave him alone." 

On the evening in question it was late before he 
came home, and his wife stood at the door, anxiously 
expecting him. There were stone steps leading to 
the entrance of the house, and when he was about 
half-way up he caught sight of her face. Instantly 
he stopped, and, assuming a very jocular air, took 
off his hat, and was about to bow to her, when he 
lost his balance, and fell backwards. Naturally a 
heavy and robust man, it was worse for him than it 
might have been for some. His head struck one of 
the steps, and the next moment he was lying sense
less upon the ground. The piteous shrieks of his 
poor wife, who had seen the whole affair, soon 
attracted the help of some neighbours and passers-by, 
and the unconscious man was carried into the house. 

Medical men, the very best obtainable, were im
mediately summoned; but they availed nothing, 
and before a few hours had gone James H had 
died, amidst the groanings of his horror-stricken 
wife. The body of the deceased man was hardly 
cold in death when some friends, who had been 
sent for, entered the house; and the first thing they 
beheld was the bereaved woman, wringing her hands 
in anguish, while she exclaimed, " He 9s lost! he V 
lost! he's lost!" 

This case is only one of many emphatic 4telfil-
ments of the scripture, "He, that being often 
reproved hardeneth his neck, shall suddenly be de
stroyed, and that without remedy.'1 (Prov. xxix. 1.) 
If the reader be unsaved, we beg of him to lay it 
to heart The separation of the husband and wife 
spoken of in this paper is eternal. For him, ac
cording to the testimony of the one who knew him 
best, sudden death was immediate damnation! This 
is the awful signification of the woeful words, " He's 
lost! he'slost! he'slost!" 

Beware of wasting precious time over trivial 
things. If these attract and allure, while eternity 
is forgotten, Satan is well content. Ah, dear friend, 
what if you should be suddenly summoned to meet 
God 1 Are you ready t Does not the possibility of 
such a thing fill your soul with dread inexpressible 1 
If not, the reason is not far to seek; it is because 
you are lying in the arms of Satan, deceived by the 
wicked one. 

But, again, if unsaved, you need not be taken 
away in death to be lost for ever. If Jesus should 
descend from heaven with archangel voice, and 
take His own to glory, you would be as assuredly 
damned as though you were snatched away by 
sudden death. Why will you not be warned 1 
What can you be thinking of, to trifle thus with 
the solemnities of eternity 1 Take heed; oh, take 
heed! Shall it be said of you, "He's lost; he's 
lost; he'8 lost"? Present pardon from God, perfect 
peace in Jesus, and joy in the Holy Ghost, are 
divinely attached, and are the blessed results of 
being "born again." Oh, make up your mind to 
let the matter of your soul's everlasting salvation 
be your paramount consideration. All else isi€ vanity 
and vexation of spirit" " The eye is not satisfied 
with seeing, nor the ear filled with hearing." (Ecc 
i 8.) The pleasures of earth can never satisfy; 
Christ alone can fill the aching void in the heart, 
and give perfect contentment Only trust in Him, 
and you shall then be able to sing— 

" 0 Christ! in Thee my soul hath found, 
And found in Thee alone, 

The peace, the joy, I sought so long, 
The bliss till now unknown. 

" Now none but Christ can satisfy, 
No other Name for me I 

There 'a love, and peace, and lasting joy, 
Lord Jesus, found in Thee." . 

s^ FiA. R 
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-** gWEPJF flWflY; * * 
OR, FALSE CONFIDENCE. 

[ I < H attention had been bestowed, 
and much money expended, to make 
the balloon a success. Everything 
deemed needful had been supplied; 
a store of requisites was carefully 
secured, and every preparation was 
considered complete for the ascent 
It was its trial trip; and an expe
rienced aeronaut was to accompany 
its owner on this its first attempt to 

soar above the clouds. A long journey was not 
anticipated, and a bright afternoon had been chosen 
for the adventure; but the preparations occupying 
more time than had been expected, it was getting 
dark ere everything was ready. The car had been 
carefully secured to the ground by ropes, which at 
a given signal could be simultaneously slipped from 
the moorings. The silk was inflated with gas, and 
the two gentlemen entered the car. Adieus were 
exchanged, and hopes for a prosperous journey 
expressed. The motion was made by the hand of 
the aeronaut and the ropes slipped, but one was 
obstinate and would not yield. The balloon, freed on 
all sides but this, swayed and leaped like a frighted 
horse. The sudden jerk capsized the car with the 
occupants. The aeronaut fell to the ground, but 
happily was not killed; his companion, apparently 
more fortunate, caught the tethered rope in his fall 
and hung suspended in the air. A momentary 

shout of joy and delight was uttered by the terror-
stricken friends beneath as they saw the fall broken 
and the rope grasped. But it was only momentary; 
for, to their horror, they found the rope Jiad slipped 
the knot or dragged its moorings away, and the 
balloon, set free, bounded up—far, far up, higher, 
yet higher—into the heavens. Frantic with agony, 
they behold the devoted man still clinging to the 
delusive hope, swept away in the darkness to be seen 
or heard of no more. 

" What an awful end !" you doubtless say. But 
though such a terrible catastrophe is happily seldom 
witnessed, it is but a faint picture of what is, alas 1 
of daily occurrence in the matter of the soul and its 
eternal interests. Men tenaciously cling to their 
own notions and superstitions, imagining it will be 
all right by-and-by, though it be not right now; 
nor will they give up their vain hope, though it be 
but " as the spider's web/' It matters not, say they, 
what you are or what you believe, provided you are 
sincere. As though the sincerity was the pledge of 
safety. Was not that fated man sincere in his death-
grip of the balloon rope ? But his earnestness and 
sincerity in a false hope were the cause of his terrible 
end. Had he dropped the rope and fallen, there 
might have been some hope; but holding on, he 
sealed his doom. Perhaps the reader is resting his 
hopes on his morality, and thinks because he is not 
so outwardly wicked as some others, and tries his 
best to live uprightly, therefore he is safe; but it is 
only a delusion of the wicked one, and must end in 
death; for " there is none righteous, no, not one." 
(Ps. xiv. 3; Rom. iii 10.) Many delusions Satan 
holds out, as ropes from the balloon, that̂  sinners 
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may grasp them; but they all lead one way, and 
carry the blinded sinner into the darkness of death 
—swept away. There is the Religious rope on 
which thousands are depending. They are diligent 
at their pious devotions, at their prayers and good 
deeds; but they, not submitting to the righteousness 
of God—going about to establish their own righteous
ness, and not receiving Christ—are hopelessly hold
ing on to a delusion which will sweep them away. 

Then there is the Reformation rope which 
sustains its multitudes. Trying to be better—turn
ing over a new leaf—leaving off outside sins, they 
vainly believe they are safe. But these forget the 
fact that "God requireth that which is past" (Eccles. 
iii 10.) And no future well-doing can efface one 
sin of yesterday. 

The most fatal rope men grasp is the rope 
of Procrastination. Men are persuaded they are 
in danger, and need salvation; but they are 
great believers in the mercy of God, though they 
totally ignore His justice; and they say, " God is 
very merciftxl, and He can save at the eleventh 
hour. We intend to be saved sometime, but there 
is plenty of time." And these, clinging to this 
rope, are swept away in the flight of time, and lost 
to all eternity. How is it with the reader 1 What 
rope are you clinging to f Is it to Jesus, and to Him 
alone) If not, give up every other hope, and trust 
Him, and Him wholly, and eternal security is yours, 
for His word says i i But, on the other hand, if 
any other ground of hope is yours be sure it will 
be swept away, for " there is no other name under 
heaven given among men whereby we must be 
saved.'9 (Acts. iv. 12.) Other refuges are numerous, 
but they are "refuges of lies." Multitudes are 
clinging to other supports, but they are worthless. 
A Canadian villager, in May, 1845, was engaged in 
dragging sand from the Niagara, three miles above 
the Falls; and, seated in his cart, backed the horses 
into the water, being ignorant of the depth. The 
cart sank, but the box on which he sat floated. 
To this he clung with the energy of despair, as he 
was unable to swim. A high wind drove it into the 
strong but smooth current A boat was let loose, 
but he feared to let go his hold of the box and grasp 
the means of safety. "I'm.lost! I'm lost!" he 
shrieked, and his dreadful cries penetrated the dull 
roar of the torrent Presently a small island is 
seen, and the devoted man, still clinging to his fatal 
support, is washed closfe to it. Will he leave the 
box and grasp the shore 1 The onlookers from tjie 

other side, unable to help, anxiously await the result 
The box strikes the rock, and the man is within an 
inch of safety, but to secure his life he must let go 
the box. He doubtless intends to, but ere he 
springs for life a whirling eddy sweeps the box 
swiftly into the stream again, and all hope is lost 
Onward he goes, smoothly, swiftly, surely, to his 
doom. He presently is seen to enter the blue 
unbroken flood of smooth water, twenty feet in 
depth, in the centre of the Canadian &IL His 
doom is sealed. One moment more and he has 
loosed his hold His hands are clasped as if in 
prayer, and with frantic gestures and a terrific 
scream he is carried over the cataract, and is seen no 
more, nor any trace of him for ever after. Had he 
but given up his false hope and leaped on the rock, 
or grasped the boat, he might have been saved; but 
delaying too long, his chance was lost Oh, dear 
reader, have you given up trusting to self, or 
religion, or good resolutions? Are you resting now 
on Jesus' finished work? If not, delay no longer. 
"Escape for thy life." 

"Venturt on Him, venture wholly; 
Let no other trust intrude: 

None bat Jesus 
Can do helpless sinners good/' 

INFINITE P6WEH. 
0 the uttermost" able to save thee! 

Oh, words so ineffably sweet! 
God's wonderful tenderness reacheth 

His infinite mercy to meet. 
" He is able to save " thee, poor sinner,* 

Oh, doubt not thy pardon is " free!" 
For e'en " though your sins be as scarlet," 

God's " uttermost" reacheth to thee! 

Dost thou fear, if the offer accepted, 
Thy power to stand is so weak, 

'T would be but to fall t Nay, He asks not 
Thy strength: " He is able to keep." t 

Art thou fearful of bringing dishonour, 
Temptation thou eouldst not repel P 

Oh, the One who can keep thee is " able 
To succour the tempted" as well! J 

Yes, the One who has power to save thee— 
The power and also the w i l l -

Is "able to keep" tills He calls thee 
"The place He prepared thee " to fill. 

Oh, do not reject the salvation 
That reaches t h e " uttermost "brink! 

" He is able to do more exceeding 
Beyond what we ask for or think." § 

Heb. TiL 86 t 2 Tim. i. 12. { Htb. ii. IS. 
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JFJIE 3PW0 JT^YELIiE^. 
8"5T O . O . N E E P H A M -

j JAKING my seat one evening in 
the train, on my way to a 
neighbouring city to preach the 
gospel of Christ, a young man 
took his seat opposite me. He 
had the appearance of what is 
termed "fast" As the train 
moved slowly from the depot, 
he laughed, and talked, and 

joked, and swore that all the brandy in the town 
wouldn't warm him. The passengers turned their 
heads to look at him, and apparently in disgust 
turned away again. Looking at me full in the face 
he again commenced his jokes, and wondering why 
I did not even smile, he asked me a question. There 
was a moment's pause, and then laying my hand on 
his knee I said : 

" Sir, an ordinary observer would take you for a 
very light-hearted, happy young man, apparently in 
good humour with yourself this evening; but 
having asked me a question, permit me to ask you, 
'Is not all this merriment forced? Is there not a 
sting in this pleasure f Are you not even now 
unhappy 1 Is not your conscience at this time 
reproving you for your much swearing 1 And is 
there not at this moment a great chasm in your 
heart unfilled'r 

He replied, "You seem to know a good many 
things of me, but are you not mistaken 1" 

" No, sir; for the book I hold in my hand, God's 
word, declares that the eye is not satisfied with 
seeing, nor the ear filled with hearing, and that a 
man's portion beneath the sun is only vanity and 
vexation of spirit. God knows this is true of you, 
and you know it also." 

" Tou seem to be a religious man, I perceive, and 
so was I once; I was a church member, taught in the 
Sabbath-school, and took an active part in good 
things, but I have been so disappointed with the 
conduct of professors, and so disgusted with their 
hypocrisy, that I have abandoned all religion, and 
make no profession now." 

"Do you think, sir, that all you say will be 
sufficient excuse at the great white throne, when 
the Son of God* appears as Judge) Is not this 
apology made to quiet your guilty conscience! 
Are you sure this is the reason why you became 
a backalidert or is it because you loved sin and the 

world, and desired to walk in their ways f I would 
not wonder if at this moment your heart craves 
something more than the vanities of life, though 
you are ever seeking to fill its emptiness with the 
husks of earth. But, friend, the God of all grace 
yearns to save you, and Jesus still cries, * Come unto 
me and . . . . I will give you rest'" 

" All you say, dear sir, is only true, and I am 
indeed a wretched young man. I fear to think of 
God, and death, and the judgment to come; and I 
tremble lest my doom should even now be fixed." 

"When the devil draws a poor soul into sin, and 
discovers that his victim is miserable, lest he should 
finally lose him he seeks to drive him to despair by 
presenting to his mind God as a revengeful and 
vindictive being. Whilst it is true that God is 
just and holy, it is also true that 'GOD IS LOVE,' and 
He so loved this ruined world, that He sent His 
only-begotten Son into it to take our nature and 
bear our curse. The condemnation due to our sins 
was borne by Him, for ' He was wounded for our 
transgressions, He was bruised for our iniquities.' 
The sword of justice fell upon Him as the sinner's 
surety, and when God Himself raised Him from 
the dead, vengeance was not in His heart His 
attributes of holiness and justice not having been 
sacrificed, the death of Christ having gone for the 
death of the sinner, mercy comes now with pleading 
voice, saying, 'To him that worketh not, but 
believeth on Him that justifieth the ungodly, his 
faith is counted for righteousness/ Thank God 
you may be saved now, in this train, before you 
reach the next station; for it is ' not by works of 
righteousness which we have done, but according to 
His mercy He saves us.1 ' As Moses lifted up the 
serpent in the wilderness, even so must the Son of 
man be lifted up, that whosoever believeth in Him 
should not perish, but have everlasting life.' You 
remember Paul's message to the heathen jailor, 
when he cried out for the knowledge of being 
saved—* Believe on the Lord Jesus Christ, and thou 
shalt be saved, and thy house.'" 

" And is there not something for me to do now, 
before pardon is granted met" 

"Having only a few moments, as I get out at 
the next station, I would say, dear sir, you have 
nothing to do. God is looking on the blood of 
His Son as the ransom-price already paid; your 

! work is a work of accepting Christ, believing on 
I Him, taking His death, as your plea. Faith precedes 
Jail good works which are acceptable before God, 
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not that the works themselves give you any foot-
ground, they being the fruit springing from the 
root of faith in a risen Jesus. Tou need CHRIST, 
my friend; He alone will satisfy you. We read in 
Roman history, that during the time of an eruption 
a great chasm was left unfilled, which the augurers 
affirmed would never be closed up till the most 
precious things of Rome were cast into it. Curtius, 
a noble Roman, loved his country so well, 
that with horse and armour he leaped into the 
chasm, which, says the historian, soon closed up as 
before. I use this to illustrate the fact that nothing 
will fill the aching void of your heart till the most 
precious things of heaven are taken into it God 
so loved the world, that He gave Jesus, and Jesus 
is yours by faith. Believe only. Doubt no more! 
Good-bye. May the Lord help you to realize 
Christ as your Saviour now, then you will work for 
Him all your days." 

" Good-bye, sir; thank you for what you have 
said to me, and I don't think I will soon forget 
it Good-bye." 

WILD JACK'S Ce]5YEHJ5ie]5. 
K ^ ^ i ^ l &)F ^— * ^PP6^ a t Liverpool on 
t*^^S™S W\ ^)oar^ °* a smaH barque bound for 
[V^^^K^^ Singapore. At that time I had only 
C^^^^ra^Pv known Christ as my Saviour a few 
t'̂ 5ftAr'"'fv̂ i /I weeks, and although I possessed a 
new and heavenly joy in my soul, yet I did not feel 
capable of standing up and boldly preaching Christ 
as some do; but I knew that Jesus could not be 
hid if He was in the heart, and as I could not 
preach the gospel I could try and live it. 

The crew were, like most other crews, perfectly 
indifferent concerning things eternal—oaths and 
blasphemies being the unvaried accompaniment of 
every sentence which fell from their lips. In times 
of quietness, however, I used to get out my con
certina and play and sing the gospel songs I had 
recently learnt ashore. Sailors are fond of music 
and singing, and I think that by this simple means 
an occasional flash of heaven's light shone in upon 
their benighted hearts, as I was careful that the 
words of the hymns were distinctly heard. Then 
I would read the Word before " turning in," and 
if any cared to listen I read to them too, or, as 
opportunity offered, told them what the Lord had 
done for my souL 

Amongst the crew there was one who, if possible, 
was more godless and reckless than the rest, and 
aptly called "Wild Jack." Often as he listened to 

my singing his countenance indicated plainly enough 
that anxious thoughts were passing through his 
mind. His conscience was evidently awakened to 
his soul's peril, and although he tried hard to stifle 
its voice, blessed be God, he did not quite succeed. 

One day, as I sat on my box in the forecastle 
engaged in my delightful employment of singing 
the "glad tidings,1' this man was sent by the 
officer of the watch to fetch something out of the 
fore peak, underneath the forecastle, and which was 
reached by a short ladder. I noticed that he stood 
at the top of the ladder in earnest conversation 
with another man. As they both seemed so serious, 
I stopped singing, in order to hear what they were 
talking about so intently. I then heard the other 
man say to Jack, " Why look here, Jack, you might 
be dead before you get to the bottom of that ladder." 
This seemed to have a stunning effect upon Jack; 
for he turned deathly pale as the possibility of 
having to meet God in a moment dawned upon his 
mind. He stood reflecting a minute or so with a 
terribly vacant stare, and then slowly replied, 
" Well, I might" He then descended the ladder, 
trembling from head to foot, and as if each step 
was his last This was all that happened then. 
Jack went about his work as usual, but it was 
abundantly evident that a shaft of conviction had 
stuck fast in his heart When a convenient time 
came round he sought me, and together we opened 
the Word, where he saw there were many invitations 
from the great Physician for sin-sick souls such 
as he was. He was delighted to find that my 
Master largely advertised for men and women of 
bad character, so unlike the masters of this world. 
He did not need telling that he had sins enough to 
recommend him to Jesus, whose blood cleanseth 
from all sin. He saw too that God, in love to him 
and his sort, had sent His only Son to purchase 
redemption by bearing all the penalty of their sins 
in His own body on the tree of Calvary; and, 
believing all this, God said he had everlasting life, 
that he should not come into condemnation, but 
had passed from death unto life. (John v. 24.) 
Like the Philippian jailor, his dread of death was 
turned into rejoicing, and the reality of his con
version was soon shown out by his standing up 
boldly and preaching Christ in the forecastle to His 
ungodly associates, and such preaching as God 
could own and bless; for before we reached Singa
pore there were precious souls plucked as brands 
from the eternal burning. Yes, that voyage proved 
a very blessed one—one to be remembered through
out all eternity. K C. Q. 
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Fl$Jff qrp DEVIL'S GWP; j 
OR, 

•

M "/'PS HAD ENOUGH OF THIS." 
HURRYING, restless crowd, flaring 
gas jets, strange commingling sounds 
of the rumble of wheels and brass 
bands. 

What a scene of confusion and 
^ S J ^ S | disquiet. The lights from a public-

r V@A^V house streamed across the pavement, 
W^rjat| and standing in their full glare was a 
^ * *^ group of young men, laughing. Yes; 

but it was the laughter of fools—that strange, 
hollow sound which tells of hearts ill at ease— 
hardened and seared. 

" I 've had enough of this; good night ;" said one 
of the group; and turning on his heel, he hurried 
away through the dazzling streets of the city—the 
great, restless city, one of the largest and most 
prosperous in America. 

Let us follow him as he rushes along, heedless of 
the many who turn to gaze after him. He is quite 
a young man, perhaps hardly five-and-twenty, and 
upon, his whole bearing is stamped the impress of 
that which constitutes a gentleman, worn out and 
shabby as his clothes are, yet one glance at the 
clearly-cut features and well-shaped head is enough. 
" I shall never look anything but what I am/1 he 
was wont to boast 

On he rushed, until a turn in the street brought 
him to the less-crowded thoroughfares. Pausing for 
a moment under the shadow of a railway bridge, he 
lifted his hat off his head to allow the cool night 
breezes to blow upon his fevered brow. 

" What a complete and utter fool I have been!" 
he murmured. " Oh, is there no escape for me 1 Is 
there no God in heaven to take pity upon such a 
wretch—bah!" with an impatient stamp of his foot, 
" there is no God." With these words on his lips, 
and bitter thoughts in his heart of the One who 
was that moment gazing down upon him with 
infinite pity and yearning, he strode on until the 
glaring lights were left behind, and terraces and 
private dwelling-houses came in view. He stopped 
for a moment to listen to the strains of music that 

issued from the open window, and a sweet girlish 
voice rang out the old familiar air of " Home, Sweet 
Home." A rush of memories swept over the young 
man, and with them came a blinding flood of tears 
to the eyes, that had long since lost their power to 
weep. Sitting down on the cold stone doorstep, he 
buried his face in his hands, while great sobs shook 
his manly frame. " Lord, have pity upon me, and 
get me away from this hell upon earth," he groaned 

Two weeks later a vessel was ploughing her way 
through the waves of the Atlantic 

It was a glorious night; myriads of stars shone 
out from the clear expanse above, and across the 
decks of the steamer the soft clear light of the 
moonbeans felL 

Leaning over the vessel's side, and gazing at the 
white seething foam, was the young man we last 
saw in the streets of the great American city. 

Dark thoughts crowded into his mind, and bitter 
remorse for the sins and failures of the past. He 
was returning to his home a ruined man, penniless, 
and with a constitution sadly shattered by a life of 
recklessness and dissipation. Returning, What fort 
To meet his mother's sad, reproachful eyes; to meet 
the sneer and the scorn of those who had prophesied 
for him a life of failure—a blot upon the name of 
the fine old English family he had dishonoured and 
disgraced. With an audible oath upon his lips, he 
turned upon his heel to pace the deck, in the sullen, 
preoccupied manner that had already become the 

(subject of remark from his fellow-passengers. 
A strong, firm hand was laid upon his shoulder, 

and a manly voice said, " What good will that oath 
do you, young man? " 

Harry S turned and faced the one who had 
thus addressed him, and met the kind, searching 
look of a pair of earnest grey eyes. 

" Come and take a turn with me; I have been 
wishing to have a talk with you." 

Something in the friendly touch of this man's 
hand, and the tone of his voice, was wonderfully 
soothing to the other, and soon they were pacing the 
deck together. 

" You are unhappy "—after a few moments9 silence 
—spoken in a quick, firm tone, but full of a hidden 
depth of compassion. 

"You're about right; I have not known a 
momentfs happiness, well—for years past," Harry 
answered. 

Again another silence—then, stopping in the full 
light of the moonbeams, the elder man looked. 
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searchingly into the face of the younger, and said, 
"There is no happiness apart from God, and you 
have found that out, haven't you?" 

Harry did not answer, and the two walked on 
again—the former deep in thought Something 
about the very influence of this other man touched 
a hidden chord in the young man's soul that had 
bean lying in the innermost recesses of his being, 
dead and lifeless till now. " I have long given up 
the thought that there is a God," he said slowly. 
"Tell me," he continued, "do you believe He 
would have mercy on such an ungodly wretch as 
myself V 

" Christ died for the ungodly/1 was the quick 
reply. "Look here, my brother, ever since I saw 
you first, it has been on my heart to speak to you 
about your immortal soul. God wants you. His 
Son bore the punishment of sins on the cross. He' 
has followed you through all these years of sinning 
against Himself, and now He waits with infinite 
love and yearning to receive you to Himself! Come 
to Him to-night; lay your load of Bin and remorse 
and shame before Him, and as I am a living man 
He will receive you and be gracious unto you." 

It was growing late; one by one the passengers 
had gone below to retire for the night 

Earnestly he pleaded with the young man, till 
new light dawned into Harry's souL He saw him
self as one whom Jesus came to seek and to save, 
and from the depths of his misery he cried to God 
to save him. Ere another hour had passed away 
a soul had passed from death unto life. On the 
waters of the broad Atlantic, and beneath the light 
of God's stars, Harry S gave himself away to 
God, and there was joy in heaven that night. 

He landed on the shores of England, and from 
that time God's leadings became very manifest It 
was evident that he was a "chosen vessel," and 
under the transforming hand of God the transition [ 
from a life of degradation and misery to one of 
earnestness and conformity to the will of God has 
enabled him to be what he now is—a devoted ' 
follower of the Lord Jesus, urging hundreds to 
accept the great and glorious Saviour, who is the 
light and life of his being. 

Dear unsaved reader, do you know what it is to | 
have so sunken into the vortex of sin that there' 
seems no escape for you ? Does every step you take 
seem to sink you deeper) Has Satan fastened 
around your very soul the cruel chains of unbelief, 
of despair) Are the heavens as brass above you, 

not a ray of its light piercing the darkness of your 
heart? Cry you, " Can there be a God? if so, why, 
oh 1 why, has he left me ?" Ah! He has never left 
you; but your sins have separated you from Him. 
God cannot look upon sin, but He is looking upon 
you, with deep, pitying eyes, saying, in tones of 
tenderest yearning, " Te will not come to me that 
ye might have life.91 Tou will not come to me, the 
fountain of life; but you press your burning 
lips to the springs of earth, that never will, that 
never can, slack your thirst As your eyes fall on 
these pages, the voice of Jesus whispers to your 
soul, "Come unto me, and I will give you rest" 
Perhaps, as He listens, He catches a faint and far
away response from your heart How eagerly He waits 
now. " Have I any pleasure at all that the wicked 
should die?" He says, coming nearer still, and 
listening with all the intensity of divine love and 
longing. 

Break loose, I beseech you, break loose even now. 
It is possible to do it One look of faith at Jesus, 
the Redeemer of every trusting soul, will free you 
from the chains that have held you fast all these long, 
weary years of your life. Can you do it now, dear 
reader? TTtWyou? 

The Prince of Darkness trembles, and redoubles his 
efforts to keep you in his power, because he sees you 
so near the point, at which the whole current of your 
life shall be changed. Disappoint him; look away to 
Jesus; now—just now; get down on your knees, and 
before God say, " Lord, here am I in all my darkness 
and misery; I come to thee, thou Prince of Love 
and Peaca I believe that thou dost receive me, and 
hast laid all my sins on Jesus. I do not feel it; but 
because thou hast said, I believe it9' 

Think you that He will cast you out? Never. 
Heaven and earth may pass away, but His word 
shall stand for ever, that is His word. Listen! 
"I came not to call the righteous, but sinners to 
repentance " (Matt ix. 13); and "He will abundantly 
pardon." (Isaiah lv. 7*) "Come note, and let us 
reason together, saith the Lord: though your sins be 
as scarlet, they shall be as white as snow; though 
they be red like crimson, they shall be as wooL" 
(Isa. i. 18.) Oh, cannot you believe that word, and 
trust Him to fulfil it in your case f May He give 
you the courage to do it for His name's sake. 
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B H E B B H E N , as a little child, yon learned the 
R | H alphabet at your mother's knee, she taught 
• • • • I y0U that A B and C all come before D. 
D is in the alphabet, but its place is fourth, not 

first. In Matt xviii Jesus says, " Except ye • . . 
become as little children, ye shall not enter the 
kingdom of heaven/9 And as a little child you 
must begin with God's A B C before attempting 
the doing. 

God's A B C presents three t facts for you 
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to believe; not merely because they are stated 
here, but because they are the words of a God that 
cannot lie, in whom you live, and move, and have 
your being. God's A B C presents your condition 
in His sight, and the person and work of Christ as 
meeting that condition. 

And I would again ask you, as you read the fol
lowing sentences, to remember they are God's word, 
and if not believed will indeed judge you at the 
last day. (John xii. 48.) 

A. "All have sinned, and come short of the glory 
of God." (Bom. iii 23.) Bead no further until you 
have set to your seal that God is true, and that you 
are indeed in His eyes a lost sinner. 

B. " Behold the Lamb of God, which taketh 
away the sin of the world." (John L 29.) Also, 
" Believe on the Lord Jesus Christ, and thou shalt 
be saved." (Acts xvi 31.) This is God's remedy 
for our ruined state. Believe—not that you are 
saved, but—on the Lord Jesus Christ, and thou 
shalt be saved. If you rest for salvation on Christ, 
and on Him alone, you will obtain it; and the 
letter C tells you of the glorious work He did to 
win it for you. 

0. " Christ also hath once suffered for sins, the 
just for the unjust, that He might bring us to God." 
(1 Peter iii 18.) Now if you are a sinner according 
to A, and if you have believed on Christ according 
to B, C tells you that Christ has once suffered for 
your sins. He, the just, died for you, the unjust, 
that He might bring you to God; and there is there
fore now no condemnation for you, for He was con
demned in your stead. Ton committed the sins, 
but He took the wages; and now God will give you, 
not the wages, which have been paid to Christ, but 
His free gift, which is eternal life through Jesus 
Christ our Lord. Also that grand invitation— 
" Come unto me, all ye that labour and are heavy 
laden, and I will give you rest" (Matt xi 28.) 

Will you now throw this paper down and go on 
as before, without God and without hope in the 
world 1 or will you become as a little child, and 
learn God's A B C for the first time? All now in 
heaven have learnt this A B C , and if you would 
get there, you must get there in God's way. Not a 
word of doing yet; Christ has done it alL All what t 
All necessary for your salvation, and you have now 
to rest your soul on His finished work. The moment 
you do so you are saved. You see you have not got 
to doing, still less to experience or feelings. These 
are all further on. Beware of allowing Satan to 

occupy you with them before you have learnt God's 
A B C . Satan would destroy your soul, as he has 
destroyed thousands, by putting right things before 

• you, but in a fatally wrong order. God's A B C 
he will never present to you, but occupy you with 
your deeds, your experience, or your feelings. Be
ware of feelings! Best by a simple faith on Christ's 
finished work, and you will rest on an eternal rock. 
Begin where God begins, with yourself, and then 
turn to Christ and see in Him the One who has 
perfectly answered to God for all that you are and 
all that you have done. 

To those who by faith have received God's sal
vation I would say, Now comes D. Do all to the 
glory of God. "Created in Christ Jesus unto 
good works, which God hath before ordained that 
we should walk in them." (Eph. ii. 10.) 

Now to live for Him who died for you! Doing 
is in its right place now, as the result of having 
received eternal life. You will never get ii by good 
deeds; but they will show me that you do not 
merely say you have life, but that you really possess 
it. May God in His grace be pleased to use this 
simple presentation of the only way in which you 

I can be saved to the salvation of your soul, as He 
has already done to others before you; that although 
I may not meet you on earth, I may see you in that 
eternal glory to which He calls those who trust in 
His grace! 

n rTTir—tr ~*t> *^ 
\Lf * • ^ii WUJ *.' 

' 0 W lost was my condition, 
TU1 Jesus made me whole! 

[ There is bat one Physician 
Can oure a sin-sick soul. 

Next door to death He found me, 
And snatched me from the grave, 

To toll to all around me 
His wondrous power to save. 

The worst of all diseases 
Is light compared with sin; 

On every part it seises, 
But rages most within: 

'Tis palsy, dropsy, fever, 
And madness—all combined; 

And none but a believer 
The least relief can find. 

A dying, risen Jesus, 
Been by the eye of faith, 

At once from anguish frees us, 
And saves the soul from death. 

Come then to this Physician, 
His help He *11 freely give, 

He makes no hard condition: 
'Tis only—too* and lw$. 

Digitized by Google 



THE WATCHMAN'S MESSAGE. 

4OME years ago I was summoned to' serve 
as a juryman at the High Court of Jus
ticiary in Edinburgh. There was one case 
in which I was particularly interested, and 
which has left a lasting impression on my 
mind. A young man, well known to the 

police, was placed at the bar charged with committing 
a robbery. A number of witnesses, whose evidence 
was purely circumstantial, gave their testimony, 
but the missing link in the chain of evidence was 
supplied at last by none other than the mother of 
the prisoner. She appeared to be a respectable 
widow in humble circumstances, and the expression 
of her face is engraven upon my memory as clearly 
to-day as when I saw her in the witness-box with 
uplifted band swear " to tell the truth, the whole 
truth, and nothing but the truth." I could almost 
read the anguish of her soul, as, in trembling tones, 
she gave evidence against her wicked son. I can 
recall with pleasure the consideration and sympathy 
shown to tins woman, both by the judge and the 
Crown advocate who had charge of the case against 
the prisoner. But then the truth must be told, 
and we all felt peculiarly sad as the evidence, bit by 
bit, was extracted from the poor mother, who knew 
she was only securing the conviction of her son. 
What could we do but convict % The evidence was 
too clear to admit of any other course, and the poor 
fellow was condemned principally upon the strength 
of his mother's testimony. 

This painful case made a deep impression on 
my mind, and led me to think of the time when 
the dead, small and great, shall stand before God, 
and when eternal separation will be effected between 
all who trusted Christ and those who have rejected 
the gospel. Parents will say "Amen" to the 
condemnation of their children; children will take 
an eternal farewell of their parents; brothers and 
sisters, who on earth were inseparable, will find 
fixed between them that fearful impassable gulf 
that divides heaven from hell. My reader, where 
will your portion be? Will a father's warnings pass 
unheeded by you? Will a mother's tears fail to 
move you 1 Will a sister's pleadings fall on closed 
ears? Then we warn you that by-and-by, at the 
great judgment throne, those whose love you have 
most valued on earth will be swift witnesses against 
you in that day, and prove, if proof were needed, 
how deep and immovable was the hatred of your 
heart towards the Lord Jesus. A neglected Bible, 
a despised tract, an unheeded gospel appeal will all 
join in securing that fearful condemnation—"Depart 
from me, ye cursed.1' Shall it be in the case of any 
of our readers, that a mother's lips shall pronounce 
a solemn " Amen " to their unalterable sentence? 

THttfOiSHF PEiQSOPED. 
E E E are very many persons in the 

condition of the man who uttered these 
words. Listening to the solemn and 
earnest words of Paul, king Agrippa 

was almost persuaded to be a Christian; but only 
almost, and thus he was altogether lost; for an 
" almost Christian1' is altogether an enemy of Ood. 

Thus it is with many. They hear the gospel, 
they feel its power, and then conscience is aroused; 
but still they remain only almost persuaded: they 
are unwilling to yield themselves entirely to Christ 
Resisting the strivings of His Holy Spirit, they 
gradually become more unconcerned than before. 

Undecided reader, halt no longer between two 
opinions. Time is earnest, it is passing swiftly away; 
opportunities are becoming more few, and eternity 
is near at hand. No longer remain in the dangerous 
" almost persuaded " state, for truly it is a dangerous 
state, and none more so, since the devil deludes 
many with the idea that it is quite sufficient to have 
good intentions and desires: he is quite content 
with anything, so long as he can keep the soul away 
from Christ. But remember conviction is not con
version, and many are lost who intend at some time 
to be Christians, but put it off until it is too late. 

"Almost persuaded/9 now to believe; 
" Almost persuaded," Christ to receive. 

8eema now some soul to say,." Go, Spirit, go Thy way, 
Some more convenient day on Thee I' 11 call." 

" Almost persuaded," oome, come to-day; 
11 Almost persuaded," turn not away. 

Jesus invites you here, angels are lingering near, 
Prayers rise from hearts so dear; O wanderer, come! 

" Almost persuaded," harvest is past! 
" Almost persuaded," doom comes at last! 

"Almost" cannot avail; "almost" is but to fail! 
Sad, sad, that bitter wail—" Almost" but lost! 

r yattr* ytnfaagfoti 
a F O E I AM P E R S U A D E D , 

that neither death nor lift, 
nor angels, nor principalities, nor powers, 

nor tilings present, nor things to come, 
nor height, nor depth, nor any other creature, 
SHALL BE ABLE TO 8EPABATE US 

FROM THE LOVE OP GOD, 

Which Is In CHRIST JESUS our Lord/' 
ROICANB viii 88, 89. 
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$ . * k afc, aft *§ 

THIS IS A FAITHFUL S A Y I N G ^ ^ ^ J F O R GOD SENT NOT HIS SON 
And worthy of all acceptation, /Y ^ \ \ INTO THE WORLD 

COKMZHSXTH 

CAME INTO 

BUT THAT 

TO 

SAYE3N-

inmrs. 
1 Tnt. L 15. 

CHRIST * DIED * FOR * US. 

: « 

*8L, 

BEHOLD, 

NOW IS 
THE 

ACCEPTED 

T I M E ; 

BEHOLD, NOW IS 
THB 

D A Y OF 

.Saltation. 

AJJL N O T 

ASHAMED 

$$is Uobc totoart us, 

WHILE WE WERE YET 8INNERS. 

MIGHT BE 

* SAVED. 
J o n ill. 17. 

+ + + 

BOM. • . 8. 

I D0 W BE 

$IVED? 
" Believe on the Lord 

Jesus Christ, and thou 

shalt be saved." 
ACTS SVL 80, 81. 

HOI 

SHALL 
WB 

IF 

4WE*-
N E G L B O T 

SOGRBAT 

Valuation ? 

THE GOSPEL 
Of CHRIST: 

FOR 

.WHOSOEVER SHALL CALL 
ON THE NAME 

THE 

f o r i |estts 
<S/?a// 6e revealed 

from Heauen 
WITH 

IN FLAMINO FIBE 

Ithtjjepatoernfi&ofo 
TJITTQ S&LYATIQH 

SHALL BB 

ACTS U. 21. 

i 
TO 

EVERY ONE THAT BELIEVETH. 
B « c . L M. 

Taking vengeance on them that \ 
know not God, ' 

AND THAT OBEY NOT THE GOSPEL 

esft ivm mm ensisf. 
2 THUS. L 7.8. 

to =^^a 
JAMBS B . H A W U H , 17, Ptiernoeter Bow, E.O.; and 36, Baker Street, W. 8. W. PA*T*II>OB * Co., •, Fftfttmottar Bow. 
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j5I£9Y YEHf® 66IN6 TO H PlflCE 6K 
wei^pip, £JID ^m YEP ^YEDI 

EN once conducting a 
mission in the South, a 
friend came to me, and 
asked if I would go and 
see an old lady, who was 
evidently dying, and 
wished to see me. We 

were soon at the house. 
When I got into her room, I 

found she was weak in body, but 
more distressed in mind. She told me she had 
been a regular attendant at a place of worship 
all her life, and was now between sixty and 
seventy years of age; but in coming to the 
mission meetings she was led to see that atten
dance at a place of worship, however regular, 
and a knowledge of the truths of die Bible, 
however clear, was not sufficient to give her 
peace on a dying bed. " Sixty years going to a 
place of worship, and not saved!" The words 
struck me much. 

I could see that, although she was not saved, 
she was indeed deeply anxious. Finding I 
could not tell her anything about her state as a 
sinner, or about Christ as a Saviour, but what 
she already knew, I said, "Now, my friend, you 
have to do with God as an individual sinner, 
and therefore try and answer one or two 
questions I wish to put to you as though you 
were answering God. Lose sight of me alto
gether." 

"Can you now take Christ as your oum 
Saviour, and believe that His death atoned for 
your sins, as St. Paul said, ' He loved me, and 
gave Himself for me'?" (Gal. ii. 20.) 

After a moment or two she said, "No, I have 
never been able to get to that; I feel that that 
is my one difficulty." 

"Well, now," I continued, "if I can show 
you in God's word that He did die for you, andJ 
you may claim Him for yourself, will you then 
believe it ?" 

" Yes, sir, I will," was her ready and almost 
eager reply. 

I opened my Bible at 1 Tim. L 15, read the 

first part of three different verses of Scripture, 
leaving her to finish each of them. " This is a 
faithful saying, and worthy of all acceptation, 
that Christ Jesus came into the world to save 

I stopped, and asked, " Whom ?" 
"Sinners," said my friend, without a moment's 

hesitation. 
"Yes," I said, "quite right; but are you a 

sinner?" 
" Oh yes," she said; " I knew that, I am pre

pared to acknowledge that" 
"Well, then, if you are a sinner, and 

acknowledge it, don't you see that Christ Jesus 
came to save you ?" 

" Yes," she said; but still I could see there 
were clouds and difficulties in her mind, and 
she could not rest assured and be satisfied that 
He had done all that was needed 

I then turned to Bom. v. 6, reading the first 
portion of it: " For when we were yet without 
strength, in due time Christ died for " I 
said, "For whom?" 

" The ungodly." 
"Quite right," I said. "Are you ungodly ?" 
" Truly." She felt and acknowledged that. 
" Well," I said, " surely you see Christ died 

for you" I could see the clouds were dispersing, 
for her face was lighting up, and her manner, if 
possible, was even more anxious and eager. 

" Now," I said, " we will take yet another 
verse, for 'a threefold cord is not quickly broken;9" 
so, lifting my heart again to God, I read 1 Peter 
iii. 18: " For Christ also hath once suffered for 
sins, the just for " Again I stopped. 

" The unjust99 was the ready response; and 
again I asked, 

"Are you unjust? I don't mean dishonest, 
but unjust in the sight of God." 

" Yes; indeed I am." 
"Now, my dear friend," I continued, "if 

Christ came to save sinners, and He died for the 
ungodly, and suffered for the unjust, and you 
readily take your place before God, and claim 
each of these titles as yours, is it not your 
privilege to take Christ as your Saviour, and 
claim His atoning work as being done for yout" 

After a short pause she exclaimed, " Oh, sir, 
I see now! I see now!" 
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But still there was a sort of small cloud re
maining, for she added, " But have not I got 
anything to do ?" 

"' What did Jesus say," I said, "just as He 
was dying ?" 

"<It is finished.'" (John xix. 30.) 
The cloud was gone, and she raised her 

hands, whilst tears of joy stood in her eyes: 
" I do believe it! I do believe it! Hallelujah 
to Jesus* name/' 

What a change! Her difficulties were gone, 
and she could say, "He gave Himself for me" 
Now it was all He and me. What made the 
change? She took her place as a "sinner," as 
" ungodly/1 as " unjust," and claimed the sinner's 
Saviour and Substitute. So simple! yet this— 
just this—is eternal life. 

Reader, where do you take your place? I 
do not ask, Are you a sinner ? Tou are that, 
whatever you may be outwardly, for God says 
"all have sinned;'9 but are you prepared to 
take your place where God put§ you—"guilty" 
(Rom. iii. 19); "condemned"? (John iii. 18.) 
If so, by simply taking Christ as your Saviour, 
you may know this moment that your con
demnation is taken away; for "he that be-
lieveth is not condemned/1 (John iii 18.) Jesus 
took your guilt, and died in your stead. (Rom. 
v. 6.) He, the Just One, suffered for you, the 
unjust (1 Peter iii. 18.) "A faithful saying, 
Christ Jesus came into the world to save 
sinners" (1 Tim. i 15); and He has left you 
nothing to do in order to be saved. He has 
done it all He said, " It is finished/1 and He 
adds, " To him that worketh not, but believeth 
on Him that justifieth the ungodly, his faith is 
counted for righteousness." (Bom. iv. 35.) Then 
after that you may commence to do something; 
but until thus made free from sin you cannot 
become a servant of God. (Rom. vi. 22.) All 
you try to do before you thus trust Christ for 
your own salvation will go for nothing. 

"E'er since by faith I jaw the stream 
Thy flowing wounds supply, 

Redeeming lore has been my theme. 
And shall be till I die." 

Mr. Moody says that one of the finest speci
mens of a sincere worshipper was once startled 
by Christ He was confounded to think he must 

be born again. A great many people have this 
subject of regeneration a good deal mixed up. 
I have asked people if they were Christians. 

u Yes, I think so/1 they say. 
"What makes you think so?" 
u Oh, I go regularly to church." 
But that is no reason, for Satan goes to 

church. You may go to church, and yet be as 
wicked, and corrupt, and vile as any man living. 

Another class says, " I have been baptized." 
But God does not say you have been saved by 
baptism; that is not regeneration. 

And then a great many say, " My father and 
mother were Christians; I was born a Chris
tian." But God says, " That which is born of 
the flesh is flesh, and that which is born of the 
Spirit is spirit" 

It has been said that "he which is born 
twice dies but once; but he that is born but 
once, dies twice." There is a death of the 
body, and a death of the soul The great 
question of all questions to be asked is, " Have 
I been born of the Spirit?" Christ told 
Nicodemus, " Except a man be born again, he 
cannot see the kingdom of God." This question 
is so vast in importance that we should not be 
deceived. Take the word of God, and look 
carefully—not into your own experience, or 
your own heart, but into the word of God, and 
see if you are born of God. 

Nicodemus was not only a good man, but a 
teacher—what we call a preacher, a doctor of 
divinity—one of the best men in Jerusalem. 
Yet he came to Christ, and was startled when 
he was told that he must be born again—that 
all his righteousness and morality was, in the 
sight of God, like filthy rags. Nicodemus, like 
all others, had to commence at the bottom of 
the ladder. God's thoughts are different from 
ours. God says, " Except a man be born again, 
he cannot see the kingdom of God." 

" Ye must be born again." (John iii 7.) 
" Born, not of blood, nor of the will of the 

flesh, nor of the will of man, but of God." 
(John i 13.) 

" Born again, not of corruptible seed, but of 
incorruptible, by the word of God, which liveth 
and abideth for ever." (1 Peter i. 23.) 

"Verily, verily, I say unto you, He that 
heareth My words, and believeth on Him that 
sent Me, hath everlasting life, and shall not 
come into condemnation; but is passed from 
death unto Ufa" (John v. 24) 
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WAS recently returning with a 
young lady to her home, where 
death had made a breach in the loved 
family circle, and we were conversing 
together on the subject I made the 
remark that we were all hastening on 
rapidly toward eternity; hut it was a 
blessed thing to be prepared for it, 
to know for a certainty that death 

would but give us an entry into glory. 
11 Ahf" she replied, " death is no longer to be 

feared when its sting is gone! I used to think it 
would never be gone for ma" I rejoiced that she 
could speak of her fear in the past tense. 

The emphasis with which she uttered that word 
" sting " showed how deeply she had felt about it; 
and it left such an impression on my mind I do not 
expect easily to forget it 

Dear reader, the sting of death is SIN. Has 
death lost its envenomed sting for youf For the 
believer in the Lord Jesus Christ it has. His sin, 
and all his sins, have been perfectly, fully, and 
eternally atoned, for, and put away by the death of 
Christ They are gone too for ever from the 
memory of Him against whom they were committed. 
What peace this blessed assurance from God's own 
word gives to the s$ul of the believer. From a 
serpent one instinctively shrinks, lest its fatal fangs 
be felt; but if that sting be annulled or extracted 
the same cause for fear would not exist, though it 
would still but be natural to view with loathing 
that which once had a sting. 

Death, under the most favourable circumstances, 
that of a Christian ripe for glory, is invested with 
a solemnity unlike anything else in the world. To 
gaze upon the motionless clay, from whence the 
immortal spirit has taken its flight into the eternal 
world, must awe the thoughtful beholder, and lead 
him or her to think about themselves, and of their 
fitness for the inevitable (if the Lord tarry). Has 
the reader ever stood in the presence of death and 
asked himself or herself the question, " If I were 
in this one's place, where would my soul now be ?" 

" Thanks be to God, who giveth us the victory 
through our Lord Jesus Christ," rises up in the 
heart of a believer, when brought face to face with 
the power of the enemy. The sting is gone. We 
may fear the sufferings of death, and concern for 

those who are dependent upon our labour, love, and 
care may make us wish to remain for their sakes; 
but those who have, like the apostle Paul, gazed 
upon the Man in the glory of God, heard His voice, 
and believed His love, will, like him, have a desire 
to depart and be with Christ, which is " very far 
better." (R.V.) 

In conclusion, I would remind those who have 
read thus far, that the last year, the last month, the 
last week, day, and hour, yea, the last moment, will 
come for both writer and reader! How will it find 
usf Longing to depart and be with Christ— 
"perfect love having cast out all fear "f or dreading 
that which follows " after death "—" a fearful look
ing for of judgment and fiery indignation " f 

G. W. G. 

"£HPE3WHftD (WdE 9]IE 6¥]IE3 
YÎ SIJSjS." 

is difficult to conceive what the feel
ings of these " other virgins" will be 
when, the door having been shut, and 
"the ready" having been safely 
housed, they come afterward, and 

piteously cry, " Lord, Lord, open to tisf" 
11 Ah," says my reader, " that is just a parable." 

Quite so; but what is a parable 1 Is it a fable 1 
Nay, it is a word-picture, a painting, with an out
line, more or less distinct, of a certain event in the 
mind of the speaker, who, by making use of this 
mode of speech, seeks to gain the attention, and to 
exercise the mind of his hearers, more fully than 
he could have done by a mere literal recital of the 
event itself. 

Now have you ever thought what the Lord 
meant to teach by this parable of the ten virgins f 
Briefly, He depicts the state of Christendom at the 
time of His return. 

First, the virgins went to meet the Bridegroom. 
Second, the Bridegroom tarried. 
Third, all the virgins slumbered and slept. 
Fourth, at midnight a cry announced the approach 

of the Bridegroom. 
Fifth, the virgins arose and trimmed their lamps, 

in order to go out and meet Him. 
Sixth, the part of them called "foolish" found 

that their lamps had gone out 
Seventh, at this crisis they went to buy oil 
Eighth, the Bridegfoom came, and " the ready " 

went in to the marriage. 
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Ninth, " the door teas shut." 
Tenth, then came the other virgins to find—what? 

A closed door, and to cry—oh, how earnestly, but j 
in vain—" Lord, Lord, open to ns!n 

Now surely the meaning of this parable is not 
difficult to find. Let your eye rest on the history 
of the Church from the date of the departure of the 
heavenly Bridegroom to the present day. He left a 
promise that He would " come again." The early 
Christians expected that return, and " waited for the 
Son of God from heaven;" but He tarried, and the 
effect was a state of spiritual sleep which deepened 
during these dreary "dark ages" of worldliness, till 
once again the hope of His return has been re
established in the heart of the Church. The cry, 
"BeJiold the Bridegroom comethf" has been sounded 
out, and a general stir has taken place. The " wise " 
have trimmed their lamps, and multitudes of the 
" foolish " have discovered that they lack, not a lamp 
of profession, but the oil. They have a Christianity 
without Christ, a religion without divine reality; 
they do not possess the Holy Ghost. 

The Bridegroom comes. The ready go in with 
Him. The door is shut. All hope is over. What
ever " the foolish" may have been, they were not 
" ready," and none but the ready can enter. 

Now can you imagine, dear reader, such a scene 
as this 1 There is prayer indeed—earnest, impor
tunate, agonising prayer; but it is too late. "The 
harvest is past, the summer is ended," the throne of 
grace becomes one of judgment, and supplication is 
in vain. "I KNOW YOU NOT," is the withering 
answer. Oh, soul immortal, how are things with 
you in view of this event 1 Are you ready f This 
is the question of questions with you. Take a 
piece of paper and a pencil, or a pen, and draw a 
straight line. Write on one side READY and on the 
other UNREADY, and then write your name under the 
word that truthfully describes your condition. That 
done, look for three minutes at the picture. If you 
are "READY," washed from sins in the blood of 
Christ, a child of God, and an heir of glory, carry
ing, too, a lamp bright and burning, then sing a song 
of thanksgiving to God. 

But if " UNREADY/' think, soul, I beseech you, of 
your danger—unpardoned, unjustified, lost, and 
about to find yourself on the outside of the shut 
door, unknown, unheeded, during the long, long 
watches of that night that knows no morning. 
" What meanest thou, O sleeper! Awake, call upon 
thy God." Yes, sleeper, awake! awake! I 

HE God of all grace has His way in 
gathering in His own, and He does it by 
whomsoever He wilL Living among 

Roman Catholics, one seems to forget this, and 
amidst all the gloom and darkness of its system, 
they are left too much alone, as though their souls 
were not precious in His sight—forgetting "the 
gospel is the power of God to every one that 
believeth," he they Protestant or Roman Catholic 
Sometimes this is accomplished after years of 
sowing; yet now and then one is permitted im
mediately to see fruit, as in the following case. 

Only last month two priests of the Church of 
Rome entered the same cqfe, kept by a Christian 
person, to partake of refreshment; after which they 
entered into conversation respecting the dulness of 
trade, and the number of houses closed through 
bankruptcy, when the owner informed them that 
having passed through a state of bankruptcy her
self, in contracting a debt she could never pay, a 
tender, loving, sympathising Friend was found by 
her, who discharged all her debt, leaving her 
"nothing to pay." The power with which these 
words were spoken excited their admiration so 
much, that they besought her to give them the 
name of so rich and kind a friend. In great sim
plicity she unfolded to them both the gospel plan 
of salvation, and with emphasis told them her debt 
was one she owed to God, and for the discharging 
of which she had no power to get rid o£ but that 
Jesus, the Son of God, had paid her debt by dying 
for her on the cross; and having a few slips by her 
of a gospel address to be given in the same town 
that evening, she gave them one each, saying, "You 
will hear more of this Friend if you will only 
coma" The one who appeared the oldest immedi
ately left, tearing the invitation in pieces; the other 
followed, but was seen to place his in his pocket 
They were both followed by prayer, leaving results 
in His hand who has said, "My word shall not 
return unto me void, but shall accomplish the thing 
whereunto I shall send it" 

That same evening the one who had kept the 
invitation was noticed at the meeting in disguise. 
Here he heard the simple gospel, was himself 
brought under conviction, and by faith was led to 
trust in the "Lamb slain from the foundation of 
the world." The whole object for which he had 
planned and studied for years thus became altered 
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in a moment To go back he could not. The 
Bomiah system had too long enslaved his con
science; now he felt free, through believing, and 
determined not to confer with flesh and blood, but 
abandon all its connection, and go to other lands to 
proclaim the truth he had himself found so precious. 
The next day he called on the keeper of this cafe, 
told her with joy of his conversion; got for himself 
a Bible; thanked her repeatedly for her faithfulness, 
and wished her good-bye, saying he was leaving for 
a distant land that evening, and probably their next 
meeting-place would be in the glory. 

Dear reader, is your lot cast among Roman 
Catholics ? If so, how are you dealing with them 
in conversation f Is it their system, or Christ, you 
place before themf Do not fear to sow the good 
seed, and in due season you shall reap, if you faint 
not " Therefore, my beloved brethren, be ye sted-
fast, immoveable, always abounding in the work of 
the Lord, forasmuch as ye know that your labour is 
not in vain in the Lord." (1 Cor. xv. 58.) 

J. L. D. 

wprejiE^ BOUND r 

•
HITHER bound P,f I asked a stranger, 

Who had chanced to onus my way, 
As I walked the lonely high road, 

On a bright autumnal day. 
" Home above!" rang forth the answer, 

Sweetly borne upon the air— 
"Thither I am hastening onward. 

And ere long I shall be there. 
"Even now I see the portals 

Of my Father's heavenly home; 
And methinks I hear Him greet me 

With His glad, triumphant' oome.' 
" Long has been my earthly journey, 

Toilsome, ofttunee, was the road; 
Bat I know a rest awaits me 

In the city of my God." 
Blessed words, so truly spoken, 

How they woke an echoing chord; 
And my heart with joy responded, 

"Hallelujah! Praise the Lord/' 
« Whither bound t" I ask thee, reader: 

Pause and think awhile, my friend; 
Thou art ever travelling onward, 

Tell me what will be the end. 
Wilt thou find a place made ready 

In the mansions of the blest, 
Where the wicked oease from troubling, 

And the weary are at rest ? 
There to dwell through countless ages, 

Nevermore on earth to roam; 
But to know the full enjoyment 

Of that everlasting home. W. A. G. 

jSFGP J3EEKI]56, flP RECEIVE. 
|IV\POMOT long ago a woman went to see her dying 
G B V Y I f " e n ( ^ a n ^ while she was with her a man 
asBfisi who knew Christ (whom to know is life 
eternal) called also to see the sick one. In the 
course of conversation he said to the lady visitor, 
"Have you got Christ 1" Such a question had 
never been put to her. She said, " If he had asked 
me if I was a Christian I would have said yes, or 
if he had asked me if I was on the Lord's side 
then I would have said yes; but to be asked if I 
had got Christ was entirely new to me.91 She told 
the man she had been seeking Christ for years; and 
to this he replied, "STOP BUSKING, AND RBOKIVK." 

She said, " I left him, and thought I had never 
heard anything so extraordinary; but I gave up 
seeking and striving, and just rested." Thus 
through this brief conversation the Lord saved her 
soul. 

" Come unto me, all ye that labour and are heavy 
laden, and I will give you rest" There are many 
who want rest for their weary souls; but they have 
not yet found it, and all because they do not by 
faith go straight to Jesus and trust His FINISHED 

WORK, which alone can calm the troubled breast, or 
speak peace to the troubled souL Many have been 
religious all their lives, and yet they cannot say, 
" Christ is mine.'1 Many are blinded with religious 
pride; and many who are "heady and high-minded " 
would look with scorn and disdain upon anyone 
who tried to show them how they might be saved 
from their sins and from helL Many prefer to go 
to hell with religion, others prefer to be lost for 
ever without it. On the other hand, there are a 
good many who are anxious to be saved; but who 
are ignorantly looking for salvation to come to them 
after saying their prayers, going to church or 
chapel, and doing no one any harm. The writer had 
conversation with a person sixty-four years of age, 
who had been anxious to be saved for over forty 
years, all the time attending to her prayers, religion, 
and good works. These things gave her no peace; 
but at last she had rest and peace through the 
following verses, which had been commented upon 
by a fellow-labourer in the gospel— 

" Nothing either great or small; 
Nothing, sinner, no; 

Jesus did it, did it sfl, 
Long, long ago. 
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" IT IS FINISHED! Yes, indeed, 
Finished every jot. 

Sinner, this is all you need; 
Tell me, is it not P 

41 Till to JBBUS* WORK you cling 
By a simple faith, 

Doing is a deadly thing— 
Doing ends in death." 

Shortly after this an aunt of hers trusted Christ, 
and was saved at the advanced age of eighty-four. 
One morning as she was coming downstairs, she 
exclaimed, "I never believed before that people 
could be saved all at once, and for nothing; but I 
do believe it now, and I can thank God if I die on 
these stairs I shall go straight to heaven!" How 
few there are who receive Christ at this great age! 
Let us thank God there are some. 

A friend of mine once asked a person ninety-six 
years of age if she ever doubted God. " No," she 
said, "I ken Him too well for that" She had 
believed on the Lord Jesus Christ unto eternal life 
at the early age of seven, and so she had known 
what it was to be saved for nearly ninety years. 
Christ gave her joy unspeakable and full of glory. 
This same Mend asked her if she never found the 
flesh rising. " Yes," she said, " but when it rises 
I just put my heel on it" When a person becomes 
a child of God through faith in Christ, then, and 
only then, do they begin to see what an awfully 
sinful nature they have; and as children of God it 
is their privilege to confess their sins to their 
FATHER (not to their Judge), and then immediately 
THBY KNOW their sins are forgiven FROM HIS WORD 
(not from their feelings); but because He says, " If 
we confess our sins " (not pray, but name the sins), 
" He is faithful and just to forgive us our sins, and 
to cleanse us from all unrighteousness." (1 John L 
9.) Then again, "My little children, these things 
write I unto you, that ye sin not And if any man 
Sill, WE HAVE AN ADVOCATE WITH THE FATHER, 

Jesus Christ the righteous: and He is the propitia
tion for our sins." (1 John ii. 1, 2.) 

"As many as received Him" (Christ), "to them 
gave He power to become the sons of God, even to 
them that believed on His name." (John i. 12.) 
Have you received Christf Is Jesus Christ yours? 
Are you His1 HAS HE SAVED TOUR SOUL? "He 

that BELIEVETH on the Son HATH" (not shall 
feel) "everlasting life: and he that believeth not 
the Son shall not see life; but THE WRATH OF GOD 

agiiS Ut §tVmtm. 
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E8TINO in Jesus—yes, resting, 
Set free from the burden of sin, 

For His blood has purchased my pardon, 
And given me peaoe within. 

Resting—so sweetly resting, 
In the sunshine of His love, 

For I know He will never leave me 
Till I reach my home above. 

Working for Jesus—yes, working, 
In service glad and free, 

For I think I can hear Him saying, 
" I laid down My life for thee; 

Go forth in the early morning, 
Toil on in the noonday sun: 

It is only a little longer, 
And then the glad * Well done!'" 

Sieging for Jesus—yes, singing 
To the weary ones and sad, 

Of the blood that purchased my pardon, 
Of the love that has made me glad. 

Perchance the angels listen, 
And would Kke to join the strain, 

But it's ours to tell the story, 
Of the Lamb for sinners slain. 

Waiting for Jesus—yes, waiting 
The days of labour o'er, 

And I 'm waiting now, and longing 
To reach the heavenly shore, 

Or, better still, to meet Him 
As He oomes to claim His bride, 

Descending from the glory 
To place her at His side. 

Besting with Jesus—yes, resting, 
Beyond the toil and heat; 

I have reached the many mansions, 
And am resting at His feet. 

The path was sometimes ragged, 
And the way seemed sometimes long, 

But I shortened the way with labour, 
And cheered the path with song* 

J. O. ^ 

ABIDBTH ON HIM/ (Johniii 36.) R G . 
- & $ & -
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RID TO SAVE 
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GOSPEL GIATCHfnAn 
nE COMETH WITH CLOUDŜ  

. ___ ^ „ e 

*S 
WATCHMAN, wh.it ot the nî htr 

The watchman said, The morning 
cometh, and also the night : tf ye 
will enquire, enquire ye r return, 
come." (Isaiah xxl. t r ) 

FEVEWlYE'SHALlTf'T,,;^ 

" S O N '»f n u n . I have set the** » J 3 < 
watchman unto the house cf I s r ae l ; *^ " 

I . 
therefore thou shalt hear the w«rrt 
•it my month, and warn them from 
me," (Hzeklel z i r i i l . 7 J 
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W. B. H O W E S h SON, 27, Paternoster Square. 

giFeP! I (SEE If TOOL" 

^•5*T the close of a 
prayer-meeting 
at , Dub
lin (9th Febru
ary 1885), I 
was told there 

a person in the 
desiring to see 
and on going 

I met a young 
girl who inquired if 

•«jpfj^°w I was Miss B , 
and if I had formerly been in . Upon 
being answered in the affirmative, she said, "My 
sister is dying, and is most anxious to see yon 
—will you promise to come to-night?" Haying 
taken her name and address, I said I would go at 
once (she had to get medicine, &c., and could not 
accompany me); so, going to the railway, I took my 
seat in the 9.30 train for Lansdowne Road station. 

I cannot describe my feelings as the train moved 
on; the circumstances were all so new to me—the 
lateness of the hour, going alone to a strange house, 
where I was certain to be an unwelcome visitor, save 
to the girl herself, along with the awful responsi
bility of having to speak to a soul who was just 
passing into eternity—all these things had a most 
solemnizing effect upon ma 

The girl I was going to see was one whom I had 
only met on three or four occasions, and then, in a 
passing way, for a few moments at a time. She was 
a Roman Catholic, and one who appeared to be 
wholly given to pleasure. On one occasion she 
came into my then place of business to have a 
feather cleaned, which she wished to have on a 
particular day, and on my saying it would be ready 
for her then, she replied, " I mean to have it on 
that day without fail, as I know business people 
have a license to tell lies—promising what they do 
not perform." This led me to speak solemnly 
about what it was to sin against God, and of the 
uncertainty of life—that either of us might be in 
eternity before that day. 

On another occasion, when speaking of a Sunday 
excursion she was about to take, I made some 
remark, and quoted, " All seek their own, not the 
things of Jesus Christ, on Sundays as well as on 
other days." She replied, " l a m a Roman Catholic, 
and do not listen to these things; I know you are a 
Protestant." 

I answered, " Well, if you call yourself a Roman 
Catholic, and me a Protestant, be it so, still we will 
both come to the one conclusion, wo would like to 
go to heaven when we die, for I suppose you will 
admit death will some day come to you—God 
only knows when—and yet there is only one way to 
heaven; it is through the precious blood of Jesus 
only." 

" No/' said she, " that is what you think, and are 
taught to hold, but it is all wrong; it is not that 
easy; you must work hard for it, and then you may 
get there. You are very wrong." 
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"Not so, my friend," I replied, "God says the 
precious Hood of Jesus only, and J believe Him." 

" No," she said, * you are all wrong; but I do 
not trouble about these things, I am a true Catlvolic, 
and attend all my duties; but I am determined to 
see life and have pleasure whenever I can, and I am 
off to Bray to-morrow." 

Some six months elapsed ere I again saw or 
heard of her, and then it was on her death-bed, the 
circumstances of which I will now relate. 

Two days before she sent for me she had been with 
some friends at Malahide, when she slipped upon a 
rock; and in making a great effort to recover, strained 
herself internally. She was taken home, and the 
doctors said she had only forty-eight hours to live. 
Her parents told her she was very ill, and they were 
going to send for a priest. " No," said she, " I will 
not see a priest Send for a lady that I know; for 
she will tell me about Jesus." The whole of Sun
day they put the matter off, but on Monday she 
insisted, saying, " If you do not send, I will get up 
and go myself, no matter how bad I am;" and call
ing her only sister to her, she said, "Alice, why 
will you not go for that lady V} (she did not even 
know my name), " I am dying, and you are refusing 
my last request" Alice went to — , but failing 
to find me there, brought back word that I had left 
Again the dying girl besought her to seek, and not 
to come back till she had found ma She went to 
several places, and at last discovered my present 
address, but found I was absent at the prayer-
meeting, to which spot she followed me. 

On reaching the house her father opened the door, 
and I asked if I might see his daughter. He inquired 
what I knew of her. I replied, " Very little; but 
I heard this evening she was ill, and I felt I should 
like to see her." 

"Madam, do you belong to the Catholic Church 1" 
" No, sir," I replied, " I belong to the Church of 

God; I am simply a sinner saved by grace." He 
made use of very strong language, and then said, 
" As she wants to see you, I suppose you must, but 
it is shocking to have the like of this in one's 
house." 

I entered her room, the door of which was open, 
and there before me lay a face I well remembered, 
but BO changed, for she looked wild with pun of 
body and mind She exclaimed, "Oh, you have 
come at last! You are welcome 1 I want you to tell 
me about Jesus;" her mother adding, "and His 
blessed mother." 

" No; Jesus only. I am dying! I know where 
I am, but I do not know where I am going to; it is 
all dark; it is awful; do tell me about Jesus; sit 
down and tell me." 

"'There is one God, and one mediator between 
God and men, the man Christ Jesus; who gave 
Himself a ransom for alT " (1 Tim. ii 5, 6), was my 
reply to her earnest appeal. " It is God's word, not 
mine; man's words are of little use in these solemn 
matters; let us have God's word for it," and taking 
my Testament from my pocket I read, " Without 
shedding of blood there is no remission" (Heb. 
ix. 22), and "Christ died for the ungodly." (Rom. 
v. 6.) I then continued; "If one thing be more 
solemn than another, it is to read that 'it is the 
blood that maketh atonement for the souL* (Lev. 
xvii. 11.) It is not the blood of any mere creature 
which can atone for sin. Then just think of God's 
blessed Son, Jesus, shedding His blood for sinners 
like you and me. Remember Christ's death must 
come in to have blood-shedding, and it is His blood 
alone—not tears, prayers, works, or feelings—nothing 
but His precious blood, can save you from everlasting 
hell, ' where their worm dieth not, and the fire is 
not quenched.'" (Mark. ix. 44.) 

The poor mother now looked as if she could 
stand this no longer, and saying a few things about 
saints and their goodness, added, " Well, Mary, I 
think you would like to see this lady without ma" 

Mary answered, "I am dying, mother, and I 
want only to hear about Jesus—that is all I ask her 
to tell me;" and the mother left the room. Truly 
God in His own matchless grace cleared the way for 
me. 

"Now, Mary," I said, "you think you are 
dying?" 

" I am dying, not because the doctor said it, but 
I feel and know I am dying." 

" Well, since you know this, it is only waste of 
time to talk much. You are about to meet God—a 
solemn position, my dear friend, but I dare not 
keep it back from you, meet God you must You 
must meet Him, against whom you and I have 
sinned, ' for all have sinned9 (Bom. iiL 23); but 
see how Jesus, God's blessed Son, has met all His 
claims which you and I outraged, Jesus has 
'made peace through the blood of His cross." 
Jesus has done it all alone, and now all you have to 

I do is to trust that same Jesus. He died for you ; 
accept His offer of salvation, and you are saved for 
ever. 'Through this man,' Jesus, 'is preached 
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unto you the forgiveness of sins: and by Him all 
that believe are justified from all things.9" (Acts 
xiii 38.) 

Then linking three scriptures together to bring 
Himself before the soul, I said, "Jesus, the 
Mediator; Jesus, the blood-shedding One; Jesus,I 
the only name whereby we must be saved. He is 
the only One who can give remission of sins, and 
the moment you believe in Him you shall receive 
the forgiveness of your sins." This brought forth: 

" I see it clear, and know well He alone can 
save my soul, but I can't venture enough to die; it 
is awful I can't trust; I know I should, and why 
can't I ?" 

" Just because you are not looking to Him, and 
forgetting everything else. Now, why did you 
send for met" 

" Because I knew no one else to tell me about | 
Jesus, and I am afraid to die. If I only felt Jesus 
would have me, I would not care what happened to 
maM 

"But how did you know I would come?" 
" I felt sure if you heard I was dying, and 

wanted you, you would come. From what I knew 
of you I felt I could trust you," 

" And do you think I am better and more to be 
trusted than the blessed Lord, who shed His 
precious blood on the cross for you? Come now, 
did I ever die for you? Is my word more to be 
depended on than His, which will never pass away? 
Listen to it," and I read 1 Peter i. 25, and Luke xvt 
17. 

" Tou are good, but He is far better,'1 she said 
"Thank God/1 I replied, "for these four words, 

for they show confidence in Him—'He is far] 
better/ Truly He is ten thousand times better 
than we give Him credit for/1 

"But I can't feel yet that I could die," she 
replied; " it is awfuL I see and know well now 
all that Jesus has done for me, and yet I can't say 
I am willing to die. Oh, my M and here a 
long struggle ensued. She then went on to say, " I 
know it was for bad people He died, and I am so 
bad." 

" That word (sinners' is your grand title to Him. 
It was for sinners Jesus died. Are you too good to 
be saved by Him? or are you too bad?" 

"No, indeed, how could I be too good for Him? 
and you read His blood would wash all sins away, 
and Himself forgive all sins and pardon, and, oh, I 
do want Jesus 1" 

" Well," I said, "let us pray, and ask Him to fix 
your eye now on Himself, where He is in glory. 
He is not on the cross now. His eye has been on 
you since you were born, though you may not have 
thought of Him. May He by the power of the 
Holy Spirit set your eye on Himself just now. 
One verse more to let you see God's love and Jesus', 
both on your behalf," aftd I read, ' " God so loved 
the world, that He gave His only begotten Son, 
that whosoever believeth in Him should not perish, 
but have everlasting life.' (John iii. 16.) God so 
loved you, that He gave Jesus, and it is God's 
pleasure to save you the moment you believe in 
Jesus." 

I knelt in prayer, and about five or six sentences 
were expressed when she placed her dear dying 
hand on my arm, and said, " STOP ! I SEB IT ALL." 

Her face told even more than.words the joy she had 
found in Him. " Yes, Lord Jesus, I can and will 
trust you!" she exclaimed " I know you are well 
able to carry me over. I do not fear to die; I will 
trust you, blessed Jesus; your dear blood was shed 
for me;" and her hitherto pent-up feelings found 
relief in tears of joy and gratitude, and she then 
added, " The Man Lord Jesus—why did I not trust 
you at first ? why did I not believe in you long ago ?" 

A few scriptures were read, to show that salvation, 
rest, and peace were hers now to enjoy, and then I 
said, "Shall we thank Him for coming from the 
Father's glory to this sinful world to save sinners 
like you and me ?" 

" Oh, but I will soon be with Him," she replied, 
"and will thank Him, and thank Him." 

" But let us do it now too," and I began, but soon 
her voice put mine to silence, for she prayed, and it 

| was prayer, such as I never heard before, the breath-
j ings of a new-born and delighted soul, filled with 
joy and thankfulness: still there was deep, true 
sorrow for the long past waste of time, and not even 
wanting to know Him. till she was afraid to die, and 
then, even then, He accepted her. 

At this point her mother entered the room, and 
Mary exclaimed, " Oh, mother! Oh, mother! I am 
going to Jesus. I know where I am going to now— 
it is all so bright; I am going to Jesus. He shed 
His own blood; it is His blood I am trusting alone, 
and He—yes, He is carrying me." 

The poor mother would not permit her to go on 
without interrupting her about saints, &a, but Mary 
continued, " Dear mother, it is easy to die with 

I Jesus, but awful! awful! if you do not entirely 
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trust Him. You may, if it is any pleasure to you 
and father, send for the priest now, for I have got 
Jesus; he can't take Him from me, hut he never 
told me of Jesus alone, and His blood No works, 
only His own work on the cross." The mother was 
still trying to get a word in for the saints, and 
Egging hOT to look to the "blessed mother" before 
it would be too late. "No," said Mary, "die never 
shed her blood for me, it was Jesus only did that; 
long enough I was looking, and praying to her and 
the saints, and so I was near enough indeed, dear 
mother, of being too late, and having nothing but 
darkness for ever. But for Jesus I should have 
been, and I will trust Him only ; no priest can take 
Him from me. Sure he can't," she said, turning to 
me; "does not the Bible tell us sotM And once 
more the precious word, "I am persuaded that 
neither death nor life . . . . nor any other creature, 
shall be able to separate us from the love of God, 
which is in Christ Jesus our Lord" (Rom. viii. 38, 
39), was read. 

The mother left, refusing to stay whilst I read 
the Bible, but soon returned again with Alice, when 
Mary said, " Trust Jesus only. Oh if I had only 
done it long before this, how happy I would be! 
Dear mother, will you look only to Jesus, my 
Saviour? Do promise me! And will you, my 
Alice 1 will you? I can% no, I can't forget you, 
dear Alice, you did it for me; I do love you for it, 
more than I can tell you." The mother exclaimed, 
" Stop ! stop! child—child, it is damnation to listen 
to you." She replied, "Dear mother, it is God, and 
Jesus, who have promised, and taken bad me, and I 
am happy, for I am going to Jesus.'1 

The father called Alice away, and I did not see 
her again, and I now said, " Mary, I will leave you, 
as I feel your dear mother, father, and sister are 
those who should be near you now." The mother 
said, " Yes, when you have done her damnation, and 
sent her to hell, you go ; you* are bad." 

Mary did not quite catch all she said, and asked 
what it was. I replied, " It is no matter, dear, I am 
going; have you any fear of death or meeting God?" 

" No, indeed," she replied, " I am going to Jesus, 
God's Son. Nothing to fear now. Yes, mother, to 
Jesus." 

She took leave of me most affectionately, and 
said—"I am going to Jesus, and you will come 
after me; I will meet you again, I know, but speak 
for Jesus when and wherever you can, no matter to 
whom." 

I left for the twelve o'clock train. Next morn
ing I called early, but Mary had gone to the Lord 
between three and four o'clock, and I gathered that 
she was equally bright to the end, for they spoke of 
her " stubborn and devilish doctrine," and firmness 
in it to the last, and said very hard things of her. 

Her parents sent for the priest, but she was gone 
when he arrived. I asked, " Did she wish for the 
priest before she died]" "No, indeed," they 
replied, "it was only what she said while you were 
in the room that gave us any hope of getting him, 
and we sent at once for the first we could get" 

Such, dear reader, are the simple details of the 
way taken by the God of matchless grace to reach 
and bring salvation to a precious soul, where so 
many difficulties stood in the way. The desire 
which was awakened in her soul to hear about 
" Jesus " He took means to meet and satisfy. She 
was in real earnest, and where such is the case, He 
will move heaven and earth to bring it to pass. 
My reader may be one of those who are more 
privileged than was Mary; who have the word of 
God in their hands; who hear the Gospel constantly; 
who may have Christian parents or friends, who 
have again and again spoken to them on the 
subject; and yet have never allowed themselves to 
be really in earnest, and consequently all the 
privileges only deepen the condemnation which at 
this moment rests on all those who have not been 
brought, Uke this dear girl, to find Jesus only, and 
His work on the cross alone, as the foundation on 
which to rest, and which gave her such perfect 
peace and boldness. If such be the case, may this 
be the moment when you will be led to see the 
danger in which you stand, and flee now to Chat 
One who is BO ready and willing to bless and save. 

A. M. B. 

pij? JWHEF^ BIBLE. 
OME time ago there was a pious 
widow living in the northern part of 
England, on whom, in consequence of 
the loss she had sustained, devolved 
the sole care of a numerous family, 

consisting of seven daughters and one son. 
It was her chief anxiety to train up her children 

in those virtuous and religious habits which promote 
the present happiness and tile immortal welfare of 
man. Her efforts were crowned with success so far 
the female branches of her family were concerned. 
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But, alas! her boy proved ungrateful for her 
care, and became her scourge and her cross. He 
loved worldly company and pleasure j till, having 
impoverished himself, it became necessary that he 
should go to sea. 

When he took leave of his mother, she gave him 
a New Testament, inscribed with his name and her 
own, solemnly and tenderly entreating that he 
would keep the book, and read it for her sake. 

He was borne far away upon the bosom of the 
trackless deep, and year after year elapsed without 
any tidings of her boy. 

She occasionally visited the metropolis, and, in 
whatever company she was cast, she made it a point 
to inquire for the ship in which her son sailed, if 
perchance she might hear any tidings of him. 

On one occasion she accidentally met, at a party 
in London, a sea captain, of whom she made her 
accustomed inquiries. He informed her that he 
knew the vessel, and that she had been wrecked; i 
that he also knew a youth of the name of 
"Charles," and added, perhaps with too little 
reserve and caution, that he was so depraved and 
profligate a lad that it were a good thing if he and 
all like him were at the bottom of the sea. 

Pierced to her inmost soul, this unhappy mother 
withdrew from the house, and resolved in future 
upon a strict retirement, in which she might indulge 
and hide her hopeless grief. " I shall go down to 
the grave/' was her language, "mourning for my 
son.19 She fixed her residence at one of the seaports 
on the northern coast. 

After the lapse of some years a half-naked sailor 
knocked at her door to ask reliel The sight of a 
sailor was always interesting to her, and' never 
failed to awaken recollections and emotions better 
imagined than described. She heard his tale. He 
had seen great perils in the deep, had been several 
times wrecked, but said he had never been so 
dreadfully destitute as he was some years back, 
when himself and a " fine young gentleman were 
the only individuals, of a whole ship's crew, that 
were saved. We were cast upon a desert island, 
where, after seven days and nights, I closed his 
eyes. Poor fellow, I never shall forget it.1' 

And here the tears stole down his weather-beaten 
cheeks. " He read day and night in a little book, 
which he said his mother gave him, and which was 
the only thing he saved. It was his companion 
every moment He wept for his sins, he prayed, 
he kissed the book, he talked of nothing but this 

book and his mother, and at the last he gave it to 
me, with many thanks for my poor services. 

"'There, Jack,1 he said, 'take this book, and 
keep it, and read it, and may God bless you—it vs 
all I 've got.1 And then he clasped my hand, and 
died in peace/' 

The sailor, dragging from his ragged jacket a 
little book, much battered and time-worn, held it 
up, exclaiming, " And here's the very book, too !" 

The lady seized the Testament, descried her own 
handwriting^ and beheld the name of her ton, 
coupled with her own, on the cover. She gazed, 
she read, she wept, she rejoiced. She seemed to 

| hear a voice which said, " Behold, thy son liveth." 
| Amidst her conflicting emotions, she was ready 
to exclaim, "Lord, now lettest now thy servant 
depart in peace, for mine eyes have seen thy salva
tion. * 

"Will you part with that book, my honest 
! fellow]" said the mother, anxious now to possess 
. the precious relic. 

"No, madam," was the answer, "not for any 
money—not for all the world. He gave it to me 
with his dying hand. . I have more than once lost 
my all since I got it, without losing this treasure, 
the value of which I hope I have learned for 
myself; and I will never part with it until I part 
with the breath out of my body." 

jgJIE'jSJ JSflYED! jSJJE'jS jSflYED!" 
B Y S . B L O W . 

WAS holding special goepel meetings 
in the centre of a country district. 
While going from house to house, 
leaving tracts and speaking a word to 

any who had an ear for the gospel, I came to 
the door of a person who seemed little inclined 
to take a leaflet, and appeared to be what some 
would call rather "high-minded" As she stood 
at the open door of her cottage, bluntly refusing 
to accept a gospel tract, saying she had plenty 
of good books inside, I noticed a framed engraving 
hftngipg on the wall directly facing the door. As 
this picture represented a terrible fire that took place 
on the banks of the Thames in the year 185—, I 
drew the woman's attention to it, told her I had 
witnessed that fire, and knew a thrilling incident in 
connection with it, and would relate it if she had no 
objection. This mode of procedure at once gained. 
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her confidence, and in another moment I was inside 
the house relating to her the following story, which 
gave me a fine opportunity of preaching the gospel, 
and, I trust, not without eternal results. During 
this terrible conflagration, and while the angry flames 
were consuming pile after pile, of huge warehouses, 
a woman was seen at a window pressing closely to 
her bosom a child, and appearing to be frantically 
crying for help. It was evident all hope of escape 
was cut off by the merciless flames, and before her the 
deep flowing river appeared like one sheet of fire. 
Hence any effort to reach her was hopeless, and this 
the poor woman seemed to be conscious of, but sooner 
than be burned to death she preferred leaping, at all 
hazard, into the Thames below, and when she could 
stand the heat no longer, she was seen to clasp her 
darling child, and then give a plunge with her 
precious freight into the river. As soon as her form 
had disappeared in the water, a boat was seen to dart 
from a shadowy part of some of the buildings close 
by, to the spot where the woman and child had sunk, 
and then in a few minutes, by the glare of the fire, 
it was seen that both had been successfully rescued 
from an untimely end and a watery grave. This 
marvellous rescue of the woman and her child called 
forth a hearty, spontaneous shout of approbation 
from the crowds that thronged the bridge and lined 
the barges and banks of the Thames, while the 
words " She fs saved ! She 's saved ! n were heard 
re-echoing and reverberating through that vast 
mighty throng. 

Yes, saved from a burning house, saved from a 
watery grave! How thankful, how glad that 
woman must have been when she became conscious 
of her marvellous deliverance. And just so is the 
sinner when he or she knows they have been 
eternally delivered—saved from a woeful death and 
an eternal hell. Saved ! but saved by another, and 
that Saviour Christ the Lord, the only One who 
can and does save. 

Reader, have you been thus delivered—saved; 
saved for time and saved for eternity % And as 
that poor woman knew she had been saved from an 
untimely death, so they who have trusted in Jesus 
know they are saved. There is joy in the presence 
of God and of Christ in heaven when a sinner is 
saved from the wrath to come. 

It is a grand thing to have the soul saved! And 
just as the persons who witnessed the deliverance of 
this woman and child rejoiced, so Christians rejoice 
over the salvation of sinners. Whatever else may 

be lost, health, property, friends, all is but of little 
moment provided the soul is saved. One who was 
deeply anxious about his eternal welfare said, " H I 
am to be saved, it must be to-night" He was saved 
there and then through simple faith in the Lord 
Jesus Christ And this is how a sinner is saved, if 
saved at all—only by believing on God's Christ 
The answer to the question of the Philippian 
jailor, "What must I do to be savedV9 was, 
" Believe on the Lord Jesus Christ, and thou shalt 
be saved." 

14 The cross, the cross, 
Redemption's standard raising; 

I see the banner wave. 
Sing on, stag on, 
Salvation's captain praising— 

'Tis Christ alone oan save." 

^ATE! Late! Too late ! 
' Ye cannot enter in ! 
The door is shut, in vain ye wait, 

The Bridegroom's gone within. 
The hour of mercy now is o'er ; 
Judgment hath closed the open door; 
Judgment from Him whose grace before 

Ye spurned from love of sin ! 

Late ! Late ! Too late ! 
Ye cannot enter now ! 

The music wakes within the gates, 
The garlands crown the brow ; 

The heavenly strains that reach your ear. 
Their very sweetness makes most drear— 
Filling your hearts with boding fear, 

Ye cannot enter now ! 

Late ! Late ! Too late! 
Why came ye not before ? 

Did He not long with patience wait, 
And open keep the door ? 

Did He not many a message send ? 
Did He not woo you as a friend 1 
Why did ye not His voice attend ? 

The day of grace is o'er ! 

Late 1 Late 1 Too late! 
Ye cannot enter now ! 

Barred for ever is the gate— 
Mercy averts her brow. 

The voice that called you to repent 
Hath sworn, and He will not relent; 
Your day of mercy all is spent, 

Ye cannot enter now L->, j 
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THE SIN-OFFERING. 

I g ^ g , >FJIE j5I]5-eEFEHI]5e. 
HE first offering brought by Moses 
was a bullock for a sin-offering; and 
Aaron and his sons laid their hands 
upon the head of the bullock, and 

thus aB it were identified themselves 
with the offering, and typically trans
ferred their sin from off themselves 

\S lc&* t o t l i e bullock appointed to bear it. 80 
J2^1 a sinner, when he trusts in the finished 

work of the Lord Jesus, believes that His sin was 
borne by Christ Like the verse— 

" By faith I lay my hand 
On that dear ffead of Thine; 
While like a penitent I stand, 
And there confess my sin." 

Without shedding of blood there is no re
mission; and the Lord Jesus, as the Lamb of God, 
shed His blood—offered up Himself—and now we 
can say, " The blood of Jesus Christ cleanseth us 
from ALL sin." His blood fully and for ever satis
fied the claims of divine holiness; and on the 
ground of that perfect sacrifice God can meet the 
sinner, and manifest forth the abounding grace of 
His heart Atonement has been made; the two 
parties who were opposed—the holy God and the 
rebel sinner—have now a ground of meeting; re
conciliation has been made in perfect righteousness. 
That which the blood of bulls and of goats could never 
do, save only in measure as they pointed forward to 
Christ, has been done by Him eternally; and on 
the ground of the merits of His death God now 
beseeches sinners to be reconciled to Him. 
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THE WATCHMAN'S MESSAGE. 

"i WW wflpp GeD'js mwn 

JUCH were the words said only the 
other day by one who had been 
brought up by truly Christian 
parents—one who had been accus
tomed to hear God's word preached 

plainly and simply, and who with an open Bible in 
their hands could read for themselves what God 
has to say on the subject of such deep, eternal im
portance as the soul's salvation; and how many 
precious souls there are thus kept quiet by Satan ! 
He perhaps tells them, as he did in the case of the 
one referred to above—they must wait till they feel 
their sins get heavier; or perhaps he will tell you 
that God's time has not come yet, and that you must 
just wait till He pleases to save you; but, dear 
reader, if such be your case, be assured it is an effort 
of Satan to try to keep you from getting blessing, 
and it is a solemn thing to be thus led by him who 
is a liar and a deceiver from the beginning. What 
does God say in Isaiah L 181 " Corns now." Read 
it again, and remember it is God's word. " Come 
now." Is it, Come to-morrow 1 or, Wait a little 
longer 1 No ; to-morrow may find you in eternity ! 
and where ? No; God says, " Come now . . . saith 
the Lord, though your sins be as scarlet, they shall 
be as white as snow; though they be red like crim
son, they shall be as wool." Yes, God's time is now. 
He now offers you a full, free, and eternal salvation, 
and it is only to believe and it is yours. Do not, I 
pray you, allow yourself to be deceived by Satan. 
Another day and your doom may be to be in the 
scorching, surging flames of the lake of fire, where 
their worm dieth not, and the fire is not quenched; 
where the sting of conscience will be that you refused 
to accept God's salvation at the time He offered it 
you. Oh, I pray you, be warned in time! God 
may never give another offer. God wants to save 
you. Will you not trust Him ? And He wants to 
save you now. Listen to what He says again— 
" Behold, now is the accepted time; behold, now is 
the day of salvation." Oh, dear unsaved soul, do 
not wait any longer, but accept God's word, and 
salvation will be yours! Christ will be yours; life, 
peace, and joy will be yours; yea, all things will be 
yours, and only through simply taking God at His 
word, believing what He says about His well-
beloved Son, that He finished the work more than 
1800 years ago; and now it is the joy of God's 
heart to bless you just where you are, and just as you 

are. May God by His Spirit open your eyes to aee 
that you have not to wait for God, but that He 
waits to save you. 

" All things are ready, come ! 
To-morrow may not be. 

Oh, sinner, come, the Saviour waits 
This hour to welcome thee !" 

9JIE WIN WITJiea* ¥JJE WEDDING 
QTUtJilENV. 

|T is the wedding-day of a king's son in an 
eastern city. The guests are all reclining 
around the festal board, clad in wedding-

robes, provided, according to the custom of .the times, 
by their host. The king conies in to greet his guests, 
when, lo! his eyes behold amid the throng a man 
without the king's provided wedding-robe, and 
wearing a garment of his own. It may either have 
been his pride or his self-sufficiency that caused 
him to despise the royal garment and wear his own. 
but it could not be permitted within the palace of 
the king. The eyes of all were fixed upon him as 
the question fell from the king's lips, " Friend, how 
earnest thou in hither, not having a wedding-
garment I And he was speechless;" and from that 
royal hall, with its brilliancy and its happy throng, 
he was carried forth, bound hand and foot, and 
cast without into the darkness of the night, to 
lament his folly and bewail his loss. 

Reader, this sad tale has a solemn voice to yon. 
The scene has often been repeated, in the history of 
souls in professing Christendom, since this story 
was uttered by the Lord. 

Men profess to be the friends of God; they oome 
among His people; they take His name upon their 
lips. They come as guests invited to the feast that 
celebrates the victory, and anticipates the glory of 
His Son; but are they all His friends in very truth f 
Have they all the wedding-garment on1 Have they 
loathed their own righteousness, and accepted Christ 
as their only covering wherein to appear before 
God 1 Alas! there are many who have not They 
cling to their own, and despise God's righteousness, 
and their doom and destiny are pronounced in the 
closing words of this solemn parable. 

Header, how is it with you ? and how will it be 
when the testing moment comes 1 Will you be 
with those within the palacft of the King—accepted 
in Christ, or with those without, in the darkness of 
eternal woe, condemned and rejected f 
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FTIPPY ipeja. 
''lIE Me of Athelney, where King Alfred 

hid himself from the Danes, is a memo
rable spot in the East of England. 

In that neighbourhood many spiritual 
conquests over the powers of darkness 
have been witnessed. 

One trophy of divine grace was that 
of Thomas D , who was well known as being 
far, very far, from God, by sin and wicked works. 
He was a strong, powerful man, and in his reckless 
course would, as a farm-workman, sometimes per
form wonderful feats of labour. Through this he at 
length ruptured a blood-vessel, was laid aside from 
all work, and though he 
lived a considerable time 
after, the injury even
tually brought him to the 
grave. During his long 
illness I had many inter
views with him. At first 
he was so sullen that it 
was painful in the ex
treme. He would roll 
over in his bed and turn 
away, as if determined 
not to listen to instruc
tion. He was reminded 
of his awful danger, and 
pointed to HIM whose atoning blood cleanseth us 
from all sin. But labour seemed to. be in vain, 
and strength spent for nought But no! although 
this distressing state of things continued for some 
time, yet the precious seed sown in tears was not 
lost The Faithful Promiser, who commands the 
light to shine out of darkness, shined into his heart 
There was a slight movement of the head, an in
clining of the ear to receive the message. He 

hearkened, and his soul was made to live. Quick
ened from the long sleep of death, and under deep 
conviction of his guilt, he exclaimed, " I feel I am 
a wicked sinner! my sins seem too heavy to be 
pardoned!w 

" I want," said he," to be able to say, I am saved 1 
I hope I shall! I beg the blessed Jesus to pardon my 
sins." Thus coming to Him, the God of hope soon 
filled his thirsting soul with all joy and peace in 
believing, and he now longed to be tenth Christ 
One morning he said, " I shall go happy now; I 
love Him more than my own souL I thought I 
should have died in the night, and I should dearly 
like to have gona He will hold out His arms to 
receive me, and I won't be afraid/9 Love had cast 

out fear. 
One night two messen

gers came to say that Tom 
appeared to be dying. It 
wasabout midnight when 
I entered the sick-cham
ber. I enquired, "Are 
you h&ppy?" He ex
claimed, " Happy, happy, 
happy!" 

Should this simple nar
rative be read by some 
heavy-laden sinner crav-

L^= ing to see clearly the way 
to be sav ed, think of poor 

Tom, the cottager. He had no trust in forms and 
ceremonies; no! but he went direct to CHRIST. 
Take the same course, poor soul, and without doubt 
you will be able to say— 

" His powerful blood did once atone, 
And now it pleads before the throne: 
He shall have all the praise, for He 
Hath loved and lived and died for me." 

A. O. 

* * 

* * LOOKING * TO * JESUS. # • 
TOOKING only to Jesus, the Crucified One, 

Who invites all that mourn: will you come? 
will you come ? [the Cross. 

All my sins have been washed by the Blood of 
Sinful pleasures are now to my taste but as dross. 
Oh, how oft have I heard of the Saviour who died, 
That my fears might be quelled, and my tears all 

be dried: [yield 
But, alas I my proud heart was too stubborn to 
To His kind invitation to come and be healed. 

But at length God in mercy has led me to see 
That if I would find safety to Christ I must flee; 
The avenger of blood I have seen on my track, 
But with Jesus my refuge I '11 never turn back. 

Still to Jesus I '11 look, though life's journey be 
long; 

When approaching the river let this be my song: 
All my sins washed away in the peace-speaking 

blood, (to God. 
Come, Lord Jesus, come quickly, and take me 

'** ************ 
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i r A">ff " h A A A * i".'_ 

v
ffHAVING MADE PEACE THROUGH THE BLOOD OF HIS CROSS, 

BY HIM TO RECONCILE ALL THINGS UNTO HIMSELF • 
COL. t 10. 

Brinjs Sfastifirti ip JMtft, 
WE HAVE 

PXJLCX v WITH •> 6*0B 
THROUGH 

®uv %otb %ww Cfnrfet 
BOM. T. 1. 

"G 

•

TOP, thou heavy-laden stranger 1 
In thy dark benighted road; 

. Thou art in the path of danger, 
V And ft leads from God. 

Clouds and darkness are around thee, 
Great and many are thy foes, 

Satan with his chain has bound thee, 
This the Saviour knows. 

Jesus' loving heart yearns o'er thee, 
And His arms would thee embrace, 

See what wondrous love and glory, 
Beam in His dear face I 

He can meet thy soul so wretched, 
And can heal thy deepest woes, 

Lo! His band is still outstretched, 
This His 

o^e^ka^a 

BLESSED IS HE 
WHOSE 

TfiAR 
IS FORGIVEN. 

Wuau jriit is coi'wd. 
PSALM xxxii. 1. 

"BY HIM ALL THAT BELIEVE ARE JUSTIFIED 
FROM ALL THINGS." 

Aow zUi 89. 
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|N the year 18—, during my sojourn 
in India, I first became acquainted 
with a dear brother in Christ—& A.CL 
My first interview with him was after 
the week-night preaching, when a 
friend, drawing me on one side, said, 
" I want to introduce to you a young 
friend just arrived from H. K." I saw 
a stranger at a distance, tall and rather 

slight in figure. As we drew near, I saw he had 
more than an ordinary share of personal attractions. 
His complexion was delicately fair, his head well set 
and covered with fair, close-curled hairj and as he 
returned our greeting* his classical features were 
rendered still more attractive by the pleasant smile 
that played about his mouth. Our interview was 
but a minute or two, but an indelible impression 
was left upon my mind that there was peace within 
that the world could neither give nor take away. 
He had come to reside in the town in which I was 
living, and owning the Lord, had sought out His 
people, and thus was at once in the midst of friends. 
Few know as well as those who have lived in 
heathen lands how glad a Christian is to meet with 
other Christians, and how much more they cling 
together than those in more favoured lands. Thus 
we soon became well acquainted with K. A. C, and 
entertained for him deservedly warm affection and 
profound esteem. He was the son of Christian 
parents, and, with two brothers, had been brought 
up by a widowed mother in the old country. And 
truly that mother had found he* Lord all that He 
had promised to be—" A judge to the widow, and a 
father to the fatherless, in His holy habitation.11 

Though two of the three were in the East, far, far 
away from her, yet she had the rest and joy of soul 
in knowing that they, as well as the remaining one 
with whom she made her home in England, had 
been gathered in by the Good Shepherd, and were 
of His flock. 

And here let me say a word to parents—to mothers 
especially. Bring up your children for the Lord, 
" train them in the way they should go/9 and leave 
results to Him, But in order to know the way you 
must read His word—read it prayerfully, read it 
frequently, and always with a subject heart and 
mind. It contains all the directions you need—let 
it guide and advise you, rather than be advised by 

human counsellors. The Lord's way now is to 
bless His people through His word; He will honour 
it 

Dear K. A. C. was in the employ of the Telegraph 
Company, and, with the other clerks, shared the 
home provided by the Company with every necessary 
and comfort suitable to a tropical climate. But to 
him there was something lacking. He longed for 
Christian intercourse, and he'did not find that in 
the " Barracks,19 as they termed their dwelling. 

Do you remember, dear friends, God has said, 
"They that feared the Lord spake often one to 
another;" and do you know what it is to prefer 
speaking of Him to any other subject 1 or reading 
some book that tells of Him, in preference to the 
newspapers or any other literature 1 Do you know 
what it is to go into your room and shut your door, 
and enjoy an hour alone with Himf This was 
appreciated by my young friend, but he found 
much to clash with his tastes, and it was almost 
impossible to get an hour alone in a house where 
every sleeping apartment was shared with two or 
three others. It is not in the heart of man to seek 
God for himself. The natural heart, that is, the 
heart that has not yet been turned to God by the 
Spirit of God, does not, cannot take pleasure in the 
things of God; it cannot even understand them. 
But the things of this world, its fashions and 
amusements, fit in with the tastes of the worldling; 
and thus K.A.C. soon found he had nothing in 
common with his fellow-clerks, who regarded him 
as a recluse, and that he must alone walk with God; 
and so for a time he, like a light in a dark place, 
went in and out amongst them, by his life testifying 
for God, where perhaps words would not have proved 
acceptabla 

After a few months, the manager of the company, 
who was known to me, gave him permission to 
leave the "Barracks" to stay with me, and in my 
quiet home he came to dwell There the light 
shone on, brightly and steadily, without once 
wavering during the few weeks that remained of his 
earthly course. He spoke more by his life than by 
words, of which he was rather sparing; dwelling 
under the same roof brought us often together, and 
opened up to others the loveliness of his character. 
A conspicuous trait was, thought for others, to the 
disregard of self in every way, and unvarying 
cheerfulness; but what arrested my attention most, 
was his habit of taking, as from the Lord, whatever 
might befall him. If we know the Lord, we ought 
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to trust Him and he careful for nothing. But I am I 
sure we very often fail here, and well might He put to 
us the question, " Where is your faitht" Cultivate 
the grace of trying to see the Lord's hand in every
thing. There are many things that seem to come 
from the hand of man; hut no, if we are the Lord's, 
by the time they reach us, they are from the hand 
of the Lord to us, and recognising this, will he a 
power that will takd us on day by day through 
great events and Bmall, through pleasant and 
unpleasant ones, with an evenness and sweetness of 
spirit that will recommend before the world the 
Christianity we profess. The world may not read 
the Bible, but it does read Christians. Let us there
fore hearken to the words of the Lord Jesus Christ, 
" Let your light so shine before men, that they may 
glorify your Father who is in heaven." Let itl 
shine brightly in the little things that make up so 
large a portion of our Uvea. 

I remember so well, one evening K.A.C. had to 
return to office, and in order that he might not be 
hurried I ordered dinner half an hour earlier; but 
it was rather later than usual, so that in the midst 
he begged to be excused, and rose to leave the table, j 
While expressing my regret and vexation at the 
carelessness of the servants, slightly tending to 
reach my ear, he said in a low tone, " I have had 
as much as is good for me, if I needed more there 
would be time to take it;" and with his usual 
sweet smile he bade us "good night," and stepped 
lightly along the hall out into the night air. This is 
but one of the little things we are all subject to be 
tried by. Do we stand the test, or succumb under itf 
Do we recognise the hand of God in such) or do 
we say, I am tried by the servants or by someone 
else, and not by Ood; if it came from God I 
would bear it, or try to bear itf Look higher, and 
you will see not even is there a hair upon your 
head but it is a numbered hair. (Matt. x. 30.) 
And what is there less than that f 

Two or three weeks passed. It was the morning 
of the Lordfs-day. We all met at 6 a.m. and took 
a cup of coffee. Immediately after E.A.C. left, as 
he was needed at the office for a few hours. He 
seemed in his usual health. At 8 a.m. he returned, 
saying he was not well, and during the day he 
became worse. The doctor thought it was merely a 
slight indisposition, and hoped to set him right in a 
few hours. Towards evening, as the sun began to 
sink, a stream of golden light, for one minute, fell 
upon his face from the position in which he was 

WATCHMAN. [AUGUST I, 188*. 

reclining; so lovely and spiritual did his countenance 
appear that at that moment I felt he too was like 
unto that glorious orb quickly passing away* The 
conviction so overcame me, I had to turn aside; 
and after he had retired for the night, I went onoe 
and again to see him. Before morning he was in 
high fever. During that day and the following the 
doctors (two) were in constant attendance. .No 
care nor expense was spared, yet the fever made 
terrible havoc. Perfectly conscious—his heart at 
leisure from itself—he seemed much more thought
ful for his nurses than for himself, and reluctant to 
give trouble. During the Tuesday I said, "I 
could wish your dear mother were within reach." 
" I was thinking,1' he said cheerfully, " how happy 
Bhe would be to know I was here, and so well cared 
for. Had I been taken ill while I was at the 
'Barracks' I should have been . sent to the 
hospital; then how different it would have been." 
Towards evening he enquired, "Who is going to 
sit up with me to-night 1" I said, "Mrs. K. and 
I." He replied, " I should like you to have some 
rest; but I believe the Lord is going to take me to 
Himself to-night" I gazed for a moment upon 
that placid brow, and mentally repeated— 

" So safe, BO calm, so satisfied, 
Became he clings to Thee." 

Whether he was called upon to forego a meal, or 
lie down and die, it was all one to him, if it came 
from his Father's hand. 

" Jeans! Thou art enough 
The mind and heart to fill; 
Thy patient life—to calm the soul; 
Thy love its fear dispel/9 

But how would it be with you, my reader, if 
you had the conviction that to-night your soul 
would be required of you? Are you prepared to 
go into the presence of God! Are you converted, 
"born again," as the Lord puts itf Have you been 
bowed down before Him because of your sins, and 
stood there self-condemned f Bead what He says to 
such: " He looketh upon men, and if any say, I 
have sinned, and perverted that which was right, 
and it profited me not; He will deliver his soul 
from going into the pit, aud his life shall see the 
light" While it is no new thing, but as old— 
nearly two thousand years old—for the believer to 
be " ready," and " desirous to depart and be with 
Christ" For the unbelievers to leave this world, is 
but to exchange it for the place "prepared for the 
devil and his angels." Think of i t How is it 
with you ? 
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Shortly after KA.C. had said these words, one of 
the doctors entered the room. I drew him aside, 
and repeated the communication I had received* 
" Yes," he answered slowly, " to-night is the crisis; 
if he gets through it he may live.'9 He went and 
stood over him without speaking. After a thought
ful gaze, that lasted about a minute, he broke the 
silence by saying, u How old are you 1* " Twenty-
three," was the quiet reply. Then giving directions, 
he left, saying he would return before night. I 
placed myself close to the dear sufferer's bed-side, 
and repeated some hymns, which he seemed to like; 
the last one was— 

141 heard the voice of Jesna say, 
Gome onto Me and rest," Ac. 

I spoke a little of the verses as I proceeded* 
When I reached the last verse—" Till travelling 
days are done "—he took my hand and pressed it 
firmly. I believe he was not conscious after this, 
for delirium came on, which lasted till midnight 
The doctor, who had been with us some time, then 
left, saying he would return at daylight His! 
patient had fallen asleep, or rather into a state of 
coma, from which he awoke at the first streak of 
early dawn to find himself, not on his bed with 
loving, sorrowing friends around him, but in the 
presence of Him who loved him as no human heart 
can love, and for whose sake He had " borne the 
cross and endured the shame," and now rejoiced 
over him as the fruit of the travail of His soul. 

Taking one last look before the coffin lid was 
screwed down, the words of Willis came forcibly 
to mind— 

" Alas, my noble boy, that thou thooldst die! 
Thou who wast made so beautifully fair; 

That death should settle in thy glorious eye, 
And leave its stillness in this clustering hair; 

How could He mark thee for the silent tomb F" 

But we knew he, all that constituted himself, was 
already with the Lord up there; and it was but the 
poor, cast-off body which was that same afternoon 
followed to the grave by a long train of friends— 
including all the telegraph staff that could be 
spared. For these latter, during the illness of 
K.A.C., had shown every sign of interest and 
sympathy, and now wished to offer the only mark 
that was left to them of respect and esteem for 
their now departed friend; and one of the number, 
alluding to his being taken so unexpectedly, and at 
so early an age, said, "If there is a shade of 
comfort about it, it is knowing he was better 
prepaied for it than any of the rest of us would 

have been,91 Mark how his life had testified for 
God, and that there had not been wanting eyes to 
behold it Perhaps we little think how the 
professing Christian is watched by the world, and 
what honour or dishonour he is daily bringing upon 
his Lord. May we who are His seek more and 
more to live Christ daily, hourly—nay, every 
moment of our Uvea 

When the telegrams reached the poor mother— 
telling first of her son's dangerous illness, and then 
stating he was gone—her heart was bowed with 
grief, and anxious questions naturally arose in her 
heart as to his surroundings, &c, during the time he 
was laid aside. And would she ever hear particulars? 
Was there anyone who would think of writing, or 
take the trouble to do so I This, like many other 
of her life's burdens, she took to the Lord, and He 
bore it for her and sustained her. She was quite 
submissive to His will about it; and so gracious is 
He, that He soon put a song of praise into her 
mouth; for she got minute details of everything; 
learned that her place had been supplied, as far as it 
was possible, by attentive and loving hands and 
hearts; learned that he knew he was about to depart, 
and was happy at the prospect of being so soon 
with the Lord* And what could she desire more? 
She, like her dear boy, looked on the bright side, 
and her heart overflowed with grateful thanks to 
her God and Father; and it was still left to her to 
glorify Him a little longer down here, and then in 
the bright presence of the Lord she will meet her 
dear son, and parting will be unknown* 

Christian parents and children, seek ye first God's 
will, God's honour; yield yourselves to Him, and 
never fear but He will make your most trivial need 
His care. K. H. T. 

JPKE JFWI]5 B F ^ T F E ^ . 
HE power of God is the same now to save souls 
as it was in the days of the apostles, when 
three thousand were born of God, who gladly 

received the Word in one day (Acts ii 41), and shortly 
after many heard the Ward, and believed, and the 
number of them was about five thousand. (Acts iv. 4.) 

The Lord has given in many places this summer 
the "hearing ear," as His servants have gone out 
to preach the Word: now to a group in a colliery 
village—men lolling about, for they are on " night 
shift;" women standing at their cottage doors with 
babies in their arms j or in a country village, on a 
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summer's evening, where the pure gospel is seldom 
heard; or, even better still, in a large town, where 
the crowd soon gathers. 

It was in a place like this last that the writer 
was having open-air meetings, where many stood 
round and listened eagerly to addresses that were 
delivered. Many hundreds heard the glad tidings, 
and afterwards received gospel books. The seed 
was sown, and no doubt it has brought, and will 
bring, forth fruit unto life eternal 

The writer has been privileged to see not a few 
pass from death unto life during the year that is 
gone; and if you could have seen the marvellous 
change that took place you would have known 
what a real thing it is to accept Christ 

It will soon be six months since we left this 
large town, and two days ago I received a letter 
from a youth, who professed to trust Christ along 
with his two brothers one day when wc visited 
their father's house. We put the truth before the 
father, and since then, although saved before, he 
has been delivered from the commandments and 
traditions of men. His wife and daughter have 
very recently been converted to God; and this son 
says, in his letter, that six of the family have now 
been baptized (Matt xxviii. 18-20; Acts iL 41; 
viii 12), and gathered out unto the name of the 
Lord (Matt xviii 20; 1 Cor. v. 4); and now it is 
their delight to remember the Lord Jesus on the 
first day of the week in the breaking of bread and 
in the drinking of the cup, according to the Lord's 
own commandment (Acts xx. 7; 1 Cor. xi 23-26), 
owning the truth of Ephesians iv. 1-6 : One body, 
one Spirit, one hope, "one Lord, one faith, one 
baptism, one God and Father of all, who is above 
all, and through all, and in you all" 

Father, mother, three sons, and one daughter 
have joy unspeakable in Christ, who has loved 
them and washed them from their sins in His own 
precious blood. 

Among other things, I told them of twin brothers 
of whom I once heard. These brothers lived in a 
remote part of America, and they were so like each 
other that you could not distinguish between them. 
Their features appeared to be the same; but there 
was one very great difference. One had trusted 
Christ, and had eternal life (John iii 36), while 
the other brother.was "dead in trespasses and sins." 
(Eph. i l 5.) The latter sped home on one occasion 
with blood-bespattered garments, and his brother, 
on seeing him, inquired what had taken place, 

when the sad confession was made: " I 've killed 
a fellow-creature, and if they find me out I shall 
have to die; they are after me." The Christian 
brother was deeply moved with pity, and said, " I 
am willing to die for you, if you will exchange 
clothes with me." I understand they had what 
they call lynch-law at that time, and under that 
law they killed any one suspected of murder with
out trial. The twin brothers just had time to strip 
and to exchange suits; the innocent brother put on 
the murderer's garments, while the guilty one took 
his brother's clothes. It was scarcely done before 
there was a rush at the door; inside they came 
searching for the murderer. They could not tell 
one brother from the other, so they began looking 
for marks of blood, and these were easily found. 
They at once suspected the innocent man of murder, 
not knowing that they had changed clothes, and 
quickly they hurried him into eternity by taking 
away his life. The innocent one thus willingly 
died for the guilty! Surely this was very great 
love. But Christ has shown infinitely greater love; 
for He died for the ungodly, for sinners, for His 
enemies. (Rom, v. 6, 8, 10.) "Christ also hath 
once suffered for sins, the just for the unjust, that 
He might bring us to God/' (1 Peter iii. 18.) " I 
am the Good Shepherd: the Good Shepherd giveth 
His life for the sheep." (John x. 11.) "Be ye re
conciled to God. For He hath made Him [Christ] 
to be sin for us, who knew no sin; that we might 
be made the righteousness of God in Uim.n (2 Cor. 
v. 20, 21.) "All our righteousnesses are as filthy 
rags." (Isa. lxiv. 6.) Paul did not want to be found 
in such filthy clothing as his own good works; he 
counted all loss for the excellency of the knowledge 
of Christ Jesus His Lord, wishing only to "be 
found in Him, not having mine own righteousness, 
which is of the law, but that which is through tlte 
faith of Christ, the righteousness which is qf God 
by faiths (Phil. iii. 8, 9.) 

We see in Romans iii that all have broken God's 
law; but in Christ we have a substitute. He met 
every claim of that holy law for His own people: 
" He loved the Church, and gave Himself for it" 
(Eph. v. 25), purchasing it with His own blood. 

How can I know that He died for me f You can 
know it from John ill 16 : " For God so loved the 
world, that He gave His only-begotten Son, that 
whosoever believeth in Him should not perish, but 
have everlasting life.'9 

The murderer believed his innocent brother, and 
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so stripped off his own and put on his brother's 
clothes. Yon believe Christ who once suffered for 
sins; for "by Him all that believe are justified 
[more than pardoned] from all things, from which 
ye could not be justified by the law of Moses/1 

(Acts xiii 39.) The law proves all to be guilty, 
and "the law entered/1 not to save, but "that the 
offence might abound." (Rom. v. 20.) The law 
condemns every one but whosoever trusts in Christ, 
who became the sinner's substitute by being de
livered for his offences, and raised again for the 
justification of every one that believes in Him. 
" Therefore being justified by faith, we have peace 
with God through our Lord Jesus Christ19 (Rom. 
iv. 25, and v. 1.) 

The murderer could not be saved by lynch-law; 
but his innocent brother could and did save him 
by dying for him. 

The sinner cannot be saved by law; but Christ 
through His own death reconciles every believing 
sinner to God 

God loves you; be reconciled to Him before the 
brittle thread of life is snapped. If you die in 
your sins, you will bo cast into the lake of fire. 
(Rev. xx. 15.) 

Heaven or Hell for Eternity I Which ? 

B ^ f f i H T is but a few short yens back when the 
E n B H subject of which I write (Mr. B» , of 
BJ3 B U O ) c a m e into a house where a man, 
• B J S S I wife, and children were spending the 
first day of the week in reading God's word, and 
prayer, when, as near as can be remembered! the 
following conversation took place: "Do you 
believe that book!" "If you will kindly wait 
till we have finished our reading your questions 
shall be answered.11 Having finished, he was 
told that we believed every word written therein. 
Upon this he said, " If you will allow me, I will 
show you how absurd it is to believe a book that 
so contradicts itself;" and referred to several 
portions which the so-called Freethinkers are in the 
habit of quoting, each of which were answered by 
the word of God About an hour was spent thus, 
when the writer exhorted and entreated him to turh 
from his wicked ways and believe what God had 
written, not only about the Creation, but about His 
beloved Son, whom He had given in love to die for 
such sinners as he and I, and telling him what great 
things God had done for the writer in pardoning 
his sins and filling his heart with joy and gladness. 
- Upon this he became very angry, and said he was 

not a great sinner after all; he paid his way, did 
nobody any harm, and meant to go on as he had 
been going, and he did not believe in Clirist, except 
that, as a man, He certainly was the best specimen 
he ever heard of, but no more. The writer now 
questioned him as to how it was that he bad been 
for many years a local preacher in one of the 
denominations if he did not believe in Christ f 
" I tell you," said he, " I simply preached humani-
tarianism; I could not preach Christ, as I do not 
believe in Him." After much conversation of this 
kind, he threatened if he caught the writer preach
ing Christ he would stone him 1 As it now came 
on to rain very heavily, he was asked to stay and 
have some dinner, which he did—refusing to take 
his hat off while thanks were given unto God for 
the food. While partaking of dinner, how the 
writer did look to God for this poor soul—a man of 
no ordinary intelligence, knowing the word of God 
from beginning to end, of great talent. He daily 
spent four hours' labour and four hours' study, 
successively, and vasa man of herculean strength, 
but all seemed dark. As the rain now ceased, he 
intimated his intention of going home, and the 
writer accompanied him part of the way, and again 
entreated him to think of his never-dying soul, and 
believe God; telling him not to resist the Holy 
Ghost. At the name of the Holy Ghost, he blas-

j phemed and passed remarks which are not fit to put 
on paper. It was a solemn moment, and one not to 
be easily forgotten; he was cautioned respecting the 
blasphemy against the Holy Ghost which never hath 
forgiveness, neither in this world nor the world to 
come; upon which his face betokened the greatest 
animosity towards God, and so the writer left him. 
Within a few weeks of this time, while in his usual 
health, his right arm commenced to go round in 
spite of all he could do to stop it, very like the sails 
of a windmill; the doctors could do nothing for 
him; it was strapped to his side; whenever it was 
unstrapped it commenced to go round in spite of all 
that could be dona He was removed to C (a 
letter was sent to the newspapers stating the extra
ordinary nature of the case) to get better advice, and 
he slightly got better—so that he could hold it down 
with the other hand; but the time was very short. 
While out walking one Loid's-day, passing not far 
from the spot where the conversation previously 
mentioned took place, it came on again, and he was 
carried home and gradually sank and died. A man 
who was with him asked if there was any heaven, 
and he said " No;" he was then asked if there was 
any hell, which he did not answer; and so he died. 

Reader, where art thou? Have you heard the 
story of God's love to this world t Delay not, believe 
and live. This man boasted to another, who knew 
his sins forgiven, that he was not going to die if he 
could help it, but would live as long as he could; 
but the end came. Consider the end of those who 
reject Christ God is not mocked : for " whatsoever 
a man sowcth, that shall he also reap." A. B. 
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W ]?EI6FB6«ft. 
\ N Luke x. 30 the Lord Jesus gives us a descrip

tion of a man in whom may be recognized 
the features, as set forth by the Holy 
Ghost in many scriptures, of all men and 
women by nature until reached by the 
grace of God. The words are these: 

" And Jesus answering said, A certain man went 
down from Jerusalem to Jericho, and fell among 
thieves, which stripped him of his raiment, and 
wounded him, and departed, leaving him half dead.19 

From this pitiable condition he would soon have 
passed into one yet more pitiable, beyond all hope, 
had not " a certain Samaritan had compassion on 
him." 

Reader, if not yet converted, you are "half dead;" 
and unless you by faith receive mercy from Jesus, 
whose pity we may see in that of the Samaritan, 
you will soon be beyond all reach of mercy. In
deed, in another scripture (Eph. ii. 1) men are 
said to be actually "dead;" yet this condition is 
one in which much sinful activity is exhibited, so 
that such "dead" persons are "children of dis
obedience," and " children of wrath.19 Would that 
the eyes of all who see this were opened to their 
real condition, as explained neither by philosophy 
nor by conscience, but by the written testimony of 
God. 

What did the poor man referred to in our open
ing paragraph need! Surely a deliverer. He could 
not deliver himself His having got into the sad 
position in which we find him through no fault of 
his own (if such were the case) did not make his 
condition more hopeful; throwing the blame on 
others would not have healed his wound* Unless 
mercy from without reached him, he must die. 

But every day we find persons who refuse to 
accept the stern logic of facts. They talk as if 
they ought not to be where they are; as if their 
being sinners were the fault of their parents, of 
society, of circumstances, or even of God. But if 
any, or all, of these suppositions were true, would 
that alter the fact that "there is none righteous/' 
and that " all have sinned, and come short of the 
glory of God" t 

You would be wise, reader, to dismiss your 
reasonings, and, considering honestly your own 
desperate state, to look for help from (hie higher 
than yourself Your first thought may be, that 
you must do the best you can, and that you must 
seek a healing for your wounds from the externals 

of religion. The passage before us shows that 
these will not avaiL The "priest91 and the " Levite" 
were both appointed by God, but they could not, so 
far as their office went, help in this case. They 
" passed by on the other side." Fainter will become 
the hope which may be in you, sadder your ex
perience, more burdened your conscience, so long as 
you look to the exercise of religion, whether public 
or private, to save you from the wrath to come. 

Is it not a common experience, that help comes 
from unexpected quarters? So in this case. "The 
Jews have no dealings with the Samaritans " (John 
iv. 9); and had one of this despised race been 
the " half dead" one, he would have received no 
pity from the Jew, whose miserable condition he 
now alleviates. 

Thus, reader, while you have loved the world, 
you have scorned Jesus and His followers; or since 
perhaps you have been somewhat religious, you 
have still had no real heart for Jesus; yet He is the 
One to have compassion on you; He is both able 
and willing to save you. As the Samaritan brought 
the wounded traveller to the inn, so will Jesus 
bring you to a place of safety, taking you to His 
own bosom; and as the Samaritan gave his credit 
for all that might be wanted for the completion of 
the poor man's recovery, so will Jesus, if you will 
but in your helplessness trust Him, pledge Himself 
on your behalf for time and eternity. 

The Samaritan's loving work cost him muck 
Thus is it with Jesus. Though Son of God, He 
descended into this world of sin and sorrow, leaving, 
as the chosen servant of God, the throne of heaven, 
to take on Himself human form, thus to become 
acquainted in His own experience with all our 
griefs, and at length to die, though Himself without 
sin, for the sins of others. 

Header, have you ever looked on the cross of 
Christ, and seriously considered what that wondrous 
Calvary scene means? For the first time in the 
world's history a perfectly innocent person is suffer
ing death—death being, as Scripture witnesses, 
"the wages of sin.19 Why then does Jesus, the 
Son of God, die? Is it not clear that, God being 
righteous, it must be on account of those to whom 
the death is really due that " wrath lies hard upon 
Him " 1 In view of that cross be no longer hopeful 
through your goodness, or despairing through your 
badness; but may it be yours, believing, to say, 
"Himself bare my sins in His own body on the tree.99 

If you still turn away from " so great salvation," 
is not your guilt indeed great, and will not your 
condemnation be heavy ? God offers you salvation. 
He has measured with divine knowledge your 
utmost need; and, by the death of His dear Son, 
He shows you how righteousness deals effectually 
with man's sin; and by raising Him from the dead 
He assures you that the work is finished, and that 
the One who saved by His atoning death on the 
eras saves now also by power on the throne. 

Reader, which shall it be—SELF or CHRIST I 
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i 3 ( ^ \ ASSING along, I was ac-
"®S^/ costed by a policeman, who 

was in very delicate health. 
He informed me he was in 
a consumption, and that he 

should be very thankful if I 
would occasionally visit him. 
[ had known him for two years 
or more, and bad observed him 
as an attentive hearer at our 

tinner! I deserved the pit; but oh, He^has pre
pared a place for me above. I lie here and think 
of Him. What are my sufferings compared with 
His?99 

Thus he spoke in broken sentences, and just as 
his panting for breath would allow. Then the 
tears would gush from his eyes, and trickle down 
his poor attenuated cheeks, so overcome would he 
be with speaking of the goodness of God. 

" Oh," said he, " it is a finished work; it's all 
complete. It is not my work, but His. Oh, that 
BLOOD ! I have found that it does indeed € cleanse 
from all sin/ " 

His heart was so full, and his tongue so at liberty 
hurch. 

c , . . . . j ., I to tell of the Lord's astounding mercy, that there 
Sundry visits were paid the i m , . ° .y _ , , , , 

i'Aii A^rin* ! w a s n o r o o m *or m y spsfrk^g* GV©B « I had had 
the desire. Once, while he was panting for breath, 
I ventured to say— 

sick man, during which divine 
realities were the all-engrossing 
theme. 

His wife had soon after accosted me in the street, 
and, apprising me that he was now much weaker, 
and that he had taken to his bed, asked me again' It touched a chord in his heart. 

'* Rock of ages, cleft for me, 
Let me hide myself in Thee.' 

He raised his 
to visit him. I no sooner entered his sick chamber hand, in token of recognition of the greatness and 
than I detected a marked difference since I had last glory of that truth, and he began again to testify 
seen him. The malady under which he had* so of the preciousness and the virtue of the blood. 
long laboured had made deep inroads. He was 
reduced to a mere skeleton. 

His lips were soon opened to testify of the 
boundless goodness and mercy of our God. It was 

"Oh," thought I, "would that some of those 
poor sceptics were here; those despisers of Jesus' 
precious blood ! Would that they were here, to see 
what that blood can do for a poor man in the time 

not his weakness, not his cough, not his pains, not of sickness, and in the near approach of a dying 
his sleepless nights and wearisome days; no, no. hour! What becomes of all their mere theories 
Nought of this was his theme; but God's astounding and godless speculations before such a plain matter 
goodness and mercy. These were among his words: of fact as this?" 

" Oh, how good He has been to me—sue/i a Anxious, if possible, to obtain some particulars 
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about the beginning of the Lord's work with him, 
I took an opportunity for asking: 

"How long have you known the Lord?" 
" Only since a little before Christmas last/' was 

his reply. 
"But you had known yourself asinnerbefore that?" 
11 Oh, yes; but I had never known Jesus before 

that time P 
" But how were you brought to feel yourself a 

sinner t" I continued. 
11 Well," he said, "it was about seven years ago. 

I was walking over a certain hill (the name I forget) 
in the neighbourhood of Cheltenham, at two o'clock 
in the morning, and I was so dreadfully burdened 
that I knelt down by a stone, and I prayed to the 
Lord to change my heart I knelt there for an 
hour. I seem to see the stone before me now." 

" Did you then belong to the police force P 
" Oh, yes; and was then out upon my beat in 

that barren place. And I have never forgotten it. 
The Lord did from that time seem to speak to me 
Himself; and often afterwards, going my rounds 
in the dead of the night, I bowed my head against 
the railings or the wall, and prayed the Lord to 
show me Himself." 

December 28th I called to see him, and never 
shall I forget the solemnity of that interview. He 
had been longing to see me, to tell me of a "re
markable vision " he had had. He covered his face 
with his handkerchief while in a solemn manner 
he related the following circumstances: 

" A few days ago one of the boys was reading to 
me; but I was not listening. I was lifting up my 
heart to God, that I might be washed in the blood 
of Jesus, when suddenly I had a distinct view of 
the Lord Jesus bearing His cross. Oh, the ex
pression of those eyes, as He fixed them on me, I 
can never, never forget; it was so beautiful, so 
heavenly! All my load was gone, and I longed to 
be with Him. This lasted about twenty minutes. 
I stamped with my feet, to implore them to keep 
silence; but they did not know what I meant, what 
I was seeing. In about two hours I had another 
distinct view of the 'Lord in glory,' no longer 
bearing His cross, but with such a beautiful crown 
of glory round His head. No words could ever 
describe what I saw. I am so glad I was not in 
bed, or dozing, or it might be supposed I was dream
ing. I was as wide awake as I am now; no imagin
ation could ever have painted such a scene. Oh, I 
how I wish you could have seen it also! t 

" Oh, the expression of those eyes! I can see it 
all now. I was thinking I must do something; 
but Christ has done it all Nothing but the blood 
of Christ can wash away sin. I have nothing to 
do but to believe Christ has finished the work for 
me. The world is now a dead letter to me. I am 
thankful for the quiet hours of the night to feast 
on Jesus; I don't want to sleep." He then referred 
to his past life, saying, " I should think the Lord 
had never had mercy upon such a vile sinner 
before." A great deal more passed, which I am 
sorry I have forgotten. The scene altogether was 
so inexpressibly solemn. He was such a very true 
person, so afraid of professing anything he did not 
feel, and a man of such few words; but all his 
reserve was now gone. I marvelled as I listened to 
him. 

He told his wife and sister one night, who were 
sitting up with him, " he feared he should weary 
them; for he could not help talking of Jesus." 

He spoke during this interview of some one 
having brought him The News of the World; but 
"what," said he, with all the emphasis he could 
command, "did I want with The News of the 
World f He did not ask me if I knew Christ.93 

In prayer his one desire was that he might have 
"more love, more grace" flowing evidently from his 
deep sense of the goodness and mercy he had re
ceived at the Lord's hand. 

At my next interview, and after an interval of 
some days, I found my poor friend decidedly 
weaker, looking still thinner and more worn. I 
was amazed at his lasting out as he did. Upon 
asking him how he was, his reply was, that " Christ 
had been so precious to him all the previous night 
and day.11 He then began, in the same strain as 
during my former visit, to say, " Oh for more love 
to bless Him, for His precious Uood—that blood 
that cleanseth from all sin!" And then his mouth 
was open as before to speak of His goodness and 
His mercy. 

Weak as he was, and though his breath was eo 
short, yet it seemed to me that he was specially 
strengthened to speak. I felt he was a tvitnessfor 
God in these last days of rebuke and blasphemy, of 
His matchless and superabounding grace. 

Though his weakness was extremely great, yet 
his heart was so full, and his lips as if touched with 
a live coal from off the altar. 

Speaking of his sufferings, he said, " Oh, it is all 
love I What is my pain) I lie here and think of 
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His sufferings for me. Oh, His mercies! It is not 
merely what they were, hut what they are.97 

Thought I, " What a testimony from this intense 
sufferer—passing sleepless nights and wearisome 
days! He seems overcome with a sense of the 
Lord's goodness, and, in this his weakness and 
weariness, speaks so emphatically of present] 
mercies." 

" Oh, His precious blood!" he continued— 
" blood in the Jieart" he added, " not the outward 
form.* 

I was so struck with that expression—" blood in 
flie heart"—I could not but think, "The dear 
sufferer is right It is blood in the heart" 

Reader, do you know anything of what the poor 
policeman meant by " blood in the heart "1 I 

" He will not leave me," continued the sick and 
dying one; "He cannot" he added with additional 
emphasis. " No j it is a finished, a complete work. 
It is not what / can do; He has done it all 
Suffering 1 Oh, it is all in love, to try our faith!" 

Before leaving I asked him what I should pray 
for. "Oh," said he, "for more strength, and more 
love to bless Him /" 

When I took his hand in mine and said, " God 
bless you," he replied, " And God bless you. He 
will—He will," he added; "He will never leave 
you." 

Upon my last visit I saw that he had evidently 
become weakerj so I thought I would save him all 
I could the labour of speaking. Hence I en
deavoured to comfort him by the mention of 
sundry passages of God's precious word—"Eye 
hath not seen, nor ear heard, neither have entered! 
into the heart of man, the things which God hath 
prepared for them that love Him;" and, " Father, I 
will that those whom thou hast given me, be with 
me where I am ; that they may behold my glory." 

" Ohj the glory/" he almost shouted, as far as his 
little remaining strength would allow. "Oh, the 
glory! and we shall be like Him" said he, his 
whole face beaming with rapture and animation. 
Then drawing up his long, thin arms, which up to 
that moment had been lying motionless by his 
sides, he clasped his thin, transparent hands to
gether across his breast, and exclaiming, in his 
so-frequent language, " Oh, for more love! I want 
to clasp Him to me." And then, as he went on to 
say how he felt he should like to press a precious 
Christ to His hoart, his whole countenance beamed 
with grateful delight. 

WATCHMAN. 95 

" Oh, His marvellous metfcies to me; such a 
sinner I Oh, for more love I" 

I said, " I remember one in your state to have 
said, a few minutes before the Lord took her, 
'Come, Lord Jesus, take me to thyself; I long 
to see thee as thou art in thy glory/ " 

"Oh," said he, "what must it be to see Him 
as He is!" 

" Beloved, now are we the sons of God, and it 
doth not yet appear what we shall be; but we 
know that when He shall appear we shall be like 
Him, for we shall see Him as He is." 

We then went on to speak of the Holy Ghost 
and His work. "Oh," said he, "He is the Com
forter. It is He that opened my eyes, and gave 
me to feel He is the Comforter," he repeated; 
"and how sweet it is to feel Him" (putting his 
hand upon his heart). 

And then (speaking of one dear to him) he said, -
"Oh that the Holy Spirit would give my dear —— 
to see things!" 

" And don't you think she does V said I. 
" Oh, I fear not," he replied; " I fear it is self-

righteousness, and that won't do. It must be a 
simple believing in Christ—His finished work. 

And then he spoke of the simplicity of faith, 
and of the mercy of being able to receive the truth 
as a little child. 

"Oh," said he, "how must the Father have 
looed, to have given Christ! " 

"It is written," I said, "'God so loved the 
world, that He gave His only-begotten Son, that 
whosoever believeth in Him should not perish, but 
have everlasting life/ " 

" What is the world to me now t" he exclaimed. 
"Dross, vanity" 

When about to pray, I asked him what I should 
pray for. He answered, " Oh, more love /" 

Whilst thanking me for visiting him, he took 
his stick, and rapped for some one to come. I 
wondered at the movement, as he had not done so at 
my previous visits. But his object was this: His 
sister having come a distance by railway that after
noon, had brought him a beautiful bunch of roses. 
He called her up to request her to take them from 
the window and give them to me. It was in vain 
I declined, and I asked to be allowed to take half. 
No, I must have them all 

"Come and see me again, if I last," was his 
request as I left the room. " It will not be long." 
" No," thought Ip " it will not be long." 
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At my next interview I found that the sister to 
whom I previously referred had returned. He was 
so extremely weak on this occasion, and the fainting 
fits were so trying to him, that his wife thought he 
would not be able to see me. However, upon her 
asking him his wishes on the matter, he expressed 
his desire that I should go up to him. 

" Is the mind still at rest 1" I asked. 
"Jesus is with me? was his reply, "He will 

never leave me nor forsake me? he added. 
One night his wife asked him if he had had a 

little sleep. He said, a No, I have been with Jesus, 
having such communion with Him." She says in 
the night, when he often thought she was asleep, 
he seemed all his time in prayer and praise; 
speaking of the blood of Christ, His perfect 
righteousness, His finished work. He said to his 
wife one night, shortly before his death, "Do lie 
down and try to get some sleep; you will be worn 
out" She replied, " How could I sleep, while your 
sufferings are so great 1" He said, "I have not 
thought about them yet." On the Saturday (I 
believe) before his death, she thought Satan must 
be tempting him; for she was downstairs, and 
heard him with a loud voice say, " Get thee away; 
thou shalt not tempt me," and he said something 
about the blood. 

If there was anything in the course of Happy 
John's illness that surprised me, it was his seeming 
entire freedom from Satan's attacks. I well knew 
the malice of the great adversary. For him to let 
a redeemed so alone I knew to be a most unusual 
thing. I accounted, however, for this upon two 
grounds; first, the Lord's very great pitifulness and 
compassion in not allowing Satan to assault him in 
his present extremely weak and prostrate condition; 
and, secondly, because his allusion to the blood was 
so constant and uninterrupted. 

I never met a case in which this feature was so 
prominent and emphatic. There was the steady, 
fixed, immoveable grasp of {lie atoning sacrifice. 
Here, by the power of the Holy Ghost, he took his 
firm stand. Here was his foothold, against which 
the gates of hell could not prevail. There is 
nothing Satan so hates, and nothing of which he 
has so great a dread, as the blood. It is the blood 
that foils him, it is tlte Hood that quenches all 
his fiery darts, it is the very mention of the Mood 
that drives him back to his own place. 

However, being apprehensive that Satan might 
be watching for his opportunity, and that ere poor 

John passed away he would be a mark for his 
arrows, I asked him, upon -the last interview but 
one, " Has Satan been permitted to assault you ?" 
" No," was his answer; " I have not been permitted 
to doubt my interest" "If he should," said I, 
" remember there is the promise, ' When the enemy 
cometh in like a flood, the Spirit of the Lord shall 
lift up a standard against him.9" But though John 
had not, as he said, been allowed to question his 
interest, he spoke at this very visit of " a conflict" 
he had had; but at the same time testified of having 
been strengthened under it, and delivered from it 

This was on the Saturday evening. 
On Sunday his wife said his voice seemed gone. 

She was sitting by his side, and was quite startled 
by hearing him begin to sing, " Crown Him, crown 
Him;" He said, "Sing it;" and while she was 
singing, his poor, husky, dying voice joined in, 
"Crown Him, crown Him Lord of all." 

On the Monday morning I received a message to 
say that John desired to see me. I found his poor 
wife waiting for me at the door in great distress 
and agitation. No sooner had I entered the room, 
than I beheld the marked change he had undergone 
since the Saturday previous. Before I spoke to 
him, we knelt around his bed, and again committed 
him to the Lord. When I spoke to him, his 
memorable answer was, "I ffias never so hupjty 
before." 

He had previously said to his wife, " I do feel so 
happy to-day." She said, " What makes you feel 
so happy 1 do you think Jesus will be with you, 
and receive you?" He replied, u I know He will; 
for He has told me so." His sufferings were very 
great, but when asked whether he was happy, 
he replied, " Never so happy in all my life." 

"Oh," thought I, "what an amazing triumph 
over Satan, sin, and death is this! a man with 
heart and flesh failing, and yet declaring that he 
was never so happy before! ' 0 death, where is 
thy sting? 0 grave, where is thy victoryt The 
sting of death is sin; and the strength of sin is the 
law. But thanks be to God, which giveth us the 
victory through our Lord Jesus Christ'" 

He continued talking, but his voice was so 
muffled that we could only catch a word here 
and there. The calmness and serenity, the smile 
upon his countenance, showed how happy he was. 
It was clearly his last struggle. The conflict would 
soon be over. The victory was all but complete. 
How enviable in this respect did his position seem! 
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Presently he said, " Finished! complete! blood!" 
I thought, " A glorious theme upon which to take 
one's departure from earth, and with which to enter 
the realms of the blessed/' ''The blood! the1 

blood!" What is it that the poor sinner must fall 
upon whilst drawing his last breath—what but the 
blood 1 And what will be the first notes that. 
fall upon his ear as he enters within the gates, 
above? "Unto Him that loved us and washed us 
from our sins in His own blood." " And I heard, 
a loud voice saying in heaven, They overcame him " 
(Satan) " by the blood of the Lamb." 

" It will soon be over/' said I to the departing 
one, alluding to his sufferings. He raised his hand, 
and waved it as though exultingly and in triumph, 
and exclaimed as well as his efforts for breath 
would allow him, "Soon all be ended. Not a 
moment" 

He evidently had upon his mind, "Our light 
affliction, which is but for a moment, worketh for 
us a far more exceeding and an eternal weight 
of glory." (2 Cor. iv. 17.) "I reckon that the 
sufferings of this present time are not worthy 
to be compared with the glory that shall be revealed 
in us>" (Rom. viii. 18.) 

" You will soon see Him as He is/' said L 
" Fate to face" responded the dying man. 
His last audible words were, " ALL WELL," 

TELL pijff P T5 Ji WW.M 

>T the close of a gospel meeting, some years 
ago, in the West of England, I said to a 
lad passing out, who was, I knew, anxious 
about his soul, " Well, Harry, has it been 

a message for you to-night?" " I feel it has been," 
he said, rather sadly, "and just what I want; but 
to-morrow, when I get to work amongst my shop-
mates, and things go all across, and they laugh and 
jest, Satan will be at me, and say I am not saved, 
not a child of God at alL" " Tell him he's a liar," 
said I. " When he speaketh a lie, he speaketh his 
own: for he is a liar, and the father of it" (John 
viii. 44.) 

Without thinking much of the scripture thus 
quoted, I bade him good-night; but it made an 
impression on the lad, and was a means of blessing 
to him in the hour of trial often afterwards. He 
has lived to love and serve the One who delivered 
him from the grasp of Satan. But, dear reader, 

let me ask, Who lias your ear—the God of truth, or 
the father of lies? To one or other you are most 
certainly lending your ear—the ruler of darkness, 
or the God who is light. The very next verse in 
John's gospel to the one quoted above (chap. viii. 
45) gives us these solemn words of the Lord Jesus : 
" And -because I tell you the truth, ye believe me 
not" This was addressed to the religious, self-
satisfied, but Christ-rejecting Jew; and the same 
is true to-day of both Jew and Gentile. The truth 
is the very thing that is rejected. Have you, dear 
reader, accepted the truth of God about yourself— 
that if unsaved, you are a sinner under con
demnation, before whom death and judgment lie, 
as certainly as physical life is now yours. Satan 
will tell you this is not so; he will try and induce 
you to think well of yourself, that anybody and 
eveybody else may need a Saviour, but not you; he 
will perhaps try the too successful bait of discredit
ing the word of God, will tell you that death is but 
the debt of nature, and not "the wages of sin," 
that hell is not real, judgment not eternal, God too 
good to judge His creatures, and many other 
specious things of the same sort to quiet your 
guilty conscience, and assure your heart that all is 
righ'; but remember, dear reader, "he is a liar." 
God says, "All have sinned;'1 God says, "It is 
appointed unto men once to die;" God says, "Every 
work shall be brought into judgment;" and He 
has appointed the Judge, the day, and the standard 
by which thy works shall be judged. Are you 
ready for this 1 But this is not all the truth. " As 
it is appointed unto men onee to die . . . so Christ 
was once offered to bear the sins of many." " By 
Him all that believe are justified from all things," 
" that we may have boldness in the day of judg
ment," God has provided a Saviour; indeed He 
is "a Saviour-God," "not willing that any should 
perish," although your thoughts of Him may have 
been very different from this. But this is the truth 
about God, dear reader—He is love, He is light; 
man is hateful, and is darkness. Now whatever 
tends to make a man satisfied with himself keeps 
him away from God. Solemn fact for the man who 
thinks himself good enough; for the moral, respect
able, religious man who has never faced the truth 
about himself as given in the only true witness— 
the word of God. Equally solemn fact for the 
well-meaning and earnest reformers of our day, who 
are bent upon the education and moral improvement 
of man; for both alike have forgotten that " there. 
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is no difference—all have sinned/' and that the 
moral, temperate, law-abiding citizen is equally in 
need of a Saviour, and equally in danger of the 
lake of fire if unsaved, with the poor drunkard or 
harlot, whose life is so hateful and loathsome to 
him. Such is the truth of God, beloved friend. 
Will you listen to it? Will you give Gdd your 
ear, or listen to the soul-damning deception of him 
who is the father of lies? T. R. 

+ 

ff&REl NEW patient had been brought into 
WJ/M^&M o n e °f the wards of a large hospital in 
PJgSS^^H I^don. Her face was, therefore, 
• • H H B H strange to me, and I went to her bed* 
side wondering whether she were one of the Lord's 
sick ones or one of those—of whom, alas 1 there are 
many—who are careless about their souls even when 
sickness has attacked their bodies, and they know 
that their time here may be short. I was not left 
long in doubt this time; for after a few words con
cerning her physical sufferings she told me she was 
saved, ready to go as soon as the Lord should see 
fit to take her ; that her sins were washed away in 
the precious blood of Christ, and that all fears for 
the future were gone. After a little while I said 
to her, " Would you like me to read you a hymn Vf 

She said she would like it very much; so I began 
that well-known one— 

" How sweet the name of Jesus sounds.'9 

But I had no need to read it to her. She stopped 
me as soon as I had begun, saying, " I knew that 
forty yean ago;" and then, in a very weak and 
feeble voice, she repeated the hymn right through, 
only stopping sometimes for me to begin a verse for 
her. How beautiful the words sounded, arising' 
from that bed of sickness and weariness— i 

" How sweet the name of Jesus sounds 
In a believer's ear; 

It soothes his sorrows, heals his wounds, 
And drives away his fear." 

" Yes," she said, when she had finished, " I knew 
that forty years ago." 

We spoke a little longer of the one who is " our 
Saviour, Shepherd, Friend/1 and then I left her, 
saying: 

" I shall see you next week, if the Lord wilL It 
is not likely that you will be well enough to go out 
so soon as that." 

The next week I went into the ward as usual, 

and found the bed by the door empty. " Perhaps," 
I thought, " they have removed her farther up, out 
of the draught/9 and I passed on. The first person 
to whom I spoke said: 

I " There have been three deaths in this ward since 
you were here. One was that old lady by the door; 
she died quite suddenly last Sunday evening." 

"Well," I said, "she was ready; she has gone 
to be with the Lord." 

, Her stay in the hospital had been short, but she 
knew what it was to trust in that name "which 
quells the power of death." Very different was 
the case of another of those three who had 
died. She was quite young, but attacked with that 
hopeless disease, consumption. While in the hospital 
she had never cared to listen to the word of God, 
and when her end seemed near, and a Christian 
desired to speak to her, she said, " Not now; wait 
till I am stronger." That time never came, and 
she passed from time to eternity without giving 
any sign of a change. God, who searches the 
heart?, can alone know what was passing there 
during her last few moments. How solemn this 
is, to pass from this scene without a word to testify 
that she was ready to meet God! How much 
happier to depart and be with Christ after forty 
years of acquaintance with Him. 

We sometimes hear young people say that they 
fear to be Christians lest they should die early! 
What a mistake! By being Christians we are 
delivered from death; and then, whether we 
remain here for awhile or fall asleep, it is well with 
us. As to our life here, we have the assurance 
that " all things work together for good77 Every 
detail of our path is marked out by the hand of a 
loving father; in every sorrow we have Christ and 
His sympathy; all our joys are increased a 
hundredfold since we can take them from God. 
Then as to our future. Do we look for death, the 
only end to all this world's joy ? Surely not We 
look for the Lord Himself to come and take us to 
Himself, to that place where there shall be no more 
death, neither sorrow nor crying. 

We may be left here for a long time or a short 
time, but the end is sure. Should we be called to 
pass through death, we can say, like my old friend 
in the hospital, that the name of Jesus " quells the 
power of death." Do not be deceived by the 
allurements of this world or Satan's false represen
tations, but seek true happiness in Christ "He 
that believeth on me/' the Lord said, " though he 
were dead, yet shall he live; and whosoever liveth 
and believeth in me shall never.die*" 
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Si HANDED. 

|T was a fearful night oft the coast of 
\\ r

 1 The wind blew terrifically— 
howling down the chimneys and rattling 
the doors and easements, so that sleepers 

were startled in their beds, and breathed a prayer for 
the poor mariner. The morning dawned, and I 
hastened to the beach. The gale continued with 
unabated fury, and the sea lashed the bold cliffs with 
a magnificence rarely seen. The white foam whirled 
through the air, and the billows broke high over the 
pier and lighthouse of the port, in clouds of spray. 

The scene was intensely grand and exciting, A 
vessel in distress was off the coast—no other sail 
appeared on the horizon. Many an eye was watch
ing her with doubt and anxiety, as she struggled 
to keep off the rocks and laboured hard to make 
the port A glass revealed her condition. The 
sails were in shreds but one—and only a portion of 

that remained—her only hope ; her masts were 
splintered, and her spars dangled among the ropes. 
For some time we watched her dubious course, as 
she was beaten nearer and nearer shore. And now 
on, on she sped, driven by the wind and inward 
tide ! It was a moment of exciting suspense ! AVill 
she, ran she, make the port ? Now she stands fair 
—now—now—she enters ! Backward again 1 Now ! 
There ! Oh—oh ! Jiist missed—and in five minutes 
more she lay a stranded hulk upon the beach! 

Oh, reader, how is it witli your soul t Where 
are you bound for? Are you trusting only in the 
precious blood of Christ 1 Ah, when it is too late, 
"many will seek to enter in, and shall not be able!" 
Thousands will miss the port, as it were, by a 
hair's breadth. Will you, my friend, be among the 
stranded f Don't evade the question—it is of the 
utmost moment that you settle it at once. Oh, be 
wise, and, looking to Jesus, enter through Him into 
the harbour of safety. 



THE WATCHMAN'S MESSAGE. 

6ft J5IR Jffl IJS^ED T0 IT!" 

AVING occasion to go into a black
smith's shop whilst the smith was 
lustily plying his sledge-hammer to 
weld the bright and heated metal, and 
asking how it was that a spaniel lay so 
unmoved amidst the shower of burning 
sparks, it was replied "Oh, sir, he's 

used to i t !" Well, I thought, and so it is with the 
unconverted liearers of the gospel; we often wonder 
how they can remain unmoved, alike by the fiery 
denunciation of Sinai, or the bright and melting 
beams of Calvary. But "they are used to it!" 
So a man who, when he first went to reside near a 
rushing impetuous waterfall, could get no sleep for 
the roaring of the flood, afterwards slept as soundly 
as if all was as still as death, for " he was used to 
i t" Another, whose master wished him to rise at 
five o'clock every morning, had an alarum placed in 
his room, a timepiece which makes a loud rattling 
noise at any hour for which it is set. At first he 
was effectually aroused by his clamorous monitor; 
but after a time he thought, when thus awakened, 
he would just turn on the other side for a little nap 
before he rose; and having trifled with it thus, it 
soon lost all power to arouse him, for " he was used 
to it." 

Unconverted hearers of the gospel, is not this 
illustrative of your case ? You are yet in a careless 
and unpardoned state, and to you, if you remain so, 
will pertain that fearful declaration of the Saviour, 
who now invites you to His cross, but whom you 
will then behold as your Judge upon His throne: 
11 This is the condemnation, that light is come into 
the world, and men loved darkness rather than light, 
because their deeds are eviL" You may trifle with 
this'matter now, but how will it present itself on 
your dying-bed? The writer not long since was 
summoned to the bedside of one of his dying 
unconverted hearers, and never will he forget the 
fearful exclamation, "Oh, sir, how many sermons 
have I heard, and I have neglected them all! / 
shall never liear another/" This proved too true; 
for the unhappy individual was soon deprived of 
reason, and in a few days death closed the awful 
scene on this side eternity. Surely you must be some
what moved when some of your friends or members 
of your own family are giving their hearts to the 
Saviour, and you see them welcomed into the 

church of Christ And then, as the sunbeams melt 
the wax but harden the clay, the gospel, which has 
been the savour of life unto life to others, may 
prove the savour of death unto death to you. Yet— 

" While the lamp holds on to barn, 
The vilest sinner may return/1 

The Lord Jesus has not yet pronounced the awful 
sound, " Depart!" but is now saying, " Come unto 
me, all ye that labour and are heavy laden, and I 
will give you rest" Fly, then, to the arms of His 
mercy, and cry— 

"For ever here my rest shall be, 
Close to Thy bleeding side; 

This all my hope, and aB my plea, 
For me the Saviour ifed." 

W0«Kj5 UNFILING. 
MET an aged man the other day with 
hair as white as snow, and said to him, 
"You have made a profession of 
Christ, more or less, for many years, 
and yet you do not know that you 

have eternal life, you are not sure you are justified ; 
and if you should die, you have not the oertaiuty 
that you would depart and be with Christ" 

The poor aged countenance fell. He said, " It is 
all true," 

" Let me then tell you the reason of this. You 
have never yet seen God's starting-point You have 
been striving all these years, more or less, to be 
godly, believing that God justifies the godly. You 
have never yet believed that God justified the 
ungodly; there is the starting-point Godliness 
will come after. 'But to him that worketh not, 
but believeth on Him that justifieth the ungodly, 
his faith is counted as righteousness." 

" I never saw that before," said the aged man. 
We ask you, reader, solemnly, Have you ever 

really seen this, and believed God that justifieth the 
ungodly ? You may have striven long to take the 
place of a godly man before God by ordinances of 
men, and so-called good works. It often takes a 
long life of failure to bring a soul to this true 
starting-place of grace. Certainly it must be on a 
different principle from law that God can justify the 
ungodly. " To him that worketh not, but bdieveth." 
(Bom. iv. 5.) 
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SUNDAY-SCHOOL teacher wanted to ex
plain to the children what was the gift of 
God, and how they might have i t ; so he 

left his seat, and went round among the scholars 
with his watch in his hand. He held it up as he 
passed before them, and said to the first child, " I 
give you that watch." The boy stared at it, and 
that wassail he 
did. He went 
on to the next, 
and repeated, "I 
give yon that 
watch." The boy 
blushed,and that 
was all he did. 
And so he went 
slowly round the 
class; some of 
them stared, 
some blushed, 
some smiled in
credulously; but 
nobody took the 
watch. We may 
imagine one of 
the older, wiser 
boys pondering 
over the subject: 
" How can he 
giveushiswatcht 
Surely he does 
not mean what 
he says; I won
der what he is 
after.wButwhilst 
the wise boy was 
deep in thought 

' the watch passed him, and he did not take it. Finally 
a small boy just reached out his hand, and took the 
watch. The teacher let go the chain, and watch and 
chain were in the scholar's hand. As the teacher went 
back to his place, the little fellow said, very gently, 

i " Then, if you please, sir, the watch is mine 1" 
11 Yes; of course it is." The big boys were fairly 

I roused by this time. " Do you mean to say, sir, he 
I may keep the watch ?w " Certainly ; I gave it to 

any boy who 
would have it." 
"Oh, if I had 
known that," ex
claimed one of 
them, " I would 
have taken i t !" 
"Did I not tell 
you I gave it to 
you?" "Oh, yes; 
but I did not be
lieve you were 
in earnest!" "So 
much the worse 
for you. He 
believed me, 
and he has the 
watch." 

Dear reader, 
salvation and 
eternal life is the 
gift of God in 
the Lord Jesus. 
Will you receive 
it, and rejoice in 
the present pos
session of joy 
and peace in 
believing ? 

t^E3& 

vinm piejw HAVE BEEN. 
I HERE " might have been *' no rock for sin-stained feet,' 

There " might have been " no golden mercy-seat, I 
There " might have been " no resting-place in God, 
If Jesus had not shed for me His blood. 

There " might have been " no Father's heart for mine 
To lean upon, no changeless Mend divine 
To strengthen, shelter, on the pilgrim road, 
If Jesus had not brought me nigh to God. 

There " might have been " no blessed life of prayer, 
With Jesus knowing, bearing every care, 
No perfect peace, no precious path of trust, 
I f Jesus had not raised me from the dust. 

O sinner, pause, lest by-and-by you cry, 
There umight have been*' a place for me on high, 
There " might have been " the light of Jesus' face, 
If I had hearkened to His call of grace. 

There " might have been " the home of perfect rest, 
There " might have been " a place on Jesus' breast, 
There " might have been " His shelter from the strife, 
If I had let His Spirit give me life. 

Lest in the tenor of eternity you see 
There " might have been " His endless joy for thee, 
And from the misery of hell's abyss 
You cry, " There might have been eternal bliss." A. 8. 
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THE WATCHMAN'S MESSAGE 

TO ANXIOUS SOULS. 
««• • •»»»»•»»•»» 

SALVATION on BELIEVING, not FEELING. 
"BELIEVE on the Lord Jesus Christ, 

and thou shalt be BAYED/' (Acts xvi 31.) 

" If thou shalt confess with thy mouth the 
Lord Jesus, and shalt BELIEVE in thine 
heart that God hath raised Hiin from the 
dead, thou shalt be BAYED/' (Rom. x. 9.) 

"It pleased God by the foolishness of 
preaching to SAVE them that BELIEVE." 
(1 Cor i. 21.) 

" These are written, that ye might BE
LIEVE that Jesus is the Christ, the Son of 
God; and that BELIE VINO ye might HAVE 
LIFE through His name/1 (John xx. 31.) 

" He that BELIE VETH on the Son HATH 
EVERLASTING LIFE: and he that believeth 
not the Son shall not see life; but the wrath 
of God abideth on him/' (John iii. 36.) 

"Whosoever BELIEVETH in Him should 

not perish, but HAVE ETERNAL LIFE." (John 
iii. 15.) 

" He that BELIEVETH on Him is not 
condemned: but he that BELIEVETH NOT is 
condemned already/1 (John iii. 18.) 

"He that heareth My word, and BE
LIEVETH on Him that sent Me, HATH 

EVERLASTING LIFE, and shall not come into 
condemnation; but is PASSED from DEATH 

UNTO LIFE." (John v. 24.) 

"He that BELIEVETH on Me HATH 

EVERLASTING LIFE." (John vi. 47.) 

" By Him all that BELIEVE ARE JUS
TIFIED from all things/' (Acts xiii. 39.) 

"Whosoever BELIEVETH that Jesus is 
the Christ is BORN OF GOD." (1 John v. 1.) 

"Whosoever BELIEVETH IN Him shall 
receive remission of sins." (Acts x. 43.) 

* 

w 

A FEW SOLEMN SCRIPTURES to those WHO BELIEVE NOT. 
"That they all might be damned who 

BELIEVE not the truth, but had pleasure in 
unrighteousness." (2 Thess. ii. 12.) 

"If ye BELIEVE NOT that I am He, ye 
shall die in your sins." (John viii 24) 

"The god of this world hath blinded 

the minds of them which BELIEVE NOT." 

(2 Cor. iv. 4.) 

Dear anxious soul, trust the word of 
the living God; for it is written: "God is 
not a man, that He should lie; hath He 
said, and shall He not do it?" (Num. 
xxiii. 19.) 

The above Scriptures prove that FAITH ALONE CAN SAVE, and Satan's delusion about 
feeling to be saved is never found in Scripture. 

May you now rest upon the word of the living Qod, and pass from death unto lift. 
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;HE jury, after an absence 
of twenty minutes, returned 

with a verdict of GUILTY. The 
judge, having assumed the black cap, 

said, " Prisoner at the bar, after a patient 
. investigation, and by the most righteous 

verdict, you have been found guilty. . . . It is 
not I who condemn you, it is the law, which 
says you must die." This was the sentence we 
all read so lately. 

This murderer has since paid the penalty of 
crime to human law by the loss of his life. 
He was as good as dead since the day on which 
sentence was passed. "Damned" (to use a 
scripture term) by an earthly judge; and the 
dreadful result of that "damnation" was 
witnessed when he died by the hand of the 
executioner. 

And YOU who are unsaved are as truly 
condemned as that man was condemned to lose 
his life; and as certainly as the human sentence 
against him for his crime was carried into effect, 
so certainly will the sentence against you be 
executed, and the result of it will be ever
lasting torment. In one sense you are damned 
"already" for "he that believeth not is con
demned already.1' You may not believe that 
condemnation is passed upon you; but it is so; 
and your not crediting the fact will not pre
vent the execution of the sentence. "How 
shall ye escape the damnation of hell" if ye 
continue to neglect "so great salvation" as 
that which is offered to you now ? 

You may shudder at the fearful picture of 
a condemned man, but it is a picture of your
self. God says "condemned already;'' and 
there are some of you as certain to be in hell 
as if you were there, if you only continue as 
you are. You do not need to do more to 
deserve damnation, and you are permitted to 
live only on tolerance by the mere forbearance 
of God. 

That murderer after his sentence was passed 
-was not put on any sort of probation, to see if 

he would become a changed man and get 
pardon on that account The law took its 
course, and nothing could have arrested it but 
the pardon of (he Crown. So you who are 
unconverted should not deceive yourself with 
the notion that you are at large on probation, 
to-see whether you will serve God and win 
pardon and heaven; for you are shut up in 
your cell for your sins, under sentence of death, 
and nothing can preserve you from hell-fire 
b u t t h e PARDON OF YOUR SOVEREIGN. N o w 

that is the very thing we bring to you; 
for "through this Man" (Christ Jesus) is 
offered unto you the forgiveness of sins, and 
" by Him all that believe are justified from all 
things." Let us speak to you with all plain
ness ; and oh, listen as if for your life. 

Have not some of you said inwardly, on 
hearing ministers preach elaborate sermons, 
"Oh that you would lay aside your pulpit 
oratory, and long sermons, and tell me, in a 
few plain* conversational words, How CAN I 
BE PARDONED—saved?" "What must I do 
to be saved V 

To you is the word of this salvation sent— 
" Gome now, and let us reason together, saith 
the Lord: though your sins be as scarlet, they 
shall be as white as snow; though they be red 
like crimson, they shall be as wool." See the 
blessed readiness of our God to pardon the 
greatest sinner. " God so loved the world, that 
He gave His only-begotten Son, that whosoever 
believeth in Him should not perish, but have 
everlasting life." * Christ Jesus came into 
the world to save sinners, of whom I am 
chief." 

The whole secret is contained in this: 
" Christ . . . suffered for sins, the just for the 
unjust, that He might bring us to God." 
(1 Peter iii. 18.) 

Jesus has SUFFERED FOR OUR SINS—died, and 
has been raised from the dead. 

The whole matter of your salvation lies in 
this. Our sins brought Jesus down from 
heaven, nailed Him to the accursed tree, and 
laid Him in the grave. Oh, what love, that He 
should come to be treated as we deserved! . 
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He suffered for your sins. 
The Lord Jesus was holy when He came. 

He lived a holy life; but He "suffered" as if 
He had been chargeable with innumerable 
"sins." And His were reed sufferings; He 
endured unutterable anguish in body and soul 

" O Christy what burdens bowed Thy head! 
Our load was laid on Thee; 

Thou stoodeet in the sinner's stead, 
Didst bear aU ill for m*. 

A victim led, Thy blood was shed; 
Now there's no load for me. 

" Jehovah lifted up His rod; 
O Christ, it fell on Thee! 

Thou wast sore-stricken of Thy God; 
There *s not one stroke for me. 

Thy tears, Thy blood, beneath it flowed; 
Thy braising healeth me." 

He alone, being God-man, could bear the | 
infinite stroke of God's sin-avenging sword, i 
God Himself laid OUR sin on Him, the sinless 
One! | 

The death of Jesus on the cross was attended 
with all the shame and ignominy of a public 
execution. 

" He bore on the tree 
The sentence for me." 

He who had never broken the law was 
treated as a murderer, as one " accursed/' He 
" hanged on a tree " on Calvary, 

In your stead. 

What love, that Jesus should take my place, 
and die that I " might not perish, but have 
everlasting life." 

This then is the good news. 
" While we were yet sinners, Christ died for 

us." 
" His own self bare our sins in His own body 

on the tree." 
" The Lord hath laid on Him the iniquity of 

us all" 
Rejoice, for 

" Payment God will not twice demand, 
First at my bleeding Surety's hand, 

And then ogam at mine/' 

ffllPPY EpaGJl." 
HEY sat chatting together in the 
umpty bar-parlour. It was the time 
of day when business was most 
slack. He was a little bit of an 
invalid at the time; she one of the 

best of good wives. A knock at the door disturbed 
them. 

" May I come in 1" asked a lady, who stood there 
with a basket of flowers in her hand. 

" To be sure, ma'am," said the young wife briskly, 
proceeding to dust one of the seats with her apron. 

The seat was taken, and the basket of flowers 
put down upon the table. Then Mrs. Sinclair 
spoke: "I thought you would be glad of some 
flowers—sweet messengers of God's love. I have 
so often looked in when I was passing, and longed 
to have a word with you. Something struck me 
you looked sad." 

"Oh, we're happy enough, thank you !" said the 
husband carelessly. " We have our share of trials, 
but they don't disturb us much. If we can get 
bread to eat, and clothes to our back, it isn't much 
more that we want." 

"Food and clothing do not fit your soul for 
heaven," said Mrs. Sinclair quietly; "at least to 
fill your possibilities of happiness you need some
thing more than you have spoken o£" 

"Ah!" said the man restlessly, "if you are 
thinking of talking religion to us you can spare 
your breath. My wife and I are not like other 
people. We are highly respectable both of us; wc 
do right to the best of our ability, and we never do 
any one an injury." 

" What about the things you have left undone 1" 
asked Mrs. Sinclair solemnly. " If you are quite 
satisfied with the doing, see whether the things left 
undone are quite as praiseworthy." 

"I do not know that we have anything to re
proach ourselves about on that score," said the 
man, giving his wife a look which seemed to say, 
"We are in for a lecture, and no mistake." "I 
don't just remember tanything very particular that I 
left undone when I should have done it" 

"'Thou shalt love the Lord thy God with all 
thy heart, and with all thy soul, and with all thy 
strength, and with all thy mind9 Have you done 
this?" inquired Mrs. Sinclair earnestly. 

" Well, I suppose scarcely," said the man, drop
ping his eyes before Mis. Sinclair's penetrating glance. 
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"Then, without going any farther," said the lady 
eagwly, " you are self-condemned. You have missed 
the mark—the standard that has been set before 
you; and because of this you are a sinner. The 
word ' sinner/ you know, means missed the mark; 
and the sinner as such has but one doom—death, 
eternal separation from God.19 

" Well, but," said the man, Henry Garlton, fidget
ing about a little in his corner, " if I read the Bible 
correctly we haven't half a chance of doing right 
when we come into the world. We are born with 
inclinations to go astray, and whether we wish it 
or not we get fond of the world, and that of course 
prevents our doing the thing we ought to do—loving 
God, I mean, with all our strength." 

"Ah! now I think we know where we are," 
exclaimed Mrs. Sinclair, smiling. " So long as 
you wanted to prove you were good enough, and 
all that sort of thing, there could be no explanation 
revealed to you of God's way of saving sinners; 
but when you acknowledge that whatever you 
might wish you cannot help doing wrong and going 
astray, why you come at once to the very root of 
the whole matter. Think of one like yourself—like, 
I mean, you achiotcledge yourself to be; think of 
such an one being at home in heaven. Would the 
fact of being in heaven remove old feelings and 
change old desires 1 No, the light of heaven would 
only show up the darkness of the human heart to 
such an extent that to be there would be simply 
intolerable; anything would be better than that 
all-revealing light The semi-darkness of the 
world made life endurable; but in the brilliancy 
of heaven's light, life, with the consciousness that 
we wanted to do right, but could not, would, I 
repeat, be simply intolerable." 

" Well, but if you can't do better, what can you 
do V said Mr. Garlton inquiringly. 

And Mrs. Sinclair answered simply, "We can 
trust ourselves with Him who can do all things. 
It was to help us that the Lord Jesus Christ came 
down to earth, and Himself in His own body bare 
our sins upon the tree, that we, being dead unto 
sin, might live unto righteousness/' 

Then she repeated softly— 
" Look, look, if you can bear it, 

Look at your dying Lord ! 
Stand near the cross and watch Him, 

Behold the Lamb of God ! 
" His hands and feet are pierc&d, 

He cannot hide His face, 
And cruel men stand staring 

In crowds about the place. 

" They laugh at Him and mock Him; 
They tell Him to come down 

And leave that cross of suffering, 
And change it for a crown. 

M Why did He bear their mockings ? 
Was He the mighty God ? 

And could He have destroyed them 
With one almighty word ? 

" Yes, Jesus could have done i t ; 
But let me tell yon why 

He would not use His power, 
But chose to stay and die. 

" He had become our Surety, 
And what we could not pay 

He paid instead, and for us, 
On that one dreadful day. 

" For our sins He suffered, 
Yor our sins He died, 

And not for ours only, 
But for all the world's beside. 

" And now the work is finished, 
The sinner's debt is paid, 

Because on Christ the righteous 
The sin of .all was laid. 

" Oh ! wonderful redemption 
God's remedy for sin, 

The door of heaven is opened, 
And you may enter in. 

" For God released our Surety, 
To show the work was done, 

And Jesus' resurrection 
Proclaimed the victory won !" 

" Do you see," added Mrs. Sinclair, her own eyes 
filling with tears as she noticed hoth Mr. and Mis. 
Garlton were silently weeping, "how sin is put 
away 1 Christ died for you. You believe in Him— 
that is, you trust Him—take God at His word— 
and your sins are all forgiven. And more than 
that, Christ gives you a new heart—a heart that 
will love what He loves, and hate what He hates; 
and every day you live, you will love Him more and 
grow more like Him, and then when the time comes 
it will be just lovely for you to go home to dwell 
for ever with Him in His heaven!* 

A customer came in at this point, and made 
a noise with his feet, wanting instantly to be served 
with " a quart of mild;" then others followed, and 
the tap-room becoming full, Mrs. Sinclair quietly 
withdrew—not forgetting to leave a cluster of 
flowers from her basket on the bar-room table. 

" Happy enough," she mused, as she went on her 
way to do some more visiting—"happy enough, 
yes, because ignorant, utterly ignorant; but, thank 
God, they did listen !" 

It was about a fortnight after this that Mrs, Sin-
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clair was told by her servant that * man who 
seemed in very great agitation was wanting to speak 
to her. She rose at once from her desk and went 
to her visitor, whom she recognized as the man 
Garlton. 

" Oh! if you please, ma'am,11 said he, speaking 
nervously and with evident effort to control his tears, 
" I hope you '11 forgive the liberty, but—my wife's 
dying, the doctor has just left; it fs inflammation of 
the lungs. She was took quite sudden, and has 
been so unhappy. She is troubled in her mind, you 
know, and she did so beg me to come to you that 
I 've come—and—please," (he was speaking a little 
more calmly now), " you won't be offended, ma'am, 
but I wanted to save your strength, so I 've brought 
a cab for you. I wouldn't bring it quite up to the 
door, lest you might not like to be seen with a pub
lican, you know, ma'am. If you would prefer it, 
I '11 wait until you 're off, and I '11 follow in a few 
minutes." 

Mrs. Sinclair very warmly assured Mr. Garlton 
that she would be pleased to drive with him to see 
his poor wife, and in a few minutes they had 
started. The noise of the wheels made conversation 
difficult; but Garlton managed to say, " You know 
we have both spoken a deal of what you said that 
day you came to see us. My wife pressed the 
flowers when they were dead, and they are just 
within the cover of the Bible. We had been very 
well satisfied with ourselves until then—happy 
enough, as we told you; but it seemed as if we had 
been asleep, and you woke us up, and we 've been 
right down miserable ever since I" 

They found the wife propped up by pillows, her 
breathing terribly troubled, her cough incessant. 

"Thank—you—for—coming I "she said excitedly, 
seizing Mrs. Sinclair's hand. " Tell me more about 
the good Lord Jesus. My—sins make me— 
wretched. I see them all—I see them all. I can't 
drag them with me to heaven. They hold me back. 
Oh! woe, sorrow, shame! Why did I not become 
good when I was well, and able to give thought and 
attention to these matters! It 's hopeless now." 

She had spoken excitedly, but in gasping tones, 
the cough interrupting. 

Mrs. Sinclair repeated very softly, "God so 
loved the world, that He gave His only-begotten 
Son, that whosoever believeth in Him should not 
perish, but have everlasting life." 

"Think of the Lord Jesus," she said. "Fix 
your eyes upon Him, Mrs. Garlton; believe that 

He died for you. It is here at His cross that you 
may leave your sins; it is here at His cross that 
God forgives you for His dear Son's sake. Do you 
think anything is too hard for the Lord f Oh, no ! 
His word is sure, it cannot fail, and He has 
promised to blot out our aim; though they are as 
scarlet, to make them as white as snow. You 
know the prodigal Son, when he came to himself, 
in that far off country, rose and went to his father, 
confessing his sins; and his father, when he was 
still a long, long way from home, saw him coming, 
and ran to meet him; and when the son was 
telling out his sorrow for the past, the father broke 
the story in two with a kiss of forgiveness. Now 
you are like that poor prodigal. Ton have been 
living in a far country, quite satisfied with every
thing until you began to think; and then when 
you came to yourself, you said you would arise and 
go and tell your father how you had sinned 
against Him. Only think—that loving Father has 
come out to meet you. You were thinking you had 
still a long way to go; but he is here waiting to 
forgive you, to clothe you in the robe of His Son's 
righteousness, and bring you to His home in peace." 

"And it's all true?" asked the dying woman, 
eagerly. 

" Quite true. Listen to God's own words." 
And Mrs. Sinclair took out her pocket Bible, 

and read verse after verse. 
"Please come back to that one about cGod so 

loved the world,'" said the dying woman; "it 
seems so full, so high and deep, and wide across; 
it's as if it gets beyond, and gathers in everybody's 
need, so it must be all I want." 

And Mrs. Sinclair repeated again and yet again—a 
gentle pressure from the dying woman's hand 
speaking her thanks, while her eyes were closed, 
and her face wore an expression of calm restfulness 
—" God so loved the world, that He gave His only-
begotten Son, that whosoever believeth in Him 
should not perish, but have everlasting life." 

* * * * * * 
" I do believe in Him " were the last words of 

that publican's wife. " I do believe in Him," 
were the first words of the publican himself as he 
came through the night of sorrow to the morning 
of hope. To him was granted the life to prove the 
utterance of the lips. He gave up his public-
house. How could he believe for his own salva
tion, love Him who had saved him, and continue 
in a trade which tempts men and women to foiget 
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God, and neglect to seek the salvation of their 
souls) 

Dear reader, have you been " happy enough" 
simply because ignorant of the fact that " heaven is 
a prepared place for a prepared people," and that 
for us to live there in the future, we must be made 
ready in the present) 

May God's Holy Spirit lead you to the Saviour, 
and teach you to utter the words of David as our 
own experiencef " In thy presence is fulness of joy; 
at thy right hand there are pleasures for evermore.91 

VW6 DYING-BED^. 
RICH man was dying, but his 
doctor refused to tell him that his 
end was approaching. He sent 
for his housekeeper, and insisted 
upon her telling him how long he 

had to live. "Do you wish me to 
tell you what the doctor told me)19 

said the woman. "Yes, I want the 
whole truth; tell me quickly." "Well, 
sir, he said you had only twelve hours to 
live." "Then I fve no time to lose. Now, 

do as you are told, and don't remonstrate with me. 
Send immediately for my solicitor, then go for C , 
the undertaker, and bring him back with you." 
The woman quickly obeyed him. When the under
taker arrived, he was ushered into the presence of 
the dying man, who said, "C , I'm about to 
die, and I want you to manage my funeral for ma 
I will tell you how I wish it conducted, and the 
kind of coffin I require; and then I wish you to 
make out your bill, and I will pay you before I die." 

" But, sir," remonstrated C , " I would rather 
not undertake this affair/' " Nonsense I sit down 
and make your bill out; and mind, man, don't be 
extortionate." Thus urged, O — did his bidding, 
was paid, and departed. 

" Now," said Mr. to his housekeeper, "make 
me a glass of punch, and fill my pipe with tobacco, 
and I will make myself as comfortable as I can 
while I live." A few hours afterwards he died! 
Yes, he died and was buried. Was that the end of 
him1 Alas! no. His body was laid in the gr%ve, 
where it awaits resurrection; but his soul, that 
immortal soul, where is itf When in health, busi
ness aiid pleasure engrossed his attention, and then 
to die-without any other preparation for eternity 

1 than that I have described. Solemn, awful close to 
a life spent according to the course of this world. 
And yet he had been warned of coming judgment; 
only a stone's throw from his house was the gospel 
preached. He had heard the world-wide invitation, 
"Whosoever will, let him take" (Rev. xxii. 17), 
and, "Him that cometh to me I will in no wise 
cast out." (John vL 37.) But" there are no pardons 
in the tomb, and brief is mercy's day." 

Remember, his was a life spent without God, a 
death-bed without Christ! Do you say God is 
merciful) He is; He says so Himself. "The Lord 
God, merciful and gracious, longsuffering, and abun
dant in goodness and truth, keeping mercy for 
thousands, forgiving iniquity and transgression and 
sin, and that will by no means clear the guilty." 
(Ex. xxxiv. 6, 7.) Perhaps you have never noticed 
these words, " By no means clear the guilty." How 
then can man be saved, since " all have sinned, and 
come short of the glory of God"? (Rom. iii. 23.) 
The only just ground for God's mercy is the atoning 
work of His only begotten Son. His mercy pro
vided a substitute for the guilty; the feet of them 
that preach the gospel of peace have carried the 
glad tidings far and wide, and guilty man, having 
heard how God can be just, and the justifier of him 
that believeth in Jesus, is left without excuse. 
Reader, think of the death-bed of the rich man 
without Christ, and then listen to the dying words 
of one poor in this world's goods, but rich in faith. 
" Yes, I'man old man now, and a dying man too, 
but my times are in His hands; 1'm only waiting 
for Him to take me to His own eternal presence. 
My salvation is secure; Christ has done all for me. 
Oh, the mercy of God! On my dying bed I think 
of His mercies toward me. I was a wild, thought
less sinner, and many a danger have I been in on 
sea and land. His mercy kept me, His love brought 
me to Christ, now I praise Him for it." Soon after 
he fell asleep. 

Do not you see a striking difference, dear reader, 
in the two dying menl and does your heart say of 
the last one, "Oh that my end may be like his"1 
Is there any reason why your end should not be a 
happy onef Can God do more for you than He 
has done] Surely not; "for scarcely for a right
eous man will one die : yet peradventure for a good 
man some would even dare to die. But God com-
mendeth His love toward us, in that, while we were 
yet sinners, Christ died for us." (Rom. v. 7, 8.) Let 
me tell you once more, God cannot show mercy 
apart from the Son of His love; He is the Way to 
be saved; His is the Name to be believed on; and 
His is the Blood that cleanseth. Now is the time 
to accept Him. Now is the day of salvation. Now 
or it may be Never I E. E. S. 
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"$%J&E¥fllW BETWEEN J»E ftW G©D." 
WAS asked to call upon a woman apparently 
dying, and granting the request, I went to 
her. I found her lying, worn from the 
rapidly advancing disease of consumption, 

weak in body, but perfectly clear in mind, and yet 
not happy. There seemed little hope of her recovery; 
and she had been brought face to face with the fact 
that death, which must come some day, might come 
very soon. 

Ah, how little some people realise this! Day 
after day they live on, and act as if this fleeting life 
were to last for ever, and there were no endless 
eternity lying beyond it; an eternity which all 
must spend somewhere; an eternity which this life 
is an opportunity to prepare for; an eternity that 
death will launch them into. And yet they dismiss 
the thought, and if they think of it at all, they 
console themselves with the idea of repenting and 
turning to their Saviour at the last. 

But this time may never come. Death may 
come suddenly; and ah! what will it be if it find 
them unready, unprepared 1 

This woman of whom I write was unhappy. She 
was a respectable person, who, as far as I could 
gather, "had lived an honest, seemly life—happy in 
her relations with her husband, of patient disposition, 
and most grateful for all done for her during her 
illness. She knew death might come soon, and 
as she looked at me she said how unready she felt 
to meet it, " for there does seem something between 
me and God." 

What that something was, I tried to explain, was 
sin; and at first she did not seem to understand 
how that could be. She said she "hadn't been 
reckless like some,11 and altogether Satan was trying 
very successfully to blind her eyes to the fact that 
"all have sinned, and come short of the glory of 
God." However, I tried to teach her, and by the 
help of the Holy Spirit, who was drawing the veil 
from her eyes, and gradually showing her herself, 
she at last saw that she had in many ways broken 
God's laws. Little sins, big faults, habits of sin 
indulged in, all came to her mind. And not only 
that, but she remembered how often the Holy Spirit 
had striven with her, by suggesting good thoughts, 
by prompting her to a new life, by seeking to win 
her to Jesus, and she had always resisted Him-
always put Him oft 

But now it was different The Holy Spirit was 

speaking to her, and now the language of her heart 
was, " Speak, Lord, for thy servant heareth." And 
the gentle voice of the Comforter led her on and on, 
even to the cross of her Saviour. There she brought 
her sins, confessing to Him that she had indeed 
sinned against Him, neglected His commands, been 
careless of His love. She told Him all about it, 
and from her heart rose a very real and earnest 
prayer for forgiveness. She knew that she could 
not hope for heaven with one unfoigiven sin staining 
her soul; she knew that sin must be washed away 
ere she could enter into His presence, and she had 
also learnt how that was done. 

" Just as I am, without one plea, 
But that Thy blood was shed for me, 
And that Thou bid'at me come to Thee: 

O Lamb of God, I oome!" 

And she came to Him to find pardon and peace. 
His promise remains sure and true, for it is the 
promise of One who is Himself the truth. u Him 
that cometh to me I will in no wise cast out" 

Yes, those words are true, and they were for 
her. Just as Jesus Christ would have died had 
there been only one soul to be saved, just as His 
death was for her individually, so His promise was 
her own, a royal gift from the King who is "the 
same yesterday, to-day, and for ever.1' 

He pardoned her sins, and washed them all 
away; and never can I forget her thankful words 
when she said, " Now the load is gone." 

Yes, it was gone ! The load and burden of sin 
laid at the foot of the cross of Jesus. 

Friends, have any of you felt that there is 
" something between " you and God 1 

Is it unforgiven sin 1 Then take it to Him who 
alone can forgive it, bring that sin-stained heart to 
the fountain filled with the precious blood of a 
loving Saviour, and find there, as my friend did, 
pardon and peace. 

Will you notl Another time will not do. It 
must be now. For if death comes and finds you 
with all your sins unforgiven, then indeed there 
will be "something between" you and God—a 
something that will remain, not for a day, or a 
month, or a year, but for ever. 

" He only could unlock the gate 
Of heaven, and let us in." 

Yes, and the time was allowed to slip. He was 
there, and you refused to let Him pardon and 
cleanse you. And then the gate will be shut, and 
from the face of God your sins will have shut 
you away to all eternity ! I* E. D. 
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TJJE WEflflY KE^^T. 
HE subject of this nar
rative! after taking his 
degree at Cambridge, 
had gone to America, 
and had obtained a 
professorship in the 
college of Charleston. 
There he married a 
lovely young wife, and 
for a time his life was 
one of prosperity and 
peace. 

But a change soon came. The American war 
began; and, after the shock of the storming of 
Charleston harbour, the apprehension of an attack 
from the army preyed on the mind of the delicate 
young wife, until she became dangerously ill. Her 
husband was then advised by the doctors to remove 
her at once from any connection with the scene of 
war, as the only hope of saving her reason and her 
life. 

He did so without hesitation; although this step 
involved the resignation of his appointment, and 
with it the giving up of his hopes of distinction, 
and almost of his means of subsistence. 

Saddest of all, the sacrifice was in vain. The 
fragile creature, whom he loved so devotedly, 
lingered but a few weeks, then passed away, and his 
heart was broken. 

He returned to England a ruined and despairing 
man; his aggravated trials had shattered his health, 

and his despondency prevented him from even 
caring to make any effort for recovery. Happily 
for him he had a tender mother still living, and 
loving sisters; and their unchanged affection was 
ready to do all that could be done to cherish his 
declining days. 

But their efforts to cheer him were in vain. He 
resolutely closed his heart against every thought of 
comfort, human or divine, and would bitterly 
inveigh against " the cruel fate " that had befallen 
him; not only rejecting the Bible, but even deny
ing the existence of a Cod of love. 

"And now," added our friend, "you can fancy 
that in this state of mind the poor fellow will not 
see anyone who will speak of Christ; nor will he 
allow even his excellent mother to say a word to 
him about another life. Would you try to see him) 
but, above all things, don't let him know that I 
asked you/9 I willingly consented. 

I thought that a little offering of new-laid eggs, 
cream, and butter, with flowers and vegetables, 
might fairly be sent for the poor sufferer's accept
ance, with the sympathy of one invalid for another. 
Our little gift was favourably received; and the 
mother called to express the pleased surprise of her 
son. I then asked her if I might venture to send 
him a book, which she gladly accepted for him; 
and shortly afterwards one of her daughters came to 
say that her brother had expressed a wish to see me. 

Entering the dining-room, I saw the invalid sit
ting, wrapped up in shawls, in an arm-chair, almost 
in the centre of the room. There was a largo bay-
window, and the sun was shining on a cheerful sea 
view; but the professor had resolutely turned his 
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back on both sea and sunlight, and sat facing the 
blank wall, the very picture of forlorn despair. 

He seemed too ill and too miserable to take much 
trouble in exchanging civilities; but after a time 
showed some little interest in conversation on 
general subjects. Meanwhile, during every momen
tary pause, I pleaded with God for a message of 
love from Himself for this broken-hearted and 
dying unbeliever. But when at length I ventured 
to tell him that my sister and I had been asking 
God to give him faith in His Son, a look of strong 
repulsion came over his face. Feeling it probable 
that he might refuse ever to see me again, before 
withdrawing I begged him to let me pray with him 
for this blessing of faith. No answer came; so in 
fear and trembling I knelt to beseech that the Holy 
Spirit would teach him that " this is life eternal— 
to know the only true God, and Jesus Christ, whom 
He hath sent." No softening of the austere 
expression followed that prayer; no sign betrayed 
any consciousness of what had been asked; nor did 
he take the least notice of the brief farewell words 
that were added, with a request to be permitted 
soon to visit him again. 

On rejoining my sister in the drawing-room, I 
told her of the sad and discouraging result of my 
visit; adding that I did not think I could venture 
a second time to risk meeting with that moody 
silence, as the only response to my efforts. 

In the dead of the following night I was startled 
from my sleep by the sound of fearful groans, and 
on enquiry I found that the invalid had broken a 
blood-vessel, and was in the utmost terror lest he 
should die without further warning. 

How was it that this man, who had lost every 
thing which could make life bearable to him, should 
be so unwilling to lay down its burden 1 Did not 
his dread betray some haunting misgiving of an 
existence after death, and of a judgment to come f 
However this might be, the solemn words, "He 
that hath not the Son of God hath not life," caused 
me to remain in prayer for that unhappy stranger, 
until his sister came to the door of my room to say 
that the immediate danger was past. Knowing the 
absolute necessity of perfect quiet for a patient after 
so dangerous an attack, I did not think it right, 
when I heard that he was going on favourably, to 
ask to see him during the next day. But the 
following morning he sent again to request a visit 

He scarcely gave me time, after entering the 
room, to express my concern for his increased 

illness, before he said, in a severe voice, and with 
an expression almost of contempt on his counten
ance, " I think you are a hypocrite.19 

"That is a hard word,191 said gently, and scarcely 
yet believing that he meant it in earnest "Will 
you tell me why you use it 1" 

" Will you tell me why you did not come to see 
me yesterday?" 

" I did not come to you because I knew that any 
attempt at talking, immediately after an attack like 
yours, might be at the risk of your Ufa9* 

" Then," he replied sternly, " I do not now merely 
think that you are a hypocrite; I know it. Two 
days ago you implied that whenever I leave this 
world I must enter either into infinite happiness or 
infinite misery, according to whether or no I have 
believed what you call God's message about Has 
Son. How, if you really believed what you said, 
could you have left me, in the certainty that I 
should miss the blessing and receive the curse had 
I died during those forty-eight hours, which might 
well have been the last of my life?" 

For a moment I could not reply; I had first to 
ask and receive forgiveness from my Saviour for my 
failure in my faithfulness to Him, and to a soul He 
had died to redeem. Then I told the sick man that 
I felt the justice of his rebuke, but that I did not 
think his conclusion was equally true; adding, 
" More careful about the temporary preservation of 
your dying life than of trying at all risks to save 
your never-dying soul, I acknowledge I have been; 
and I am grieved that it was so. Yet still I am not 
a hypocrite, and you would not have thought me 
one had you known that for nearly two hours in the 
night of your danger I was praying with all my 
heart to God for your salvation." 

A change came over the sunken face of the dying 
man—a softened expression; and, though he said 
nothing, I felt that from this moment the barrier of 
hard unbelief in the reality of my own belief in 
what I was urging upon him had given way; and 
gradually he began to listen, with anxious interest, 
to short passages read from the word of God; 
sometimes entering freely into the subject of his 
difficulties—the chief of which was the doctrine of 
the divinity of Christ—with an evident wish to 
have them overcome. 

One day I told him of a Unitarian who was 
asked by a friend to read through the Gospel of St 
John, pausing frequently to add the words, "And 
this was a mere man." He gave his promise, and, 
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opening the New Testament, he began to read as 
follows: 

"' In the beginning was the Word, and the Word 
was with God.' 

"And this was a mere man! 
141 The same was in the beginning with God. All 

things were made by Him; and without Him was 
not anything made that was made.' 

" And this was a mere man 1 
"'In Him was life; and the life was the light 

of men.' 
"And this was a mere man!" 
And thus he continued reading, and adding the 

promised comment, until, overcome by the perfection 
and majesty of the character of Jesus Christ, as 
well as by the divine attributes ascribed to Him, he 
fell upon his knees, saying, " 0 Son of man, Thou 
art in truth the Son of God.'9 

" I shall try that plan,'1 said the sick man, almost 
eagerly. He did so, and it proved a help in leading 
him to the same blessed faith. 

But so tenacious is the habit of nurturing doubts, 
that long after those about him thankfully trusted 
that he had passed from death unto life, by believing 
on the name of the Son of God (John v. 24 to 
John v. 13), he himself continued to bo disturbed 
by metaphysical questionings as to the nature of 
his faith. 

"Was it the right sort of faith?" "Was it really 
saving faith]" 

It was urged upon him, in reply, that he need 
not concern himself about the character of his faith; 
but that he should be occupied only with its object. 
Faith is to the soul what eyes are to the body. 
When we look at the sun, we think how bright it 
is, how it pours down its light and warmth over the 
earth; but we do not trouble ourselves with ques
tionings as to whether ours are the right sort of 
eyes with which to look at it. 

" The Saviour does not ask of thee 
Faith in thy faith, but only faith in Him— 
And this He meant in saying, 4 Come to Me/ M 

At another time the sick man .said, "Is this 
great gift really for me—for me, after I have 
neglected and despised God's way of salvation 1 

" Is it reasonable to expect it, after I have mur
mured against God Himself, and all His late dealings 
with met" And a shadow from the cloud of his 
former despair fell upon his face again. 

A few days later he began a dreary search for 
evidences of the reality of his faith. " And there 

are none," he said sadly. " I ought to be so patient; 
so grateful to my tender mother and kind sisters, if 
I were a man in Christ Jesus; and I should pour 
forth such tears of shame and penitence for the past 
to God." 

Meanwhile the mother and sisters of the invalid 
noticed, with thankful hearts, his constant effort to 
overcome the irritability of disease; and that a 
growing tenderness and deepening humility charac
terized all his ordinary intercourse with them, as 
well as his now frequent conversations upon the 
things concerning his peace. 

"I find to my delight," wrote a friend, "that 
your sceptic is a humble and repentant believer. I 
feel assured that he is safe—safe on the Rock." 

The day came for my last interview with the 
sufferer and his family. 

" You may thank God," he said, " that you were 
sent here to be His messenger of salvation to a poor 
lost sinner—lost in unbelief and misery." 

" Then, blessed be God, you know now that you 
are saved!" 

" No, no! not that exactly yet," he said with a 
look of distress; "how am I to know that I am 
one of those for whom Christ died 1" 

"Very easily," I answered, "because we read 
that ' all we like sheep have gone astray; we have 
turned every one to his own way; and the Lord 
hath laid on HIM the iniquity of us ALL/" 

After I had taken leave of this dying friend, 
commending him to the Lord on whom he believed, 
I went into another room to say good-bye to his 
mother. Whilst I was with her, one of her daugh
ters came to say that her brother had hidden his 
face in his hands, and that she was sure he was 
weeping. " Could you," she asked, " say anything 
to comfort him?" 

So as I passed the open door I said cheerfully, 
"This is my last little lesson to you. Will you 
learn it by heart ? 

«« I do believe, I will believe, 
That Jesus died for me ; 

That on the cross He shed His blood, 
From sin to set me free.'" 

He looked up with a grateful smile, and then I 
saw him clasp his hands and close his eyes in 
prayer. 

A few days after my return home I received the 
following letter from one of his sisters: 

" Soon after you left on Saturday he sank into a 
state of apparent unconsciousness; but within the 

Digitized by V ^ U U V l C 



108 THE GOSPEL WATCHMAN. [OCTOBB* I, i*85. 

last four-and-twenty hours occasional gleams have 
flashed across him, and then he has murmured, 
* Christ alone! My only trust is in Jesus.' 

11 One©, when he heard your name mentioned, he 
made me understand that he wished one of us to 
repeat the verse you had said to him just as you 
were going away— 

" ' I do believe, I will believe, 
That Jesus died for me.' 

He turned from one to another, wishing each to 
repeat it separately, and laid his hand on his heart, 
or clasped his hands with upraised, beaming eyes, 
as he listened to it again and again, until once 
more he became unconscioua We all felt that he 
had witnessed his good confession of faith and love 
for those true and simple words. My mother bids 
me tell you that the salvation of her beloved son 
is the crowning mercy of her life; and, amidst our 
sorrow, we are praising God for this blessed gift 
granted to us through Christ Jesus." 

I,S8ED is he that shall eat bread 
in the kingdom of God." This 
was the exclamation, many years 
ago, of a certain man who sat at 
meat in the house of one of the 
chief Pharisees, where the Lord 
Jesus Christ was a guest. This 
man had evidently been listening 
to the gracious words that fell 

from the lips of the Saviour, and it may be that 
his heart had been touched by their power and 
influence. He probably appreciated something of 
the privilege he then enjoyed in sitting thus at 
meat with One who taught divinely, and was thus 
led to contemplate the blessedness of the man who 
should "eat bread in the kingdom of God." To a 
Jewish mind this idea would be the realization of 
complete and lasting happiness. Whatever may 
have been passing in his mind, his words appear to 
have been specially taken up by the Saviour in 
what immediately follows. 

"Blessed is he that shall eat bread in the 
kingdom of God." If the concern of this man in 
this matter went no further than mere words, how 
many gospel hearers in this day are like unto 
him. "I trust that I may be saved," or, "I hope 

that I shall go to heaven when I die/1 are expres
sions every preacher of the gospel frequently hears 
from the lips of many who by their actions clearly 
prove that having said thus much they take very 
little further interest in divine realities. Let us 
turn to the parable. 

A certain man made not only a supper, but a 
great supper. We are to understand that the 
character of the supper was the expression of the 
mind of the one who made it. God is great, and 
His salvation is a great salvation. The invitation 
also was in keeping with the feast. The giver of it 
" bade many." It did not suffice to say, " Blessed 
is he that shall eat bread in the kingdom of God/9 

and to neglect the invitatioh. The only proof he 
could give of his sincerity was by accepting the 
invitation. What a rebuke this is for gospel hearers 
and gospel triflers. Alas! how many hope to come 
some day, hope to believe at some future time; but 
for all that they do not come. Tet all the blessing 
is secured to those who really come; for the promise 
is: " Him that cometh to me, I will in no wise 
cast out" But there was not only a great supper 
in harmony with the thoughts and mind of the one 
who gave it, there was a wide invitation in 
keeping with it—He bade many. This is not all, 
for he sent his servant at supper time to say to 
them that were bidden, "Come, for all things are 
now ready." Who is this servant? It is the 
Holy Spirit, of whom God has said, " My Spirit 
shall not always strive with man." Who is there 
among men who can truly say, "The Spirit has 
never striven with me"1 How terribly solemn, 
therefore, is the responsibility of the soul that 
remains heedless of the gospel message when it is 
preached with the Holy Ghost sent down from 
heaven. Let us see how the invitation was treated 
by those to whom it was sent. It may be that 
some who refused then hoped to accept at some 
future time. 

It is abundantly clear that the giver of the 
feast had done all he could to provide a welcome 
for those who were bidden. A piece of ground 
hindered one, a yoke of oxen proved an obstacle to 
a second, and having married a wife made it quite 
out of the question for a third to be present How 
vain are such excuses. Nevertheless they plainly 
denote that there was no answer whatever in the 
hearts of those who pleaded them to the love 
which provided so rich a banquet, and accompanied 
it by so cordial an invitation. " Then the master 

Digitized by Googl( 



OCTOBBK 1, 1886.] THE GOSPEL WATCHMAN. 109 

of the house being angry said to his servant. Go 
out quickly into the streets and lanes of the city, 
and bring in hither the poor, and the maimed, and 
the halt, and the blind/' This is the gospel 
invitation of John iii. 16 in other words: " God 
so loved the world, that He gave His only-begotten 
Son, that whosoever believeth in Him should not 
perish, but have everlasting life.19 

The supper was the same; but what shall be said 
about the condition of those who were afterwards 
invited, and compelled to come in. ? Let us consider 
their condition and state. 

First, the poor; i.e. those who had no money to 
spend on land or oxen. 

Second, the maimed; i.e. those who were 
injured in limb, and could render no efficient 
service. 

Third, the halt; i.e. those who could not run 
when they were sent on errands in the path of 
service. 

Fourth, the blind ; i.e. those who could not see. 
Such is the description of those whom God can save. 

What wonderful love is this that can invite such a 
company to such a supper! The natural pride of 
the human heart may rebel at this exhibition of 
divine grace, but it cannot be overthrown. The 
Pharisee may turn away with scorn from so needy 
a company, and the self-righteous man will despise 
so glorious a gospel; but sinners will receive it, for 
" Christ Jesus came into the world to save sinners." 
Joyful news! 

" Call them in, the poor, the wretched, 
Sin-stained wanderers from the fold ; 

Peace and pardon freely offer, 
Can we weigh their weight in gold ?" 

When the truth of God finds an entrance into the 
heart, and reveals to a sinner his lost condition as 
seen by Jehovah, then, and only then, is he willing 
to take his place amongst the needy olies. It is 
true wisdom to accept God's statement as to our 
real condition. Have we thus been led to take our 
places amongst those who are now bidden to the 
support If so, the grace of God has been truly 
magnified in us. To all who have not yet accepted 
the invitation we still can say— 

"Yet there is room." 

W, H. F. C. 

A TEU£ INCIDENT. 

[E sleeping lay, but o'er his pallid face ** 
The loving watchers saw dark shadows pass 
In qnick succession by; e'en as clouds sweep 

On some wild stormy day athwart the sky, 
And spread a gloomy pall o'er earth and heaven. 
But as we erst have seen the glorious sun 
Burst through the clouds and spread a radiant glow 
Of warmth and beauty o'er the gladdened earth, 
So passed away the shadows from his brow, 
And rays of glorious light, and peace, and joy, 
Beamed forth ineffable. And hark! oh, hark! 
What words are those he whispers in his dream ? 
" That dear red hand." " That dear red hand.'1 Four 

times. 
He murmured o'er the words; and then he lay, 
And peaceful slept until the morn arose. 

" Brother! What meant those words you whispered oft 
The while you slept P '' What words P" he feebly asked. 
" That dear red hand." " Tou said them o'er and o'er." 
" Stay—let me think—yes, I recall it now, 
And gladly would 1 tell it to His praise. 
Methought I stood before the judgment-seat— 
A horror of great darkness seized me then. 
My sins, the sins of all my life, stood forth 
In dread array, by memory summoned up; 
The voice of conscience thundered in my soul 
And spake of nought but condemnation dread. 
Others stood by; they went up one by one; 
But I knew nought of what was passing there, 
For deep despair had swallowed up my soul. 
At length He summoned me before His throne— 
I stood abashed! nor dare I lift my eyes, 
Fearing to meet the wrath I felt must gleam 
Upon my soul from out those eyes of flame. 
He spake not. Silence reigned; at length, o'erwhelmed 
By dread suspense, I ventured to look u p * 
Ah! what a sight—instead of burning wrath, 
Love and compassion beamed within those eyes. 
He spake no word; but lifting up His hand 
He dipped it in the fountain of His blood, 
And laid that dear red hand upon the page 
And blotted out the sins recorded there. 
THUS I was pardoned; and when justice scanned . 
That page with eye impartial, she could find 
Nought laid to my account but Jesus' blood— 
The blood of Him who bore God's wrath for me. 
It is no wonder, then, that I should say 
Again, and yet again, 'That dear red hand.'" 

Art thou a soul convinced of sin, oppressed 
By consciousness of guilt P Oh, turn to Christ! 
From ruined self away, and own that thou 
Ait bankrupt too; that thou hast nought to pay. 
Then sbalt thou also know "that dear red hand" 
Hath blotted out thy sins for evermore. 
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OR, "WHOM," "HE," AND "fflM." 
B"V G E O R G E H B F F O R D . 

\S visiting the country villages and scattered 
hamlets of our land, one sees and hears 
much of the social, moral, temporal, and 

spiritual condition of the people, that is calculated 
to cause sorrow of heart. Yet in the midst of the 
darkness, ignorance, superstition, and depravity that 
exist, there are, now and again, to be met with 
those in whom the grace of God shines out with 
unusual lustre, who, having received the Lord Jesus 
Christ into their hearts, have an unquestioning faith 
in His person, work, and word, that is not always to 
be found in those who have had greater privileges. 

Taking a stroll of two or three miles from a small 
town in Hants, I overtook an aged man, who, with 
the aid of a staff, was slowly walking along the well-
kept path. Pointing with my finger to the turn
pike road at one side, and then to the footway on 
which we stood, I said : 

"Just as there is a broad and narrow way on 
which we can travel here, so there is a broad and 
narrow way spiritually. Do you know of those ways?" 

"Oh, yes," he replied; "I know something 
about them." 

" Might I ask which you are on 1n 

Possibly both the questioner and questions had 
taken him somewhat by surprise; but, recovering 
himself, he answered: 

" I am on Him who is " the way, the truth, and 
the life." 

" Then you are saved, and know it V91 remarked. 
"Yes," he replied; " through grace, I can say with 

the apostle,' I know whom I have believed, and am 
persuaded He is able to keep that which I have com
mitted unto Him against that day/ " (2 Tim. i 12.) 

From the emphasis laid upon the words "Whom," 
"He," and "Him," it was evident the old man's 
faith rested not on doctrines nor creeds, but on a 
living, loving, present, personal Saviour. One 
" whom having not seen he loved " (1 Peter i 18), 
to whom his soul had been committed, and in whose 
keeping and guard he felt perfectly secure. 

In further conversation, I gathered that he was 
what the world calls a pauper. The object of his 
walk at this time was to waylay the relieving 
officer of the district, and obtain from him his weekly 
allowance from the parish funds. But though poor 
as regards this world, he was of the blood royal of 

heaven, "a fellow-citizen with the saints, and of 
the household of God.11 (Eph. ii 9.) Vitally 
united to Christ, accepted in Christ, daily and 
hourly receiving grace from Christ, wishing to grow 
in conformity to Christ, looking, longing for the 
glorious appearing of Christ, when he would see 
Him face to face, be like Him and enter into the 
inheritance purchased and reserved for him in the 
eternal kingdom of God. 

As we lingered together, talking of the things 
"touching the King," the officer came along and 
stood by our side. "He is one of us too," said 
our aged friend; and very pleasing it was to find in 
him also a brother and fellow-worker in the Lord, 
knowing Christ as his own personal Saviour, and 
while in his official capacity distributing to the 
poor the necessary supplies for the body, not for
getting to speak a word as to the needful for the 
soul also. 

"Shall we ever all meet again f" said our new 
friend on separating. 

" By-and-by," replied the other, pointing upward, 
while a smile irradiated his aged face. "There, 
where 'the Lamb which is in the midst of the 
throne shall feed them, and shall lead them unto 
living fountains of waters: and God shall wipe 
away all tears from their eyes.1" (Rev. vii 17.) 

As we each pursued our several ways, I could but 
feel how wondrously blessed are they who thus 
possess and know the Lord Jesus Christ Apart 
from this, how dark, lonely, and unhappy this 
man's lot would have been. Bereft of friends, 
deprived of external comforts, old age with its 
many infirmities upon him, but a step between 
him and death, and then— 

" Ah, then the judgment throne! 
Ah, then the last hope gone!" 

But knowing Christ, he enjoyed a blessedness 
earthly things could never give, and which all the 
wealth of the universe could not purchase nor procure. 

Dear reader, have you this Saviour? Has He— 
not a creed, a doctrine, a name; but He, a living 
Person—been received into your heart by faith 1 If 
so, you know Him, trust Him, and are united to 
Him. But oh! if not, will you not receive Him 
now 1 Then you will be able to say experimentally— 

" There is no condemnation, 
There is no hell for me, 
The torment and the fire 
Mine eyes shall never see." 

For in receiving Christ you pass from death to life, 
are born again, become a son of God; and He will 
be your hope, your joy, your strength, your life, 
your Redeemer, your defender, your all and in all, 
in earth and in heaven, in TIMR and ETERNITY. 
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THE ISLAND OF I8CHIA. 

JOTDDEJI DEpi^acfieN. 
{HEN in the lovely island of Ischia, 

some few years before the earth
quake, in the adjoining house to our 
hotel a family arrived a few days 
before for the health's sake of a 
lady laid low by fever. The balmy 

air speedily exerted its influence, and dispelled the 
fever, her appetite returned, and she was able to 
get up a little each day. Her nephew had set sail 
in an open boat for Fozzuoli en route to Naples to 
attend a grand ball The aunt was so much better 
as to be able to write to her brother fixing the day 
of her return to England. As she walked round 
the room, ere lying down again, she took the nurse's 
arm; but ere she had taken many steps she leant 
heavily on her shoulder, fell down in a fit, and 
almost instantaneously died. 

If it be thus, O reader, that in the midst of life 
we are in death, surely it is but common-sense and 
prudence to know what comes next. 

You cannot tell but that the next hour may be 
your last You are surrounded by dangers on every 
side. You have no guarantee but that equally 
sudden death may be your portion. 

What then t WHAT THBN1 WHAT THEN? 
Shall your exit from this world launch you into 

an eternity of bliss or into everlasting woef 
Strange that this momentous question should be 

put off! Beside himself must he be who lays his 
head on his pillow with his eternal destiny un
settled! 

And yet there are thousands who live apparently 
unaware that any moment may fix their irrevocable 
doom. The miner working up to his arms in the 
choke-damp is not more surrounded .by imminent 
danger. The gentle lamb that licks the hand which 
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encloses the knife sharpened for its throat is not! 
more unconscious of its fate. The granting swine 
that growl in the filth beneath the quivering 
flitches of their recent companions, afford a striking 
illustration of the folly of those who in the far 
country feed upon husks, and disregard the warn
ings successively trumpeted in their ears. 

Be not so foolish, dear reader, but satisfy yourself 
about your own personal condition, after your mun-1 
dane career is closed and you enter on an endless 
future. Rest not until you have had everything 
thoroughly settled between God and your soul 
Look the matter straight in the face. 

The blessed Jesus, the eternal Son of Jehovah, 
left the bosom of the Father, descended from the 
throne of glory and the mansions of unfading light, 
came down to this world of guilt, misery, and woe. 
He took upon Him the likeness of sinful flesh. He 
manifested God, and glorified Him in His life here 
below. He magnified the law, and made it honour
able. He wrought out perfect righteousness. He en
dured rejection, scorn, indignities, and all the malice 
of depraved man, instigated by Satan, and bearing 
the unmitigated wrath of God against sin, He died 
on the cross under the full weight of His popple's sin 
and transgressions. He shed His precious blood in 

room and place and stead of all who believe on 
Him. He died the sinner's death. He became a 
curse by hanging on the tree; He discharged every 
claim, paid our entire debt, and satisfied the justice 
of God. He was buried, He rose again triumphant 
over death, the grave, sin and Satan, and carried His 
precious blood as a perfect and all-sufficient atone
ment for sin into the presence of God, and sprinkled 
it in the Holiest. 

Now satis/action has been made, God testifies to 
the believing sinner that He is satisfied with the 
blood shed, that all things are settled in his behalf 
by the blood of Jesus. CHBYNB BRADY. 

"WJT^F jaEfljSEjsv Tpea, e SLEEPER?" 
P ^ ^ S ^ f l A L K I N G by the sea I noticed that 
rPfflBS t̂l VH * °̂ attention of many persons was 
P^M^^SJ]N directed to an object on the beach. 
|^^i^^%7J Drawing near, I found this to be 
LiSltLSaU a young man, lying on his back, fast 
asleep, with the sea within two or three feet of him. 
The tide was rising rapidly, and from the spot on J 
which he lay the water became suddenly deep and] 
dangerous. 

Unconscious of all this, the young man lay 
enjoying his slumber. Others could see there was 
peril, whilst he lay like one dead. At length a lad 
leaped down on the beach and ran to him. He 
called, but this took no effect The sea now had 
just reached his feet The kind boy seized him 
by the arm. The sleeper tried to shake him off; 
and it was only by a rather rough shaking that he 
was aroused; then, rubbing his eyes, he slowly 
arose, and retreated to a safer spot, without, so far 
as I could see, expressing his thanks to the one 
who had so kindly come to his help. 

As I turned away the thought struck me, that 
we are surrounded by sleepers. Perhaps most of 
those persons who wondered at the young man's 
folly were sleepers, fast asleep, and would resent 
any attempt to awaken them. 

Header, are you asleep, utterly unconscious of 
your danger, which is imminent) "Condemned 
already," a lover of this present world, a forgetter 
of God, neglecting the great salvation, the wrath of 
God abiding on you, because you believe not on 
His Son, yet happy in this condition. Is not this 
sleep—deep sleep 1 €t What meanest thou, 0 sleepert 
I pray thee arise." " Behold, now is the accepted 
time; behold, now is the day of salvation." Awake 
to your peril, lest you sleep the sleep of death. 
II Look unto Me, and bo ye saved." 

J. B. ISBRLL. 
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GWIBTHcDI T I P WPE IcftJIB. 
JALDI, the great hero and deliverer 

Italy, was one day crossing an Alpine 
height, with his men of war, when he 
met a poor shepherd in great trouble. 

One of his lambs had gone astray. He had sought 
for it anxiously, but in vain. Evening was now 
closing in, and the lamb would die if not put in 
shelter for the night The poor shepherd wrung 
his hands in despair, and almost gave up the lamb 
as lost 

The noble heart of Garibaldi was ever ready to 
respond with generous help to the cry of distress. 

Immediately, at the command of their chief, the 
soldiers broke up their ranks, and dispersed in 
various directions over the mountains, in search of 
the lost lamb. But even these hardy mountaineers 
found the work both 
difficult and dangerous, 
and when darkness fell 
they one by one regained 
their quartern in town, 
tired and exhausted with 
their useless search. 

One alone persevered 
until the dawn, and did 
not return till three 
o'clock in the morning. 
It was the general 

Next morning, when 
his soldier came at the usual hour and knocked at 
his door, he was surprised at receiving no answer. 
He knocked louder. Still no response. Alarmed 
at the silence, and not knowing what to think, he 
opened the door, and looked in. There was Garibadli 
still asleep, and beside him, wrapped in his mantle, 
the little lost one that he had found again; the 
head of the lamb resting on the hero's breast. 

He had beaten every bush, sounded every pre
cipice, and persevered until the end. The poor 
little animal was already stiffened by the cold, and 
half dead when Garibaldi found it He had carried 
it in his arms, warmed it in his bosom, and thus 
brought it back to life. 

Is not the tender sympathy evinced in this 
incident a touching trait in the character of the 
great hero of Italy f 

Is it wonderful to think of the great warrior and 
conqueror, the giver of kingdoms, thus encountering 
fatigue and danger, and persevering in effort at the 

risk of his life, all for the sake of a lost lamb? 
Then let it raise our thoughts to something far 
more wonderful. Let us think of God, the King 
of glory, the Creator of the universe, yearning in 
tender compassion over our lost race. Hear His 
words: " My sheep wandered through all the moun
tains, and upon every high hill: yea, my flock was 
scattered upon all the face of the earth,, and none 
did search or seek after them. . . . Thus saith the 
Lord God. . . . Behold, I, even I, will both search 
my sheep, and seek them out" 

Our blessed Lord left the glories of heaven, the 
immediate presence of His Father, the homage of 
countless hosts of angels, and joys such as mortal 
eye hath not seen, nor ear heard, to come to this 
our world, "to seek and to save that which was 
lost." And when His enemies murmured against 
Him—"This man receiveth sinners, and eateth 

with them," He answered 
in that parable which so 
beautifully illustrates His 
tenderness towards our 
fallen race—"What man 
of you, having an hun
dred sheep, if he lose one 
of them, doth not leave 
the ninety and nine in 
the wilderness, and go 
after that which is lost, 
until he find it) And 
when he hath found it, 

he layeth it on his shoulders, rejoicing. And when 
he cometh home, he calleth together his Mends 
and neighbours, saying unto them, Rejoice with 
me; for I have found my sheep which was lost. 
I say unto you, that likewise joy shall be in heaven 
over one sinner that repenteth." And again, " I am 
the Good Shepherd: the Good Shepherd giveth 
His life for the sheep." 

Dear reader, are you within the fold of the Good 
Shepherd) There is no safety, no happiness outside 
it. The tangled ways of the world and of sin may 
be alluring, but they lead only to destruction. 
There is no real comfort for the soul but in those 
green pastures and beside those still waters where 
Jesus leads His flock. Oh, listen to His voice, and 
follow those footsteps which alone lead to heaven. 
" My sheep hear my voice, and I know them, and 
they follow me: and I give unto them eternal life; 
and they shall never perish, neither shall any man 
pluck them out of my hand." 
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HE Gospel is good news, for it tells of God's love in giving His Son 
to die—the Just for the unjust. When it is received it converts 
or changes, and a new nature takes the place of the old; new 
desires, new pleasures take the place of the old; for the child 

of wrath is made a child of God. 
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THE GOSPEL. 
I T S :PO"OT"E:R-

Q U R gospel came not unto yon in word only, 
bnt in power. iTm»u.5. 

T H E B F F E O T . 

T7T5 turned to God from idols to serve the living 
x and true God; and to wait for His Son from 

heaven. i Tuns. i. 9, io. 
TUT ANY that believed came, and confessed, and 
i X L shewed their deeds. Many of them also which 
nsed curious arts brought their books together, 
and burned them before all men. Acre **. is, 19. 

H, what amazing words of grace 
Are in the gospel found! 

Baited to every sinner's case 
Who hears the joyful sound. 

Oome then, with all your wants and wounds, 
Tour every burden bring; 

Here love, unchanging love, abounds, 
A deep celestial spring. 

This spring with living water flows, 
And heavenly joy imparts; 

Oome, thirsty souls, your wants disclose, 
And drink with thankful hearts. 

cl Whoever will"—Oh, gracious word I— 
Kay of this stream partake; 

Oome, thirsty souls, and bless the Lord, 
And drink for Jesus' sake. 

<gjfcH*g) 

S, I my cross have taken, 
All to leave and follow Thee: 

Naked, poor, despised, forsaken, 
Thou from hence my all shalt be. 

Perish every fond ambition, 
All I 've sought, or hoped, or known; 

Yet how rich is my condition I 
God and heaven are still my own. 

Let the world despise or leave me; 
They have left my Saviour too. 

Human hearts and looks deceive me ;— 
Thou art not, like them, untrue. 

Oh, 'tis not in grief to harm me, 
While Thy love is left to me; 

Oh, 'twere not in joy to charm me, 
Were that joy unmixed with Thee. 

London} J A M JL H&wmit, 17, nMterBow.&O.; md M, Botor Stat*. W. a W. a 
Frit* if. jw 100, or tf$. p§r MOO (<*n\ag* •mtraj. 
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CHAPTER I.—CLOUDS AND STORM. 

JACOB, an Israelite; ZILLAH, his wife; DAVID, his little son; 
ITHRI-ISEAEL, a rich merchant of Jerusalem. 

SCKNK—An Eastern/arm near Hebron. 

Jacob {aside).—Misfortune is but bent to track 
my steps. How constant have I laboured, and how 
anxiously, to avert this dire calamity! Yet loss 
and disappointment stamp themselves on all my 
schemes. What I had hoped were gains proved 

' worse than loss, and Ithri-Israel comes to day for 
satisfaction for the debts that first were left me 
as an heirloom at my father's death, and have been 
ever deepening since. To meet him is my dread. 
My heart turns coward. Fain would I hide the 
bitter truth still longer from my faithful wife—the 
truth that I have kept from her as secret stolen 
treasure. Now all will out, and, I befear me, ruin, 
which has dogged me as a spectre, will assume a 
cruel form, and bind us one and all in debtor's 
chains. But here comes Zillah and my darling boy. 
Oh that my failures never might be visited in 
trouble on their heads! Yet let's endeavour to be 
cheerful even now, though there's the trying task. 
[Zillah enters, leading her little eon,] 

David (gleefully).—Father, it is my birthday, 
and to-day I'm come to have my birthday kiss, 
and my loved father's blessing. 

Jacob.—God's blessing on thee, child! And would 
that I could give thee all that love would fain bestow 
as easy as I give thee this. [Kisses him affectionately.] 

Zillah.—Thou seemest not thyself to-day. Me-
thinks thy smile, my husband, but conceals a heavy 
heart What is thy weight ? May I not share it 
with thee ? 

Jacob.—Did I not know thou soon must share it, 
I would not, could not, grant thee thy request; for 
sorrow seems more sorrowful when thou, my wife, 
art partner in the woe. Yet, truth to tell, thou 
must have known our home and prospects were 
beclouded with much debt 

Zillah.—Why, yes, I knew there was a some
thing, but could not give it shape nor name. What 
is i t ) Nought serious, I hope. 

Jacob.—Do you but listen, and the truth shall 
be thine own, as long it has been mine. Thou 
knewest, when I wedded thee, the farm I owned 
was in a measure not my own. My father's habits 
threw him into debt, and when he died, though all 

his property was mine, his debts were mine as well, 
for so it is in law. I struggled hard to free my
self, and thus set free the land and thee from this 
hard obligation; but fortune, though it seemed 
to smile on others, frowned on me, and—well, 

| why recount the stages on the road to ruin—my 
j debts increased; and though I fondly hoped to 
wipe them out, alas! I find them like a millstone. 
To day my creditor will come, and how to meet 
him is my fear. I fain would fly, but that would 
savour of dishonesty. What footstep do I hear? 
Even now he comes, and I must stand the brush. 
[A turbaned Jew enters, carrying a leather satchel. 
Jacob rises, bids him welcome. Zillah and her boy 
pass out] 

Ithri Ben Israel.—According to our promise, 
friend, we are come on purely legal matters; and as 
time waits for none, we needs must to our end at 
once. These bills are all unsettled. [Opening his 
satchel, and unfolding sundry documents.] They 
clamour for repayment What hast thou to discharge 
them? 

Jacob.—Alas! good sir, I have but what is thine. 
My land alone is left 

Ithri Israel.—Then I must have thy land, since 
thou hast had my gold. I see, on reference to the 
Sacred Calendar, the jubilee is full a score of years 
ahead. Thy farm will hence be worth to me as 
many rents. [Casts up the total on the writing-
table.] But this I see falls far too short of settle
ment Hast thou here nought beside ? 

Jacob.—Nought, nought, my lord, save what 
these limbs bespeak. 

Ithri—Then thou and thine must leave the farm. 
I claim thee for the debt, and I will find thee work 
on my estate; while others farm thy land, and pay 
their legal rent to me. [Ithri Ben Israel leaves. 
Zillah enters, astonished to find Jacob weeping.] 

Zillah.—What ails thee, Jacob? Thou playest 
hot the man. Trouble should strengthen us the 
more to fight and conquer; and conquest means a 
struggle. Come, cheer thee up ; we soon will rise 
o'er all, and 

Jacob.—Ah's met Thou knowest not; we're 
sold. Our land is now no longer ours. The home 
must now be left, and I, a bondman, doomed to 
serve. Henceforth the brand of slavery will stain 
our name; and we who heretofore were born to rule, 
must now begin to learn to serve. The yoke of 
bondage is already on us. One only hope is purs, 
though that is far removed by years on years. 
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CHAPTER IL—THB RAINBOW IN THE CLOUD. 

NATHAN, a pious Israelite; OTHNIKL, his nephew from 
Damascus. 

SCENE (twenty years later)—The Court of the Temple in 
the reign of Solomon, 

Othnid.—What gorgeous scenes! What buildings! 
Gold and cedar, brass and silver, seem as plentiful 
as stones and ashes. This surely is the beauty of 
perfection, the joy of the whole earth. 

Nathan.—Tie true, my SOIL But hush! the 
solemn service now begins. Seest thou that noble 
viaduct that spans yon deep defile, and joins mount 
Zion with the temple courts) Such is the path 
our king elects to tread when he doth come to 
worship in this place, and distant music telleth his 
approach. He comes, and with him see a crowned 
lady. She is Sheba's queen—a stranger visitor, 
who came from Afrits dusky tribes to prove the 
truth of that she heard of our good king; his acts 
and all his wisdom. Retire we to this portico, and 
view them as they pass. 

[King Solomon, with the Queen of Sheba and 
Zalmd, Vie kinrfs friend, walk past, followed by 
Jehoshaphat, the recorder, and Benaiah, the field-
marshal, heading a body-guard of attendants,] 

Othnid.—Who is that patriarchal personage just 
come from out the temple doors, clad in white 
robes 1 He leads two bleating goats; and see, they 
bind them to the altar horns. What means it, 
uncle? 

Nathan.—Be t Why that is Zadok, chief of all 
the temple priests. To-day is one of special import. 
The seventh month's tenth day is ever holy; but 
every fiftieth such exceeding so; for then the 
atonement-day proclaims the year of jubilee. Dost 
notice how the priests cast lots) One animal is 
now to die. The blood is poured out. He falls. 
Watch stilL The priest unbinds the living goat; 
his hands are placed upon its head; and hark! 
[Zadok confesses aloud the natioris sins, tlie vast 
assembly kneeling.] Thou heardest solemn words, 
and these Jehovah hears; and as He hears from 
heaven His dwelling-place, He graciously forgives. 

Othnid.*—But what becomes of yonder living 
goat? Is it to die as well 1 

Nathan.—Nay, nay, my SOIL Jehovah needs no 
second sacrifice; the debt in figure has been paid. 
The full discharge comes next—Israel's reprieve. 
[A man in waiting takes the goat, and leads it 
away.] See how it runs! And as it goes away, 
know thou it takes away our nation's sins with it. 

' See now the brook is crossed, and next it mounts 
(the hill. The ridge is reached; and lo, 'tis lost to 
1 view. Yet onward still 'tis driven, and doubtless 
will be left to roam at large among the crags of 
Judah's wilderness, to know return no more. But 
hush! the king stands forth. The priest from out 
the holiest has come, where sprinkled blood on and 
before the mercy-seat of gold proclaims that all is 
done; and hark! what saith the king? [Solomon, 
the king, reads aloud front a roll of parchment ex-
tracts from Lev. xxv. as foliates: " And thou shalt 
number seven sabbaths of years unto thee, seven 
times seven years. . . . Then shalt thou cause the 
trumpet of the jubilee to sound on the tenth day 
of the seventh month, in the day of atonement 
Bhall ye make the trumpet sound throughout your 
land. And ye shall hallow the fiftieth year, and 
proclaim liberty throughout all the land unto all the 
inhabitants thereof . . . and ye shall return every 
man unto his possession, and ye shall return every 
man unto his family." (Lev. xxv. 8-10.) 

Othnid.—See, uncle, the priests prepare to blow 
the trumpets. [A loud and long blast in unison, 
echoed and re-echoed among the surrounding hills.] 
And did you note that woman yonder 1 How she 
exclaimed and clapped her hands ! 

Nathan.—I did, my son; and every reason hath 
she. Hard times have been her lot; but better 
days are hence in store for her. For twenty years 
they 've served as bondslaves under debt; but now 
she runs to tell her husband, Jacob, that the great 
atonement being made, the day of their release has 
come. 

CHAPTER III.—SUNSHINE. 

The reader is taken again to the scene of Chapter /., 
near Hebron. 

Jacob.—Dost bear in mind, my son, that dismal 
day that brought thy years to ten 1 and now thour't 
ten thrice-told to-day. 

David.—It seems but as a dream of yesternight; 
'tis all so real and fresh. A dark and cloudy day 
indeed. Egyptian darkness seemed to have blotted 
all else out. But darkness is God's covering, and 
clouds the dust left by His feet The bow was in 
the cloud and augured well, for sunshine lay behind. 
But tell us, father, where thou wast, and what thou 
didst upon the great atonement-day. 

Jacob.—Thy mother brought me news of our 
release, or else I might have toiled to-day as when 
she found me in Ben Israel's field : for* toil had 
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robbed my faculty, and days and months were) 
unobserved by me, But what I lacked in memory 
was overplussed in her; for ears and eyes had stood 
her in good stead. 

David.—How so t 
Jacob.—She saw the sacred goats—she heard the 

king's decree, and clapped her hands for joy. 
ZiUah.—How could I otherwise, since then the 

yoke of legal bondage fell from off our necks 1 
David.—A cruel yoke, though law says only just. 
Jacob.—And justice sets us free; the law can 

claim no more. Yet strange it was that when I 
sought my legal right, because of satisfaction, Ithri 
Israel feigned surprise that I should press it so; and 
argued that my bondage was not sore, nor his 
demands severe. Why, he would make it lighter 
yet, and planned and promised fair—would give 
me all I 'd ask, except my being free. He used his 
utmost craft to hold me still 

Zillah.—Ho would have bored thine ear I ween, 
and hadst thou but submitted held thee now. 

Jacob,—The chains of bondage pressed too hard. 
I knew and loved my liberty too well for that, and 
claimed and got my full discharge that day by 
righteous law—the king as witness. 

David.—Nothing more sure and certain than our 
present tenure. No need to fear to face the world. 

Jacob.—None dares to hold our right and liberty 
in question. We 're justified by law, not pardoned 
merely, all is paid. We stand exempt from all 
reproach, though we may well reproach ourselves 
for what is past 

David.—Ben Israel's son cast scorn at me to-day, 
or thought to do. 

Jacob.—How so forsooth ? 
David.—He had not heard of our release it 

seems, for business wants had taken him to Egypt 
To-day he reached our farm, returning to his home, 
and claimed the fruits, the best of all, and called 
me slave, as erst his way, and bid me do his will as 
I was wont to do. 

ZUlaJi.—And then 1 
David.—Why then I simply told him I was free 

—the land was ours, the fruit, the sheep—and he 
had no control 

Jacob {smiling).—How relished he such savoury 
meat) Not much I trow. 

David.—At first his wrath o'orleaped all bounds; 
but cooling down, he sought for proof of what I 
said. 

Zillali.—How didst thou prove 1 
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David.—Convincingly I ween; for when he saw, 
his speech seemed lost, and turning on his heel he 
left 

Jacob.—What saw he to convince him sot 
David.—Only the king's sign-mamud> declaring 

us as free. What more could he? 

CHAPTER IV.—REFLECTED LIGHT. 

LEVITICUS XXV., GALATIANS iii., 1 PETER L 18. 

SCENE : Ever?/v>here. TIME : Nineteenth Century* PERSONS : 

Believers in Jesus with an open Bible* 

SOLILOQUY. 
How wonderful the truth of God! How simple, 
yet how sure! I see it all as clear as day. I 'm 
free! Yes, free! True, I was once the willing 
slave of sin, and Satan bound me fast in captive 
chains, but now I'm free. The jubilee has come— 
the year of my release. I see it now, though all 
so dark before. This Book reveals my state in sin. 
Twas I that was in debt, and cursed by broken 
law. 'Twas I that could not pay; and though I 
tried and tried again by doing good to counteract 
the ill, 'twas but to sink in deeper debt, to find 
myself more helpless still. The law cried, "Pay \" 
and I, who had not aught wherewith to bless myself, 
cried out, " Forgive." Yet righteous law could not 
forgive; it left me only where I was—accursed—to 
wait my doom. But, glorious truth! I read still 
more, that "what the law cotdd notn (Rom. 
viil 3), One did, by being made a curse instead* 
I see. The goat in ancient days prefigured Him 
who bore the load of sin, died in my place, and 
thus discharges ma Oh, God be praised, I'm 
free! Who shall accuse again 1 or who condemnf 
(Rom, viii. 33, 34.) I'm justified by God, who 
now is on my side. My soul exults in this, that, 
Christ hath from the curse redeemed me, by being 
cursed instead. (Gal. iii 13.) "Sold for nought" 
I truly was, but now "redeemed without money." 
(Isaiah Iii. 3.) How "blessed are the people who 
know the joyful sound!" (Psalm lxxxix. 15.) My 
tongue must praise and shout for very joy, "I'm 
redeemed, I 'm redeemed through the blood of the 
Lamb that was slain; I 'm redeemed, 19m redeemed, 
hallelujah to God and the Lamb!" 

To the reader.—Have you " received the atone
ment"—claimed, through grace, your discharge % 
If not, why remain in bondage under the curse, 
when, by accepting by faith God's testimony con
cerning His Son, you may be " free indeed "f 
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¥JIE B36£D W)H¥ 

MATT. viL 13,14. 

[HIS is a very solemn Scripture, viewed 
in connection with the truth which it 
illustrates most forcibly. The broad 
way leads to destruction. Oh, what an 

awful word that is—destruction / Just to think of 
a person spending years upon this beautiful broad 
way, and then just as they are nearing the end 
to find that his portion for ever is to be destroyed, 
" both soul and body in helL" God grant that such 
may not be the end of any one who reads these 
lines. Enquire, reader, whether you are on the 
broad or narrow way. You can easily find out On 
one of them you must be. We find that at the 
entrance to the broad way there is a wide gate 
which will admit you and all your lusts and 
pleasures; and not only BO, but you have entered 
following the " multitude to do evil," " for many go 
in thereat;" and when you are on the way you have 
plenty of company—the ungodly, the sinner, the 
scornful (Psalm i.) are there. And Satan, the god 
of this world, has been busy there, and decorated it 
with all that pleases the lust of the eyes, the lust of 
the flesh, and the pride of life; and everything goes 
pleasantly and happily, and the end is reached 
before the soul is aware of it. Oh, sinner, stop! 
Why wiU ye die t Why will ye be lost and damned 
for ever, shut up to spend eternity with the devil 
and his angels) There is time yet for you to 
retrace thy steps, and find out the strait gate which 
leads into the narrow way, which ends in life—life 
beyond death, life in the presence of God and the 
Lamb for ever. God grant that you may find it 
You must look for a strait gatej and, sorrowful to 
say, you will not find many people about, for you 
must enter in singlehanded. Christ is the door, and 
by Him if any man enter in he shall be saved. And 
then the pathway is narrow, no room to turn to the 
right hand or the left; and there are no attractions 
on the way. The attraction is at the end, even the 
Saviour, who sheds a bright light on the path, 
beckoning us forward to Himself. And He has 
also sent His Holy Spirit to conduct those who are 
on the narrow way, and not to leave them until He 
present them to their Saviour, the Lord Jesus 
Christ 

Reader, bear with me while I again ask you, 

Where are you going— 
To destruction or to life ? 
To hell or to heaven ? 
To the devil or the Saviour! 
To darkness or glory 1 

To weeping and wailing, or to sing songs of praise % 
To the worm that never dies, or to fulness of joy 1 
To the lake that burnetii ) 

mthfiw and brimstone J o r t o P > - « » « « • « • « 
WHICH 1 WHICH? WHICH? 

You must answer 1 
ANSWER NOW! WHY NOT? 

T.B. W. 

nw Yea B63N WON? 
R. Leifchild once met among the moun
tains of Ireland a lad about eleven 
or twelve years old. He was poorly 
clad; no covering for his head, no shoes 

or stockings for his feet. The boy had a mild and 
cheerful countenance. He stood keeping the gate 
of entrance to one of the richest and most magnifi
cent views, with the New Testament in his hand. 

Said the doctor, " Can you read ? * 
"To be sure I can/ 
" And do you understand what you read 1 " 
"A little." 
" Let us hear you;" and his attention was turned 

to the third chapter of the Gospel by St John, 
which he seemed readily to find. "Now read." 
He did so with a clear, unembarrassed voice: " There 
was a man of the Pharisees, named Nicodemus, a 
ruler of the Jews: the same came to Jesus by 
night, and said unto Him, Rabbi." 

" What does that mean?" 
" It means Master. ' We know that thou art a 

teacher come from God: for no man can do these 
miracles that thou doest, except God be with Him.'" 

"What is a miracleP 
"It is a great wonder. 'Jesus answered and 

said unto him, Verily, verily, I say unto thee/ n 

" What does ' verilyf signify P 
"It means indeed. 'Except a man be born 

again.1" 
"What is thatP 
"It means a great change/ 'Except a man be 

born again, he cannot see the kingdom of God.1 * 
" And what is that kingdom f" 
He paused, and with an expression of seriousness 
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and devotion, placing his hand upon his bosom, he 
said, " IT IS SOMETHING HBRE !" And then raising 
his eyes, he added," AND SOMETHING UP YONDBR !" 

This is a truly excellent definition of " the king
dom of God." " It is something here ; " for it is 
"Christ in you, the hope of glory." (CoL i 27.) 
"It is something up yonder*9 "whither the Fore
runner is for all believers entered, even Jesus, who 
is made a high priest for ever." (Heb. vi. 20.) 

Header, do you know anything of " the kingdom 
of God"? Jesus tells you to "seek first the king
dom of God, and His righteousness;" and promises, 
if you do so, that all other "things shall be added 
unto you." (Matt. vi. 33.) "The kingdom of God 
cometh not with observation," that is, with outward 
show; but, " behold, the kingdom of God is within 
you." (Luke xvii. 20, 21.) Those who have " the 
kingdom of God " within them have the empire of 
Satan destroyed, and the throne of Christ Jesus 
established in their hearts. All such are dead, 
and their life is hid with Christ in God; and 
" when Christ, who is their life, shall appear, then 
shall they also appear with Him in glory." (CoL iii. 
3, 4.) "Except a man be born again," be born 
from above by the quickening power of God the 
Holy Spirit, "he cannot see the kingdom of God." 
(John iii. 3.) This being "born again" is indeed 
" a great change." It turns a man right round. It 
is a deliverance from the power of darkness and a 
translation into the kingdom of God's dear Son. 
It is salvation from sin, from its death, power, and 
penalty. In a word, all who are " born again " are 
in Christ; and of them it can be said, " He is a 
new creature: old things are passed away; behold, 
all things are become new." (2 Cor. v. 17.) 

If you, dear reader, trust in the Lord and Saviour 
Jesus Christ, you are "born again." I, therefore, 
beseech you, " be ye reconciled to God; for he hath 
made Him to be sin for us, who knew no sin; that we 
might be made the righteousness of God in Him." 
(2 Cor. v. 21.) Listen to the glad tidings. Jesus 
was sinless; He took our sins away by bearing the 
punishment they deserved, when He shed His 
blood, and so died upon Calvary's cross; and now 
all who put their trust in Him are accounted right
eous by God for His sake. We have no righteous
ness of our own; but the moment we believe in 
Jesus, we are "made the righteousness of God in 
Him." Would you enter the kingdom of God1 
then ""believe on the Lord Jesus Christ, and you 
shall be saved." (Acts xvi 31.) 

WFfl*F WE WW* REDEEMED 

i££.HRIST has given Himself for us that He 
^ ' might redeem us from everything that was 

between us and God. We were condemned, 
the slaves of sin, and Satan, and the world; but 
the blood-shedding of Jesus sets us free. And in 
redemption what have we % We have— ^ 

1. Freedom from the law. The law could only 
condemn us for our sins; it said, " Cursed is every 
one that continueth not in all things which are 
written in the book of the law to do them 
But Christ hath redeemed us from the curse of the 
law, being made a curse for us. When the fulness 
of the time was come, God sent forth His Son, 
made of a woman, made under the law, to redeem 
them that were under the law that we might receive 
the adoption of sons." And then not only are we 
redeemed from the law, but— 

2. We have redemption from the power of sin. 
There is not only the pure and holy law against as, 
but there is sin having dominion over us, and we 
cannot emancipate ourselves from its fearful tyranny; 
but we know that through the blood and death of 
Christ we are made free from sin, having our fruit 
unto holiness, and the end everlasting Ufa We are 
made free from sin; and in the same chapter we 
read, "Sin shall not have dominion over you." 
(Bom. vi. 14.) Is not this a glorious thing, that 
through the redemption work of Christ we are 
delivered from sin, which was having dominion over 
us by our being transgressors under law, and was 
bringing destruction upon us? for it is said, "Cursed 
is every one that continueth not in all things which 
are written in the book of the law to do them;" 
and we were continuing in nothing. But we are 
in Christ, and have died with Him to sin, and sin 
shall not have dominion over us, for we are " not 
under law, but under grace." 

Through redemption we get more; we get eman
cipation from sin itself, in principle. Before know
ing redemption, you are not the master of sin, but 
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sin is your master, and you cannot do as you like; 
but sin, your master, says, Do this or do that—and, 
" as one under authority," you do it This goes on 
from day to day and from year to year in the case 
of the whole human family; and they "cannot 
cease from sin" until redemption in Christ is 
believed and known. But " he that hath suffered 
in the flesh hath ceased from sin; that he no longer 
should live the rest of his time in the flesh to the 
lusts of men, but to the will of God." (1 Peter iv. 
1, 2.) " Sin shall not have dominion over you, for 
ye are not under law, but under grace." Being "in 
Christ," His blood and death set free from sin. We 
have now redemption from the power of sin, and 
by-and-by we shall be free from the hateful presence 
of sin, for we shall be in that holy city where sin 
shall never enter: " And there shall in nowise enter 
into it anything that deiileth, neither whatsoever 
worketh abomination, or maketh a lie : but they 
that are written in the Lamb's book of life." Oh, 
what a blessing it is to be now- free from this 
lawlessness—this self-will—the very principle of 
sin, that brings about our enslavement, and keeps 
the race in chains, the very drudges of the devil, 
and slaves of passion, lust, and sin! We are by 
nature the slaves of sin and children of wrath. 
" But God be thanked that ye were the servants of 
sin "—that it is now only a thing of past history 
—"but ye have obeyed from the heart that form of 
doctrine into which ye were delivered. Being then 
made free from sin, ye became the servants of 
righteousness. But now, being made free from sin, 
and become servants of God, ye have your fruit 
unto holiness, and the end everlasting life." (Bom. 
vi) And it is true of every Christian soul that you 
are delivered from sin by dying to sin in Christ's 
death, and that you have now dominion over sin, 
and can be thus addressed: " Let not sin therefore 
reign in your mortal body, that ye should obey it in 
the lusts thereof. Neither yield ye your members 
as instruments of unrighteousness unto sin, but 
yield yourselves unto God . • . and your members 
as instruments of righteousness unto God:" The 
cross of Christ has been the end of sin's dominion. 
We have ended our existence of sin in Christ dead 
for us. As says the apostle, " / am crucified with 
Christ; nevertheless I live; yet not I, but Christ 
liveth in me." 

3. We have also redemption from the world. 
"Who gave Himself for our sins, that He might 
deliver us from this present evil age." We are taken 

out of Satan's world, and joined to Christ by the Holy 
Ghost, and are thus members of His body; and in
stead of having Satan working in us, " it is God that 
worketh in us to will and to do of His good pleasure." 

4. We have redemption also from death. Death 
is a thing that is feared, and it should be feared by 
the ungodly, because there is nothing so sure to 
come upon them as death. " It is appointed unto 
men once to die, and after that the judgment" 
Sinners are dead already—dead in trespasses and 
sins, and there is no prospect possible to them 
but death. There is to believers, "for we shall 
not all sleep;" but to the unsaved there are only 
death and the grave certain now—a fearful looking 
for of judgment; and then there is "the second 
death" in the lake of fire to all eternity. If the 
first death is so terrible to the unsaved that they are 
often in horror and despair as they are passing through 
it, what must " the second death " be, where their 
worm dieth not, and the fire is not quenched f It 
is a terrible sight to stand by the dying bed of a 
careless, godless worldling, and to see the dying one 
dragged, as it were, as a criminal, before the bar of 
God, crying out, " I cannot die! I cannot die!" 
and would part with all he has to gain time to get 
deliverance. We would give anything to be able 
to deliver such an one, but "none can by any 
means redeem his brother, nor -give to God a 
ransom for him." (Psalm xlix. 7-9.) But the 
things that are impossible with men are possible 
with God, for when there is none to help, " then 
He is gracious unto him, and saith, Deliver him 
from going down to the pit: I have found a ransom.1' 
(Job xxxiiL 24.) There is One who can redeem, 
who has obtained redemption—He who entered the 
lists against Satan; the Lord Jesus Christ has 
delivered us from death, and " from him who has 
the power of death, even the devil" He descended 
into Satan's stronghold—the dark regions of death 
and the grave—and ascended up, leading captivity 
captive—Satan is in chains! He has also received 
gifts for men; and through the Holy Spirit He 
has bestowed these gifts in varied ministries of 
grace (Eph. iv. 11, 12), so that saved and gifted 
ones are now, in the power of the Holy Ghost, the 
means by which poor sinners are getting delivered 
from Satan's kingdom and the power and fear of 
death, and are translated into the kingdom of God's 
dear Son, and built up in Christ 
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A TRUE STORY. TRANSLATED FROM THE FRENCH. 

*N 1864,relates a Spanish 
priest, a box was sent 
from Valladolid to the 
tribunal of Alar del 
Hey, containing the 
body of a man well-
known as an inhabitant 
of Valladolid, and who 
had suddenly disap
peared. Investigation 
led to the arrest of two 
women, suspected of 
the crime. They ac
knowledged their guilt, 

and were condemned to death. 
I was one of the priests whose office it was to be 

with those unhappy women during their last days. 
One of these women, surnamed " La Navarraise," 

was put under my care. Her despair was painful to 
witness. She was tormented by the thought of her 
approaching death, and the judgment which would 
follow. I tried in vain to calm her, by reminding 
her of the confession that she had just made, of the 
cruel death by which she was going to expiate her 
crime, and, above all, of the extreme absolution 
which I should give her at the last. The anguish 
of her face only disappeared for a moment; then 
she wrung her hands again, exclaiming, " How can 

I tell that that is enough for my pardon! Oh, 
what can I do to obtain pardon from God—lost and 
miserable as I am t" 

The night was passing away, and it was nearly 
dawn. I could not give any more comfort; and I 
felt bitterly how powerless human words were to 
allay such grief. At last, not comprehending the 
full meaning of the words, I said: 

"But the blood of Christ ought to do some
thing!" 

"Ah!" said she eagerly; "yes, the blood of 
Christ ought to do something!" 

"Not only somethingf but everything" I replied; 
" for the blood of Jesus Christ God's Son cleanseth 
us from all sin/' 

"Is that true?" she asked in a tone of mingled 
hope and fear. 

" Yes," I answered; €i the apostle John declares 
it in God's name." 

"Oh, why did you not tell me this before 1* she 
exclaimed, as a calm expression spread over her pale 
face. 

After a moment's silence, she continued: 
" The blood of Christ cleanseth from all sin; but 

what must I do that it may cleanse me from mine V 
" My daughter," I said to her, " look to Jesus on 

the cross, and say the words which felt from His 
divine lips: 'Father, into thy hands I commend 
my spirit.' Jesus died thus; you can die in the 
same way." 

The poor woman threw herself on the stone floor 
of the dark chapel, and repeated several times: 
"Pardon me for the sake of the blood of Jesus 
which cleanses! Receive my. soul, 0 Lord 1" . 
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Some hours after I stood with the poor penitent 
woman by the fatal gibbet. Terror of God's judg
ment again seized her a? she cried : 

" But I have sinned, and must meet God ! Oh, 
what will become of mef 

" Jeanne,9' I replied, "yon can do nothing; but 
the blood of Jesus can do everything 1" 

Then, encouraged by this assurance, she mur
mured: 

"The blood of Jesus has washed away my sin; I 
commend my spirit into His hands." 

A few minutes after, human justice was satisfied. 

In 1869, relates the same priest, as I was crossing 
a street in Madrid, I was accosted by a stranger, 
who, after a few friendly words, put a little book 
into my hands. I asked him what it was about, 
and he replied, " TJte precious blood of Christ!" 
and quickly walked away. Looking at the book, I 
saw the title was, " CERTAINLY THERE IS A SAVIOUR 
FOR YOU TOO !" But while I was scanning its con
tents, another person, who had observed us, 
approached, and said in a sharp voice, " Do you not 
know that that is. a Protestant book, and that you 
run the risk of excommunication, if you are caught 
reading it f" 

I was struck by the words, and not desiring to 
make myself a victim of the Holy Office, I hastily tore 
up the pages that were in my hands, and threw them 
away. I continued my way with the relief of one who 
feels that he has escaped from an impending danger. 
But there still sounded in my ears the gentle, grave 
voice of the stranger. Those words, " The blood of 
Christ," had awakened old memories; and the 
details of the dark story of crime, which led to 
judgment and the gallows, came vividly before my 
mind They made me ask myself, " If that woman 
was comforted by the assurance of the virtue of the 
blood of Christy why should I tear up the book 
which spoke of this truth)" 

I retraced my steps, but the leaves had been 
blown away; I only found a little bit of the red 
cover, and with deep emotion I read the title again 
—"CERTAINLY, THERE IS A SAVIOUR FOR TOU TOO ! 
I said to myself: " Did I deceive that woman, on 
the threshold of eternity, by mAing her believe 
that pardon is through the shed blood) Could my 
words have been only commonplace comfort, a 
souvenir of my cold and barren studies) But this 
word strengthened her in the dark valley, on the 

| threshold of eternity; and if it is true, why do I 
reject it myself, and seek my own pardon in another 
way?" 

I could not rid my mind of this thought; and 
the words of the little book were constantly ringing 
in my ears. Not being able to get rid of them, I 
went, a few weeks after, to a Protestant service. 
God so ordered it that the preacher took for his 
text, "The blood of Jesus Christ His Son cleanseth 
us from all sin," 

My conversion dates from that day; and these 
words, which only with my lips I spoke to the poor 
condemned woman, have, by the grace of God, 
become the foundation of a faith which fills me with 
joy, and rest, and confidence in God. 

And now, dear friend, will you believe God's 
word, and trust in Him for the cleansing of your 
sins in His most precious blood 1 

IE end of Lizzie 0 — is drawing 
nigh; but, praise the Lord, Lizzie is 
ready. Yes, quite ready. Death 
has no sting for her. The sting is 
gone, and she is not afraid. The 

great judgment-day has no terror for her. The 
language of her heart might be expressed in the 
verse of the hymn which says— 
u What about death ? it hasn't a sting. 

The grave to a Christian no terror can bring; 
For death has been conquered, the grave has been spoiled. 
And every foeman and enemy foiled." 

We stood by Lizzie's death-bed the other night, 
and our hearts were made glad to see her resting 
sweetly in Jesus, and to hear the bursts of praise 
ascending from her heart to Him who loved her 
and gave Himself for her. Within the very borders 
of eternity, twice over in our hearing she cried, 
"Eosanna to the Lord/" She requested us to 
sing that hymn (written by Macleod Wylie, who is 
now with the Lord), the chorus of which was— 

" Oh, wondrous is the crimson tide, 
Which from my Saviour flowed; 

And still in heaven my song shall be, 
The precious, precious blood." 

After we sung it she said, "That's sweet, and that 
is just what I have—' Nothing but the blood of 
Jesus;' and it 9s plenty, I nMd nothing mora. Oh, 
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I will be glad to see the One who died for me! 
Just to think that I am going to see His sweet 
face! 

" 'Farewell, vain world, I 'm going home, 
Happy in the Lord; 

Home to Jeaus, home, sweet home, 
Happy in the Lord.'" 

We asked her if she did not feel weary lying in 
bed so long. Her reply was: " Who can make a bed 
sweeter than Jesus f I would not give up lying 
here for anything. Jesus makes a nice pillow and 
a queer, sweet bed; but I fm not going to die, but 
live. My life is hid. I have been rightly saved/1 

Looking up into our faces with an expression of 
delight she exclaimed, "That was a happy morn
ing." 

What morning, dear reader, do you think she 
referred to 1 I will tell you. On the morning of the 
28th of July, 1877, at about nine o'clock, standing 
upon the Ormeau Bridge, in the town of B , 
Lizzie was born again. So this was the morning 
she referred to, and this is what gave her such calm 
rest and joy on the very borders of eternity. She 
was born again, and going home to be with Christ. 
We will never again meet her on earth, but we will 
meet her yonder, where parting shall be no more. 
Her last words to us were, as she held us by the 
hand (with weeping eyes), " You are going away, 
I 'm going home, but we shall meet again and praise 
Jesus together." 

And now, my dear reader, what are your prospects 
for eternity? Would you have anything to comfort 
you on the borders of eternity? Would you be 
able to rejoice? Could you look back to a time 
in your* history when you had a meeting with Christ 
and were born again? If so, all is well, and may 
you live only for Him. But if not—solemn, awful 
thought—a dark hell will be your portion. The 
worm that never dies, and the fire that never shall 
be quenched, will be eternally yours. But even now, 
if you take your place as a sinner, guilty before Ood9 

and receive Christ, heaven will be yours, and instead 
of joining the wail of the lost you will sing the song 
of the redeemed—" Unto Him that loved us, and 
washed us from our sins in His own blood." " Christ 
died for the ungodly/1 (Romans v. 6.) 

<* What about judgment ? I'm thankful to say 
Jesus has met it, and borne it away; 
Drank it all up, when lie hung on the tree. 
Leaving a cupfull of blessing for me." 

Praise the Lord 1 

"i CAN www flija New:; 
MONGST others who remained 
for conversation and prayer, at the 
close of a gospel meeting, there 
was one whose furrowed brow 
and silvery hair betokened that 

he might be a few years on the shady 
Hide of sixty, and therefore, according 

to the course of nature, not fer from the 
end of the journey of life. (Psalm xo. 10.) 

On seeing him proceeding toward the 
door, with a view to leave, and fearing lest 

•—having heard the gospel, and although dealt with 
as an anxious soul—he might still be unsaved, 
I felt my heart singularly drawn out towakts him, 
and towards God on his behalf. 

Stepping up behind him rather hurriedly, and 
laying my hand upon his shoulder, I asked, in a 
subdued tone of voice: 

" Where are you going, friend 1,f 

" I 'm going home," he replied rather sharply. 
"You had better put an 'if1 in there, would 

you not*" 
After a brief pause—for he did not seem to catch 

my meaning just at once—he said, " Well, if I *m 
spared.19 

"And if you are not spared, where are you 
going 1" 

"Oh, well, as to that, I cannot say." 
"My friend," said I, "it's pretty far on in 

the afternoon; in fact, it's gloaming with you now, 
and your earthly sun will soon be set. Do you 
not think it high time you knew where you are 
going 1 After your brief day is done here, where 
are you going to spend eternity t" 

After breathing a deep-drawn sigh, he replied: 
" I would like very well to know that if it be 

possible to know this side the grave." 
"Our knowledge of that, to a certain extent, 

depends upon our entire consent to one condition 
—our willing obedience to God's command," 
said I. 

"And what is that?" he eagerly enquired. 
"Simply what you have very frequently heard 

to-night already; namely, ' Believe on the Lord 
Jesus Christ, and thou shalt be saved/" (Acts 
xvi. 31.) 

" Yesj I know that is what the Book says, and 
we must believe it to be true; but *—— 
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He stopped here; and this is where thousands 
stop. They profess to believe all that is written in 
"the Book." But they are not saved, and the 
reason is very obvious; for believing on " the Book " 
never saved anyone yet, and never will. It is 
Christ alone, not "the Book," who saves. No 
doubt it is absolutely necessary to believe the 
Bible to be the Word of the living God, in order 
to believe on the Lord Jesus Christ, of whom that 
Word speaks; but to stop short of believing on 
Him (whatever else is believed) is to stop short 
of pardon and of peace—of salvation here, and of 
heaven hereafter. Looking that aged, anxious man 
full in the face, I said: 

" For a good many years I read and believed the 
Bible (as I thought), but that effected no change in 
either my heart or life; for I only belifeved about 
Christ, and still lived in sin. But when I came to 
know myself (as described by God) to be a ruined, 
guilty, lost sinner, on my way to hell, and believed 
on Christ, He saved me; and I have the fullest 
confidence in telling you that if you believe on 
Him He will save you too." 

Quite perplexed like, he said: 
" But I do believe; I have always believed." 
"If so, then I suppose you have always been 

saved. Have you!" 
"Oh, no, I cannot say that; for I am not saved 

yet But I hope" 
" But you have never believed ; for all who believe 

are saved, and you must believe first, before you 
can Hope." 

" I cannot understand it," he said; "there must 
be something about that * believe' that I do not 
fully comprehend." 

"But supposing we change that word believe" 
said I, " in order to help your heart, if possible, and 
also relieve your mind of an apparent difficulty." 

He appeared startled by this proposition, and 
looked very suspicious like at me, as if he thought 
me "unsound;" then, pointing to the Bible I held 
in my hand, still open at the sixteenth of the Acts, 
he said, "If that be the word of God, how dare 
you change it f" 

" I would not dare to alter any word of His, 
my friend," said I ; "but for once we may use 
another instead, without in the slightest degree 
altering the meaning. And, for instance, here is 
the Old Testament word « trust,1 as we find it in 
Psalms xxiv. 22; xxxvii 3 ; Ixii. 8, &c, &c., 
which means just the same thing as * believe1 in the 

New Testament And you know what it is to trust 
a friend, don't you?" 

" I once had a friend I could trust," he said, his 
voice trembling with emotion, while his soft gray 
eyes became suffused with tears; " but my Mends 
are all dead, and I have no one left to trust 
to now/' 

Without waiting to enquire who this friend was 
to whom he referred, I said, "Yes, there is One 
still living. " He was dead, but is alive again "— 
the best Friend you ever had, or ever can have. 
His name is Jesus. He is the Friend of sinners. 
(Luke xv. 2 ; xix. 7, 10.) A Friend who sticketh 
closer than a brother. (Prov. xviii. 24.) Will 
you trust Him to save £ou? and He wilL" (Acts 
xvi 31.) 

After a few seconds he joyfully exclaimed, " That 
view of it relieves my heart It has lifted my load. 
My burden is gone; and I can trust Him now." 

" Hallelujah! hallelujah!" was all I could utter; 
for although I had been a believer for nearly 
fourteen years, I felt at that moment as if I had 
only newly trusted Christ. 

Dear unconverted reader, if you trust Him now, 
He will save you too; but if you put it off, 
you may die the next moment an unbeliever, and 
be lost, and lost for ever. (Mark xvi. 16.) 

&m TIDING 
JESUS died to save you— 

** Died your soul to win; 
He became your surety, 

Bore your guilt and sin. 
He was found a ransom 

To redeem the lost; 
'Twas His precious life-blood 

Paid the mighty cost 

Sinner, have you seen Him 
Nailed to Calvary's tree? 

And by faith acknowledged— 
" Jesus died for me " f 

Can you say He suffered 
In your room and stead ? 

And that He has cleansed you 
By the blood He shed f 

If not, take His promise, 
Rest in it to-day; 

"He will love you freely," 
Wash your sins away, 

w. A. O. 
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S^T W - XX. S*. O R O O K S K A N K . 

*7i>An.—Why, Henry, I am glad to see you again! 
It is some years now since we met, and you are 
about the last person I should have thought of 
running against to-day. 

Henry.—Well, John, I am equally glad to see 
you. We were very much thrown together several 
yean ago, and I have frequently thought of you 
since that time, and often wished to come across 
you again somehow and somewhere. Time flies 
very quickly, and brings many changes with i t 

John.—Yes, indeed, that is so. However, I am 
pleased to see you looking well and happy, because 
it was only the other day that I heard from our old 
and mutual friend, Mr. Dash, that you had greatly 
changed from your former self. 

Henry.—What did he mean by that ? 
John.—Well, Henry, you will pardon me I am 

sure for repeating what he did say; but as you have 
asked me, I may as well tell you frankly. He gave 
me to understand that you were suffering from 
melancholy, or something of that description, having 
taken up with a religious craze, which had com
pletely altered you. 

Henry.—I thought so. If our friend Dash 
described me as a melancholy man he made a very I 
great mistake, for I was never so happy in my life 
—praise the Lord!—as I am now. Truly there has 
been a great change—and a very real too—because 
I have been "turned from darkness to light, and 
from the power of sin and Satan to God." 

John.—But you were always a very jovial sort 
of fallow, and quite the life of our little set when 
we were abroad. I never thought you were any
thing else but happy in your mind. I suppose we 
all suffer sometimes from the blues, as people say. 

Henry.—Yes, John; no doubt I was merry 
enough in those days; but, thank God, I know 
now what true happiness is, because I have peace 
with God, and all is well with me both for time 
and for eternity. 

John.—Then it is true that you have turned 
religious 1 Yet, if I remember rightly, you were! 
always what I should call a religious sort of 
fellow. You were very particular about going to 
a place of worship once a week, and all that sort 
of thing. Indeed, I considered you a model man, 
and certainly I do not think there was any need to 
distress yourself on that score. 

Henry.—That may be, John. But not very long 
after our paths diverged I became very much 
distressed, and this was caused by the work of 
the Spirit of God in my souL I may have been 
outwardly religious, but I was not a Christian at 
that time, because I had not Christ I knew this 
to be the case; and although I was as merry and 
seemingly as happy as anybody, still it was not so. 
There were times when I felt very keenly that 
t̂hings were not right between me and God. I 
feared death and dreaded the thought of the judg
ment that must follow. I tried to persuade myself 
that I was a Christian, because I formally regarded 
the observances of Christianity, and flattered myself 
that I was, after all said and done, as good as my 

I neighbours. When I was brought to realize my 
true state and condition, I need hardly say the 
revelation was a painful one, so much so that for 
days, and even weeks, I was in great distress of 
soul. 

John.—Why, Henry, I cannot bear to hear you 
speak thus of yourself. One would think you 
had been a murderer, or some forsaken outcast, 
instead of the highly-respectable man I have always 
known you to be. If you go on talking like this 
you will go far to make me think that Mr. Dash 
is right, and that you are the victim of a delusion. 

Henry.—Not so, John. The delusion is a thing 
of the past I am living now, through mercy, in 
the joy of a bright reality. In my unconverted 
days I was full of self-righteousness; but when I 
was led to see myself as God saw me—to be lost, 
ruined, and undone—so great was my anguish that 
I was like the man in the Pilgrim98 Progress, with 
the heavy burden upon his back, who could only 
cry, "Life, life, eternal life.'1 All my supposed 
righteousness appeared to me like a heap of filthy 
rags, only fit to be discarded for ever. 

John.—Well, how did all this end? It is a 
wonder that you did not go out of your mind at 
once. 

I Henry.—Now we come to the blessed part of it 
all The process of ploughing up the fellow ground 
of the natural heart of man is not a pleasant one 
to the carnal mind; but I can realize now that 
nothing short of such an experience would ever 
have brought me to a true sense of my need. I 

I began to feel that I was indeed a sinner by nature, 
and I trembled at the thought of a sinner's doom. 
• " John.—I suppose this is what you call being 
I converted 1 
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Henry.—One step at a time, John, But do not 
sneer at conversion. It is * real thing, and the 
Saviour Himself said, " Except ye be converted, 
and become as little children, ye cannot enter the 
kingdom of God." A great advance towards true 
conversion is to feel your need of it; and I was 
just brought to this point Although I passed 
current as a Christian, I knew full well that I had 
never been converted; and the words of Christ to 
Mcodemus came home to me with much power: 
"Marvel not that I said unto thee, Ye must be 
born again.'1 

John.—Well, go on. 
Henry.—So I will; and I am thankful that you 

are willing to listen to my story. When I was ready 
to take my place before a righteous God as a guilty 
sinner, I gladly fled for refuge to the sinner's Friend. 
I saw the great mistake of my past life, I had often 
been to a place of worship, but I had never been 
to Christ. I had embraced what I considered an 
enlightened form of religion of which Christ was a 
revealer; but I had never accepted Him as a per
sonal Saviour. I had neglected the gospel invitation, 
" Come unto me, all ye that labour and are heavy 
laden, and I will give you rest." Although I was 
dead in trespasses and sins, and therefore needed 
life, I had not as yet availed myself of the only 
way by which I could obtain it; that is, by coming 
to Christ 

John.—What do you mean by "coming to Christw? 
The expression seems to me so vague. If Christ 
were- in the world now it would be intelligible 
enough. 

Henry.—True it is He is not here now. But 
where is the difficulty? Although He has been 
raised from the dead, and has been glorified at God's 
right hand in heaven, His heart is unchanged. 
" The chief of sinners He receives." He can still | 
hear the feeblest call for mercy. He knew when! 
Cornelius was engaged in prayer. His promise has 
not yet been withdrawn. "Him that cometh to 
me I will in no wise cast out." In this spirit I 
came to Him, as really and truly as if He were 
in the world, and I was the only one who peeded 
His love and the manifestation of His saving 
power. 

John.—I suppose then you prayed a great deal. 
How did you feel then) 

Henry.—I not only prayed really and truly for 
myself for the first time in my life, but I believed; 
and consequently I had joy in believing,, 

John.—What did you believe) 
Henry.—I believed what the word of God tells 

us about Christ That " He was delivered for our 
offences, and raised again for our justification." 
Accepting Him, therefore, as my divine substitute, 
I could rejoice in a present consciousness of sins 
forgiven. 

John.—Now you are going too far, I think. It 
seems to me dreadfully presumptuous for a man to 
say his sins are forgiven. No man can be sure of 
that until he dies. The best of us can only do 
what we can, and hope that all will come right in 
the end. That is my view. 

Henry.—Those are the natural thoughts of the 
human mind. I used* to think and say the same. 
It is far wiser to believe what God says, and to 
accept God's thoughts as revealed to us in His 
Word. Do we not read therein, " There is therefore 
now no condemnation to them that are in Christ 
Jesus;'9 and again, "In whom [Christ] we Juxve 
redemption through His blood, even the forgiveness 
of sins f and once more, " Beloved, now are we the 
sons of God." The language of scripture is em
phatic as to the present happy portion of the 
believer; and it is real presumption to doubt the 
word of God. "Abraham believed God, and it 
was counted unto him for righteousness." 

John.—Then that is where faith comes in, I 
suppose; but how do you know these happy feel
ings will last? " Frames and feelings fluctuate," as 
the poet says. 

Henry.—Quite so. But, you see, I am not building 
upon my feelinga You must discriminate between 
cause and effect My soul is just resting upon the 
finished work of the Lord Jesus Christ That can 
never fail; and He never changes, as I said before. 
I am daily rejoicing in His love to me, and not in 
my love to Him. "We love Him because He 
first loved us." Hitherto I found it hard to love 
God, because I ever regarded Him as one who was 
exacting the payment of a debt I was totally unable 
to meet Now in the gospel I see that God is a 
giver and a justifier, because " He gave His only 
begotten Son, that whosoever believeth op Him 
shall not perish, but have everlasting Ufa" Who
soever, John, means you and ma If you will only 
believe, you will be able to say, as I can— 

"Praise God for what He's done for me. 
Once I was blind, hut now I Bee;. 
O'er ruin's brink I almost fell, 
But Jesus has done all things well/* 
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THE WATCHMAN'S MESSAGE. 
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) OME years ago a soldier in a drunken 
state laid down to sleep in a small 
barge, hoping thus to hide himself 
from his superior officer, and so far 
he was successful; but from some 
unknown cause she slipped her moor
ings, and drifted out of the harbour 
to sea* He slept on, unconscious of 
his danger, the restless waves rocking 

him fastjer to sleep. Night was drawing on apace, 
and the -rippling waves were giving place to a rough 
sea, and | then one tremendous splash and roar awoke 
the sleeper, who, starting to his feet, exclaimed, 
" Where am IV9 No comrade was near to answer; 
that was not necessary. He had but to look around 
to assure himself that he was in the greatest possible 
danger! His memory recalled the scenes of the 
previous part of the day—how he left "The Snap
dragon" drunk and incapable, and just laid down 
to sleep; and now, without provisions, he was going 
he knew not where. In hopeless despair he scanned 
the horizon, in hopes of seeing that he was drifting 
landward, but nothing could be seen but one vast 
expanse of water; not even a ship could he see in 
the distance. " 0 God, what shall I do ?" he ex
claimed. Like many others, he was careless and 
indifferent until there was danger, and then was he 
willing to call upon God. But how gracious and 
merciful is the God of heaven. He does not treat 
us like we treat Him, or we should be hopelessly 
lost; but He does say, "BEFORE they call I will 
answer." 

Again the terrified man peers into the distance. 
He fancies he sees a ship. Nor is he deceived, for 
the sails are getting more distinct She comes nearer, 
and taking the newspaper out of his pocket—that 
which has been his Bible for years past—he waves 
it in the hope of its attracting attention. 

This attempt proved futile, and taking his last 
match out of his pocket, he lights the paper and 
.waved it. The signal was seen by one of the 
jerew and soon they were alongside to take him on 
board. 

Reader, has not this little narrative a voice to 
you—you who are sleeping in sin, rocked in the 
cradle of ungodliness or pleasure, unconscious of 

•ttie danger you are in 1 Awake, awake you,to a 

sense of your danger! " Flee from the wrath to 
come." 

Friend, you are drifting on to eternity. Let the 
voice of God and the warnings of heaven arouse you. 
Put up a signal of distress—" Lord, save me or I 
perish/' and Jesus will hear that cry. He will save 
you, for He is willing, and He alone has the power 
to snatch you from the arms of the destroyer. Do 
not go on any longer in the condition you are in, 
for " to-day, if ye will hear His voice, harden not 
your hearts." To-morrow you may be eternally 
lost Think of it while you have the opportunity, 
and you, by taking Jesus as your Saviour, shall 
know the joy and happiness of the one that is 
saved; if not, oh, how terrible will be your doom 
when you wake up to the fact that it is too late, 
and you have lost your last opportunity of salva
tion. 

To die without hope, hast thou counted the oostf 
To die out of Christ, and thy soul to be lost; 
So near to the kingdom, oh, oome we implore, 
While Jesus is waiting, oome, enter the door. 

F. 

1 1 1 * D6EJS NOV JtfTWER WflJW 6NE 
BEUEYEjS IK flE IJg J5INCEW 

HIS is what many of the " mock-charity 
school" say ; but let us see if it is true. 

A man, feeling unwell, went to the 
cupboard, took by mistake a bottle of 

poison, drank some of the contents, and died in 
great agony an hour afterwards. Did his sincerity 
of belief save his life) 

Two young men went to skate on a pond. They 
sincerely believed that the ice was in good condition, 
but they were both drowned. Sincerity of belief 
did not preserve them from a watery grave. 

A maris salvation or damnation depends on his 
belief If he believes the lie of Satan, he will 
eternally perish; but if he believes the truth of 
the living God, he will be eternally saved. 

The Scriptures are very plain on this point 
"There is a way that SBEMETH RIGHT UNTO A MAN. 

but the end tlwreof are the ways of death." (Prov. 
xiv. 12.) Sincerity of belief in that way ends in 
everlasting destruction. " H E THAT BBUEVETH on 
THE SON hath everlasting life " (John iii. 36); "ALL 
THAT BELIEVE are justified from all things.99 (Acts 
xiii 38, 39.) But, " HE THAT BELIBVBTH NOT SHALL 

HOT SEE LIFE" (John iii 36); " H E THATBBUEVETH 

NOT is condemned already." (John iii 18.) . 
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OPEIdER. 
sin which kept Israel out of 

Canaan was the same that now keeps 
hundreds out of the kingdom of 
heaven; it was the sin of unbelief. 

The apostle tells us they could not 
enter in because of unbelief; and many 
to-day are outside the Ark—Jesus— 
because of unbelief. Israel knew that 
Canaan was a place to be desiredj they 

had ^ sample of its fruitfulness brought back by 
the spies—.such huge bunches of grapes, that it 
took two jnen to 
bearonebunchupon 
a staff; yea, and 
they brought back 
figs and pomegra
nates, and showed 
them to all the con
gregation. Caleb 
said, "Let us go 
up and possess the 
land,19 but the others 
ware afraid of the 
giants. 

Reader, you have 
heard of heaven, 
and you know that 
it abounds with happiness, love, joy, peace, and 
pleasures which last for ever, and yet you are un
decided as to whether these things shall be yours. 
God offers them, and only one condition is placed in 
the way, and that is, You must have Jesus as your 
Saviour, for He is " the way, the truth, and the life: 
and no man cometh to the Father, but by Him." 

Most persons probably hope to go to heaven 
when they die, and yet it is awftdly true that they 
do not know the way which leads thither. One 

man is walking in the broad way of sin and 
iniquity; this cannot lead to heaven, for the word 
of God assures us that nothing can enter there 
" which defileth, or worketh abomination, or maketh 
a lie." 

Another is walking in the delusive path of self-
righteousness; this cannot be the right way, for 
Christ Himself has said, "Except your righteous
ness shall exceed the righteousness of the Scribes 
and Pharisees, ye shall in no case enter into the 
kingdom of heaven.1' 

A third is pursuing the path of formality; vainly 
supposing that because he is regular at a place of 
worship, and punctual in the other outward forms 

of duty, he must 
be in the right way 
to heaven; whereas 
our Lord has so
lemnly declared, 
that "except a man 
be born again, he 
cannot see the king
dom of God." 

Amidst the vari
ous and delusive 
paths which so 
many are eagerly 
pursuing to their 
eternal ruin, how 
may a poor bewil

dered sinner know the right way! Listen for a 
moment while Christ Himself, the faithful and true 
Witness, proclaims the delightful truth—" I am the 
way." This, reader, is the right way; the only 
true, safe, and holy way of God. 

" Believe on the Lord Jesus Christ, and thou 
shalt be saved." By believing you will slay that 
great enemy—unbelief. 

I beseech you, my reader, let not unbelief shut 
you out of the kingdom of heaven. D. 

« ~ ^ 
•••*#• MY SAVIOUR. •#*•. 

HAVE found a precious Saviour. 
washed my si 

Now, rejoicing in His farour," 
He nasi '•ins away; 

I am happy all the day. 
; joy mt heart is swelling, 

JOT the world could never give; 
While in sweetest strains I'm telling 

How He made my* spirit lire. 

Lost in sin I wandered weary, 
Faf from JosuS) fsjr from hftpitw 

Till He came in love to cheer me, 
Sweetly sailing," Wanderer, cone.91 

Pardon full and free He offered* 
Showed His bleeding hands and side; 

Told me how for me He suffered, 
For my sins was orueiAed. 

Then my heart, with thanks outflowing, 
Yielded to His gracious call! 

At His feet in sorrow bowing. 
Gare to Him my Hfe, my alL 

Now I'm Hisvyee. His for ever, 
Safs within Hishappy told; 

Jesus' lambs can perish never, 
Love like His oan ne'er grow cold. 

ft* . 1 * »,* * .* * «,(» * fe^E t * sfp 

Digitized by Google 



THE WATCHMAN'S MESSAGE. 

vi;uvi'i'Vi/i'VVi;vi;^i;ifi/yvvi;vvuviivyvvuuiwvvvvi'v^vi'vvvy^i>^^i/i'i'vvia'^i;vi'i>i^i>uyif' 

"By grace are ye saved 
through faith; and that 
not of yourselves: it is 
the gift of God." 

Era. ii. 8. 

-!-

"Where sin abounded, 
grace did much more 
abound." BOM. Y. 30. 

"Let UB come boldly 
unto the throne of grace, 
that we may obtain 
mercy, and find grace to 
help in time of need." 

HSB. IT. 16. 

VVWVVW¥VV¥WtfVV¥M | 

i.» »tf> T» 

GRACE. 
-***-

"Justified freely by 
His grace through the 
redemption that is in 
Christ Jesus." BO*.HI*. 

+ 
" My grace is sufficient 

for thee." 2oo*.*u.9. 

"Grace be unto yon, 
and peace, from God our 
Father, and from the 
Lord Jesus Christ." 

Kra.L*. 

iTTtT/?iT^rtt^tT^*T/TmT^/TtT«Trrnrr/MYtvrrtitT^ 

RACE is the sweetest sound 
That ever readied our ears, [frowned, 

When conscience charged and justice 
'Twos grace removed our fears. 

'Tis freedom to the slave, 
Tis light and liberty; 

It takes its terror from the grave— 
From death its victory. 

Grace is a mine of wealth, 
Laid open to the poor; 

Grace is the sovYeign spring of health; 
'TIS LIFE FOR EVERMORE. 

Of grace then let us sing 1 
(O joyful, wondrous theme!) 

Who grace has brought shall glory bring, 
And we shall reign with Him. 

Then shall we see His face 
With all the saints above, 

And sing for ever of His grace, 
For ever of His love. 

RACE, 'tis a charming sound, 
Harmonious to the ear: 

Heaven with the echo shall resound, 
And all the earth shall hear. 

Grace first contrived the way 
To save rebellious man; 

And all the steps that grace display, 
Which drew the wondrous plan. 

Grace first inscribed my name 
In God's eternal book; 

'Twas grace that gave me to the Lamb, 
Who all my sorrows took. 

Grace taught my wand'ring feet 
To tread the heavenly road; 

And new supplies each hour I meet, 
While pressing on to God. 

Grace all the work shall crown 
Through everlasting days; 

It lays in heaven the topmost stone, 
And well deserves the praise. 

Loudon: JAMBS B. HAWCIKI, 17, Pmterno«t«r Bow, B.C.; and 80, Bote Sk^siW. 8. W. PAmniMs * Cfe, S9 

Digitized by Google 



NOTBMBBB 2t 1885.] THE GOSPEL WATCHMAN. 123 

gflYED BY CHtflGE. 
A PERSONAL EXPERIENCE. 

HAVE been one of the most self-
righteous men that ever lived. For 
years I groaned under my folly, expect
ing to find peace by regulating my life 
according to the word of God. I 
could not but believe the Bible true 
which told so plainly the secret evils 

of my heart So I sought carefully 
for all the commandments of the New 

Testament, but I found no commandments as I 
understood the word. Oh, yes, I read, "He that 
hateth his brother is a murderer;'9 or, "For every 
idle word which men speak, they shall be brought 
unto judgment," and others of the same character, 
but they terrified me. I sought quickly to forget 
them. I read also— 

"Seek not what ye shall eat or what ye shall 
drink," but it did not seem to be for me ; my daily 
labour brought in abundantly. I read also— 

" Sell what ye have, and give to the poor," and 
then I wished, oh, that I were only rich, that I might 
sacrifice all! 

Then I found baptism and the Lord's supper; 
and, in my anxiety to do everything, I took them 
for commandments. But after doing all, and living 
an irreproachable church-life, I got no settled peace. 
The " rejoice evermore " of the Bible was a mockery 
to me. When I was baptized I expected some 
mysterious change, but there was none. I wept at 
the Lord's table, but there was no peace. I prayed 
in secret and in public, often so earnestly that others 
thought me mighty in prayer, but there was no 
peace. "O Lord!* I cried in my agony, "why 
hast thou not been plain in thy Word, that I might 
know exactly what to dot I would run and do it 
even at the peril of my life.1' But there was no 
answer. I now visited the sick, and spent much 
time in reading the word of God, and still more 
time in prayer. I preached too—yes, dear reader, 
I preached/ I pretended to be a bearer of glad 
tidings, while my own heart writhed in agony. 
What did I preach 1 What others had preached to 
me—" Do thy best, give all the glory to God; be 
a valiant soldier of Jesus Christ, and then He will 
save thee." But no peace, no peace I In spite of 
all this supposed duty fulfilled, there was no peace! 

One day I oalled on a sick man, and quickly 

introduced the subject of religion, as that was my 
object in calling. "Ah, sir,19 he said, "they used 
to tell me to do my best, and I tried and tried, 
until I found there was no best to be reached. When 
I examined myself I found I was still the same old 
sinner. Then I watched my instructors to see if I 
could detect in them what I found in myself; and 
they failed so visibly to live up to what they taught 
and professed that I set them all down as hypocrite*, 
and turned infidel But here, read this;" and he 
passed to me a Testament open at Romans iii I 
had often read it before, but now the declaration, 
" There is none righteous, no, not one," was strangely 
solemn to ma I read on, " Therefore by the deeds 
of the law there shall no flesh be justified in His 
sight: for by the law is the knowledge of sin. . . . 
Therefore we conclude that a man is justified by 
faith without the deeds of the law." And as I read 
the Holy Ghost opened my blinded heart, and I 
beheld it alL Then and there in that log-cabin I 
got what Cornelius got, when Peter told him that 
remission of sins was by believing in Jesus. (Acts 
x. 43.) But oh, the shameful pride of the natural 
heart! I felt like breaking forth in "glory, glory, 
glory to the Son who has met all the requirements 
of justice against me, and has given me eternal life 
by simply believing that (it is finished!"' Yet I 
stifled it. What, I—who had been a church 
member for years, and a good one too—I acknow
ledge that I was then only brought to the knowledge 
of the truth 1 It was too humiliating; it is not so 
now. Jesus, the mighty Saviour, is also a sweet and 
meek teacher, and when we get acquainted with 
Him, we learn the sweetness of hiding our poor, 
mean self and showing Him only. 

And you, dear reader, where are you] Are you 
praying too f Are you seeking after the command
ments, to do themf Are you proposing to make 
Jesus your model, before you know Him as your 
Saviour, your peace, your righteousness, your sancti-
fication, your all ? You may try and try again, but 
at last you will look back and say with me, " What 
a bottomless pit this doing is !" 

But I have a brother whom I loved as my own 
souL My soul went after him. My treasure was 
too great to be hoarded. I wrote to him and told 
him that I had been blind, but now I saw. I told 
him of that man that is called Jesus, of the work 

! which He finished on the cross, and of the wonder-
' ful results of simply believing on Him. He replied 
1 "that he was in great distress sometimes^and did 
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not know whom to believe. One said, Do this; 
another said, Do that; and all earnest It was very 
puzzling." I blessed God for this, for it showed 
that the Holy Ghost was dealing with his souL 

One day he wrote, "All you tell me is true; I 
have compared it with the Word One thing only 
I cannot understand. You say, 'It is useless to try 
to better that which cannot be bettered;' and add, 
'That which is born of the flesh is flesh.9 Surely 
you do not mean to say we must not strive to 
improve ourselves, else how could the Lord have 
said,' Except your righteousness shall exceed that 
of the scribes and Pharisees, ye shall in no case 
enter into the kingdom of heaven?'" 

I prayed to the Lord that He would guide me in 
my answer, and thought of the joy of being made 
the instrument in bringing my dear brother to 
Jesus. I then replied, " Yes, that is just what I 
meant to say. I meant that it is useless and even 
folly to strive to better what cannot be bettered. 
* Ye must be BORK AGAIN.9 We are completely lost, 
without hope, desperately wicked. Nor does the 
Lord anywhere promise, as so many pretend, the 
strength needed to do anything toward our own 
salvation, and you have no right to pray for it. You 
certainly have never understood the words, ' For by . 
the deeds of the law shall no flesh be justified in t 

His sight/ or you could not expect ever to accom
plish more in that way than the scribes and Pharisees. 
The Lord takes them for examples because they 
were the leaders of the people. You will never be' 
able to accomplish more than they did, pray and 
strive as you may. Your only hope is in what 
another, even Jesus Christ the Son of God, has. 
done for us. This is humiliating, but there is no 
other way. 'He that believeth on the Son hath' 
everlasting life.' This is the testimony of the whole 
Word. Believe, and you are saved" 

A few days after I received this answer—" Give 
glory to God, my beloved brother (doubly so now). 
I see, I see! Jesus, and Jesus alone, saves me 1 He 
is now my all. Since yesterday it seems I under-
stand more than half the Word which before was. 
all darkness. I received your letter yesterday 
morning, and as usual I read it over and over. I 
read the passages you mentioned, and they were 
there; I could not deny it But I was miserable; 
I went to my task heartlessly and insensible. To-! 
wards evening a gleam of hope reached me. I fell 
on my knees and prayed, and while there the whole 
redemption, which is through Christ Jesus, was 

opened up to me. I desired to see and feel it with 
such force that my heart might leap high for joy; 
but I got only a deep, solemn, strange peace within. 
My wonder is that, in view of such a salvation, I can 
remain so calm. I almost tremble lest I should lose 
such a precious rest" 

Yes, glory to thee, 0 my God! Glory to thee for 
such a salvation! Glory be to thy name for ever, 
that in Jesus my brother is safe! We are safe for 
evermore! 

Dear reader, are you safe) Some will s»y, "I 
think so,9' when they have undergone some strong 
emotion or excitement. But can you say u Yes " in 
the depth of your soul—a quiet, happy " Yes " in 
the presence of Him who has seen you from your 
first breath, and has known your most secret thoughts, 
because you know that the blood of Jesus Christ 
cleanseth from all sin ? Alas! how many there are 
who, in the face of the repeated declarations of God's 
Word, that they are not only " condemned already," 
but are "dead in sins,9' go about to establish their 
own righteousness. Conscious that they cannot 
render a perfect obedience, even to their own 
estimate of it, they make up a code of their own, 
and call it their duty. And in doing what they call 
their duty, they are smoothly, religiously sliding to 
hell. Reader, have you censed from your own 
works, and taken the place of "him that worketh 
not, but believeth on Him that justifieth the 
ungodly "? Then also do you assuredly know " the 
blessedness of the man unto whom the Lord 
imputeth righteousness without works." 

"For I bear them record that they have a seal of 
God, but not according to knowledge. For they 
being ignorant of God's righteousness, and going 
about to establish their own righteousness, have not 
submitted themselves unto the righteousness of God. 
For Clirist is the end of the law for righteoumes* 
to every one tltat BELIEVETH But what 
saith it? The word is nigh thee, even in thy mouth, 
and in thy heart: that is, the word of faith, which 
we preach; that if thou shalt confess with thy 
mouth the Lord Jesus, and shalt believe in thine 
heart that God hath raised Him from the dead, thou 
shalt be saved. For with the heart man believeth 
unto righteonsness; and with the mouth confession 
is made unto salvation. For the scripture saith, 
Whosoever believeth on Him shall not be ashamed." 
(Rom. x. 2-4, 8-11.) , 
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IURING Napoleon's wars in Germany, 
a French regiment, on its march 
through the country, was quartered 
on the inhabitants of a certain 
village. Among the soldiers was 

one of a remarkably fierce and savage aspect, with 
a black beard, surmounted by an immense quantity 
of bristly hair, who, in his gestures and whole de
meanour, affected to personify the wild man of the 
woods. The farmer upon whom he happened to be 
billeted was terrified at the sight of his guest, and 
told the officer that he would agree to take, in the 
place of such a savage, two of a less ferocious appear
ance. The officer agreed, and took the soldier to other 
houses; but receiving the same answer, he turned 
him into the street to find a lodging for himsel£ 

This happened on an evening when the few 
members of the society (Moravian) met for edifica
tion in the hall of one of their number, who acted 
as their leader and kept them together. He was 
standing at his door, and saw the poor man passing 
by more than once. At length he asked him on 
whom he was quartered. The soldier answered that 
no one would take him in. The brother, though 
somewhat alarmed by his fierce looks, on being 
assured that he would behave decently, feeling pity 
for him, showed him into his house. 

On seeing the benches placed in order, and a 
little organ in the hall, he asked if it were a church, 
and was answered that he would soon see the use 
to which these things were applied. He sat down 
in astonishment. The company assembled, a hymn 
was sung, a portion of Scripture read, and a prayer 
offered up. The poor man was deeply affected, and 
exclaimed, "You are a happy people. Would God I 
were like you! But I hear none of these things. I am 
a poor wretch, and shall be shot in the next battle." 

The brethren spoke kindly to him, and directed 
him to that Saviour who will cast none out, not 
even the worst By the kindness of his charitable 
host, he now got a good supper and a night's lodging. 

In the morning early he went out and sought 
the farmer who had first thrust him away, whom 
he demanded to see, and then informed how and 
where he had found much more comfortable 
4uafter The fanner laughed him to scorn; and, 
being a great enemy of the brethren, replied that 
he was very welcome to join those wretched pietists, 
but as for himself he would never enter their house. 

" But you shall, though," cried the rough soldier, 
enraged at hearing his hospitable friends abused;" you 
shall attend this very day at their evening worship, 
and I will come and fetch you, and take no denial.91 

The soldier was as good as his word. At the 
proper time he appeared at the farmer's door, who, 
terrified by his determined manner, accompanied 
him, and, to the surprise of all present, was found 
seated next to his conductor, who fairly mounted 
guard over him. 

But now the Lord's time was come. The wrath 
and fright of the poor farmer vanished, and, touched 
by a divine power, he sought and found forgiveness 
of sin through the atoning blood of Jesus. He 
went home in a very different state of mind from 
that in which he entered the house, and by his tes
timony his wife and family were awakened to a sense 
of their lost estate by nature, and with prayer and 
supplication sought and obtained the same mercy. 

The conversion of this man and his family 
created a great sensation in the village, and proved 
the means, under the influence of the Holy Spirit, 
of the conversion of many souls. 

n LIVING sflviean. 
OT long ago I called upon a lady, and, 
after some conversation, I asked her 
how long she had been a Christian. 
She replied, " I have been a believer 
for years, I might almost say from 
childhood; but I never knew ' peace 
with God,' or my place as a Christian, 
till this summer at one of your preach
ings, when I saw for the first time in 

my life that there was a real living Man in the 
glory of God, and that Man was my Saviour. I 
had been accustomed to think of Jesus as a Spirit, 
but never realized till then that He was a real living 
Man, alive in heaven." 

Are there not numbers in the same condition) 
Believers in Christ they undoubtedly are. Their 
hearts have really trusted Him. They believe He 
died for them; but there they stop; they have never 
seen Him alive in heaven. They often sing— 

" Cling to the cross, the burden will fall; " 
yet somehow the burden does not fall, in spite of 
their clinging to the cross; and time after time 
they are disheartened, and cast down in despair, and 
even doubt their conversion, and groan and sigh for 
deliverance. 
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I feel sure this is really tl\e experience of I 
numbers of believers in the present day; and what 
passes current amongst them as real Christian ex
perience—groaning in bondage, clinging to the 
cross, and longing for deliverance. 

But is "clinging to the cross" the gospel! 
Does it rid believers of their burden, and give them 
"peace with God"? Does it bring them deliverance? 
Most certainly not. 

It reminds me of a dear young Christian in Scot
land, who was met one day by a very worthy man 
who had long known her, but had not seen her for 
some time. After the usual salutations of the day 
had passed, he very kindly inquired, " Are you still 
clinging to the cross f" 

"Oh, no!" replied the young woman. "I'm 
not doing that now, sir/1 

"Indeed! * said he. "And can you do without 
the cross then f" 

"Oh no, sir!" she answered. "I cannot do 
without it. It is the foundation of all my blessings. 
But the cross is nothing without Him, sir; and I 
have found out that Christ is neither on the cross, 
nor in the grave, but on the throne ; and I 've got my 
Saviour up there. It is only giving the cross its 
right place.99 

Yes; everything depends upon whether Christ 
is on the cross, in the grave, or on the throne. 
Where is He? " If Christ be not risen, then is our 
preaching [vain, and your faith is also vain . *. ye 
are yet in your sins." (1 Cor. xv. 14-17.) 80 said 
the apostle. "But now is Christ risen from the 
dead." (v. 20.) Then believers are not in their sins. 

When the blessed Lord hung on the cross He 
bore the believer's sins. He " bare our sins in His 
own body on the tree.99 (1 Peter ii 24.) He "was 
delivered for our offences.99 (Rom. iv. 25.) At that 
moment Jehovah made to meet " on ITim the 
iniquity of us alL99 (Isa. liii 6.) Then the sword 
of divine justice awoke against Jesus, the Man who 
was Jehovah's fellow. " He who knew no sin was 
made sin for us,99 and treated as sin. Darkness 
covered the earth; and the Son of God, in deepest 
fathomless sorrow, cried out, " My God, my God, 
why hast thou forsaken met99 (Matt, xxvii. 46.) 
Christ at that moment was forsaken of God, and 
bowed His head and died. 

Where is He f The resurrection morning dawned I 
on the women at the grave, and the angel proclaimed 
the glad tidings, "He is not here; for He is risen, 
as He said, Come, see the place where the Lord lay.99 

(Matt xxviiL 6.) The vacant cross and the empty 
grave alike repeat the blessed news, " He is risen.99 ' 

Look up, believer; look up! Stephen "looked 
up stedfastly into heaven, and saw the glory of 
God, and Jesus.99 (Acts ViL 55.) See yonder throne, 
occupied by the Son of man, Christ Jesus! The 
glory of God shines in His face. Could He be 
there if the sins were not gone? Could the glory 
light up His face if the sins were still upon Him t 
No! no! A thousand times, no! Mark, then, the 
contrast between Christ on the cross, in the distance 
and darkness bearing our sins and forsaken of God; 
and Christ on the throne, without our sins, accepted 
by God, "crowned with glory and honour,9' the 
glory of God shining in His blessed face. Now, 
say, is it clinging to the cross, or is it looking up to 
the throne where Christ is % I know your heart 
replies at once, " It is looking unto Jesus.99 

Why was He raised ? Let Romans iv. 25 answer. 
He "was delivered for our offences, and was raised 
again for oar justification" After Christ had 
glorified God at the cross about the question of sin, 
it was positive righteousness on God's part to take 
Him out of the grave, and put Him up in the 
glory. It was the divine answer to His work. 
And is it not due to Christ) who did that work, that 
God should give everyone who believes in Him the 
same place as He has given Him 1 Certainly it isj 
for Christ died not for Himself, but for us; and God 
has raised Him for our justification. Therefore 
every believer is justified in a risen Christ Christ 
in the glory is the believer's ever-subsisting right
eousness. 

The cross has closed the believer's history as 
belonging to the first Adam, under condemnation, 
and exposed to death and judgment For not only 
has " Christ died for our sins,99 but we have died 
with Him. We can say, "I am crucified with 
Christ.99 (GaL iL 20.) And if crucified with Him, 
God sees us no longer as men alive in the flesh, but 
associated with a risen Christ—" the last Adam "— 
in life and everlasting blessing. 

This is the standing of every believer in Christ; 
and the knowledge of this, received into the soul by 
faith, gives not only peace about the question of 
sins, but deliverance from the power of sin; so like
wise from the world, and from law. For if associ
ated with Christ in resurrection, united to Him in 
heaven by the Holy Ghost (and faith receives this 
on divine testimony), then we are done with the 
world in all its varied forms; our interests and 
hopes are all above, where Christ is. (CoL iii. 2.) 
Meanwhile, our path through this scene is marked 
out by Himself, and we are set here for a while to 
display what His power can do for us, till He return 
to receive us to Himself. 

Then spread the news far and wide, there is a 
real living Man in the glory of God to-day. At the 
same time, He " is over all, God blessed for ever/9 

(Rom. ix. 5.) He is not finishing the work of sal
vation on the cross, but alive in the glory, as the 
everlasting witness of its accomplishment. 

W. £ 

Digitized by Google 



N o r e m 2, 1886] THE GOSPEL WATCHMAN. 127 

"Ticce^DiNG mr 
A WORD OF STRONG CONSOLATION. 

rHAT is the definition usually given to 
these words, " According to "1 

In agreement' with, in proportion to 
anything. We speak of a man's giving according 
to his means; of an individual exerting himself 
according to his strength; of influence used for the 
benefit of othere according to a person's power and 
position; and of ability to perform various duties 
in life, being according to the knowledge of the 
parties concerned. These words are often met with 
in the word of God, especially in the Psalms and 
the New Testament; and for the strengthening of 
our faith, and encouragement of our hearts, let us 
ponder over a few of them. 

We are apt too much to look at the surface only 
without digging deep into the mine, afraid, it would 
almost seem, to appropriate the treasures which we 
know are therej but to whom are the " exceeding 
great and precious promises " of God's word given, 
and are they not "all yea and amen in Christ 
Jesus"! 

If we confine our thoughts more particularly to 
one or two passages in the New Testament where 
these words axe used, we shall, by the aid of God's 
Spirit, whose office it is to enlighten, see something 
of the force and beauty of the expression, as it is 
applied to the resources of God being made avail
able to us.. That well-known and oft-quoted passage 
(PhiL iv. 19), " But my God shall supply all your 
need according to His riches in glory by Christ 
Jesus," seems, from our feeble faith, to be but little 
understood We think of our need being supplied 
but barely. How little do we realise that our 
supply is to be in proportion to "His riches!" 
Who can imagine the boundless, illimitable, "un
searchable riches" of Christ) And are you and I, 
dear fellow-believer, to be supplied according to 
this t Then let us rejoice with exceeding joy, and 
not doubtingly mistrust that it is our "Father's 
good pleasure to give us the kingdom;" and having 

given us His Son, "with Him also freely to give us 
all things." 

If one of our wealthy noblemen promised to 
supply us with all we needed according to his 
means, satisfied with his kind intention and of his 
ability, should we not be relieved of immense care 1 
But what would this be to the promise which we 
have, if we only put out the hand of faith to take 
it, from Him who is " Lord of lords and King of 
kings "f " Riches and honour are with Him; yea, 
durable riches and righteousness* (Prov. viil 18); 
so that well might the apostle exclaim, " 0 the 
ctopth of the riches both of the wisdom and know
ledge of God!" Do we want righteousness 1 He 
has a robe ready for us. Do we "lack wisdom "f 
We have only to ask it of Him; for He "giveth 
liberally, and upbraideth not" " For ye know the 
grace of our Lord Jesus Christ, that, though He was 
rich, yet for your sakes He became poor, that we 
through His poverty might Be rich." 

But we want strength as well as riches, and St. 
Paul tells the Colossians (chap, i 10, 11) that he 
prayed " that they might walk worthy of the Lord 
unto all pleasing, being fruitful in every good work, 
and increasing in the knowledge of God; strength
ened with all might, according to His glorious 
power, unto all patience and long-suffering with 
joyfrdness." 

Oh, do we want strength for our spiritual war
fare, strength for our daily duties, strength to suffer 
and to bear? Need we, with such a storehouse to 
apply to, where " all might" is given in proportion 
to the "glorious power of the Giver, who is the 
omnipotent-JehovahM1 "Will He plead against 
us with His great power V9 says Job. No; but He 
will put strength in us. He has promised that they 
who " wait upon Him shall renew their strength!" 
He has promised, " I will strengthen thee; yea, I 
will help thee;" and, " Surely shall one say, In the 
Lord have I righteousness and strength.11 In all 
ages we have the testimony of those who have 
received it 

David says, "Because thou hast been my help, 
therefore in the shadow of thy wings will I rejoice." 
(Ps. briii 7.) Isaiah says, "Thou hast been a 
strength to the poor, a strength to the needy in his 
distress." (Isa. m 4.) And St. Paul tells king 
Agrippa that, having " obtained help of God/1 he 
continued to that dayj and in writing to his son 
Timothy, he tells him that, when falsely accused, 
"the Lord stood with him and strengthened him;" 
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and having received the assurance—"My grace is 
sufficient for thee: for my strength is made perfect 
in weakness"—well might he add, "Most gladly 
therefore will I rather glory in my infirmities, that 
the power of Christ may rest upon me; for when I 
am weak then am I strong." And have you not, 
dear fellow-Christians, experienced this infusion of 
strength which has caused you to say, " I can do 
all things through Christ, who strengthened me "1 
And will you not then " trust in the Lord for ever: 
for with the Lord Jehovah is everlasting strength"t 

And now, having thought a little of the " depth 
of the riches," and the magnitude of the power of 
God, what shall we say of His mercy, of His ldvel 
It seems too exalted, too profound a subject to touch, 
and yet it comes nearest to our wants. 

* According to His mercy He saved uaw Not 
according to our sins has He dealt with us, "not by 
works of righteousness which we have done" has 
He saved us, but according to His mercy" Oh, the 
"length, and breadth, and depth, and height" of 
this mercy! Who can fathom itf Who can tell 
its bounds) It is " from everlasting to everlasting." 
It "passeth knowledge;" and time would fail in 
attempting to reckon the proofs of this great lova 
St John, in chap. iii. of his first epistle, produces 
evidence after evidence of its greatness and all* 
sufficiency. "Behold, what manner of love the 
Father hath bestowed upon us, that we should be 
called the sons of God" " Hereby perceive we the 
love of God, because He laid down His life for us." 
11 Herein is love, not that we loved God, but that 
He loved us, and sent His Son to be the propitiation 
for our sins." "We love Him because He first 
loved us." And St Paul, in Romans v., says, 
"God commendeth His love toward us, in that 
while we were yet sinners Christ died for us." If 
interested in this great love, this great salvation, 
shall we not also joy in God through our Lord 
Jesus Christ, by whom we have now received the 
atonement* and rejoice that nothing can separate us 
from the love of Christ—neither death nor life, 
things present nor things to come, nor height, nor 
depth, nor any other creature) "for in all these 
things we are more than conquerors through Him 
that loved us." 

But what is it which secures these inestimable 
privileges and blessings to us 1 

David, in Psalm cxix. and elsewhere, prays to be 
" upheld," to be quickened, to be enlightened " ac
cording to " God's word. Yee> " faithful is He that 

promised," and herein is our security. " Hath He 
said, and will He not do itf hath He spoken, and 
will He not make it good)" 

Even when thinking of His mercy we too often 
overlook His faithfulness. Not one jot or tittle 
shall faiL " His promise is yea and amen," and 
never was forfeited yet " Heaven and earth shall 
pass away, but Christ's word shall not p*ss away." 
"It is impossible for God to lie." "Tor what if 
some do not believe) shall their unbelief make the 
faith of God without effect? God forbid: yea, let 
God be true, but every man a liar." 

" Once have I sworn by my holiness that I will 
not lie unto David." " He cannot deny Himself" 
but is ever " faithful and true." " My command 
will I not break, nor alter the thing that has gone 
out of my lips." And having promised us strength, 
riches, mercy, " according to" His boundless store, 
let us seek them more earnestly and believingly 
than ever, remembering that He is honoured and 
glorified by our unswerving trust in His faithful
ness and power, and has said, "According to your 
faith be it unto you." 

" In having THBS we all possess 
Wisdom, and strength, and righteousness, 
And holiness complete." 

JSEEDVIJiK 
OES a mournful sense of failure 

Gather deeply round your soul f 
Has your goiaen seed been wafted 

Where the foaming torrents roll ? . 
Cast your bread upon the waters, 

God will keep it in His hand; 
S&da, now sown in faith, will meet you, 

Blooming in a happier land. 
Have long years of patient sowing 

Clad your wrinkled brow with grey! 
Do no flowers spring to greet you, 

Casting sunshine on your way ? 
Be not weary in well-doing, 

Faint not, though the way be drew; 
Faith can paint the distant harvest, 

Perfect trust can cast out fear. 
Have long years of untold suffering, 

Years bedewed with many a tear. 
Kept your longing hands from sowing 

All the Beeds you hold so dear? 
Weep not, weep not, trust your Saviour; 

Years of grief and suffering here 
Fit you for a glorious mission 

In a happier, nobler sphere. 
Have you lost some golden chances ? 

Do you mourn for words unsaid ? 
Does remorse for sinful silence 

Haunt you with a feverish dread ? 
Fear not, for no soul can perish 

Through your sad tinfkithfulness; 
God will guide them eveiy.moment, 

Though you lose them in the press. 
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"I BELIEVE WE JiiUjSV DO ^ejdEJJHNfl;" 
OR, THE COACHBUILDER'S CONVERSION. 

|OILS were being saved at the 
gospel meetings held in . 
Entering the workshop of a 
(< mchbuilder in the place, the 
preacher asked if he had at
tended any of the services. 
"No," was the curt reply, 
" and I don't mean to." 

"Why not 1" 
11 Because you are teaching false doctrine." 
" What false doctrine are we teaching ?" 
"You are telling the people that they can be 

saved by simple faith in Christ, and I believe we 
must do something." 

" What then can you do ?" 
Thinking for a little while, he replied, " Well, 

really I don't know.1' 
The preacher noticed two wheels lying on the 

floor—on? painted, varnished, and ready for use; 
and the other in a half-finished condition. Seising a 
spokeshave which lay near to him, he placed it close 
to the finished wheel as if he were about to scrape the 
paint and varnish o$ when the coachbuilder firmly 
grasped his hand, and asked him what he was about 
to da 

" I am going to finish this wheel" 
" Why, man," said he, " it 'a finished." 
Bailing his hand again, as if he hind not heard or 

understood what he was told, the preacher seemed 

about to repeat the experiment, when the coach-
builder impatiently, if not angrily, exclaimed: 

"Did I not tell you that that wheel was finished ? 
If you wish to use the spokeshave try it on the 
other one." 

The servant of Christ looking into his face spoke 
thus: " You objected to my doing anything to the 
wheel for the simple reason that it was ready for 
use, completed, finished. I could not improve it, 
and I could not add to it Now, let me ask, What 
were the last words of the Lord Jesus Christ?" 

11' When Jesus therefore had received the vinegar, 
He said, IT IS FINISHED.' (John xix. 30.) 

" When the Lord Jesus uttered these words, was 
everything that was necessary for your soul's deliver
ance completed 1 Or was something left undone) 
Have you to add to Christ's finished work!" 

The conversation was blessed to the coachbuilder. 
He was led to see that God was perfectly satisfied 
with what Christ had done, and that no works, 
prayers, or happy feelings of his were necessary to 
obtain salvation; and by resting on the " finished 
work " he had the assurance of the living God that 
his sins would be all blotted out. 

Header, do you imagine that you have something 
meritorious to do in order to be saved ? Have you 
been thinking that Christ has done His part of the 
work, and you have to do yours? If so, be unde
ceived. Your "part" is to cease working to obtain 
forgiveness, to cease praying for salvation, to cease 
looking into your heart, and believe on the Lord 
Jesus Christ who suffered and died far you. God is 
perfectly satisfied toith the finished work of Christ; 
He is not satisfied with your works or prayw*, your 
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church attendance or religions observances, bat He 
is satisfied with what Christ did for you on Calvary's 
cross. " This is the work of God, that ye BKLIEVB 

ON HIM whom He hath sent" (John vi. 29.) The 
great work by which sin has been put away is 
finished, and God asks you to believe on Him who 
did it all and paid it all. It may seem to you to be 
" too easy" a way, but it is God's way, and His only 
way of saving lost sinners. Though an " easy way" 
it is not " too easy," since it is obtained thrpugh 
believing in another who Buffered the penalty of 
our sins, and died in our stead. No longer hesitate. 
Time is passing, and eternity is nearing. 

" Weary, working, plodding one, 
Wherefore toil yon so ? 

CEASE TOUR DOING ; ALL WAS DONE 
Long, long ago. 

It is finished; yes, indeed, 
^ Finished every jot; 

Sinner, this is all you need, 
Tell me, is it not?" 

A. M. 

n HFE-BEHP F6S SINKING WTO*. 
' OT lojig ago I was called to visit a man 

in sore soul trouble. I found him look
ing into the dark future with considerable 
dread and anguish. His conscience had 

been aroused from a long sleep, and the voice of 
God was ringing in his ears. A woman who was 
present appeared to be in somewhat similar circum
stances. She said: 
. "He be cruel afraid. He stares at the wall all 
day long, as if he saw something before him, and he 
don't speak, but cries and sighs. I be miserable 
like with seeing and hearing him.- Do you know 
what sort of trouble that is, sir?" 

" Yes," I replied, " I have known something of 
that sort of trouble. But I found a sure cure for it 
long ago.'1 The man looked at me,, and seeing I had 
got his attention, I asked what he feared 1 

"I fear my sins, and I fear death, and God, 
and " 

"And the bad place, hell," I replied. 
" Yes, sir;" and the tears flowed freely from both. 
"You are like a man who has fallen into the 

water," I said, "and is in danger of drowning. He 
sees the waves rolling in upon himj he feels that he 
ii sif) king; for there is ifothing that he can cling to j 
for support, and if no help comes he will surely be' 
downed!" I 

al»atfsjii»bitisir,whe»pBei 

" I am very glad you feel like that," I said; " for 
when a man sees the danger he is in, it is then he 
gets anxious to escape from it Your sins are rolling 
in upon you like waves of the sea, and they will 
surely overwhelm you unless you can be rescued. 
But there is a little word here," I continued, open
ing my Bible, "that has chased away my fears 
many times, and that always cures me: 'What 
time I am afraid, I will trust in thee.999 

"And, sir, bean't you never afraid 1 Don't you 
get tossed upon the billows sometimes I'9 

",No,w I replied; "I am not afraid now, though 
the billows rise high. I always wear a lifehdt, so 
that the waves cannot drown me.99 

I had got their earnest attention; they had for
gotten their fears while I was telling them about 
my life-belt 

"A life-belt, sir; what is thatf'9 exclaimed the 
woman* 

"I replied, "It is something worn around the 
body that wfll save a man from drowning. I wear 
a life-belt which is proof against all the waves of 
sin and trouble which Satan and my conscience 
cause to rise up." 

They both looked to see it around my waist, but 
it was invisible to them. I told them it was not 
worn outside, but inside, in the heart. 

"You say you are greatly afraid 1" 
"Yes, sir/' 
" What makes you afraid)" I asked. 
"Why, sir, 'tis my sins.99 

" Yes,191 said, " this is the cause of fear, and the 
cure for it is, trust in God Now, to trust in God 
is to believe what God saith. I am not afraid, 
because I wear a lifebelt, and my life-belt is made 
up of some beautiful scriptures.99 I then read to 
them, dwelling upon the words, "'and the Lord 
hath laid upon Him the iniquities of us alL9 God 
tells me I am a ruined sinner, and cannot save 
myself, and I believe Ood, and rejoice to see what 
He hath done with sina ' God condemned tin in 
the flesh in Christ.' God put my condemnation 
upon His Son, and He died, the just One, for me, 
the unjust, to bring me to God. He put away 
sin by the sacrifice of Himself. That which stood 
between me and God is removed by Himself. I 
can come to Him with all my jjuilt and sins, and 
He has pledged Himself to cast out none who come 
to Him. I put my finger upon these scriptures and 
say they are mine, because they are the dechrations 
of God; they are written for our ftifh to. lay hold 
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of, and when we believe God, we honour Him, and 
this is to be saved. And because this is so, seel 
what next God does with sins. 

"' Be it known unto you, that through this Man. 
is preached unto you the forgiveness of sins: and by 
Him all that believe are justified from all things.9 

Having accepted this great and glorious message from 
God, what follows is mine, 'justifiedfrom all things.' 
Thus my sins are gone, and my fears are gone; sins 
and fears gone together. Where are they gone tot 
' Cast into the depths of the sea.' The sins and 
fears go to the bottom of the sea, while I can ride 
upon the waves in perfect safety. As the sins and 
fears sink deeper and deeper, so I rise higher and 
higher. So. for apart are my sins from me, that, 
1 as far as the east is from the west, so far hath He 
removed our transgressions from us/ Those are the 
two extremes of God's great universe, east and west, 
and that is just what the cross of Jesus teaches me. 
It points far back into eternity, the east of God's 
love in Christ, and it points on to the west of the 
eternity to come. The death of Jesus is the centre, I 
the great centre, of God's manifested love to His 
people, and His manifested judgment upon sin. 
And now there is one beautiful verse which closes 
the door against all my fears, ' And their sins and 
iniquities will I remember no more.' " 

Their eyes were opened; they saw and believed, 
and their tears fell fast; their hearts had been 
broken by love, wondrous love. The joyful excla
mation was: 

111 never heard such beautiful words put together 
before/1 

So we went over them again. Sin laid on Jesus 
(Isa. liii. 4*6); sin condemned in Jesus (John L 
29; Bom. viii 3); sin put away by Jesus (Rom. iv. 
35); forgiveness of sins preached through Jesus 
(Heb. ix. 28; Acts xiii 38); sin buried in the 
depths of the sea (Micah vii 9); sin removed as far 
as the east is from the west (Ps. ciii. 12); sins 
remembered no more. (Heb. x. 17.) 

" Now,'91 said, " these scriptures are written for 
the joy and comfort of such poor sinners as are in 
trouble about their sins, and who wish to be 
delivered from them. Faith is believing God, 
trusting His word; and the more simply any one 
takes God at His word, the less will he dread to 
meet God. There will be no waves to harm the 
*pul who rests in Him." 

"Well, sir, the fears be all gone now* lean 
trust in Jesus now." 

"Then," I said, "you have put on the life-belt%" 
" Yes, sir; I can believe all my sins are forgiven, 

because Jesus had them, and God says so." 
" Now," I said, " there is something better still 

than this." 
" Better than this, sir 1" was the exclamation of 

surprise. 
" Yes; let us look and see what God does for the 

person He forgives. ' Yea, I have loved thee with an 
everlasting love: therefore with lovingkindness have 
I drawn thee*1 

" Now He draws me to Him to bestow, southing 
upon me; to make me rich. The first thing He 
gives me is everlasting life, a life like His own; not 
a life that can be taken away, or stolen, or lost, but 
one that is 'hid with Christ in God.' Ne*t He 
brings me nigh by the blood of Jesus; as near as a 
son can be to the Father. A little while since I 
was far off and an enemy, but I am now a son of 
God, and loved with the same love that God loves 
Jesus. His everlasting love has provided for me 
everlasting mercy; this is my daily enjoyment, 
mercy\ mercyf till I go and see His face, and be like 
TTim. Another precious fruit of His great love is 
the clothing He has put upon me, which will never 
wear out, or grow old, nor can be defiled; it is called 
everlasting righteousness; Christ made unto us who 
believe wisdom, and righteousness, and sanctifioation, 
and redemption. 

" Again, everlasting joy is mine, to fill my heart 
with." 

The exclamation of delight at these precious 
truths to these new-born souls was expressed in 
words like these : 

"Oh, how beautiful! I never knew there* was 
suck beautiful words in the Bible; no wonder, sir, 
you be so happy, with such beautiful words in your 
mind/1 

Dear reader, all these things, and ten thousand 
times more, are treasured up in the Lord Jesus 
Christ for feith to draw from. Do you know any
thing of these things in reality t Can you walk 
about all the day long in the name of the Lord and 
say, All these are mine now, mine for ever, because I 
am " Christ's, and Christ is God's " 1 Accept Him 
humbly, truly, as God's love-gift to you, and all that 
God hath will be yours. Reject Him, and you 
secure all that is reserved for the devil and his angels* 

Which shall it bet Don't turn away, but say 
which. The Lord Himself is coming quickly; He 
is at hand. But what shall His coming dp for you, 

I reader 1 When the door of glory is opened for those 
who look for Him, that will be the signal for closing 
the door of mercy to you, unsaved one, if* found 

I still unsaved. 
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jaflBEIi'g DEPARTURE.* 
B " Y «X. W . J"OX*XXA>CT-

'And Jeaus called a little child unto Him."—MATT, xviil. 2. 

44 Let me go to my dear Saviour, „ 
For I see His lovely face; 

He has called me home to glory, 
Where I '11 rest in His embrace/' 

(HE was the eldest of a family of seven 
children, only eleven years and eight 
months old, quiet and rather shy and 
retiring in her manner; but she showed 

a sweet, childlike affection for her precious Saviour, 
the Lord Jesus Christ. Her favourite hymn, which 
she always loved to sing, was— 

1 " Fade, fade, each earthly joy; 
Jesus is mine !"t 

One day she was out playing with some of her 
brothers and sisters, when she was bitten by a rabid 
dog* It was a very severe wound on the leg; and 
whilst laid up with it I visited her, and found the 
dear little sufferer so patient, and not complaining 
in the least 

The wound healed up, and two months having 
passed by since the accident, it was thought that 
she had frilly recovered; but one evening she did 
not appear to be so well, and early the next 
morning she was stricken with that terrible disease 
hydrophobia. 

Earnest prayer was offered for her recovery; or, 
otherwise, that the Lord would spare her a long 
season of suffering. This latter request He granted 
by taking her to be with Himself in the glory on 
the morning of the next day. 

During her sufferings she asked the doctor if he 
could do anything for her; but learning that 
he was unable to help her further than he had, 
she looked up to her loving Saviour, her countenance! 
brightened, and she committed herself to Him in 
such precious utterances as: " Dear Lord, help me! 
I shan't be long, only a little while. I 'm coming, 
Lord 1 Dear Lord, I 'm coming; I shan't be long. 
I 'm coming, I 'm coming, dear Lord I Don't hold 
me! Let me go; let me go, I say! I see His 
lovely face! I see His loved face! I shall soon be | 
in the glory. Don't cry, mamma, don't cry; 11 
shall soon be in the glory." 

Then, seeing her mother about to leave the room, I 
she said, " Don't go away, mamma. Wait and see! 

*• Published separately in enamelled covers, Set, per doz. i 
t Sacnd Songs and Solos, No. 189. 

me go to the glory; I shan't be long. I see dear 
grandma. Oh, do take me, dear Lord; take me! 
He is such a dear, loving God!" And remembering 
her pains, she remarked, " Jesus suffered more than 
this for ma Yes; oh, yes, yes, yes!" 

After this she bade an affectionate good-bye to 
her parents and brothers and sisters; and thinking 
of her unsaved friends, she said, " O God, save all 
my unsaved relations. Bless them, bless them alL 
Bring them all to glory; bring them all, dear Lord, 
for Jesus' sake—oh, yes, for Jesus' sake. Give my 
love to all at M——. Tell them I '11 meet them in 
the glory." 

She then began to sing her favourite hymn— 
" Fade, fade, each earthly joy ; 

Jeans is mine! 
Break every tender tie; 

Jesus is mine!" 

And then quickly she added, " And I am His! I 
am His!" 

Her father asked the doctor if she would die like 
this. She at once heard him, and said, "Die? 
Never die J Live for ever in the glory! I can 
hear them singing. I see His lovely face. They 
are waiting for me. Don't hold me! Let me go! 
Bless dear mamma. Do not let this make her ill. 
There 11 be six and two, dear Lord; six and two, 
dear Lord"—which meant six children, papa and 
mamma. She omitted herself, which would have 
made the seventh, because she was passing away. 

Again being reminded of her pain, she said, " I 
am in no pain. Don't cry. He is such a loving 
God! I can't suffer as much as Jesus did. Oh, 
no! oh, no! No more sore legs, no more pain, in 
the glory, I 'm going to be with Himself, His own 
dear self." 

And then, as she became unconscious, her last 
words were— 

" I *m getting nearer, nearer, nearer." 

Such, dear young friend, was the blessed and 
happy departure of this beloved child, to be for 
ever with the Lord. 

And now let me affectionately ask you, Are you 
ready to meet the Lord t and, if called away, have 
you the joy of knowing your sins forgiven, and 
your soul saved f 

Remember, you cannot prepare yourself, or make 
your peace with God. But Christ Jesus has " made 
peace through the blood of His cross " (GoL i- 20); 
and* that precious blood also cleanses from all sin. 
(1 John L 7.) 
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Ton are therefore exhorted to believe in this 
wondrous love of God; that Jesus suffered, bled, 
and died for you—receiving Him as your own 
precious Saviour, and committing your soul to Him 
for salvation. 

Then you have His blessed word for it, that " he 
that heareth and believeth hath eternal life, and 
cometh not into judgmentj but hath passed out of 
death into life/9 (John v. 24, a.v.) 

And when the Lord calls you away, it would be, 
like dear Mabel, to see "His lovely face"—that 
face which was so marred more than any man's at 
the cross, when He suffered for our sins—and to 
rest in His love, and abide in His presence for 
evermore. 

"There shall we see His face, 
And in His glory shine; 

There sing the wonders of His grace, 
And dwell in love divine." 

BRIEF JFIJdE. 
'MIS but a speck of time at best, 

X A quickly-measured span, so small 
That in that long eternity of rest 

'Twill cease, 'twill fade far past recall* 
We surely shall look back and trace 

Our footsteps in the wilderness, 
Wond'ring at all His patient grace, 

At all His love and faithfulness. 
'Twill but add fulness to our praise 

In learning then His guiding hand, 
Which led us in our pilgrim days 

Right onward to the looked-for land. 
And there we may look back and meet 

A child who oft would sigh and say, 
" How long, 0 Lord ? These bleeding feet 

Are weary with the rugged way." 
For here we cannot always know 

His ways; but there Himself shall tell 
How that in days of weal and woe 

He led us, doing all things welL 
And now we look beyond brief time, 

Counting its griefs as nought compared 
With joys unknown, save in yon clime 

Of gladness now for us prepared. 
And what though griefs and cares oppress ? 

Look up, and catch His tender smile, 
Telling, in all thy weariness, 

" 'Tis only for a little while." 
A little while, He 11 come again— 

A little while to serve Him here, 
And then the Bang Himself shall deign 

To serve thee, wiping off each tear. 
E'en now at times we catch a gleam 

Of glory from the living light, 
And hail with joy that star whooe beam 

Heralds a dawn that knows not night. 

YJIE a]W?KIN6 Dfl¥. 
HE theatre rings with shouts of laughter. 
It is the Christmas pantomime. 

The clown is playing his part well, 
when suddenly he staggers, he cries, and 

falls. Is this a part of the play, or is it something 
more than acting? The audience scarce know 
whether to applaud or to rush to his assistance, till, 
carried back behind "the scene,9' he passes from 
their gaze a raving maniac. 

Screaming, foaming at the mouth, and desperately 
struggling, he is conveyed in a cab to the nearest 
hospital. 

Here the fit increases in intensity, as, with glaring 
eyes and gnashing teeth, he tries to bite all who 
come within his reach. 

The poor fellow remains in this sad state until a 
strong electric shock brings him to hfe senses, and 
immediately standing upright upon his feet, he 
wonders what has taken place. 

The stage, with its dazzling gas-lights and merry 
crowd of the theatre, has been changed for the quiet 
and sombre hospital, with a few grave and anxious 
faces. 

Trembling all over, he walks that night through 
the streets of London, dressed in his clown's curious 
garb, with the patches of red paint still upon his 
face. He is only, however, to enter his home, for 
scarce crossing its threshold he falls down to die. 
His wife and daughter rush to his aid, the by
standers start aside with horror; restoratives are 
vain, and there, upon his own floor, he lies a corpse 
—a corpse arrayed in a clown's wig and chequered 
clothes, with the deceiving daubs upon his cheeks, 
preventing the truth being discerned of their pale 
bloodleesness. 

Death, that grim monster, with his icy hand, got 
a grip of his vitals, and the noise of the theatre 
could not drown the voice of his summons, nor 
could its brilliant lights exclude the dark enemy. 
For death cares not for fancied costumes, and speaks 
to the pantomime actor and the pantomime admirer, 
that there is something real behind the scenes, in 
spite of the shams played before them. Oh, what 
an unmasker death is! 

Such a scene may Ml to amuse, but let it not 
fail to instruct He that hath ears to hear let him 
hear the voice that speaks and wains us that the 
TmmflflkiTig day is at hand* So suddenly may it 
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come that you will not hear the noiseless tramp of 
the steel-clad hoofs of "the pale horse19 till his 
rider has cut yon down with his sword, already 
whetted for you* Then a great ransom could not 
deliver you- u Man being in honour ahideth not: 
he is like the beasts that perish. Their way is their 
foHy. . . . Like sheep they are laid in the grave; 
death shall feed on them. . . . for when he dieth, 
he shall carry nothing away: his glory shall not 
descend after him." (Ps. xlix.) 

It may be you reject theatre-going and outward 
worldliness; you are looked upon as a Christian, 
and you like to be thought such by man, no matter 
what God thinks. It is only the garb of profession; 
you are acting a part that is not true; and the 
painted cheeks hide your real lifelessness, for you 
have not Christ, in whom alone is eternal life. 

But with prayers and religion, good works and 
profession, with amiability and benevolence, you 
are hastening sit a fearful rate to that day of unmask
ing—that great day of realities, when the secrets of 
all hearts shall be revealed. Take beed lest even 
from .the communion-rails you descend into that pit 
which, though unseen by your blinded eyes, is 
yawning beside your—then for ever to drink of the 
wine of the fierceness of the wrath of Almighty 
God 

You may deceive your fellow-men, but God is 
not so easily mocked; And it is with Him you 
must have to do. . 

PE7JCE, G371GE, OlfOItY. 

) ONG time I strove and prayed, 
( My striving was in vain, 

Bat Christ the mighty debt has paid, 
And, rising, burst the chain. 

like music in mine ear, 
His aooents sweet and low, 

"Tis finished," banished every fear; 
He bore my weight of woe. 

I saw that all was done, 
And through His precious blood 

My sonl can stand before the throne, 
Nor fear the eye of God. 

Doubt, darkness passed away, 
I seek the Father's faoe, 

For night I have the gladsome day, 
The sunlight of His grace. 

And glory, too, is mine, 
For Christ, my Lord, shall oome 

And raise His saints by power divine, 
. To dwell in rest at home. 

r J . B-

GENTLEMAN on crossing a 
bridge in a picturesque part of 

^ M B i v \ South Wales met a labouring 
^ ^ ^ ^ H s w v m a n , w ^° ^rom kk begrimed 

"Wt̂  appearance might have just 
emerged from a coal-pit 

" Welly my man/9 said the gentleman, " can you 
tell me what is the most remarkable thing in the 
neighbourhood V meaning, no doubt, old castles, 
mountains, or waterfalls, &c. To his amazement 
the man promptly answered : 

«I am, sir." 

" You—you are ? How can that be 1" 

" Well, sir, not very long ago I was a drunken, 
swearing fellow in yonder town; and now, through 
God's graoe, I am His dear child. And I say, sir, 
/ am the most remarkable thing to be seen here." 
And the man spoke and looked as if he meant 
what he said. 

" And so you are, my man," said the gentleman, 
who was a true Christian ; and his heart filled with 
gratitude and praise to God for having plucked 
this poor sinner as a brand from the fire, and made 
him an heir of glory. It was cause for thanks
giving indeed. Men may educate and help their 
fellow-men to lead outwardly respectable lives, but 
the heart still remains "enmity" towards God. 
The man who has only turned over a new leaf, 
as men term it, has still the wroth of God abiding 
on him, is still under condemnation- Those solemn 
words of Him who is the faithful and true Witness, 
"Ye must be born again," may well be laid to 
heart, because* without this all-important change 
there is no entrance into the kingdom of God. 
(John iii.) The poor man alluded to above knew 
this mighty change, and it was all brought about 
by the Holy Spirit of God leading him, as a lost 
sinner, to trust entirely and only in the Lord Jesus 
Christ, "who was delivered for our offences, and 
raised again for our justification." " To Him give 
all the prophets witness, that through His name 
whosoever believeth in Him shall receive remission 
of sins/9 (Acts x. 43.) ' 
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llOME time ago the daily papers all 
rang with praise towards one who 
had gallantly gone through the smoke 
and flames of a burning house to 
rescue some of its inmates. 

I t was a noble deed. He had ascended the fire-
escape, and entered the window of the house amidst 
the acclamations of an assembled crowd. One by one 
he had brought six persons to his ladder, and they 
were all safely landed on the street below. The last 
one was brought, exhausted though he was with his 
brave task, and put safely down the escape j but his 
foot caught in part of the netting at the top, and 
he was precipitated with violence to the pavement 
below, and was killed. This brave act was not 
forgotten. Thousands, from the poorest to the 
richest, oontributed to a ftind which was afterwards 

opened for the support of his widow and children. 
Never perhaps for many, many years was there such 
a scene witnessed as when the poor fellow was 
buried. Such a deed could not be forgotten. On 
the coffin were placed the dented helmet and his axe. 
Thousands were willing to follow his body to the 
grave, and pay the last tribute of respect to one so 
truly noble. All could understand it. That dented 
helmet told the story—he had died in saving others. 

But what of the Lord Jesus, who by no accident 
died, but gave up that precious life to save a guilty 
world of sinners ? He was numbered with trans
gressors, and bare the sins of many. " Christ died 
for the ungodly." (Rom. v. 6.) 

I can fancy I hear one of those six persons saying, 
as they look at the coffin being lowered to its last 
resting-place, " He died for me ; he came to save 
and rescue vie from that burning house;" and the 
tears of gratitude would flow down. No love like 
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this could be forgotten by them. He who saved 
them must live in their memory as long as life can 

. lasL Is the Lord Jesus treated sot Ah, no 1 He 
who could willingly die in our stead on a cruel cross 
of wood is forgotten by a world now lying in the 
wicked one. We speak of God's love; but herein 
is Hie love seen; for " He gave His only Son, that 
whosoever believeth in Him should not perish, but 
have everlasting life." Can love like this be treated 
lightly or despised) It is so; the gory stream 
which flowed from those five bleeding wounds He 
bore is trampled upon by multitudes who have 
heard again and again that it cleanseth from all 
sin. I trust it is not so with you, my reader. 
Believe that word of His (John iii 16) as including 
you, and be saved. Bring nothing but an empty 
heart—no merit, no goodness, nothing, but come 
just as you are. " Fly, FLT to those dear wounds 
of His." Think not of others when your own safety 
is at stake; waste no time in useless speculations; 
the escape is at your hand; the loving arm of the 
Saviour is near, you are in awful danger of the loss 
of your precious soul. The grave could not hold 
Him. The Lord of life rose, and is now at the 
right hand of God as a Prince and Saviour. (Acts 
v. 31.) From that place of glory He speaks to 
you—Tie invitee you to come—He could not do 
more. He gave Himself a sacrifice, and the blessed 
work is done: accept Him who did it now, and 
yours is a saved soul. 

Reader, have you met, and has the Saviour 
spoken to you pardon and peace) Think not to 
hide from Him; He knows your state; but He 
tames to save you; offer no objection to His love; 
slight it not Say not, like Israel of old, "Wherein 
hast Thou loved ust" (MaL i. 2) when the crote of 
Calvary is presented to you now. Can you forget 
that) Heaven cannot; angels cannot; devils can
not; the saints of God brought nigh by that 
precious blood cannot How can you? "He 
who was rich for our sakes became poor, that we 
through His poverty might be rich "—rich for ever, 
rich with the glory of heaven, rich with a crown 
that fadeth not away, rich in companionship with 
our loving Lord! 

Think on these things, and above all " BKLIBVB 
on the Lord Jesus Christ, and thou shalt be saved " 
—saved from a burning hell, saved from your 
besetting sins, saved to live a life of usefulness for 
the glory of Him who died! 

E R F , I 

' O W strange that poor sinners, BO wretched and dreary. 
And living in scenes of confusion and strife* 

Will not come to Jesus, who calleth the weary, 
And giveth them rest, and salvation, and life! 

The Lord in His mercy has done all that's needed 
To put away sin, and to open a way; 

Shall the message of mercy he longer unheeded f 
He waits to he gracious, why longer delay P 

Our God in His mercy has met our condition 
By giving up Jesus, the Son of Hit love; 

And Jesus came down from His lofty position, 
To "pick up companions " for glory above, 

He found them in bondage, in sin, and in blindness, 
Not on* having strength from His oaptor to part; 

So He gave up Himself, in His pity and kmdnen, 
To rescue and ransom the loved of His heart 

He is gathering fast, to HiB bosom and glory, 
The wretched and lost from this sorrowful place; 

Yea, those who believe in the cross and its story— 
All those who have tasted His marvellous grace. 

And now He's in heaven, with glories surrounding, 
And hosts without number His praises declare; 

And I, through the grace that is ever abounding, 
Am one with that gloriBed Jesus up there! 

o. a 

SAVED I]5 TflE pejSF^b 
OME years ago, when a visitor in a London 
hospital, I became acquainted with a little 
girl named Eliza, who was a patient in the 

Ward. She was very pale and thin, and lay quite 
still on her bed, except when a violent cough shook 
her feeble body. There were many persons very ill 

in the same 
room,andIhad 
not spoken to 
her personally, 
whenloheerved 
her large dark 
eyes following 
me from bed to 
bed, with an 
almost vacant 
stare. Sitting 
down by her 
side, I soon 
found that the 

, sufferer was 
|j nearly ignorant 

of the simplest 
truths of the 
Bible. She had 
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heard of the name of Jesus, but knew little of His 
work of mercy, or of her own state as a sinner. 

Yet, as she related her history, it was plain to me 
that the Holy Spirit had shed some ray of light on 
her mind* Eliza did not remember her father; and 
her mother had been dead two or three years. The 
poor widow had lived in a crowded district near the 
city, and worked hard; but she had often been in 
great want, and Elixa was nursed in poverty and 
sorrow. She was still very young, when her mother's 
health foiledj and on her dying bed the poor woman 
wept over the little girl, soon to be left alone without 
earthly friend or helper. 

What could she do for Eliza 1 The widow had 
nothing to bequeath save her mangle, and Eliza was 
too young to support herself with that hard work. 
But the mangle was to be Eliza's fortune; for a 
woman who lodged in the house wanted one, and 
she agreed with the widow to take charge of Eliza, 
in return for the mangle being given to her. Death 
had no sooner closed the mother's eyes than Eliza 
and the mangle were brought into the lodger's room, 
and the desolate child's earthly wants were for the 
time provided for. Shortly after this Eliza's guardian 
married a careless, ungodly man. Misery followed, 
poverty increased, and the husband's fearful oaths 
and violence terrified the helpless orphan, who used 
to hide herself from his sight. 

Harsh treatment, scanty food, and bad air, soon 
brought on sickness, and Eliza was sent to the 
hospital, where I first saw her, and learned from her 
these few particulars of her history. I talked to 
her of her sin and dauger, and of the Lord Jesus 
Christ, who so loved and pitied sinners as to die on 
the cross to atone for their guilt, and to save from 
misery all who would come to Him. She was told 
also that the Holy Spirit alone could teach her to 
believe in Jesus, and change her sinful, hard heart. 
Eliza always listened attentively, fixing her large 
eyes on her visitor, but seldom spoke. She suffered 
much from her cough and from weakness; but was 
very patient, and grateful for every little help and 
kindnessj and it soon became evident to all in the 
ward that a change had come over her. Yes, on 
that sick bed she learned to love the Saviour, and 
trust herself to Him who was able to keep her; but 
it was not long before the angel of death stole into 
that hospital and took away the tender, fragile plant 
to adorn the palace of the King. 

Reader, where will you be when that messenger 
calls at your door) Jesus has accomplished an 
eternal salvation. Will you not come to Him, 
believe Him, and trust Him ? 

"jS6 JBflNY D1KKKW* OPINIONS." 

" R 9 REALLY don't know what to do. There 
R 2 g f l are so many different opinions as to how 
• E H E M a sinner is to be saved that I am quite 

perplexed to know whom to believe." Header, if 
this is your thought, let me strongly impress upon 
you the importance of being guided entirely by the 
bare word of God. There is only one way of sal
vation, and it is very clearly stated in the book. 

A lady, dying of consumption, was anxious about 
her souL She had asked many persons their "views" 
of salvation, and had received different replies. One 
told her to "pray," another to "work," and so on, 
A servant of Christ visited her, and she earnestly 
urged him to state his "views." "1 have no 
views," was his reply. The lady was amazed. 
"Madam," said he, "you seem astonished; but 
supposing I had, what good would they do you, 
seeing they would be but the views of a fellow-
mortal 1 I can, however, give you something better; 
I can give you Goo's VIEWS." The result of the 
conversation was, the lady was led to search the 
Scriptures, and shortly afterwards she found peace 
to her soul by learning that the question, " What 
must I do to be saved f" was answered thus, "BE
LIEVE ON THE LORD JESUS CHRIST, AND THOU SHALT 

BE SAVED." (Acts xvi. 30, 31.) 
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EADER, have you in Jesus Christ believed P 
Have you into your heart His word received P 
Are you renewed and sanctified by grace P 

%°i And are you longing to behold His face P 
You must be born again, or die the death: 
There's no salvation but by living faith. 
Examine! Is the Saviour in your heart P 
Do you from every evil course depart P 
If you should live in sin, the Saviour slight, 
Presuming that at last all will be right, 
Eternal judgment must your portion be, 
And black despair to all eternity I 

¥ 
"The gift of God is eternal life/1 

BOM. vi. 23. 

" He that believeth on Me hath ever
lasting life." JOHWVI. 47. 

"Whosoever believeth in Him 
should not perish, bat have ever 
lftfftfog life." JOHN iii. 16. 

• T V V W^^^^^TW T ' T T J =^^=5r= 

S: 

"The wages of sin is death." 
BOM.Ti.SS. 

"He that believeth not is condemned 
already." JOHK iii. II. 

"He that believeth not the Son shall 
not see life; but the wrath of God 
abideth on him.0 *«* at M. 

+ v*+wiw* » ^ 1 ¥ V ¥ V V V » ¥ W ^ *»• 

bw- "|fe toill not torn to l $ t , %rt 8* mig^t (jab* life." -»-3W 
* ^ "»»VS 

JAMW X. HAWKIWS, 17, n tenor tw Bow, K.O.; and 86, Baker Steeet, W. 8. W. PABTBJJ>«« * Opt, B,.Bat*rao«Mr Bow. 
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UYI]5G Wfmi®.* 
MONG the many emblems used in the 

Scriptures to illustrate the love and 
grace of God, in order to convey to 
the mind the fulness and suitability 
of salvation, " Living Waters * is one 
of the most suggestive. As to natural 
life water is essential to existence, so 
for spiritual life there is a need of 
living water—first to quicken, and 

afterwards to sustain life. In eastern countries tliis 
symbol is the more striking, as the scarcity of water 
in the extensive sandy wastes gives freshness and 
point to this gospel emblem. 

Not only do we find the expression used by most 
of the writers of the Old Testament, but our Lord 
Himself refers to it in speaking to the woman at 
the well of Sychar, when He declares to her that 
He is able to impart that which should eternally 
satisfy the longings and thirst of the human heart. 

Let us notice, first, that the source of the living 
waters is God Himself. He is the spring and 
fountain of life and love; He is love, and He 
imparts life. Before ever the sin of man had 
blighted the fair creation of God His counsels of 
lbve had devised the wondrous plan of redemption, 
of which He unfolded the first bud of promise 
before man was driven forth out of the fair garden 
he had defiled by sin. In Eden also a river was 
made to flow, which divided itself into four heads, 
thus irrigating the land in every direction—a type of 
that river of grace that should flow into the four 
quarters of the world, vivifying with its healing 
streams the nations of the earth. The fulfilment 
of this we see in the visions of Ezekiel, and of 
John in Patmos. The former, as he portrays the 
millennial blessedness in store for this earth, tells 
of waters issuing from beneath the threshold of the 
temple, which expand and deepen as they flow 
onwards, until they become a river deep and broad, 
<c waters to swim in, a river that could not be 
passed over." 

The apostle John beheld the same river coming 
from beneath the throne of God and the Lamb, 
and both writers speak of the tree of life growing 
on its banks, with its wonderful leaves for the 
healing of the nations. Thus we trace the source | 

* Extracted from " Iiyipg Waters," a chrbmo-lithogr»phed 
text-boot Price One Shilling. 

of these living waters to the throne of God. He 
is the One from whom all blessings flow; it was 
because He loved the world that He gave His only 
begotten Son to die. His love was not purchased 
by the sufferings of Jesus; but that love was the 
cause of the Gift unspeakable, who became, through 
death, the channel whereby that love might flow 
out to the children of men. 

When the children of Israel had come out of 
Egypt, and were crossing the desert to the land of 
promise, they were in danger of perishing for lack 
of water; and when Moses, at the command of God, 
smote the rock in Horeb, and " the waters gushed 
out, they ran in dry places like" a river/1 The 
smitten rock became the channel through which 
Israel received the life-giving supply; so has Jesus, 
the Son of God, smitten by the rod of Jehovah as 
the atonement for sin, become the channel whence 
the wondrous streams of love and grace might flow 
forth in all their infinite fulness to a lost and guilty 
world. 

This fulness is inexhaustible. The abundant 
streams afford a supply without any limit. The 
river of God " is full of water/' and through the 
centuries of this day of grace have the living 
waters flowed on and on in ever increasing volume, 
imparting life to all who partake of them; and still 
they flow on, running in the dry and arid deserts of 
a weary, sin-blighted world, cheering the sad, dis
pelling sorrow and gloom, and making the wilder
ness to rejoice and blossom as the rose, and the 
waste and desolate places of the earth to resound 
with the sweet melody of the name of Jesus. 

These waters are as free as they are plenteous. 
To men of every land, to rich and poor, to free and 
bond, they come in their healing and life-giving 
power. The Book of God closes with a promise, 
" I will give unto him that is athirst of the fountain 
of the water of life freelyf

n and an invitation uni
versal in its application, " Whosoever will, let him 
take the water of life fredy," while Isaiah, the 
prophet of good tidings, cries with a loud voice, 
''Ho, every one that thirsteth, come ye to the 
waters," -

Again, these waters afford full satisfaction ; while 
the streams of earth always fail to satisfy, and those 
who drink the deepest prove the most how shallow 
and vain they are, the river of God never fails to 
fill the heart of those who drink thereof. David 
again and Again speaks of God as the One who 
satisfies the longing soul; and in Psahn Ixjii, after. 
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expressing his thirsting desire after God, he says, 
"My soul shall be satisfied as with marrow and 
fatness;" and again he speaks of being abundantly 
satisfied because he had been made to drink of the 
river of God's pleasures. Truly the believer's cup 
runneth over—his heart is filled with the living 
water; and, according to the word of the Lord, out 
of hi™ flow rivers of living water to others. 
(John vil 37.) J. E. H. 

LIFE, pew gjien*! 
A WORD FOR THE CLOSE OF 1885. 

"SEVENTY YEARS ARE SOON 
OVER AND GONE!" 

Mfltt&$UCH are the opening words of a remarkable 
sSKg placard on the walls of the Waverley Station, 

Edinburgh—a peculiar, and yet a fitting, 
place for such a silent, truthful preacher. Daily are 
the platforms of that busy railway station crowded 
with human beings, many of them in the midst of 
their cares and business, having no thought of 
death and the judgment. 

In the age before the deluge the life of man on 
earth extended to an almost fabulous length, the 
days of Methuselah being well-nigh one thousand 
years. After the flood, the period of man's existence 
on this terrestrial sphere seemed gradually to lessen, 
until, in the days of David, we learn that "three 
score and ten years" was the almost universal limit 

In our day, those who have been at the trouble to 
carefully calculate, tell us that the average "measure" 
of man's days may be now roughly estimated at 
thirty-five yean. From those pressing facts there 
speaks a voice which says, " It is appointed unto 
men once to die," and " we must needs die." 

Reader, whether your life be protracted or short, 
whether you live to a mature age or be cut off in 
the spring or prime of life, yet you "must needs 
die." It is only a question of days or years, and 
your allotted span will close. The question demand
ing your instant and most earnest attention is not, 
Will your life be long or otherwise ? but the urgent 
question for your soul is this, Are you ready to die? 
are you prepared to meet God? Your sins and 
sinfulness are sufficient to sink you into " the lake 
of fire;" and "except a man be born again, he 
cannot see the kingdom of God." You are even 
now nearing the brink of hell or the gaty of heaven. 

41 Prepare to meet thy God I" 

Vljm JKBOinP Y6U3 J3INP? 
fc^ii^nW wonderful are the ways of God in 
Ê l ^ rcR bringing poor sinners to Himself! 
Pa M Wi Lo886e> aickness, and dreams (Job 
I g ^ g ^ l xixiiL) are all used by Him, who 
»>SR"«i|| willeth not the death of a sinner, in 
breaking down and humbling the proud heart of 
man. One thing, however, is certain—all must 
enter by the same door—Jesus Christ, and know 
the cleansing power of His precious blood. On 
the Cotswold Hills I visited a man who had been 
bedridden several years—one side paralysed, and 
his hearing quite gone; a complete wreck, as far as 
the poor earthly house was concerned. Within 
this tottering tenement, however, dwelt a spirit, 
so calm, so satisfied, so resting in a Father's 
love, and so rejoicing in Christ Jesus, that it was 
good to be there. The blessed condition of this 
soul seemed to be described by that scripture (Col. 
i l l , 12), " Strengthened with all might, according 
to His glorious power, unto all patience and 
long-suffering with joyfulnesss, giving thanks unto 
the Father." 

Oh, how the power of God was seen here! 
Reader, if you had heard that afflicted one 

speak of Jesus, you would indeed have said that 
He was unto him precious. Is He so to you? 
(1 Peter ii. 7.) 

Not being able to hear, the only mode of 
communication with others was a slate and pencil; 
and before leaving I wrote, "Shall we pray?" 
And you should have seen the glow of joy on this 
dear man's face as he gave an empathic "Yes;" 
adding, "I cannot hear a word, but" (pointing 
upwards) " He can/ 

"Blessed is he whose transgression is forgiven, 
whose sin is covered." Yes, blessed in every 
sense. And in this afflicted yet rejoicing one this 
was strikingly illustrated. 

Before leaving the cottage the wife gave me a 
brief account of her husband's conversion, which 
struck me as very remarkable. 

She said, "Some years ago my husband, a 
thoroughly careless, unconverted man, had a most 
remarkable dream. One night he awoke me, 
trembling and in great fear. I asked him what 
was the matter. ' Oh,1 he said, ' I have seen the 
recording angel, and he held in his hands a great 
book; and as he stood before me, he turned over 
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page after page; and so he went through the book. 
It was filled with my sins/ His terror and agony 
of mind was very great After this he heard 
about the precious blood of Jesus Christy that 
cleanseth from all sin; and such is the love and 
pity of God to those who are out of the way, that 
He spoke through a dream, a vision of the night, 
once more, healing the wound that the first had 
made." 

A second time the wife is awakened, not now by 
her terrified, conscience-stricken husband, but by 
one knowing the blessedness of sin forgiven, 
transgression covered. I 

" Oh, wife/1 said the man, " the same recording 
angel has appeared to me with the same book; and 
he opened the book, and he went all through, page 
by page; but there was not one sin against me 
recorded there—all gone, all gone.19 And now his 
joy, thanksgiving, and praise were greater than his 
agony of mind and terror had been before. Peace 
through the blood And this was the right peace 
—God's peace, a lasting peace, an eternal peace; 
and resting here, I found him.19 

Passing the cottage the other day, I enquired for 
this precious one—this sinner saved by grace, and I 
found that his happy redeemed spirit had departed 
from the frail tenement " to be with Christ, which 
is far better." Dear reader, how about your sins 11 
Are they thus blotted out) or do they still stand 
against you f 

peitijsEjSjs. 

*

AY, what can save from sin, 
Its present power in mef 

What give the holiness within, 
Of one divinely free P 

Between the world and me 
The Lord Himself must stand; 

My path below must ever be 
One guarded by His hand. 

Between the flesh and me 
The Lord—His death—most oome; 

Through Him is gained the victory, 
Through Him the fight is won. 

Between the foe and me, 
What refuge but the blood P 

I must be clad, O Christ, in Thee, 
Thou armour of my God. 

Thou spotless one, mine own, 
Glorious without, within; 

vTis whilst I live to Tim •Urns 
That I am safe from sin. 

J. DWHAM SMITH. 

9EIcEjSC6PE JIJ5D ]dI(H$jgG6PK* 
B Y T . A D Y H O P E . 

N front of one of the hotels at which we spent 
some weeks in Switzerland,t there was a long 
covered verandah or terrace, containing a fasci

nating variety of cushioned seats. On these seats we 
could enjoy an ever-changing view of mountains, fir 
trees, dazzling snow, and brilliant foliage, heights 
and depths of rock and valley, with the delightful 
foreground of spreading hay-fields; while in addition 
to the range that was visible to our eye-vision, 
there lay the possibility of a telescopic one. For, 
close within reach of our hands, poised upon a 
machinery of its own, there was an excellent glass, 
that had the power of showing us a great deal that 
stretched beyond the points that our natural sight 
could reach. By means of this telescope we could 
look into far distances, and see many 'points of 
interest and detail, that without its aid were lost in 
the great masses of light and shade. 

We often amused ourselves by taking long looks 
into the mountains; but sometimes we would come 
back from our walks with flower trophies, which 
had to undergo a process of careful examination. 
Their names and classes must be discovered, and 
their colours arranged with ferns and leaves, so as 
to make bouquets for the decoration of our rooms. 

One day we were busily engaged in this occupa
tion, when a lady, who was also staying in the 
hotel, came up to us, and said: 

"Would you not like to have the loan of a 
microscope %n 

"Yes, indeed!" her suggestion supplied a want 
we had already felt Our flowers were well worth 
the aid of the tiny magnifying glass. It helped to 
reveal to us new worlds of beauty hidden in 
miniature recesses, and buried under soft veils of 
leaf and petal; whilst we learnt new lessons of 
"far distances," and "nearer things still nearer." 

* From Pictures of Silver. Price 1*. Just published, 
t The Hotel Schweizerhof, in Interlaken. 
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We thought of the revealing power contained in 
God's own word. Surely we find the double action 
there! And by the aid of this sacred light we 
may discover much of the fulness and the riches 
that are stored up for us in Christ Jesus. We are 
taught much about this earnest "LOOKING" in 
Scripture. We are shown all through the Bible 
the importance of this subject Shall we trace out 
a few of these passages 1 

Looking to \ 
Looking at > CHBIST. 
Looking for ) 

"Look unto me, and be ye saved) all the ends 
of the earth." (ha. xlv. 22.) "They looked unto 
Him, and were lightened: and their faces were not 
ashamed." (Pe. xxxiv. 5.) 

Here we have the "look" of salvation. One 
true look to Christ, one look to the cross of Him 
who suffered for us, brings relief to the sin-
burdened soul; because there we see our load 
carried, our sins put away, our guilt expiated 
When the Israelites looked towards the serpent on 
the pole, the poison in their veins ceased to flow, 
their death was turned to life. At the same time, 
there is in professing Christendom so much distant 
looking—so distant that it seems to those who have 
had, or are having, the nearer looks, vague and 
uncertain. " He is the only One we have to look 
to/1 we constantly hear the poor people say, though 
really, as far as we can judge, their words amount 
to nothing; for they seem to derive no peace, no 
consolation, no contentment, no holiness from the 
" look " they speak of. It is a phrase, a meaning
less supposition, with too many. It is not a heart 
reality. Hundreds of ladies, and gentlemen too, 
at this moment in London, who would be shocked 
if you were to suggest a doubt as to whether their 
eye of faith was resting upon the Saviour, are all 
professing "to look to Him." This is the ex-
presaion they use. How much of reality there may 
be in it we cannot tell. But one thing is certain, 
that a great deal of this " looking/' as it is called, i 
is a very indefinite thing. When the prodigal was 
in the city, "a great way off" from his father's 
home, it may have lingered in his memory some
times. In imagination he may frequently have 
seen the well-spread table, the well-known faces, 
the different rooms, the faithful servants; but still 
he went on sinning, rebelling, going farther and 
farther every day from those who loved him, and 
Would have had him with them all the while: On 

the journey to Bethlehem, from the land of Moab, 
Orpah's heart was behind her, though her eyes were 
towards the city of blessing; and on the first 

'opportunity she forsook for ever its golden 
prospects. I suppose Peter was "looking to 
Christ" when he "followed Him afar off," but the 
look was an unsatisfactory one; for at that very 
time, even though he was a disciple, he was deny
ing his Saviour. There was a distance intervening 
between him and the Lord whom he professedio serve. 
In the hour of sorrow the distant look is a very 
sad one; it brings no comfort, or very little. It 
generates such phrases as these—how often we 
hear them!—"It is all for the best, I suppose;" 
"We must submit;" "It is of God's good 
providence, no doubt;" but does not bring the 
solid comfort, the depths of peace, the .wondrous 
alleviation, and tangible definite support, and 
actual help, that the nearer looks bring. A lady, 
who was talking of past bereavements, once said 
to me, with a sad, inexpressible, hopeless look on 
her face as she spoke of those who had been 
taken from her, "But where are they nowf I 
cannot find them!" and the words were said as a 
question that time could not answer; a weary 
searching was implied in them that rent love's very 
heart. They struck a key-note of desolation that 
at first it was impossible to answer. There was 
but one—only one—comfort surely under such a 
grief, and that one literally a " strong consolation ;" 
so it seemed to me at least. "They are with 
Christ," I said, "and Christ is with us—the 
ImmanueL" He is very near. Neither "life nor 
death" can separate us from Him. The presence 
of Christ, the nearness of our Lord, is the reality 
amidst all that passes and moves around u& Do 
you know the Lord) Does your heart draw nigh 
to Himf In the hour of anxiety or sorrow, have 
you the comfort of the truer, nearer look f In the 
days of peace and rest, in the hours of enjoyment, 
do we rest content with a distant Saviour 1 

Looking AT Jesua Ah! this is something very 
different, is it not? If we look at our friends, we 
must be near them. If we look at a face that we 
love, we must be within the range of a touch— 
very near. I think that Thomas understood this 
privilege of drawing near when he cried out, in 
renewed faith and holy boldness, "My Lord and 
my God." His doubts had been swept away ; his 
fears had gone to the winds; his scepticism had 
died a natural death in the presence of the Lord. 
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He saw the Saviour near him; he looked upon 
that face, the wounded side, and hands marked 
with the nail-prints, and then a rush of earnest 
faith filled his poor doubting soul, and made him 
praise, and utter testimonies of his belief. How 
wonderful it all was! But it was the nearness 
that did it Man's testimony brought him within 
reach of Jesus; but it was the look, and then the 
words, of Jesus that did the work, and made him 
a new man. The woman of Samaria, who said, 
"Sir, give me this water;" the father of the 
demoniac, who said, " Lord, I believe; help thou 
mine unbelief;'1 the man Zaccheufc, who climbed 
into the tree to "see Him who He was;" the 
lame man waiting at the pool—these, and many, 
many others, knew something—indeed much—of 
this closer look; and each one could testify that 
he had not looked in vain. "They looked unto 
Him, and were lightened; and their faces were 
not ashamed." Stephen looked, and was trans
formed, till his " face shone " with the glory of the 
Lord. We are told that the eagle is the only bird 
that can look at the sun. - Its eye is strong, and 
its flight direct, as it mounts up and up towards 
the sunlight above. It rises as it looks, and cleaves 
the air with its swift pinions, drawn, as by some 
mighty magnet, into the heavens above. And the 
eagle is spoken of as the type of the believer 
travelling on his upward course. "They shall 
mount up with wings like eagles." " His strength 
is renewed as the eagle's." The runner looks at 
his goal while he runs', and finds himself moment 
by moment drawing nearer and nearer to it " My 
heart is fixed, 0 God, my heart is fixed," the 
psalmist says. "Looking stedfastly,'1 the apostle 
teaches. When Peter kept his eye resting upon 
the Saviour, he trode upon the waves; but when 
he looked at the waves, and thought upon the 
wind that raged beside him, his footing failed, and 
he began to sink. So it is with us now. When 
with the eye of faith, the searching, seeking glance 
of patient enquiry—the eager gaze that David 
describes when he says, " One thing have I desired 
of the Lord, that will I seek after . . . to behold 
the beauty of the Lord, and to inquire in His 
temple"—then we derive benefit upon benefit, 
comfort upon comfort, strong and lasting blessings, 
daily fresh and precious blessings, from Christ 
Himself. We should have missed them all, or very 
much of them, had our look been an indirect one, 
distant, indefinite. 

Then there is the "looking for" Christ—the 
looking forward, expectancy, the " hasting unto His 
coming." This bright hope cheers and brightens 
our lives; it lifts us upward to the glory that is 
beyond, and that so soon must dawn upon our 
sight. Are we amongst those who "look for His 
appearing"! Do we say, "Lord Jesus, come 
quickly") I pray that we may know the reality 
of these looks. May our Saviour be very present 
with us! may He smile upon us! may His look of 
love and the "favour that satisfies1' return upon 
us in rich blessing to-day I 

It is true that here we see through a glass darkly, 
but THERE face to face; that here we are often in 
darkness or in clouds, but that THBRB we shall see 
the Saviour's brightness, and need no candle, 
neither light of the sun. But in our hand now 
the Holy Spirit places a telescope of faith, and 
bids us see afar; while He brings us into living, 
near relationship to our Christ, and makes us one 
with Him, showing us His tender love, and re
moving our chaos of jioubts, and shining away 
into daylight the cbbwSj and films of human 
thought, or rather human ignorance. Mary lost 
for a time the vision of joy that was prepared fen* 
her at the sepulchre in the dimness of her tears. 
She could not see life in the terrors of the grave. 
Nothing but death lay before her. She saw the 
tomb, the stolid sleeping faces of the Roman 
soldiers, the desolation of the garden that sur
rounded it The brightness of the angels was 
there; but the glory only pained her, and added 
to her loneliness, until she could drink in the 
comfort they spoke. Their words were reassuring 
indeed, and formed a passage-way, as all true words 
may—to the joy that was coming; but it was 
the sight of her Saviour, and His words spoken 
to her heart, that brought the daylight at lafet. 
"Rabboni!" she said, and then she was at His 
feet, and five minutes later we find her "limning 
to obey His will" There was no separation now. 
Death had been changed into life; sorrow had 
become joy; the stagnation of grief had turned 
to swift obedience. 

And now nothing remained for Mary and the 
other disciples but the last long look that is pos
sible to us on earth—the "looking for" His glorious 
return when He should "so come in like manner 
as they had seen Him go into heaven." 

So let us look forward 1 Let us " look for " His 
return, praying Him to make us ready for that 
blessed day when He shall return with His saints 
to reign in power and great glory. 
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jSWIEW JUD6J9Epr. 
YOUNG, earnest evangelist was in the 
country preaching concerning the solemn 
events which are at hand; namely, the 

coming of the Lord Jesus Christ for His people, 
when the dead in Christ shall rise first, and then 
We (believers) which are alive and remain shall be 
caught up together with them in the clouds, to meet 
the Lord in the air (1 Cor. xv. 51-58; 1 Thess. iv. 
13-18; John xiv. 1-3), and go with Him into the 
Father's house, so that we shall ever be with the 
Lord; after which God will pour out the cup of His 
wrath upon the ungodly. Immediately he had 
spoken the above words, there came out of an 
adjacent public-house a man with a glass of beer in 
hi* hand, and called out, " I am going to drink the 
cup of God's wrath." God's judgment was swift 
and sure, for directly he had uttered the words he 
fell dead at the feet of the speaker, ushered into the 
presence of that God whom he had mocked. Un
saved reader, has this a^v voice to you? Were 
God's long-suffering meifcy to have reached its limit 
with you, and He gave the word "—Cut it down," 
where would your eternity be spent ? 

"I JVEVE3 DID WY Jinm IN JOT ICIKK' 

UCH an excuse has often been given. 
Reader, is this your excuse? Do 
you really mean that you have never 
done any harm? Have you never 
sinned in thought, word, or deed? 

Have you never cherished an impure, unkind, or 
wicked thought? Have you never spoken a hasty 
word, told a lie, or attempted to mislead any one ? 
Have you loved God with all your heart, soul, 
strength, and mind ? Have you loved your neigh
bour as you have loved yourself? "Oh, no," yon 
reply j " no one can say that" 

Jfover mind others just now. You admit that 
you have sinned. If one were found guilty of 
breaking the laws of this country, who would be
lieve that he had done no harm? Reader—there is 
no use in concealing the fact—you have not been 
what you ought to have been; you have done what 
you ought not to have done; in other words, you 
are a sinner, and the word of God declares, " T H B 
SOUL THAT SINNETH, IT SHALL DIE." (Ezek. XYiiL 4.) 
"The wages of sin is death." (Rom. v i 23.) 

OUR READERS. * * * * 
At the close of another year of our monthly message of the glad tidings of the gospel, we 

desire to make an earnest appeal to our friends to assist us in spreading the good news more 
widely by increasing our circulation- The Lord continues to own our Watchman to awaken 

— sinners, and to lead to Christ; and during the past year we have had many testimonies that i t has 
been blessed of the Lord to the salvation of souls. We therefore appeal confidently to pur readers to 
help us further. 

1st. By sending for gratuitous sample packets to circulate among those who have not hitherto soon i t 
2nd. By taking a certain number of copies monthly, and giving them away among the unsaved in 

their locality. They will be found to be valued more than tracts or small books, «ad are often 
taken great care of, and read over many times. 

3rd. By sending us gospel articles, especially authentic and original narrative papers, for insertion. 
4th. By continued prayer for blessing on our pages. 

TiOI 
J? so 

THE LORD'S POOR. 
)R some yean past a few of our readers have sent us 
small sums to distribute to the aged and sick poor of the 

flock. Knowing of many such, we would again say that we 
shall feel it a great privilege to be the medium of conveying 
any gifts that may be sent to us to those who, during the 
inclement season now approaching, are needing sometimes 
the very necessaries of 

FREE OIROULATION OF TRACTS. 
ll^EhavecontmiraUyapplicatk*^ 
V? those who are unable to buy as largely as they would, 

but who have great opportunities of circulating them. While 
we send out a very considerable nunitar free, we are unable to 
meet the demand, and if any of ow readers feel lad la softd nm 
any donation for this purpose, we shall be gratefal, and will 
send out Tracts and Books to the fullest vmteefor thMteoaaL 
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